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Prologue
 
   Nov 24, 2018
 
    
 
   The wedding for Mark and Alice was perfect.  Even the weather had cooperated.  They had never looked so happy and more than two hundred guests were there to see them make their vows.  After the ceremony -- with the groom kissing the bride and then the two of them raising their joined hands high overhead -- they were greeted with a standing ovation.  Everyone then regrouped over at the hall where the reception was being held and waited to welcome them there all over again.  Everyone agreed there was a special excitement about this wedding.
 
   Alice’s Mom had done a fantastic job and it was obvious how devoted she was to making everything absolutely perfect for her daughter.  Earlier, she had broken down completely when Alice had insisted on her being the one to give the bride away.  Fortunately, there had still been a month after that for her to recover, prior to the actual event, and when she actually did appear with Alice by her side, there could not possibly have been anyone prouder or more radiant.
 
   Alice’s Maid of Honor was also quite radiant.  Missy looked spectacular, wearing a dark red gown that matched her hair.  She had her hair all done up in an elaborate hairdo, using extensions made from her own hair, along with some unique touches that Heather managed to include.  Missy assured her sister that, in the unlikely event that the career in engineering which she was planning for herself didn’t work out, she could safely fall back on being a hairdresser.
 
   Missy’s brother John, as best man, looked very handsome in his tux.  His date Tracy was thrilled to be there and once the ceremony was over, she was constantly at John’s side.  Yes, she was experiencing an emotional overload.  So much had happened during the past four months -- she still could hardly believe so much had been possible.  John had flown with her to Texas and Thanksgiving with her family had been the best ever, for both of them.  John explained he was now planning to attend law school and would be graduating from that when Tracy graduated from West Point.  While no commitments were being made yet, Tracy was thrilled.
 
   There was a brunch the day after the wedding, which the newlyweds stopped by for.  They were flying to Hawaii for their honeymoon but wanted to say goodbye to all their closest friends.  Once Alice and Mark were on their way, Missy and Mike then also left and went over to visit with Mike’s sister Michelle and her boyfriend Aaron.  They’d not had a chance to see that much of them, with all the wedding activity and due to Mike having been at Missy’s for Thanksgiving.
 
   Michelle said, “Hey, Missy?  Is it too soon yet for making plans for another Mount Washington ski trip?  During your Christmas break?  I know it’s hard to believe, but that’s only a month away now and it’s been almost a year since the last time we were all up there.”
 
   “Perfect!  I’d love that and I know Mike will too.”  Missy looked at Mike and sent him a mental message, after which she began giggling and he broke out laughing.  She’d just promised their evenings for this trip would definitely include some monkey sex up in their room.
 
   Mike could only hope -- this time -- she wouldn’t need to go off and perform any rescues …


 
   
  
 

Chapter One
 
   Nov 28, 2018
 
    
 
   Tweeeeet!
 
   The ref’s whistle stopped the play and, having successfully drawn the foul, Missy went to the free throw line.  Once again, her head fakes and quick movements driving to the basket, along with her willingness to make physical contact with girls even bigger than herself, were paying off.  It was late in the game and this would be a “one and one” situation.  If she made the first one, she’d get to shoot the second one.  Missy rarely missed foul shots so this was an almost certain two points.
 
   Irina Borovsky told Sharon Manton to go back in.  Irina was coach for the West Point women’s basketball team and had pulled Sharon out earlier for a brief rest.  She’d also wanted to give Sharon some instructions.  Now she told her, “Tell Missy it’s full court press time.  And, if she can sink any of those three point jump shots of hers?  That would be good.”
 
   Sharon played forward position.  She was five-eleven and had been a star player in high school.  She was one of the better players on the West Point team, even though she was a freshman -- a plebe.  She was also Missy’s roommate and the two of them really played well together.  Missy played guard and had really great ball handling abilities.  She also was great at stealing the ball and then passing it to Sharon who would then score a quick two points.
 
   Missy was five-eight and had an amazing jump shot.  She could jump several inches higher than other girls her height and this always surprised whoever was on the opposing team, who then would fail to block Missy’s shot.  She was also very accurate and whenever a three point shot was needed, Missy could usually be counted on to make her jump shot go in.
 
   As Sharon walked past, on the way back to her position after Missy sank her first shot, she passed along the coach’s messages.  Missy nodded her head and, after the ref gave her the ball, she sank her second foul shot.  Then, using hand signals and yelling out a few well rehearsed commands, she directed her teammates as they all put pressure on the other team to block the initial inbounds pass.
 
   This tactic was successful and after a quick turnover and an excellent layup by one of her teammates, they had another two points.  Now they were only down by two but time was running out and there was less than a minute remaining.
 
   Again, her team continued to pressure their opponents and again, they succeeded in stealing the ball.  After several passes back and forth, Missy got the ball.  She dribbled over to one of her spots beyond the three point line and, as the final seconds of the game ticked down, she made a sudden stop, turned, and up she went -- with two opponents right in front of her.  Her shot swished just before the final buzzer.  Game over.  Army had won.
 
   -----
 
   Back in their room at the academy, Sharon told their other roommate, “Missy was really something out there tonight, Kelsey.  You just wouldn’t believe how many times she gets hit … they think they can just run right through her but then they find out that’s like hitting a stone wall.  One girl injured herself so badly she sat out for the rest of the game.  Naturally, Missy sank all her foul shots which only made it even worse for them, adding insult to injury.”
 
   Kelsey laughed and said, “Serves them right.  They’re lucky she’s not as big now as before.  Remember how she was last summer?”
 
   Prior to arriving at West Point, Missy had really bulked up, working out with heavy weights, and had weighed 150 pounds versus the 135 pounds she’d typically been in high school.  This had all been solid muscle as she’d reduced her body fat to only eight percent.  She’d been truly ripped and shredded with incredible muscle definition.  The energy bursts she used to Change forms allowed her to strip away all but her essential body fat.
 
   Missy said, “Hey, that was just to get me through Beast Training … and, I really wasn’t sure if I’d get enough to eat then.  So, I bulked up.  But, I’m getting back down to my normal size.  I think I’ll stay about where I am right now.”
 
   She was very physical and her werecat metabolism really needed lots of calories.  Her usual intake was about 4,000 calories per day, which she easily burned off.  While she’d managed eating well enough at West Point, her exercising was no longer as extreme as before and her weight had dropped down to 140 pounds while her body fat had increased to twelve percent.  Her body was very curvy with wide hips, wide shoulders, a narrow waist and a prominent bust line.
 
   Sharon said, “Well, you and Kelsey both look really great.  If I didn’t already have such a nice boyfriend who loves my itty bitty titties, I’d be jealous.”  She was slender with small breasts but that had not affected her self image.  She’d found a really great guy that she’d been dating for over a year and he was absolutely crazy about her.  She had dark brown hair and bright blue eyes.  Although she was not beautiful and was not pretty, she was still very attractive in her own way.
 
   Kelsey Powers was blond with brown eyes and had a round, pretty face.  Before Missy’s help, which she really was not fully aware of, she had always struggled to keep her weight down.  She was five-four and had not been very athletic.  With her broad hips and huge boobs, keeping her uniform properly squared away had been almost impossible.  She’d always been busting out somewhere and had accumulated many demerits because of that.  Then, Missy began pushing some of her supernatural energy into her and her level of fitness had improved greatly.  She’d lost over ten pounds and was now able to meet the minimum physical requirements and was passing all the Army’s tests, no problem.
 
   She had been second in her high school class academically and came from a large family who could not afford college tuition.  West Point was her opportunity, if she could only somehow cope with all the guys.  She had always been very insecure and unsure of herself, in spite of the way guys had been coming on to her for years.  Before she’d slimmed down, she’d figured they were only interested because of her breasts.  Now, with her entire body so nicely toned and looking so voluptuous, she just had no idea how to interact with the opposite sex.  They were always commenting about how great her ass looked and how perfect her boobs were.  Great.  Now she was “hot” and they lusted after her whole body.  What was a girl to do?  
 
   Kelsey said, “Sharon, you and Missy both have such wonderful boyfriends, I’m the one who should be jealous.  Who said blonds have more fun, anyway?”
 
   “Hey, that luscious body of yours is driving all the guys around here pretty crazy … isn’t that fun?”  Sharon laughed and went on to say, “Your problem is you’re always the smartest person in the room and you keep hoping someone will notice what a great mind you have, right?”
 
   “Well, I hate how they think I’m just a dumb blond.  Missy, how did you get guys to stop treating you as a sex object?  You’re always so relaxed with them.  They really listen to what you have to say.  Whenever I try talking to a guy, everything just comes out wrong … I get tongue tied and that makes things even worse.”
 
    “You’re just shy and reacting to them with your hormones.  I was sort of like that three years ago … if I didn’t control myself, I’d get really aroused and couldn’t talk either.”  Missy thought back to when she had first returned home, after reaching full sexual maturity as a cat in the mountains.  When she finally had managed to Change back to her human form, her raging hormones had been somewhat of a problem -- especially with all her enhanced senses.  She’d get aroused immediately just by the musky, male scents from the guys all around her.
 
   Missy said, “Then, doing all my mixed martial arts training allowed me to focus and forced the guys to focus, too.  When we were sparring, nobody thought about me as a female and pretty soon, I was just one of the guys.”  She giggled.  “Otherwise, I really kicked their ass.  After a while, it just got easier and easier for me … talking to them.”
 
   In addition to her incredibly sexy body, Missy could look anywhere from just pretty to absolutely stunning.  Her dark red hair was now cut in a page boy style, with bangs.  This kept it just off her shoulders, meeting the Army regulation, but still allowed being put into a pony tail when she was doing anything athletic.  She had deep green eyes, a nice proportional nose and a beautiful smile with vertical crease lines in her cheeks like dimples.  She had a fair complexion that would tan nicely.  Her facial features and bone structure were classic -- very attractive with a somewhat “feline” appearance.  
 
   When aroused or excited, her cat endowments would appear in her eyes, with yellow or gold speckles making them almost glow.  Sharon and Kelsey liked to describe that as Missy doing her “sparkly eyes” thing.  Missy had actually healed a badly sprained ankle for Sharon, using her special supernatural energy while doing her sparkly eyes thing, but had sworn Sharon to secrecy.  Sharon knew Missy had also somehow helped with Kelsey’s improved fitness and weight loss.  Kelsey just thought Missy was magic about everything, always so capable and confident, and she took Missy’s sparkly eyes for granted.
 
   Sharon said, “Hey, I know you won that trophy in mixed martial arts two years ago.  Amateur Women’s Middleweight, right?  But, I didn’t know you actually did any sparring with guys also.  Jeez!”
 
   Missy said, “Well, my whole point is that Kelsey just needs to be doing something with guys where they are all focusing on the task at hand.  You always played sports with the guys, Sharon.  Isn’t that why you’re now so comfortable with men around?”
 
   Kelsey asked, “How’s any of that going to help me?  Unlike the two of you, I’m not a good athlete.”
 
   “No, but you’re always the smartest person in the room, just like Sharon said.”  Missy smiled as an idea came to her.  “Why don’t you start tutoring?  With end of term exams only a few weeks away, I know there are a lot of guys here who would appreciate some help.  Some girls too … you already know how my friend Angel Meriwether is struggling.”
 
   Sharon agreed and pointed out that even guys who didn’t need tutoring would know Kelsey was helping their buddies and everyone would start seeing her in a whole new light.  The three of them discussed Missy’s idea and it was decided.  Invitations to Kelsey’s Korner would be posted the next day.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
   Dec 2, 2018
 
    
 
   “That’s pretty incredible, Missy!  Even for you.”  Tracy McGonagle was helping Missy use her supernatural energy and Missy had just crushed a paper cup.  Since the cup was on a desk ten feet away and Missy had crushed it using her special energy, this was indeed a significant accomplishment.
 
   They had Missy’s room to themselves since Sharon was out helping Kelsey with that special class she was giving now.  Kelsey’s Korner was a big hit and there were fifty plebes who had signed up.  Only five were girls.
 
   Earlier, merely by focusing and using her energy, Missy had been pushing on the paper cup, squeezing and releasing it for longer and longer time periods.  While she’d been able to send out energy pulses for quite a while now, this was the first time she’d focused on actually controlling the energy instead of merely pushing it out all at once in quick bursts.
 
   Tracy had explained how she herself could create and hold either light or fire for varying periods of time, using the energy she -- being a witch -- could harness and control.  She had suggested that Missy try controlling her own energy pulses in a similar manner, focusing and visualizing.   And, that had worked.
 
   Missy said, “Yes, I can feel how to do this … it’s a different variation from the way I use my healing energy but now I know just how to focus and … it’s like you said.  I can control it for several seconds.  Wow!  You’ve really helped me, Tracy!  Thanks!”
 
   Missy’s body would heal itself -- severe head injuries or broken bones only needed a day or so to mend, especially if she Shifted.  Even without Shifting, she would heal rapidly.  But, she’d learned how her burst of energy while Changing would help her heal even faster.  Shifting or Changing used a tremendous amount of energy.  Missy could Change from one moment to the next into a large cat, very much like a mountain lion, with a great shimmer of light and burst of her special energy.  That energy all came from within.  Thus, a recuperation period was needed prior to Changing back.  Lately, Missy’s required recuperation time had been less and less.
 
   While, in today’s times, there were indeed a few other supernaturals -- like Missy -- that could Shift, changing from their human form to that of some animal, they were just Shifters.  They didn’t have Missy’s gift for using supernatural energy for rapid healing and regeneration.  Or, her ability to use her energy in other ways as well.
 
   Missy had learned she could tap into her special energy and push it out into other people.  She’d done that to heal them on some occasions and, at other times, to help them -- as she’d helped Kelsey.  Then, she’d also learned to push her energy out in force waves or pulses.  Her ability to do this had increased, using more and more power, and she was now capable of pushing her energy out in tremendous blasts, knocking people over and shattering windows.  Hence, her working to control this by increasing and decreasing how much force she pushed out, extending the time periods she did that for longer and longer duration, and targeting her force so she was grabbing and releasing specific objects.  It was all about controlling this incredible energy power she’d learned she could use.
 
   Tracy said, “Keep practicing and I’m sure your control will improve a lot.  I told you how much greater my own power is now, right?  Whatever we did that night must have really zapped us … I’m now feeling all amped up.  Having all that power go through me the way it did?  It’s as though my capacity for energy was stretched way, way out … and, now it’s staying that way.  From what you’ve said, that’s what’s happening for you as well.  Only, now you can also draw energy from outside yourself, the way I do, in addition to what you have inside.”
 
   Tracy was a witch and -- based on the extraordinary ways Missy was able to use energy -- Missy obviously was also.  Real witches were rare supernatural beings with special powers and abilities.  These varied from witch to witch, but they were always about having and using energy.
 
   Tracy was able to not only use energy for fire and light but she also could control the weather.  She had spent a few years in a coven with an experienced witch as her mentor and had already been a powerful witch before coming to the academy.  She was able to conjure up a severe storm, even on an otherwise clear day, and send down lightning bolts.  She could direct those lightning bolts onto targets with great accuracy.
 
   But, like most witches, Tracy harnessed and used energy from sources all around her; she didn’t have Missy’s ability to also draw energy from within.  Because Missy was a Shifter, she could tap into that supernatural energy she had inside herself.  Only recently had Missy started drawing power from outside sources.
 
   It was extremely rare for any Shifter to also be a witch -- Missy was the only one in modern times.  And, as though that weren’t unusual enough, she also was the only female werecat in the last two hundred years.  She’d learned there were currently twelve other werecats, all men, throughout the rest of the world.  She had actually met one of them but he had now returned back to South America.
 
   Missy and Tracy were the only supernaturals at West Point and had grown very close.  They believed their being roommates during Beast training, paired together in the same squad, had certainly been something only those Fabulous Fates could have arranged.  Though no longer roommates, they continued to support each other in ways no one else possibly could.
 
   Thus, Tracy was now helping Missy and today’s lessons had been twofold.  First was to focus and control Missy’s energy, which crushing the paper cup showed Missy was clearly now getting a handle on.  And, second was how Missy could harness and use energy from sources all around her.  Missy actually had already started doing this, instinctively, drawing power from the bond she had with her boyfriend, Mike Ryan.
 
   Missy and Mike had been in a relationship for almost two years.  When they had become intimate eight months earlier, a unique mating bond had formed and had been growing stronger ever since.  Missy was able to send Mike mental messages which he could understand clearly, just as though she was speaking to him verbally.  She could feel his presence and know where and how far away he was.  And, she could experience emotional feedback from him, knowing how he felt when he got her messages.
 
   Recently on Veteran’s Day, during what Missy referred to as her Operation Roseanne, she and Tracy had worked together.  They’d dealt with a mobster named Salvatore D’Amato who Missy had decided needed to be taught a lesson.  This was the night Tracy believed she and Missy had used so much energy they’d been zapped, giving them a capacity for energy and power now so much greater than before.
 
   Tracy had formed a circle that night and inside with her had been Missy’s brother John, Tracy’s Mom and Missy’s boyfriend Mike.  Tracy and John were just starting a relationship and, just a couple of weeks earlier, she had nervously revealed to him that she was a witch.  To her great relief, he became more enamored of her than ever.  He was definitely there in that circle for her and not merely because of Missy.  Tracy’s Mom was there, supporting her daughter.  She was a witch also, able to move objects by telekinesis, although not a very powerful witch.  Mike, of course, was there for Missy.  And, although neither John nor Mike were supernaturals and Tracy’s Mom had lived most of her life as a latent witch, not using her powers -- that hadn’t mattered.
 
   That night, Tracy had been able to pull lots of power from Mike, John and her Mom -- reinforcing the power she harnessed from all around herself -- and she’d kept sending down lightning bolts, again and again, more than she’d ever done before.  Those were all onto Missy’s pre-planned targets out at D’Amato’s estate, about a half mile away, and on commands which Missy had passed along through Mike.  At the same time, inside D’Amato’s home, Missy had been sending out some huge energy bursts of her own, tapping into Mike for added power.  The added power, with Mike being in that circle with the others, had been tremendous and Missy had actually felt as though she were about to explode.
 
   With everything else that had been happening over the past three weeks, today had been the first opportunity for Missy and Tracy to review everything they both had experienced that night.  And, Missy now indeed was able to draw power from sources all around her.  Even without Mike.  Tracy was not surprised since she herself had experienced such an enormous increase in her own power, far beyond anything she’d ever dreamed possible.  Apparently, whenever a powerful witch used and experienced energy while still in their formative years, that enabled growth.  The greater the power used, the greater the growth.
 
   Thus, Tracy and Missy were now able to start right from where they’d left off, at their maximum level that night three weeks earlier.  They could easily tap into energy sources all around them and fill right back up, ready to go all over again.  Yikes!  Since they were only eighteen -- and witches typically could continue gaining power up through the age of twenty-five -- they both had a ways to go before their powers were fully developed.
 
   “What does my brother think about all this?” asked Missy.  “You two spent a lot of time together during Thanksgiving break and I’m sure you explained things, right?”
 
   “Oh, John keeps making jokes … he’s just too funny, but you know that about him already, so I don’t have to go on and on.”  Tracy looked at Missy and her eyes suddenly glistened.  “You know … he’s completely swept me off my feet.  He’s going home with me again … Christmas break.  He says he wants to spend every possible moment with me … he even wants me to introduce him to my coven back there.”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Wow!  But, you know?  I think it’s the other way around, Tracy!  You’ve completely swept him off his feet!”
 
   -----
 
   Cadet Ronald Quigby was in his third year at the academy; his cow year.  Freshmen at West Point were fourth class, also known as plebes.  Sophomores were third class and yearlings, juniors were second class and cows, while seniors were first class and firsties.  He tolerated women at West Point, since he didn’t have much choice in that, but he definitely believed men were far superior.  He considered it his duty to force out those female cadets whom he did not consider worthy of being there.
 
   He had targeted Cadet Missy McCrea but that had really backfired, making him look bad.  He had been platoon leader during the second month of Beast Training that past summer and she had been in one of the squads in his platoon.  He had initially wanted to make an example of her.  He’d heard some stories about her first month there and had checked her out.  She was a freak.  There even were stories about her on the internet.
 
   Then he’d watched her movements during training and mass athletics and he could see that she was mesmerizing.  She would do some pretty amazing things but always made it look easy.  Wherever she went and whatever she did, there always seemed to be a lot of guys just following her around, watching her.  He believed that just proved his point about how women could be such a huge distraction in the military.
 
   But, in spite of all his harassment and that by a few other Cadets who shared his low opinion of women at West Point, her performance had been exemplary.  She not only had scored higher than any other female on all the Army’s physical fitness tests that summer, but she also had been top shot.  She’d won the M4 rifle competition scoring highest in the whole regiment, out of 1240 plebes.  The competition had been held for those who had qualified expert, which she somehow had managed doing.  That, in spite of her supposedly never having fired a rifle prior to coming to the academy.
 
   Then, for the actual top shot competition, she had hit every target, a dozen more than anyone else.  What made that more remarkable was how the night before -- thanks to some friends that his former buddy Cadet King had arranged for -- she had been surprised during the night.  She had been out in the field, sleeping in a tent, rather than safe in her room back at the academy.  Her squad leader Cadet King was from New York City and had sent four local guys out there to mess with her.  Big guys, former football players.
 
   He never did learn exactly what happened and King was no longer speaking to him.  But, the four guys had turned themselves in that night -- sporting injuries from an obvious brawl -- claiming their intrusion had only been a prank, after a night of crazy carousing in a bar.  No one admitted to targeting Cadet McCrea or that Cadet King had been involved.  
 
   Somehow, she had dealt with those guys -- had them cover up what really had been the plan -- and then had gone on the next morning to hit every target out at the rifle range.  King had been very worried since had the real story been disclosed, he would have been dismissed from the academy.  Of course, had that story come out, Cadet McCrae probably would have been too busy making statements and testifying to what had happened -- including how she had inflicted all those injuries -- and she then would have missed the competition.
 
   Yeah, she was freaky all right.  And, her performance since then had only been even more aggravating; she was a star athlete on their varsity teams and was also a member of their Combat Weapons Team.  Her ability with the M9 pistol was equally as good as that with the M4 rifle.  And, he’d heard she was also joining their Rifle Team, where she’d be competing nationally in both air rifle and .22 caliber smallbore.  When she could fit it in, without conflicting with her sports activities.
 
   She had led their women’s soccer team to one of its best seasons, finishing in the playoffs, and was already making a name for herself on their women’s basketball team.  And, she was having no difficulty with any of her studies, consistently getting top grades there as well.  She rarely earned any demerits and was very popular with just about everyone.  He really hated her.
 
   But, he knew he’d better not mess with her or with any of her many friends, either.  Not unless he could clearly show cause for her being dismissed.  He would continue to watch for that.  He desperately wanted to see her fail.  How else would he ever be vindicated?  Women just had no business being in the military.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Dec 5, 2018
 
    
 
   “Hey, Barb … remember how Cadet Bernhard kept giving you demerits every time you turned around?  But, then he stopped bothering you?”  Sally Navarro had just been given several more demerits after being caught unprepared, once again; she hadn’t memorized the latest Army song correctly.  The trivia which a plebe was required to know was endless and testing plebes was the favorite pastime for upperclass cadets.  Now, as punishment -- since she had accumulated so many demerits -- she would have to spend Saturday afternoon doing another walking tour, in full uniform with her M14 parade rifle, walking back and forth in the Central Area.
 
   Barbara looked up at her roommate and said, “Yeah, sure.  Why?”
 
   “He and a couple of his buddies stopped me right after swim practice and now I have to walk a tour on Saturday.  He and that Cadet Quigby are always harassing every female in our class.  It’s so not fair!  It’s not paranoia when they’re really out to get you, right?”
 
   Sally was a strong swimmer and at five-nine, with her size and finely toned body, she was having no problem with any of the physical fitness requirements at the academy.  And, she was managing okay with all the academic stuff.  But, the endless hazing was getting to her.  She prided herself on being a Jersey Girl, born and raised in Newark; she had plenty of attitude, but that got her nowhere when being braced by upperclass cadet men.
 
   Sally said, “Tell me again how you got them to stop bullying you so much.”
 
   Barbara Rozak was a fiery Latin American girl, born in New Orleans but her parents were both from Brazil.  She was a big, powerful girl and very athletic -- she was five-ten and a great soccer player.  She and Sally got along well enough, but Barbara had a short fuse and would lash out at others in her frustration when things didn’t go her way.  And, all through Beast Training and on into September, her temper had definitely been heading her for some trouble.  There had been several incidents with Cadet Bernhard who had been making her life miserable.  But, then he’d stopped and had backed off, leaving her alone.
 
   Barbara said, “It wasn’t really me.  Remember that girl I kept going toe to toe with on my soccer team?  She kept getting in my face whenever I started ranting or went off on anyone?  Missy McCrea?”
 
   “Sure, you two ended up the best of friends.  And, you guys made the playoffs and everything.  One of the best years ever.  What did she do?”  Sally had heard a lot of things about Missy but this was the first she was hearing anything about her helping Barbara avoid all that harassment she’d been getting early on.
 
   “Well, she never actually admitted this.  And, at first, I didn’t realize she’d really done anything.”  Barbara paused, remembering how things had started out.  Whenever she would get pissed off and start yelling at someone else, right away Missy would be in her face.  Missy never yelled and would let Barbara vent, streaming one expletive after another until running out of steam.  These incidents happened less and less as Barbara began realizing how ridiculous her rants were becoming, with everyone else finding it amusing.  And, of course, no one could intimidate Missy.
 
   Barbara said, “It took me awhile to figure out what changed.  But, you know how Missy is also on the Combat Weapons Team?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  I hear she’s maybe the best shooter they’ve ever seen … ahh!”  Sally smiled suddenly.  “She had her good buddies from there get involved?  I know those guys have a lot of influence around here, especially the firsties.  Wow!  Talk about friends in high places.”
 
   “That’s why I didn’t figure it out right away.  You see, she also has some pretty big enemies in high places too.  She made Cadet Quigby look bad somehow during Beast Training and I know he hates her.  But, he’s not going to mess with her again unless he really has something on her he can prove.  He and his buddies want her kicked out in the worst way.”
 
   Sally said, “Interesting!  I keep hearing things about Missy.  And, I know you ended up really liking her, right?  I’ll have to get to know her better.  She’s in a couple of my classes and I’ve seen her around, but I’ve not really had that much to do with her.  Maybe she can use her influence to help me too.  I sure hate these damn walking tours and all the endless harassment.”
 
   -----
 
   John found Mark Mathews waiting for him when he came up from the subway.  He’d driven into Boston from his college dorm in Easton, parked where his car would be safe and yet the fee wouldn’t be too steep, and had then switched to the subway for the last leg of the trip.  It had only taken forty minutes in all and he was pleased since often it could take a lot longer.  Catching a concert mid-week wasn’t normal for him but when Mark had called, explaining he already had the tickets and his wife Alice couldn’t go, John couldn’t say no.
 
   Besides, he hadn’t seen his best friend since the wedding right after Thanksgiving.  “Hey, buddy!  How’s married life treating you?  Tell me all about Hawaii.”  He could see by Mark’s happy expression that, indeed, married life was treating him well.  Of course, Mark had never had eyes for anyone other than Alice.  They’d been a couple since junior high school and, for the last couple of years, their committed relationship had been the envy of everyone else.
 
   Mark said, “Oh, we had the best time!  The hotel was great, the food was great … everything was great.  The weather was perfect.  And, Alice absolutely loved sailing in a catamaran.  She now wants us to get one for back here.  All these years living near the ocean and she’d never gone sailing before.”
 
   “Well, you guys can afford expensive toys like that now, so I say sure.  Go for it!”  John laughed and so did Mark.  
 
   Alice’s Mom had given Alice a million dollars, from the better than five million that she’d inherited when her husband Tony Gonzales had died.  After years of living meagerly, working nights at Walmart to make ends meet, that had definitely been a surprise.  She’d known Tony was well off when she’d married him but since he’d been so miserly for the four years they were together, she’d never dreamed she’d be rich someday.
 
   Of course, she’d also never known Tony had been laundering money for the mob.  Things suddenly had gotten real complicated when Alice was kidnapped and held for ransom.  Tony’s mobster buddies had wanted some of those millions.  But … somehow -- and she still didn’t know quite how -- Missy had taken care of everything and had brought Alice home that same night; things had been just fine ever since.  While she had remained clueless, Mark knew the whole story.  That was the night Alice had learned her best friend was a werecat.
 
   Even John didn’t know how his sister had rescued Alice.  There had been two men holding Alice and they had not planned on releasing her.  No, Alice would have been abused by them for days and then her dead body would have been disposed of.  So, when a wild mountain lion had suddenly burst into the room and killed the two men, that had been quite a sight for Alice.  And, when that big ferocious cat had suddenly Changed and Alice saw it was Missy standing there in front of her?  That had indeed been a real “wow moment”!
 
   Missy had insisted on keeping the whole kidnapping and rescue a complete secret, even from her own family.  But, she later had allowed Alice to share the story with Mark, including how Missy was a werecat.  She knew Alice couldn’t keep any secrets from her soulmate.  Missy had also confided in Alice about being a witch.  They had a very special relationship.  The only secrets she didn’t share with Alice were those concerning “P” Branch.  Thus, Alice had learned about witches and about Tracy, and so had Mark.  And, like Missy’s family, they were very careful to guard what secrets they knew.
 
   Mark and John appreciated being able to openly discuss some of these things with each other, which they couldn’t talk about with anyone else.
 
   Mark asked, “How are things with you and Tracy going?  You still dating her?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  And, now that I’ve met her, I can finally understand the way you’ve been about Alice all these years.  I really believe Tracy is the one for me.  Too bad we can’t see one another that much, with her going to West Point.  But, her going there is part of her being who she is and I fully get that.  It’s a Catch 22, you know?  It’s why I’m so crazy about her but it makes me crazy!”  John shook his head and sighed, loudly.  “Jeez, who was it anyway who said ‘you can’t live with them but you can’t live without them either’?”
 
   Mark laughed.  “Exactly, John!  I see you’ve really got it bad.  And, it probably doesn’t help things that she’s living down there at that academy with three thousand other guys, all in great shape and probably really horny.  Your Tracy is so attractive, I’m sure she needs to fight them off all the time, right?”
 
   “Very funny!”  John looked at his friend in mock horror.  “She is the most attractive female on the planet, as far as I’m concerned, but she seems to be attracted to me.  So, I’m going to make sure things stay that way.  I’ll be going back to Texas with her for Christmas break.  And, she seems really excited about that.”
 
   Mark said, “Good for you!  Obviously, her parents are still under whatever spell you cast when you visited there right before Thanksgiving … oh, wait!  You can’t cast spells.  That’s what she does!”  He began laughing hilariously.  Being able to poke fun at John was great, especially since John had always been the mischievous one when they’d been growing up together.
 
   Now, not only did John have a sister who was supernatural but he’d gone and found the love of his life and she was supernatural also.  Tracy the witch.  Mark and Alice had already enjoyed the irony of that a great deal.  Yes, what goes around, comes around.  Poor John!
 
   The two friends joined the line in front of the ticket booth and began talking about the concert they were about to attend.
 
   -----
 
   Ben Marchitto watched as his boss Salvatore D’Amato read through the report he’d just given him.  While Sal appreciated the excellent work Ben did in preparing these briefs, he always had a few questions.  They were alone in Sal’s study which had been swept for bugs and was secure.  The door was locked so no one else would bother them or hear anything they discussed.
 
   One entire wall consisted of windows … windows that had all recently been replaced.  Ben still couldn’t believe the way Missy McCrea had shattered them all that night, just before she’d knocked all the power out with those lightning bolts.  Then, she’d disappeared.  But, she had made her point.  Sal wasn’t about to mess with her and had fully complied with everything she’d asked for.
 
   Sal looked up and said, “So, things are pretty much back to normal.  And, you’re sure that fucking witch bitch will leave us alone now, right?  Or, do I have to worry about her showing up here again with some more crazy demands?”
 
   Ben said, “We did exactly what she wanted, Sal.  And, she hasn’t done anything since that night to indicate she wants anything else.  If she ever reports anything about us to the cops or the Feds, we’ll be hearing about that from our sources.  So far, so good.  Of course … she obviously can take direct action any time she wants.”
 
   “Jeez, yeah.  Lightning bolts!  What did she call those?  Her demonstration of witchy power?”  Sal shook his head and looked at Ben.  “Un-fucking-believable!”
 
   “Well, we now have that Sergeant Chasen down there checking on her.  He says she’s always present and accounted for at all her activities.  He even checked back to the night she was here.  Supposedly, she was staying with her basketball team at a hotel in the city that night.  Obviously, she snuck out to visit us, but managed doing that without being noticed.”  Ben paused, as another thought occurred to him.  “Unless, being a witch and all, she can be in two places at once?”
 
   Sal said, “Hey, nothing about her would surprise me.  Let’s hope she just leaves us the hell alone.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Dec 8, 2018
 
    
 
   “Hey, did you hear what happened to Cadet Quigby?” asked Marcus.  He and Tony were standing outside of Missy’s room with several of her other friends.  Along with Missy and Tracy, the four of them were typically looked up to as the natural leaders in their plebe class by many of their classmates.  It had started back in Beast Training when they’d all been in the same squad.  Their squad had finished best in their company and had clearly been one of the best in the whole regiment.
 
   After Beast Training, everyone had been assigned to different companies but the four of them had stayed in touch and, more and more, their leadership influence had been spreading throughout their class.  Whatever the issue might be, their classmates wanted to see which way they were going and how they were advising everyone else to handle it.
 
   Tracy’s Dad and Grandfather had both graduated from West Point and she had brought an in depth knowledge about the academy and its Honor Code that others had come to rely on.  Marcus Brown was black, from Philadelphia, and Anthony Fugia was Italian, from Long Island.  They both were top athletes and had been running with Missy in the fastest group during their morning runs each day that summer.  They were both highly intelligent and excellent leaders.  Missy and Marcus had quickly brought the entire squad together, bonding as a real team, partly to support some of their shenanigans.  They’d boldly messed with their upperclass cadet leaders and had managed getting away with that, often breaking the rest of their squad up in laughter.
 
   Missy came to the door, which had already been open, and said, “No, what happened?”  She knew it was no secret how Quigby continued with his undying hatred for herself.  He and a few other cadets at the academy seemed bent on their crusade against women in the military.  Now that all the branches, including Infantry and Special Forces, were open to women?  That had only made guys like Quigby more determined than ever.  And, they’d made life as miserable as possible for the female cadets at West Point.  Missy was their favorite target, only she rarely messed up and had so many friends and supporters, they definitely had found themselves in a very unhappy minority.
 
   “Car accident.  He’s in the infirmary … they just brought him in.  He’d only gotten a few miles down the road when some idiot ran a red light and T-boned his car.  Actually, word is the other guy’s brakes failed.  Supposedly, no alcohol was involved.  Just plain old bad luck.  How to ruin a rare weekend pass, huh?  Getting hit before he’d hardly even gotten outta here.”
 
   “Is he hurt bad?” asked Missy.  Sharon had walked up behind her and was listening now also.
 
   Tony said, “He never lost consciousness or anything.  But, they had to pry him out with the Jaws of Life, so that doesn’t sound very good.  His Mustang is a complete total.  We overheard all this from one of his classmates who was following along right behind him … saw the whole thing.”
 
   Sharon said, “Well, if he’s only in the infirmary, that can’t be so bad.  I mean, if it were serious, he’d be in the hospital, right?”
 
   “Actually, he may have to go to the hospital yet,” said Marcus.  “He insisted on being brought back here but they’re still evaluating him.  Since he was able to talk, they agreed to using the infirmary here as a staging area.  It was close by and we of course have a full time doctor always available.”
 
   “I’ll go see him.  I was only on my way to the Gym … no game today but I was going to lift some weights.”  Missy was already dressed in her gym shorts and tee shirt.  “Do you think they’ll let me look in on him?”
 
   -----
 
   A half hour later, Missy entered Cadet Quigby’s room.  Things had settled down and apparently he was not in any danger.  But, he was in a lot of pain; his left leg had been crushed by the steering wheel.  His x-rays were showing several fractures but no actual breaks that needed to be set.  And, he had a lot of bumps and bruises.  He looked like hell but he was still wide awake when she walked in.
 
   “Hey, how are you doing?” she asked.
 
   Quigby looked over at her and his expression clearly registered surprise.  He was not expecting to see her and he told her so, grimacing at the effort to speak.
 
   Missy smiled and looked around.  This was her first visit to the infirmary.  She was able to just see the Hudson River out his window.  The other bed was empty so they were alone.  As she breathed in, she could detect all the hospital scents.  They weren’t pleasant and most of them were smells she associated with pain.
 
   “I thought maybe you could use a visitor.  I didn’t bring any flowers or anything but … you know.  I’m truly sorry about what’s happened.  I just wanted you to know that.”  Missy studied him, wondering whether or not this might be an opportunity.  She could probably heal him but did she dare risk that?  And, would it even matter?
 
   “McCrea, you sure you’re not here to gloat?  I won’t be able to do much for a while now.  So, you and all your girlfriends must be celebrating.”  He winced.  He really was surprised to see her there.  After all, she knew how much he hated her.
 
   “Nope, none of my friends are celebrating.  I told the nurse outside that I was one of your friends … that’s why she let me in.  Pretty funny, huh?”  Missy looked around.  “Where are your friends?”
 
   Quigby stared at her for a long moment.  “Why do I get the feeling you have something on your mind?  Why are you really here, Missy?”
 
   She grinned when he used her first name.  They were alone, which was rather surprising.  Sure, the door was open and there were nurses outside but, at the moment, it was just the two of them.  “Ron?  What would you say if I could help you?  Really help you, that is.  I somehow don’t see you being too happy about being in a wheelchair or on crutches for the next few weeks.”
 
   “Of course I’m not happy … but, how can you help me?  There’s nothing you can do … or, is being Florence Nightingale another of your amazing talents?  Everyone at the academy seems to think you’re something really special.”
 
   “Oh, I’m something special all right, Ron.  You’ve no idea … but, that’s not why you hate me so much.  You just don’t like any of us girls being here … I know that.  You made the mistake of picking on me and that didn’t go so well.”  Missy came closer to his bed and pulled up a chair, seating herself next to him with only a few feet between them.  “How about a truce?  You stop trying to get all of us women dismissed … let us take our places in the military, once we satisfy all the requirements and receive all the training …”  She paused, to see what his reaction to that might be.
 
   “No matter how well you women think you’re performing … you’re always going to be a distraction.  Good men die because of that.”  Quigby was getting worked up now.  This was a topic that he’d been convinced about his entire life.  Just looking at her was driving him crazy … she was such an attractive female, with her sexy body and those nice breasts right there in front of him.  He could hardly keep his eyes off her chest, checking to see if her nipples might be visible under that tee shirt.
 
   Missy could scent his increasing arousal and it made her laugh.  “Ron, get over it!  Good men need to control themselves.  Now, can you look up here into my eyes and stop checking out my tits?”  She pushed out just a small energy pulse, just enough to jolt him.  As his eyes looked up into hers, she let her cat energy come flooding in, changing them so they filled up with yellow specs.  Time for her “sparkly eyes” thing.
 
   “What the hell …?”  Quigby looked at her and slowly realized she was actually doing something.  Her gaze was incredible and he couldn’t look away from her golden eyes, glowing back at him with such intensity.
 
   “I’m giving you a freebie, Ron.  I don’t know if you’ll change your beliefs about women in the military but … you sure as hell are going to change how you feel about me.  No more Ms. Nice Girl.  I’m zapping you and you’re going to find yourself all healed up in five days.  No one will ever believe that I had anything to do with that.  But … you’re always gonna know.  And, I’m always gonna be able to reach out and touch you.  When you see me coming … and, even when you don’t see me coming … I’m going to keep on touching you.  Your leg will never be the same when I’m around.  Get over it.”
 
   Missy began pushing her healing energy into him and she could experience just how that was helping him.  She knew when to stop.  Slowly, she let her eyes change back to her normal deep green, with only a few gold speckles remaining.  And, she watched the way he slowly shifted his position, sitting up.  His expression was now one of total amazement.  What had just happened?
 
   She stood up and moved down to the end of his bed.  “People are going to be very amazed at your miraculous recovery, Ron.  But, don’t try to tell them about me.  I’m not a normal girl but no one will believe you.  Cadet King called me a freak and I know that’s what you think I am.  And, as I admitted to him?  You’re right!  Now, get over it!”
 
   She turned and walked out of the room without a backward glance.
 
   -----
 
   Four days later, Cadet Quigby walked out and returned to his room.  He’d been cleared for return to all his normal duties.  The doctors were saying it was some sort of miracle; his latest x-rays showed all his fractures were completely healed up.  He felt no pain whatsoever.  Even his bumps and bruises were gone.  He was still trying to process what he’d experienced during that visit from Cadet Missy McCrea.
 
   Then, later, there she was.  Just as he walked into the mess hall, he felt a definite pressure on his left thigh.  Almost as though someone had grabbed him.  No pain; just pressure.  Sure enough, when he turned and looked across the room?  She was there.  She smiled and nodded her head, just slightly.  But, he had no doubt.  She was touching him.  Then, just as suddenly, the pressure on his leg was gone.
 
   She had definitely been right about one thing.  She sure as hell had changed how he felt about her.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
   Dec 18, 2018
 
    
 
   “So, that’s where things stand right now … unless we can demonstrate some added benefits for what our “P” Branch can contribute, Congress will cut back our funding by almost half.  Anyone have any ideas?”  Drew Martinson had just finished briefing his staff on all the wrangling going on up at Capitol Hill.  With the nation’s budget once again under attack, the Paranormal Branch that Drew headed up needed to justify its existence and demonstrate why it needed all those resources it typically used each year.  And, just saying “it’s classified” was not a good enough answer.
 
   “P” Branch was a highly secret agency in the U.S. Government which, up until now, had been given unlimited resources.  Congress and all the other government agencies all thought the organization existed to debunk all the claims about paranormal activities, alien abductions, etc.  It was a well guarded secret that, indeed, some of those activities were real.  While there weren’t any vampires or demons or aliens, there were some people that had supernatural abilities or paranormal abilities.  Psychics, clairvoyants, people who could see and communicate with ghosts.  People with telekinetic abilities.  Some who could start fires.  And, there were witches and wereanimals and a few others.  Individuals who were real supernaturals.
 
   While “P” Branch mostly just monitored those supernaturals and had a non interference policy, it did take action when and if needed.  And, in rare instances, it “handled” things for those supernatural individuals.  It had established a worldwide “supnat” database with the identities for most of them.  And, since there seemed to be a genetic component, their families were also watched.  Further, special software was used that searched through all the news for stories.  Stories where anything special or “superhuman” might have happened.  Such events always needed investigation to determine if the supnat database needed update with the identity of someone new.
 
   Marsha Goodding said, “What if we can provide some critical information?  Info that would either not be possible or could only be obtained at great cost and risk?  Risk to our military, maybe.  Saving lives is always worthwhile, right?”  Marsha and her husband Lester had been with “P” Branch for over six years.  They’d gone to the same college and had married right after graduation.  They both had been recruited as research technicians by Drew Martinson, after only two years working at a company in Boston, and they had moved to Washington D.C.  Both were sworn to secrecy about all their activities and it helped a lot that they didn’t have to keep secrets from each other.
 
   Her husband Lester added, “Yeah, let’s give them something that would prove there really are supernaturals that we’re handling.  We’d only be giving them some reconnaissance info … we won’t need to explain how we obtained that.  They know what we’re doing is classified and paranormal, right?  And, you do have a few government officials authorized with the need to know.  They’ll acknowledge we can do more than merely monitor activities … if they know we have an asset …?”  He let that hang as a question and looked around at the others in the room.
 
   Everyone knew Les and Marsha were handling Missy McCrea, one of the very few supernaturals even aware of “P” Branch.  So, they all knew she was the “asset” that Les was referring to.  Along with Robert Ulrey, an FBI investigator in Boston who had joined “P” Branch due to his friendship with Missy, Les and Marsha had been providing Missy with some assistance.
 
   Drew said, “Well, we really don’t want to actually admit there are supernaturals, other than to those few officials who already know about them.  Those same officials have been the ones insisting on our non interference policy.  They may not be too happy about our having an asset, as you say.  That takes our activities up to a whole new level.”
 
   A voice in the back said, “Yeah, but if we lose our funding, Drew, our activities will be dropping to a whole new level, right?”  Others in the room were clearly thinking the same thing and several voices all chimed in saying so.
 
   “Marsha?  You and Les have obviously been considering something.”  Drew looked at them and shook his head, smiling ruefully.  “With Missy so busy at West Point, surely you’re not thinking she could somehow help in any way.  Are you?”
 
   Marsha looked at her husband and then back at Drew, with a wide grin on her face.  “Actually, we were.  Les and I have talked about this.  We didn’t realize you’d need to demonstrate anything but, when we saw on the news last night about that kidnapping in Kabul?  How those three German engineers who were helping repair those roads over there were now probably being held by the Taliban for ransom?”
 
   Les said, “Supposedly, they’re somewhere in the Kunar Province, up in those Hindu Kush mountains, between Asadabad and Nuristan.  That area was always a haven for al Qaeda and the Taliban, even before the U.S. troop withdrawal from Afghanistan.  Now?  Getting around would be impossible for anyone, except maybe someone like Missy.  We were just talking about her … how she lived up in the mountains for those two years and everything.”
 
   Drew studied the two of them.  “So, the thought crossed your minds how maybe Missy might be capable of finding them.  In those Hindu Kush mountains.  This time of year, in the snow and freezing cold, when our military obviously can’t be doing that.  Not without causing all kinds of problems.”
 
   Marsha said, “Exactly!  We were only talking about how she could do something like that.  Recon.  Then, once the location of the hostages was known, our military could go in and do the actual rescue.  That, I’m sure they could manage.  But, the search?  Not likely … at least, not as you say, without problems.”
 
   “We were only discussing it as a possibility.  Something we knew she probably could do.”  Les looked around the room at everyone.  “We weren’t going to propose it.  We merely were talking about her unique capabilities.  But, if you thought a special recon like that might help?  She does have a couple of weeks coming up.  Her Christmas break starts next week, right?”  He looked around the room again.  Suddenly, there were a lot of eager faces looking back at him.
 
   -----
 
   Dec 22, 2018
 
    
 
   Missy was in first class, so she didn’t need to wait long after landing.  She was one of the first to get off the plane.  She knew Mike was already there and sent him a mental message.  I’m here, Mike.  See you soon!
 
   She could feel exactly where he was of course, so headed in his direction.  No need to read any signs to know where baggage claim was.  Not when she had her special bond with Mike and could feel exactly how far and in what direction he was.  He and Robert had arrived from Boston two hours earlier and she’d been able to experience his being there all during her flight from New York.  Robert Ulrey had called her two nights ago and asked if she and Mike could fly down to Washington D.C.  They’d finally get to meet Drew Martinson.  Interesting!
 
   While it was fun being treated like a celebrity -- "P” Branch had not only arranged for her flight and the nice hotel room she and Mike were booked into for the night, but had even arranged for that limo which had brought her from West Point to the airport  --  she suspected this meeting was probably not just for fun.  No, they probably wanted something.  Poor Mike!  His presence had been absolutely necessary, according to the way Robert had explained this request for a meeting.
 
   She indeed owed “P” Branch a debt for all the help they had provided her with and so refusing their request was not something she had even considered.  And Mike, as always, was fully supporting her.  She couldn’t wait to see him again!  These past four weeks had gone by in a blur but no matter how busy she was, she always missed being with him.  She was definitely looking forward to spending the night with him, later.  First, they would be going directly to the meeting and then there was a special dinner afterwards.  Drew would be there at the dinner, along with Robert and Les and Marsha.  Maybe even a few others.  Yep, the celebrity treatment.
 
   “Hey, there’s my girl!”  Mike rushed up and grabbed her as soon as she entered the baggage claim area.  His arms crushed her up against his big, solid body and then he bent down and kissed her, claiming her.  She so loved being claimed, too!  Her body responded and she kissed him back, suddenly oblivious to everything around her.  She was experiencing Mike, feeling his body pressed against hers and allowing his wonderful scent to be the only one she noticed.  Soon, kissing him made her completely relax all her controls.  Mike’s emotions had always resonated with hers, even before their unique mating bond had united them.  So, her emotions now overwhelmed him, of course.  After just a brief moment of mutual bliss, she quickly recovered, letting him tune back in as she regained her own controls and took a step back.  They were in the middle of the airport, after all.
 
   Robert came up and laughed at the two of them.  “Hi, Missy.  Glad to see how much the two of you are enjoying this reunion, but we probably should get going.  Has your bag arrived yet?”
 
   Missy turned and, while still holding one of Mike’s arms tightly and leaning up against him, she gave Robert a kiss on his cheek.  Since she was wearing two inch heels, Robert didn’t have to lean forward that much for her to reach him.  He was six feet and still presented a somewhat military appearance, in spite of it being twenty years since he’d been a Military Police officer in the Army.  He kept his hair neatly cropped close to his head and it was now somewhat grey.
 
   Mike was six-three, big and handsome, very masculine with a strong jaw.  He had dark, thick, wavy hair.  He had amazing blue eyes, something he shared with his twin sister, Michelle.  He was a good athlete, with a real swimmer’s build: solid muscles but not a lot of bulk, broad shoulders, narrow waist, great abs, powerful legs.  He had long arms with big hands.  Missy could instantly get aroused and very wet, thinking about his hands and how it was experiencing them as he touched her.  Of course, just as all her senses were enhanced, so was her libido.
 
   Mike had been looking at the bags which were parading around the carousel and he recognized Missy’s right away.  He knew she only had the one small bag, since she didn’t keep many of her civilian clothes with her at the academy.  He’d picked her up there at Thanksgiving and later had driven her back.  In addition to the Red Sox and New England Patriots stickers, her bag had one that said Go Army.  He pointed it out to their driver, who added it to the other bags already sitting on a cart, and they all went out to the limo waiting for them.
 
   As they rode to their meeting, Missy snuggled up to Mike.  Robert was seated across from them and she asked him if they were in any kind of trouble.  After all, she’d done a few things, back when she had no idea there was a “P” Branch or that any other supernaturals even existed.  But, lately she’d been good.  Right?
 
   Robert laughed and assured her she was definitely in their good graces.  “Relax, Missy.  Drew is very excited to finally meet you.  He’ll have several others on his staff there as well.  I don’t want to say anything more but I do want you to know it’s okay to just say no.  You don’t owe us anything.  Your willingness to serve your country, going to West Point … that’s more than enough.  We all do consider that as your first priority.”
 
   Missy wasn’t fooled.  Obviously, her “P” Branch buddies wanted her to volunteer for something and they needed her to say yes very badly.  Since Robert was acknowledging West Point to be her first priority, she was partly relieved.  But, she did feel an obligation and hoped she could accept whatever task it was they were probably going to ask her to do.  Yeah, all this celebrity treatment was surely coming at a price.
 
   They arrived at an ordinary looking office building, which wasn’t a surprise.  Nor was all the security they had to go through upon entering.  Then, Robert had them on an elevator and they went up to the seventh floor.  There were at least twenty floors, so this was not near the top.  Again, ordinary looking, appropriate for such a secret agency.
 
   More security met them when they got off the elevator, but once through that and through the two doors -- with some sort of sophisticated check in between those doors that Missy had no idea about -- they finally were escorted into a very nice conference room.  There were a dozen people waiting there and everyone looked pleased to see them walk in.  She recognized Les and Marsha but needed to be introduced to everyone else.  Drew came forward right away and Robert introduced him.
 
   He was a very nice looking man, quiet and easy going, with a warm pleasant demeanor.  “Missy, it is indeed a great pleasure to finally meet you.  And, to meet your boyfriend Mike, as well.  You both are very special.”  His manner made most people willing to readily share little tidbits of information.  Missy wasn’t like most people and she waited to see how things would go.
 
   She let Drew introduce her to everyone else, and knew she probably wouldn’t remember their names.  But, she recorded each person’s individual scent and would always remember each of those.  She never forgot a scent; her scent memories were stronger than her visual memories.  There were five men and four women in addition to Drew, Les and Marsha.
 
   Then, they all sat down and Drew quickly explained what the meeting was all about.  He then turned it over to Les and Marsha.  They even had slides, showing some aerial photos of the area of interest.  Afghanistan.  Wow!  Recon.  Was this something she could do for them?
 
   Mike said, “I’ve heard about that area.  Isn’t that where the Korengal Valley is located?  The Valley of Death?  They even made a movie about that Seal team … Lone Survivor, right?  Operation Red Wings?  Four guys went in for recon but then were attacked and only one guy lived.  Plus, one of the helicopters sent to rescue them?  It was shot down and all sixteen on board were killed in the crash.  That was over ten years ago and I’m guessing things there are much worse now.  But, you want Missy to go and recon that area?”
 
   Marsha said, “Correct, Mike.  You’ve summarized things quite well.  This recon would indeed be impossible for any human.  That’s why having Missy provide her reports, relayed through you of course, will be such a big deal.  Even if she doesn’t locate those three Germans which have been kidnapped.  Whatever info she is able to provide us will be really important.  Especially since we now know so very little about who might be in that area, for all the reasons you’ve just stated.”
 
   “There are dozens of villages, both in the valleys and carved into the mountain sides.”  Les had been doing most of the briefing earlier and now he resumed.  “This whole area has always been a safe haven for al Qaeda and the Taliban.  And, these kidnappings … the Taliban have been collecting huge ransoms and this has become a cash cow for them.  Countries like Germany have been paying exorbitant amounts.  There’s a lot of debate about that, internationally, since those funds are then used to buy weapons that end up killing a lot of soldiers.”
 
   Missy stood up and said.  “Okay, I’m in.  I get it.  And, I’ll do it.  I’ll let Mike speak for himself.  But, if we can provide some good Intel, helping our guys go in there and root out some bad guys?  Not stomp all over those Pashtun locals you’ve explained are living there but actually grab some terrorists and kidnappers?  I can see how that will cascade on down and save a lot of lives.  Whatever I can learn while exploring the region over several days might help.  You said I can return in time for my classes at West Point in two weeks, right?”
 
   “If you and Mike can agree to do this, Missy, we’ll really appreciate it.”  Drew looked at her and then at the others in the room.  “Not only will your Intel save some lives, but … as I explained at the beginning … you will be validating what all of us here at “P” Branch are doing as well.  Showing the benefit of what a supernatural like yourself might contribute to this country will go a long way towards having our organization continue in what we do and being fully funded to do it.”
 
   “Yeah, I see that too, guys,” said Missy.  “I’ll give you all this info which you can say a little birdie told you and then, when they learn the info is good info … more birdseed for the birdie, right?”  Everyone laughed and seemed very pleased at how well Missy was accepting everything.  They glanced at Mike and could see he was in.  The way he looked at Missy, there was no doubt about how completely he would always be supporting her.
 
   “What kind of wildlife and game will there be for Missy to eat?” asked Mike.  “She loves deer, of course, but I suppose she can manage with sheep and goats?”  This brought more laughter and assurances that indeed there were plenty of wild sheep and goats.
 
   “Tell me again how that GPS collar will work,” said Missy.  “I think you explained these are the same collars that the Wildlife Conservation Society has been tagging snow leopards over there with, right?  You’ll be getting GPS coordinates for me every couple of minutes, so whenever I give Mike any report you’ll know exactly where I am.  I can see how that will be helpful.”
 
   “Yeah, but I don’t want to downplay how risky this is for you, Missy.”  Drew looked at her and his tone was very serious.  “If someone does manage to shoot and kill you, in spite of all the endangered species laws … your dead body will appear to be just another cat, with its GPS collar from the WCS.  We’ll of course try to claim your body but I don’t want to mislead you.”
 
   “Yes, I got that part of the briefing, Drew.”  Missy looked at Mike.  “Plausible deniability.  There won’t be any evidence the U.S. Government was doing anything and the only effort would be that which the WCS would typically perform to recover any carcass fitted with one of their collars.  I’ll just have to avoid getting killed.  When do we go?”
 
   Les said, “There’s a military flight leaving for Kabul tomorrow.  With the nine and a half hour time difference and the fifteen or so hours for the flight to get there, you’ll arrive a whole day later.  Marsha and I will be setting up there, with Mike of course.  Kabul is a hundred and fifteen miles away from Asadabad, if you draw a straight line on the map, but of course it’s much further when you drive over the roads.  First you go east to Jalalabad and then north to Asadabad.  We figure we’ll let you go in somewhere between Jalalabad and Asadabad and you can work your way west from there.”
 
   Mike said, “So, if she goes in that first night on the day we arrive there, that’ll be Christmas Eve.  Then, Christmas will be day one.  Ten full days to recon and then she comes out on day eleven.  Then, we all fly home on day twelve, so we’ll be back here two weeks from today.  Just in time for her to go back to the academy the day after that.”
 
   Missy was looking at the map that was displayed and noting the location for each of the cities Les had mentioned.  “I guess I’ll be between a hundred and a hundred and fifty miles from Mike, as I explore these mountains.  That shouldn’t be a problem for us … it’s much further from West Point to the Boston area and he always gets my messages just fine.  We haven’t yet determined what our limits might be.”  No boundaries, Mike, right?  She began blushing like crazy after sending him that message.  It was a private joke … when she first had allowed him to take some sexual liberties, going beyond first base with her?  She’d told him she’d be telling him where to stop … but, he was still waiting to find out where those boundaries might be.
 
   Drew asked, “What about the high elevation of those mountain peaks?  Those can go well above twelve thousand feet, twice what you’ve experienced in the White Mountains over here.  How will you know if Mike is even getting your messages?  It’s all one way, right?”
 
   Missy laughed and explained, “No, that’s not right.  While the messages only go one way, me to Mike, I actually experience his emotions when he gets those messages.  Other times, too.  I can always feel him … he’s now as much a part of me as any of my other parts.  If he wasn’t getting my messages?  I’d know.  I’d feel what he was feeling, which would probably not be very happy.”  She looked at Mike and giggled.
 
   Robert had been quietly sitting there and hadn’t spoken since he’d first introduced her to the group.  Now he said, “Maybe the briefing notes about Missy and Mike that we shared with everyone here were not complete.  We didn’t exactly explain that part … about their mysterious bond.  It’s quite unique, of course …”  He looked at Missy and then at Mike.  “While Mike’s not really a supernatural, they do have this connection … umm … we think maybe because Missy is more than just a werecat.”  Again he looked at Missy, hoping for some help.
 
   Missy laughed and, when she saw how Mike now was blushing, she laughed even harder.  “People, it’s because I’m a witch!  Surely that’s in those briefing notes, too, right?”  She knew they all were aware of her additional powers, both for healing and for using energy.  “I can use energy.  And, I’m still getting stronger and stronger.  Plus, now I can control my energy pulses … let me demonstrate!”
 
   Suddenly, her eyes began to really glow, changing from green to gold.  She focused, going to one of the many places in her mind … special compartments where she’d learned she could go.  And, using her will, she pushed.  Just a little, but suddenly everyone in the room was experiencing her energy.  Instead of the momentary pulses that she’d always sent out before, which Robert and Les and Marsha had felt and no doubt had reported about, this time her energy was something they each could feel as a steady pressure all around them.  And, it gradually grew, increasing in force but then it began cycling, decreasing and increasing again.  This continued for more than a minute; then, the pulsating stopped completely.
 
   “There!  My friend Tracy has been helping me with that … I wanted to show you how well I’ve learned to control my energy by giving you these gentle caresses.  You’ll notice I didn’t blow out all the windows … I definitely can do that now by sending my energy out in one really big blast all at once.  But, I’m not finished yet …”
 
   Before anyone could say anything, Missy pointed to an empty water glass several feet away and about halfway down the conference table.  When each person was looking to see what she was pointing at, she crushed the glass.  It completely disintegrated, but without any shards of glass flying outward.  Instead, it merely was ground into tiny pieces which formed a small mound, just as though someone had poured some sand out onto that spot.  Only, this sand was all that remained of the water glass.
 
   “And, now you can see just how much power I’m able to exert, if I want to give someone more than just a gentle caress.”  Missy smiled at everyone.  It was awesome knowing she could actually crush the life out of everyone else in the room.
 
   There was a long moment of silence as everyone stared at her in various stages of surprise and shock.  Then, Mike said, “Bad kitty!” and his tone of voice, even more than his words, made everyone break out laughing.  The meeting was over.  Time for that dinner they’d been promised.  Mike knew Missy was going to be ravenous, after all the energy she’d just used.  He’d been able to feel her drawing power from him this time.
 
   That had only happened once before during Missy’s Operation Roseanne, six weeks earlier, when he had been in that circle with Missy’s brother John, her friend Tracy and Tracy’s Mom.  Tracy and Missy had both been drawing power that time.  Yeah … she was getting stronger and stronger.  But, Mike had stopped marveling long ago at all the wondrous and mysterious power his Missy was capable of.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Dec 22, 2018
 
    
 
   “Gee, guys!  Steak and lobster!  This is great!”  Missy was seated on Drew’s right with Mike on her right; Robert, Les and Marsha were opposite and then the rest of their group had seats on one end or the other of the long dining table.  They were still in “P” Branch’s secure office building -- free to discuss whatever supernatural things they wanted to talk about -- and the catered meal had been brought in.  “Someone’s been reading my file!”  Everyone laughed.  Missy knew that everyone had actually read her file.
 
   Drew said, “We had the lobsters flown in from Maine and the Angus beef from Texas.  This is actually a treat for my staff … having dinner with a real supernatural guest.  It’s been more than twenty years since the last time.”
 
   “I know, I know … that whole non interference policy that keeps you from letting the rest of us supnats know you’re even aware of us.”  Missy smiled as she served herself, filling her plate.  “Mike and I are keeping your secrets.  Even my family only knows I have some government friends who’ve been helping me, but not what this whole “P” Branch is really into.  Same for my friend Alice …”  She paused and looked around the table.  When it was obvious everyone knew who Alice was, she continued.  “And, now Tracy and her Mom.  They know you helped me with Operation Roseanne.”
 
   Les said, “Those late night comedians are still making fun of the way poor Salvatore D’Amato’s property got hit with all those lightning bolts.”
 
   The media had made a big deal out of all the mysterious lightning damage that Sal’s estate had experienced.  Lightning hadn’t just struck twice but had struck his property more than a dozen times.  Since it was well known that Sal was a mobster, heading one of the five families in New York, the editorials -- and, now the comedians as well -- had gone on and on with speculation all about retributive justice and various other possible reasons why the heavens may have decided to dump so much of its venom all on Sal.
 
   Missy’s pre-planned targets for Tracy had been very effective.  Poor Sal and his lawyer Ben Marchitto had been confronted by Missy, in Sal’s study, and after she’d given them her demonstration of the powers she could wield, they’d been convinced.  She’d sent out her energy bursts, which they’d experienced at the same time as the lightning bolts were striking, so they had no doubt Missy was responsible.  Missy the witch.  She’d forced them to release the young girls, mostly runaways, whom they’d planned on exporting to Brunei, destined to be sex slaves in some billionaire’s harem over there.  And, she’d insisted Sal establish a trust fund for those girls, the Roseanne Fund.  For their education and support, either for college or whatever else they might want, after they’d all been retuned back home.
 
   Revealing herself to be a witch, capable of such amazing power, had indeed accomplished everything she’d wanted.  And, since there was no way that Sal would admit to anyone in organized crime that he was vulnerable to anything supernatural, she and her family were quite safe.  Sal had accepted all the jokes about the heavens sending down lightning … but, he had no intention of acknowledging the existence of witches.  There was no possible way that would end well for him and he was now just hoping Missy would leave him and his organization alone.
 
   Marsha asked, “Did using so much energy that night … is that why your powers are getting stronger, Missy?”  She and Les had noticed how each time Missy did anything supernatural, she seemed to gain something from doing so.
 
   “Oh, yes!  For me and Tracy both!  You guys should maybe put that into a training manual for witches.”  Missy giggled and several around the table began chuckling.  “Instead of just monitoring us all the time …”  She paused, looking around, and then continued, “But, I guess I can see how complicated that might get, if you start helping us.  I do feel very special.  You’ve made an exception for me and I do appreciate it.  That’s why I’m happy to do this recon job for you.”
 
   Les said, “Well, we intend to keep your identity secret and even those officials that fully know what “P” Branch is really doing will only be told that we have an asset who has volunteered to provide some info.  Mike’s identity will also be kept secret as well, of course.  I hadn’t had a chance to explain that part before you stood up and announced you were in and would do this.”
 
   Mike said, “Yeah, Missy was all in right away … she loves doing stuff like this.  And, I’m all in for anything Missy wants, of course.  But, I’m still wondering how I’ll explain Missy and Mike’s secret adventure to my family.  Unlike Missy’s family, they don’t know about all this supernatural stuff.  Even Michelle … she knows Missy has some sort of magic, after the way Missy healed her the way she did.  Still …”
 
   Mike’s sister Michelle had sustained a severe head injury in a car accident.  The initial MRI had revealed brain damage and, even were she to have surgery, the prognosis had not been very hopeful.  Then, Missy had poured her healing energy into Michelle, completely draining herself to the point of collapse.  Michelle had made a full recovery and was out of the hospital the next day.  And, when Missy eventually woke up, she found that she herself not only had recovered … her energy levels had increased.
 
   “Don’t worry, Mike … Michelle will explain things to your parents.  And, she and Aaron will just go on that ski trip without us.  She’ll be thrilled we’re off on a secret adventure!  As for my magic?  She truly does not want to know about that and is very comfortable not knowing.  You know?”  Missy laughed.  She knew she was right and so did Mike.
 
   Missy and Michelle had always been on the same page, even before Missy had bonded with Mike.  Michelle was Mike’s twin and had a bond with him that was very strong.  After Missy had bonded with Mike, she’d felt a real connection with Michelle as well.  Then, after Missy had pushed her energy into Michelle and healed her, their emotional bond had gotten that much stronger.  She actually now felt a sisterly bond with Michelle much like the one she had with her own sister, Heather.
 
   Once the meal was finished and the table had been cleared, Missy looked at Mike.  I need to Shift.  Okay if I do it now instead of when we get to our room?  She was on the third day of her period and Shifting would restart her cycle.  She’d then be on day one but without any discharge.  Her ovulation was always fourteen days after she Changed back to her human form and she’d then get her period on day twenty eight unless she Shifted again.
 
   When Mike nodded his head, Missy stood up and said, “Hey, folks … this banquet in my honor is maybe your first ever visit by a werecat, right?  So, is anyone interested in watching me Change?”
 
   -----
 
   Up in their luxurious room, alone at last, Missy thanked Mike for being so wonderful about everything.  The dinner had gone well, with everyone there really treating them like royalty.  Her Shifting for them -- Marsha and the other women actually watched her strip naked and Change on one side of a dark tablecloth while the men all watched from the other side -- had been very special.  Even the men had experienced the great shimmer of light and had felt the burst of energy.
 
   A lot of photos had been taken.  Missy had leapt onto the table and strutted around, chuffing and purring, putting on a real show.  Mike had faithfully verbalized all the mental messages she’d sent him, allowing them all to fully appreciate what they’d only read about in those reports.  It made the whole recon plan they’d been sitting around being briefed about suddenly very real.  Missy and Mike were leaving the next day and were actually doing this.
 
   Then, just over an hour later, she’d Shifted back.  They both had been anxious to say good night and finally check into their hotel.
 
   Mike said, “Being with you, whenever that’s actually possible, is all the thanks I want, Missy.  You know that.”  He walked up to her and pulled her close, his arms wrapping tightly around her.  She might be a supernatural, capable of the most amazing things, but she was his supernatural and when he wanted to possess her, she always melted into his embraces and gave him all and everything.  “I liked how you told them today that I’m now as much a part of you as any of your other parts.  That was really nice.  Of course, now I want to explore some of those other parts of yours … in case I’ve overlooked any.”  He began sliding his hands up and down her back and then helped her remove her blouse.
 
   She immediately began unbuttoning his shirt and they both continued undressing, moving as they did so in the direction of the huge bed.  Once they each were naked, they quickly pulled back the covers and slid between the sheets.  Missy squirmed and moved herself on top of Mike’s big body and settled there with her head on his chest.  “You have always accepted each of my parts, Mike.  Whatever I’ve ever shown you, you’ve always been so good about showing me that you still wanted me.  Not just my being an animal as well as being human … not just my killing those guys who kidnapped Alice … but everything else I’ve done, good and bad.  And, accepting how I need to be …”
 
   “Missy, I understand how the fulfillment of those special needs you have is driving you.  All the extreme physical stuff, West Point, the Army, even this recon thing we’re doing in Afghanistan.  I’m proud of you and what you are.  And, I’m thrilled that I’m the one you actually have given yourself to.  This bond we have, which neither one of us really understands, it’s beyond words.”  Mike began rubbing his hands all over Missy’s body, touching her the way he’d learned she so liked being touched.  She responded, of course, relaxing her incredible controls and letting her emotions and feelings flood them both.  Her dual nature, which she’d melded into one, was an overpowering experience for him each time she did that.
 
   It was the only time she was ever vulnerable, completely open … and, totally his.  Their lovemaking always went off in new and different directions as their bodies began that inexorable search for things they could only seem to find in one another.  His male member was throbbing, pressing against her thigh … she shifted and it was able to rise, pushing itself against her abdomen.  She shifted again and began rubbing the slick, wet folds of her sex along his hard length, up and down.  She pushed up, lifting her breasts which had been pressed firmly on his chest, arched her back, and began wriggling to position him at her entrance.
 
   She could do this … no hands.  Mmmm!  Mike’s hands cupped her breasts and his fingers began doing things to her nipples that sent delicious shivers all along her entire body, but then centered on the heat she felt building in her core.  Just as she felt him penetrate inside, filling her and joining them as one, his hands went down and grabbed her buttocks.  She loved having him control their movements with his hands on her ass that way!
 
   He began rocking her back and forth, sliding himself all the way in.  Then with a side to side motion, pushing her clit against his hard shaft, he quickly brought her up to that wonderful place where all her sensors began to clamor.  Her enhanced senses allowed her to experience pleasure far greater and for far longer than anything humanly possible.  Mike knew exactly where she was and what she needed and he began to thrust, in and out, increasing the pace to trigger that explosion she now so desperately was seeking.  She began yelling and making all sorts of wild noises as her body bucked and her inner muscles clenched and released, meeting each of Mike’s thrusts with complete and total abandon.
 
   As her orgasm began, with those convulsions finally providing the release that had kept eluding her for so long, she screamed.  All her senses shattered and splintered and she was swept away with wave after wave of incredible sensations.  This continued long after she felt Mike’s orgasm overtake him, his seed pulsing inside of her, his movements pounding and thrashing as he continued to control her body with his hands, somehow maintaining a rhythm that was equal to hers.
 
   As she slowed her frantic pace and stopped, so did he.  As her tears of happiness began flowing, his satisfied grunts became noticeable … she tuned back in and embraced the wondrous lassitude that soon engulfed them both.  The afterglow this time was extraordinary … they somehow had once again reached some unique place, having gone where they’d not gone before.  Each time with Mike was different for her.  And, he always acknowledged that he found the same was true for him.
 
   This time, they both were satiated and quietly drifted off to sleep, their bodies together and with hers still splayed on top of his.
 
   -----
 
   Sex in the morning was also great fun.  Their lovemaking was slow and leisurely, without the fierce passion and ferocity from the night before.  Playfully, they enjoyed one another, teasing and taunting, gradually building up to very satisfying climaxes.  Missy was on the bottom and came twice before Mike groaned, pounding himself deeply into her at the end as he finally came as well.  They showered together and then went down to eat.  As always, Missy was starved and ate a huge breakfast.  Mike was equally hungry and managed to put away even more food than Missy did.  They were a very happy, satisfied couple that morning.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Dec 23, 2018
 
    
 
   Tracy looked at her Mom now that they were finally alone.  John and her Dad had just driven off together, running more last minute errands in preparation for Christmas.  She suspected her Dad had really just wanted some time alone with John and -- likewise -- she figured her Mom wanted to talk to her.  There hadn’t been any time for talks, with her and John arriving together the night before.  Her parents had met their flight when it had arrived at the Dallas-Fort Worth Airport and had then whisked them right out to a nice restaurant for a welcome home celebration dinner.
 
   That had been great and very special.  But, now that the excitement over her being home for the holidays had ebbed, it was obvious that both her parents wanted to explore just where her relationship with John might be going.  It had all been well and good when he merely had visited her home for a couple of days the month before, after which she’d gone on to his home for Thanksgiving with not only John, but with his and Missy’s entire family, followed by the wedding for their friends Mark and Alice.
 
   So much had happened for Tracy.  Her parents were thrilled that she was doing so well at West Point and had found another witch there who was now her best friend.  They had been very pleased with the way Tracy had helped Missy, just a few weeks before Thanksgiving -- using her power to bring down those lightning bolts -- all for a good cause.  Her Mom had even participated in that, reinforcing Tracy by being in her circle along with John and Mike.  And, all without Tracy being exposed in any way; her secrets were still safe.
 
   Then, she had returned to West Point.  She knew her parents both liked John and were happy for her.  Happy that she finally had a real boyfriend, which hadn’t really happened for her before.  She had dated a few guys and had attended both her junior and senior proms.  But, no one had ever caught her fancy the way she was obviously feeling about John.  Nor had any of her earlier dates expressed any feelings for her.  And, of course, John even knew she was a witch.
 
   So now, with John back visiting Tracy once again, this time there was no doubt.  The two of them were getting quite serious about each other and things were moving along very fast.  So, it was definitely time for a talk.
 
   Tracy said, “Sooo … you probably want to ask me about John.  Right?  And, I’m betting Dad is giving him an earful.  You two are so transparent.  So, go ahead.  Ask away.”
 
   Her Mom said, “Well, yes … we only want what’s best for you, which I know is a cliché but it’s true.  And, while we think very highly of John, we hope you two aren’t rushing into anything.  We don’t want you getting hurt, Tracy.”
 
   “Is there a question in all that, Mom?”  Tracy giggled.
 
   Her Mom laughed and shook her head.  “Well … are you two rushing anything?”
 
   Tracy smiled and said, “He’s not.  He writes me every day, you know.  And, he has already said the ‘L’ word.  He insists he’s crazy in love with me.  But, he also insists he wants me to fulfill my dream and be a West Point officer.  So, he says he’s more than willing to wait.  No rushing anything.”
 
   “But, you want more, don’t you, Tracy?”  Her Mom sighed.  “I can tell from your tone.  You think you’re ready for your relationship to get … physical.”
 
   “Oh, yes!  Mom, I’m so sure about John!  He’s the one.  I do want to graduate and serve my time in the Army, just like Dad and Granddad.  But, I also want John.  And, somehow … I just think we can make it work.  He believes in me.  In what I am and what I can be.  And, when I’m with him, I really feel … well … you’re the one who has already used a cliché.  When I’m with John, I feel complete.  When I’m at the academy, separated from him … it’s a constant ache now.  One that only his emails and phone calls can help me with.  Fortunately, those are also constant.”
 
   Her Mom studied her for a bit.  She herself had been so smitten, after just a few weeks of knowing her future husband, that she’d given up everything -- left her coven and dropped out of college -- just so she could be with him.  She’d followed him back to the academy, living outside while he finished his last year.  Then, they’d been married right after he graduated.  And, she’d never looked back.  She had no regrets.
 
   “Well, honey, I am going to trust your judgment about this.  Just don’t let yourself be influenced … I mean, I know you really like Missy and she seems to have a special relationship with her boyfriend, Mike …”
 
   Tracy interrupted her, laughing.  “A special relationship?  Mom, she’s constantly in his head, sending him mental messages.  And, she can feel him all the time.  She knows where he is, how far away he is, what he’s feeling.  Missy is unique, Mom, and so is her relationship.  I don’t expect that.  But, I do know that John and I have this connection, this resonance.  This something.  And, I’m going to go with that.”
 
   Now her Mom started laughing.  “Okay.  It is what it is.  Yep, another cliché!  Poor John.  You’re going to be having things your way with him, aren’t you?”
 
   Tracy giggled.  “Oh, yes!  No rushing anything, of course.  But, soon.  Yes, I intend to have my way with John very soon indeed!”
 
   -----
 
   “So, did my Dad have much to say?”  Tracy looked over at John, sitting in the passenger seat next to her, and then she looked back at the road ahead.  They were on their way to dinner and a movie, in her Mom’s car, and finally alone.  While they had shared a lot of their innermost thoughts and feelings over the past several months, this was almost like going out on a first date.  They were free from all their friends and family, free from the academy and free to just be together.  And, they’d never actually done this before.  Dinner and a movie.  A normal date.
 
   John said, “Oh, yes.  He was very nice and everything, easy to talk to.  Lots of stories about his life in the Army.  And, lots of questions about my life at school, my plan to get a law degree, stuff like that.  But, I got the message.  He didn’t actually come out and say ‘touch my daughter and you die’ but I could sense that’s what he was probably thinking.”
 
   “He was not!” exclaimed Tracy, laughing.  “You are exaggerating!”
 
   John laughed, enjoying her reaction and how pretty she looked.  “Well, it’s pretty obvious how much he loves you and how proud he is about you following in his footsteps, going to West Point.  And, he’s also proud of you having such a special gift, being a powerful witch and all.  I sort of read between the lines … there’ll never be anyone good enough …”
 
   Tracy interrupted him, again exclaiming in mock horror, “Not true!  That’s so not true!”
 
   John smiled and said, “Actually, he just wanted to be sure I made you happy.  Of course, it’s obvious if I don’t, I die.”  Teasing her was such fun.
 
   Tracy headed the car into the parking lot and waited until she had parked before saying anything.  Then, she looked at him and said, “Well, then … you better start making me happy!  Give me a kiss!”  She felt tremors of excitement at being so forward with him, but at the same time, she’d been dreaming of kissing him again for weeks.  Somehow, while they’d enjoyed being together during those days at Thanksgiving break and again when he’d visited her two weeks later at the academy, she just really had not been able to kiss him the way she wanted to.
 
   Tracy’s experience with boys and dating was rather limited.  She had never been comfortable with going beyond mild petting and the guys she had dated had all broken up with her, calling her a prude.  Or, worse yet, frigid.  But, she had such a great example with her own parents of what true love could be like -- and she had not wanted to explain to anyone that she was a witch -- so she just had never gotten at all serious with anyone.  Then, she had met John in August when he had visited Missy at the academy, and everything had really changed for her.
 
   Now, she wanted to experience all those things that she’d heard about but had only dreamed would happen for her someday off in her future.  She was convinced that John was her soulmate and that her future had just arrived.  She also was determined to not allow her opportunity for true love to pass her by.  Carpe diem.  She was an Army brat and fully embraced taking action when it was indeed time to “seize the day”.
 
   John didn’t need to be told twice and he pulled Tracy into his arms and began kissing her.  She reached up and slipped both her arms around his neck, opening her mouth to receive his probing tongue, and then she boldly pushed her tongue into his mouth.  Each time they had kissed before had been wonderful, but this time Tracy was feeling things with far greater abandon.  She wanted John to touch her and her body was on fire with anticipation and desire.  She wished she knew what to do, how to be, and hoped John would take charge.  No rush.  But, she wanted him to take charge and do more and more things, now.
 
   John sensed how passionate Tracy was getting this time and he knew she was ready for him, waiting for him.  He moved his hand to cover her right breast and she sucked in her breath, gasping.  He squeezed, gently at first, but then with an increased pressure that she responded to by moaning with pleasure.  She began kissing him even harder, her lips and tongue more insistent, her arms squeezing him as she hugged him with obvious enthusiasm.  He pulled her blouse up, outside of her skirt and then he reached his hand underneath to touch her smooth skin.
 
   Tracy was glad she had parked at the end of the row of cars, a good distance away from the entrance to the restaurant.  They had some privacy as it was dusk and the sun was setting.  But, as John began moving his hand under her blouse, slowly creeping up towards her bra, she stopped caring about the outside world and could only notice all the exciting things that were happening where his fingers were touching her.  He again covered her breast, squeezing her nipple through her bra, and her taut peak sent sensations to other parts of her body that were even more sensitive.
 
   Suddenly, she was very wet between her thighs, and felt a throbbing, aching down there that made her squirm.  John pushed her bra up and began fondling her breast and giving it even greater attention.  Before she realized it, she felt his other hand slide under her blouse … then he was tweaking both her nipples with her bra pushed completely upward.  Being so exposed was such a thrill.  His lips and tongue had continued their wonderful assault on her mouth and she cried out.  “Oh, John!  That feels so good!  Don’t stop!”
 
   He shifted position, momentarily pulling back, and then he shoved her blouse upward and began licking her nipples with his tongue, first on one breast and then the other.  Now she was really exposed.  Wow!  She buried her hands in his thick hair and rode along as wave after wave of delicious pleasure washed over her.  She was not only experiencing all these new sensations but was also reacting to how it felt to let go emotionally.  Letting her guard down and opening herself up to John was overwhelming.
 
   John had never been with anyone who displayed as much passion and desire as what Tracy was revealing to him.  Her abandonment of all restraints was complete and total and he realized she would continue to yield to whatever he did, go in whatever direction he might take her.  She was expressing a willingness for him to continue that clearly was knowing no bounds.  And, they were sitting in the front seat of her Mom’s car.  Damn!  That was much too limiting and he knew this really couldn’t continue.  He slowly sat back, grabbed her hands in his and sighed.  “Tracy, don’t you think we’re getting a bit carried away, here?”
 
   “What?  Why?  What do you mean?”  Tracy’s breath was racing and it took her a moment before her breathing slowed back down to normal.  “John, I want this.  You make me feel so wonderful … and, I know you want this too.  You aren’t taking advantage of me at all.  Not when it feels this good!  I just know this is right …”
 
   “Yes, but we really can’t fully enjoy ourselves the way we want to.  And, we haven’t talked about this.  Not really.  Do you want the first time you have sex to be in the front seat of a car?”  John knew how inexperienced she was; they had indeed shared intimate details like that with one another.  But, he hadn’t yet approached her on the subject of her actually having sex with him.
 
   They both had kidded and joked with one another about sex, several times, mostly in emails.  They had found it somehow easier to be open and boldly express things in the messages they’d sent back and forth; things which they hadn’t yet verbalized in person.  Now, Tracy was blindly rushing into having sex without any preliminaries, communicating with her body.  And, John was concerned she’d later maybe have some regrets.  So, as much as he was enjoying this lovemaking, he knew he needed to carefully guide her.  They needed to talk.
 
   Tracy said, “Well, tell me how we can fully enjoy ourselves, John.  Because, I really want this.  And, I’m pretty sure you do also.  What we feel when we’re together just seems so right.  I don’t want to go back to the academy and still be wondering.  We only have these two weeks before I go back and I want to make the most of them.”
 
   John studied her for a few seconds and then he grinned.  Okay -- Tracy was obviously determined and she was making it very clear -- evidently, they had just now had that talk.  “Our date night, having dinner and a movie?  That’s going to have to wait, isn’t it?”
 
   When he saw the way she was looking at him, he chuckled and said, “Let’s go check into a nice hotel.  We can have room service send us up some dinner.  Afterwards.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   Dec 23, 2018
 
    
 
   Missy and Mike had made their phone calls home.  Their families were very disappointed, both at the sudden change of plans and about all the secrecy concerning whatever this new plan was.  Christmas would not be the same without them.  But, at least the two of them would be together, right?
 
   Missy had always kept some secrets about her werecat activities, which her family had adjusted to living with.  And, they knew she had government friends who had helped her with those activities.  So, it was a little easier for them to accept that Missy and Mike would now disappear for two weeks.
 
   Mike’s family knew how devoted he was to Missy and if she needed to go away, they understood he’d go with her if he could.  Since she was now in the Army, maybe secret government assignments had to be accepted.
 
   The military flight to Kabul provided time for further briefings as well as a chance to look over their passports containing their false identities.  Michael Jones and Melissa Smith.  Alias Smith and Jones.  Missy thought that was funny, since her brother John had liked watching an old TV series from the early ‘70’s, a western, named that.  He had the whole three seasons on DVD.  She suspected someone at “P” Branch maybe had a sense of humor; the series was about two cowboy criminals working for the government, hoping for amnesty someday, keeping their true identities a secret.
 
   Mike was given several shots, appropriate for travel to the area.  Missy was already immune to just about everything.  Her system was even resistant to drugs and poisons, although those could affect her initially and knock her out.  On those rare occasions when she’d ever tried any alcohol, that also had quickly worn off with very little affect.  She was glad about that since she always wanted to be in full control.  She'd worked very hard at that, ever since her first Shift five years earlier over which she’d had no control.
 
   Missy loved being a werecat.  The only other werecat she’d ever met had actually considered it a curse, an affliction that he’d inherited, and he’d never been very comfortable during those periods he’d spent as a cat.  But, Missy embraced her dual nature, which she’d melded into one, and while that certainly posed many challenges for her, she was grateful.  Her special abilities enabled her to do things.  She wanted to continue developing those abilities and doing good things with them.  Her instincts guided her and she’d worked very hard learning how to control those instincts.
 
   Extreme activities helped with dampening down many of her driving needs.  And, now that she’d bonded with Mike, she was having no problem with her insatiable sex drive; she was satisfied and fulfilled, and that carried over to both her natures.  She now felt really complete and balanced.
 
   Having enhanced senses allowed her to experience things in ways that went far beyond what any human or cat might experience, but she now could go places in her mind and deal with all of them.  Pain?  She could ignore it.  All her wild, predatory instincts?  She could control them as well.  She’d long ago learned how to compartmentalize things in her mind and considered this to be just one more of her special abilities.
 
   Now, as she crossed the Atlantic Ocean and was about to test herself once again, her mind focused on the new challenges ahead.  Mike?  I want you to express your feelings in a way that I can interpret as a yes answer.  Then, find a way to express a no answer.  Maybe even a maybe answer.  Think about this for a minute, and then we’ll try and test ourselves.  I’m thinking I may need to ask you simple yes-no-maybe questions over the next several days.
 
   Missy looked at Mike and he looked back at her and nodded.  He understood.  She had explained to him several times how she always felt his emotions when she focused on doing so.  No, she couldn’t read his mind.  But, just as she could push her words into his mind, she could experience his feelings.  With the recon assignment she’d now be performing, she had a real need to clarify their communications and she felt certain this would work.  When she saw -- and felt -- that he indeed was ready, she got up and walked forward, entered the lavatory and closed the door.
 
   Rather than ask him to say yes, which he probably was expecting, she instead asked him to try and send her what he’d feel for a no answer.  Almost immediately, she felt him expressing what could only be described as anguish … probably either pain or great loss.  Great!  That was certainly clear.  Then she asked him for a yes.  Again, she immediately felt him reacting, only now it was clearly with warmth and happiness.
 
   They practiced for several minutes.  She even knew when he was being interrupted, which indeed she later learned was because Les had started asking him some questions.  Les had noticed how focused Mike was getting about something and had been curious.  Finally, Missy came back and took her seat next to Mike again.
 
   Mike said, “That was interesting!  Yes and no answers were easy.  I thought of holding you in my arms for yes.  Then, for my no answer, I thought about losing you, never seeing you again.”
 
   “I was guessing that’s probably what you were doing,” said Missy with a big smile.  “Your maybe’s were sort of metza metz, but I can always ask a follow up question to confirm your answer was really a maybe, so I’m good.  Any time I need to have a real conversation with you, all I need to do is play twenty questions and I’m sure we’ll manage well enough.”
 
   Marsha showed her the special GPS collar she’d be wearing and Missy agreed that should work fine.  Anything not actually attached to her would not be affected by her Shifting and she had Changed while wearing backpacks a few times, no problem.  However, anything that actually was attached to her body, such as pierced earrings, would disappear in that burst of energy when she Changed.  She was pretty sure any sort of implant would also disappear.  She always removed her earrings, if possible, and she had no other body piercings.
 
   Marsha said, “Once you’ve Changed, we’ll verify the GPS signals are still coming through okay … we’ll have another collar with us, if this collar somehow gets damaged … just in case.”
 
   “Okay, great.  I’m sure your high tech toys will all work.  That’ll be good.”  Missy then said, “Poor Mike will have to dictate all my messages.  I’ll always have him confirm he’s been able to get it all clearly on tape before going on to anything else.  And, we’ve just worked out how he can give me yes and no answers.”
 
   “Really?  That’s wonderful, Missy!”  Marsha thought about that a moment.  “Wow!  Two way communication back and forth … that really helps.  Les just learned our request for possible backup has been approved.  The Army will have one of their Special Forces A-Teams and two Black Hawk helicopters standing by for us, right here in Kabul.  So, if you think there’s any rescue operation possible, at minimal risk …?”
 
   “Yes, I was hoping for that.  Good.  If there’s any situation where landing a helicopter with some of our guys might make sense?  I can ask Mike and he can then confirm whether or not the Army wants to try doing that.  I’ll also be identifying possible landing sites during my recon.  I’ll name each of them so Mike can tell me which one the Army might want to use.  That way, I can scout ahead to be absolutely certain there won’t be any surprises … no bad guys will be waiting for them.”
 
   -----
 
   Dec 24, 2018
 
    
 
   After landing in Kabul, they were quickly cleared through customs and immigration thanks to their Army liaison officer, Major Flament.  They’d dressed themselves in Army fatigue uniforms and jackets while on the plane so they didn’t present any sort of unusual appearance.  Soon, they were whisked away and driven to the Army’s Camp Eggars nearby where a special office had been established for them, along with living quarters.  This was all inside the base and about as safe and secure as possible; Major Flament had orders to take care of them for their entire stay.
 
   Their office was fitted with all the telecommunications equipment they’d need, including computers and radios and the latest encryption devices.  Major Flament was the only one who had any idea at all as to the purpose of their being there.  And, what he knew was very limited as he didn’t have any need to know all the details.  All of the actual recon info they’d be getting from Missy would be going back to “P” Branch in Washington D.C., who would then process it and forward Intel reports on to the CIA and the Pentagon.
 
   The Special Forces A-Team standing by in Kabul would have no idea where their Intel info might be coming from.  They were at a different location in Kabul, Camp Phoenix, and would be further processing whatever was sent to them by the Pentagon.
 
   As arranged ahead of time, there were three vehicles standing by for a trip to Asadabad that first day.  Marsha stayed behind at the office while Les, Mike and Missy went out and climbed into one of these vehicles.  Les was driving and the three of them were the only occupants of this vehicle.  The other two vehicles were to escort them and had been advised there would be frequent stops along the way between Jalalabad and Asadabad.
 
   Then, after arrival in Asadabad, they would be leaving their escorts behind and would supposedly be dropping Missy off at a secret location in the city where she’d be staying for several days.  Forty minutes later, Les and Mike would rejoin their escorts and they’d all return to Kabul.  No one would know Missy had actually gotten out earlier, during one of those stops they’d made.  And, Major Flament would only know that one member of this strange party that he was responsible for was away for a while; he didn’t need to know exactly where or why.
 
   -----
 
   Dec 25, 2018
 
    
 
   Missy was about as thrilled and excited as she’d ever been in her life.  All her senses were experiencing new things, very different from any of the mountains she’d been in before, but with many similarities as well.  The pine trees and the snow and the rugged rocky terrain … so much to explore.  The scents all around her were what she was noticing the most.  She’d been moving for hours, working her way westward from where she’d left Mike.
 
   That had been at their third stop, just a few kilometers before Narang and about twenty kilometers from Asadabad.  She and Mike had gone into the woods where she’d stripped naked except for her GPS collar and had Changed.  Mike had picked up all her discarded clothing.  Then, she’d waited while Mike checked with Marsha, who verified the GPS signals were still coming through just fine.  Then, off she’d gone.  She and Mike had already talked about everything and had said their goodbyes during the drive from Kabul.  Now it was time for them both to focus on this crazy assignment.  What a way to be celebrating Christmas!
 
   The Kunar Province had over a dozen districts but -- based on the Intel concerning where the kidnapped German engineers were probably being held -- the area for Missy to search was north of the Narang Valley, west of the Kunar River and south of the Pech River.  This was in the Pech and Chapa Dara Districts.  Further west and north was Nuristan, but the road from Chapa Dara to Nuristan was impassible this time of year, which made that area less likely.  The road from Asadabad to Chapa Dara followed along the Pech River and was being maintained and was still passable.
 
   This area of the Hindu Kush mountains was well over four hundred square miles, with at least fifty villages scattered in the valleys, surrounded by mountain ridges rising to over ten thousand feet.  Typically, the valleys were down at three thousand feet.  A lot to cover in just ten days.  Missy intended to grab a few hours sleep during the daytime periods and would do most of her moving around and exploring during the night.  She really loved being in the mountains, running wild and free in her cat form.
 
   According to the Intel which “P” Branch had obtained, both from the U.S. military and the CIA, there was supposedly some sort of Taliban base that had been established in this area after the U.S. withdrawal of its troops in 2014.  With only the minimal security forces that the U.S. military and NATO had left behind to assist the Afghanistan army, the Afghan government had not been able to prevent the resurgence by the Taliban and al Qaeda.  The unmanned Predator drone aircraft that had continued to spy on this area, flying at twenty thousand feet, had provided a lot of films and photos.  And, the U.S. government photo analysts had been able to confirm activity in the area, activity suspected to be that of Islamist extremists.  However, they had not been successful in pinpointing just where the suspected base might be located.
 
   While finding three kidnapped engineers would indeed be looking for a needle in the haystack, perhaps finding where this new base was located might be something feasible.  That’s what her “P” Branch buddies had actually considered she could accomplish, which would indeed be a significant finding.  Odds were only fifty-fifty on whether the kidnap victims would be there, but that was far better odds than any other plan for finding them.
 
   So, Missy was searching and exploring.  It was freezing cold but, since this was also winter time back home, her fur was thick and protecting her over here in these mountains just as it would be had she been in the White Mountains of New Hampshire.  She had checked out four villages so far, but there was no evidence of anything other than farmers and herdsmen with mostly cattle, goats and sheep being kept by these sedentary villagers.  No electricity, no vehicles, no activity to suggest the presence of anyone else.  And, nothing was going on up on the surrounding mountain sides.  When she’d reported all this to Mike, his feedback had indicated this was as expected.  No one was outside at this time of night and the smells and scents were easy to categorize.
 
   Missy was now very hungry and went up into the higher ridge regions, above the valley, searching for game.  As the dawn began to break, she located where some wild goats had been spending the night.  An hour later, with her belly full and what remained from her fresh kill hidden for another meal later, she finally crawled into a small cave.  Get some rest, Mike.  And, Merry Christmas to all!  Ten minutes later she was sound asleep.
 
   -----
 
   As he watched Mike get up, stretch and head off to get some rest, Les looked over at his wife and said, “You should try and get some sleep now, too.  I’ve got things covered here.”  He had slept for four hours earlier but Marsha had been up with Mike all night.  She had also been marking up the detailed maps of the area Missy was searching, showing GPS location coordinates for each of the time intervals when Mike had been recording the messages he’d been getting.  This time and place info, along with the transcripts of what Mike was recording, was all being processed by their “P” Branch team back in Washington.
 
   Then, Intel reports from their “asset” would be getting sent out.  If and when something significant was found, proper clearances were already in place for taking direct action.  When Drew Martinson had outlined what his team believed these reports might reveal, there had been a lot of interest on Capitol Hill.  There also had been a lot of skepticism.  But, the Secretary of Defense was one of the officials who knew “P” Branch was monitoring supernatural individuals, some of which were rumored to have incredible powers and abilities.  When Drew had confirmed one of these “assets” had volunteered and could provide reliable firsthand information about this area in Afghanistan, possibly even locating the base rumored to be out there?  The Defense Secretary had made sure there would be full support.
 
   For Les and Marsha, being part of all this actually happening -- a first for any such venture -- was beyond incredible.  They’d only been talking about “what might be possible someday” and, suddenly, that day was actually here and now.  Today.  Yes, it was Christmas but it was also “day one” for Missy’s ten day search and -- so far -- everything was going as planned.
 
   Marsha said, “I don’t think I can sleep yet.  I’m still wired from all of this.  You know?”  She sighed and studied her husband.  “Did you actually sleep okay?”
 
   “Well, I tossed and turned for what seemed forever, but then I did finally sleep for a while.”  Les smiled and shook his head.  “You really need to rest while you can.  How’s Mike holding up?  This has to be really stressful for him.”
 
   “Oh, it is but you’ll never hear him complain.  Not unless Missy gets into some kind of trouble.  That bond of theirs?  He told me it was strange for him, at first … the way she’s constantly inside his mind, sharing her thoughts and feelings throughout the day.  But, he explained what initially had seemed a bit of a distraction soon changed and became a drug for him, an addiction he can never get enough of.  And, that was months ago, long before all this.”
 
   Les said, “So, is it different now?  With her sending him reports?”
 
   Marsha said, “She’s telling him stuff but then she pauses after every couple of sentences.  She knows he’s then repeating what she tells him into the microphone and so she waits.  They have a sort of rhythm together.  He listens to her and then he talks into the mic, listens and talks, listens and talks.  It’s rare to see him get frustrated, which sometimes happens if they do get out of sync.  Then, there’s some back and forth where she’s asking him questions and he’s giving her either yes or no answers.  He’s not talking then, of course, but you can see it happening; it’s a lot of effort for him.”
 
   “Yes, she can’t read his mind but she can experience his feelings.  They told me how that works during that drive out to where we dropped her off.”  Les shook his head, thinking about them.  “She’s as addicted to experiencing him all day long as he is to hearing her words in his mind.  They’re really something.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   Dec 26, 2018
 
    
 
   It was still two hours before dusk would descend, but Missy roused herself and went over to where she’d left the remains of another wild goat.  Time to get going again.  She’d finished checking all the villages in Narang Valley prior to settling down for her nap but now there was a ridge to cross and four more villages on the other side.  She wanted to finish checking those, along with all the shale and rocky terrain surrounding them, and then be well on her way towards the Shuryek Valley by dawn.
 
   She planned to spend one or two days working her way up that valley towards the Pech River and then start back down the Korengal Valley.  She’d spend three full days working her way southwest through the dozen or so villages in that, checking both the villages and the surrounding mountain slopes.  Yeah, the Valley of Death.
 
   Having been at West Point for six months, Missy had heard various military quotes all basically stating, “Yeah, though I walk through the valley of death, I will fear no evil; for I am the meanest, baddest ‘vulgar-expletive’ in the valley.”  Recalling these quotes, she mentally smiled to herself.  With all the bears in hibernation, she indeed was the biggest predator out there, other than the humans.  Any wolves or snow leopards she might encounter would be smaller.  Even so, she needed to avoid any wild animal packs.  And, of course, she wanted to avoid being seen by any humans.
 
   Finally, if she hadn’t found anything in that Korengal Valley area, she’d go over to the Chapa Dara Province, where she’d spend another two or three days.  Then, she’d get herself out and back to Kabul.  Plan the work and work the plan.
 
   Hey, Mike!  I’m up again and will be heading out soon.  Let me know when you’re ready to record some more of my reports.  When she felt him respond, she finished her meal.  Then, as she headed up the ridge, it began snowing again.  Soon, her reddish brown coat was covered and had anyone been watching, she would have appeared mostly white, blending right in with her surroundings.  But, no one else was out there and as she trekked on ahead, climbing onward through the lonely, desolate surroundings, even her tracks were quickly filled in leaving no trace of her at all.
 
   -----
 
   Mike entered their office and when Les looked up, he said, “Hey, Les.  It’s snowing out there where she is right now.  But, she’s moving again.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ve been marking her progress for the last half hour … she’s crossing that ridge right there.”  Les pointed to the map to show Mike where she was.
 
   “Having her merely send in all these negative reports is really worthwhile, huh?” asked Mike.
 
   Les said, “Oh, yes.  No one really expected she’d find much in Narang Province but it’s good to have that confirmed.  And, I’m being told that her descriptions of each of these villages so far has agreed very well with what was known about the area.  That is giving her a lot of credibility so folks getting these reports can all see that our ‘asset’ is really out there, providing firsthand observations.”
 
   “I guess credibility is really important, since you guys at “P” Branch haven’t ever been a source for any military Intel before, right?”
 
   “Exactly.  Before this, the only involvement we ever had with any supernaturals was having them help us with identifying and monitoring other supernaturals.  And, on rare instances -- as you know -- we have assisted where needed to avoid their exposure or else to cover up for them.  The general public isn’t really going to want to deal with any real witches or werecats, after all.”
 
   Mike nodded, recalling a conversation he’d had with Tracy’s Mom.  Real witches did not openly admit to the rest of the world that they were witches.  Too often, over the centuries, that had turned out badly.  Even though none of the witches convicted in Salem back in 1692-1693 were real witches, those trials and executions clearly illustrated how hostile and prejudiced many people could be, and those same sentiments still existed today.  There weren’t really that many true witches and they were careful to keep their covens and witchcraft very secret.
 
   Mike knew there were even fewer wereanimals and secrecy was always a priority for them as well.  But, when it was a matter of life or death, self-preservation was a higher priority.  And, that’s where “P” Branch had been helping out supernaturals for the past forty years or so.  Helping to avoid bad situations when they could and -- when they couldn’t -- covering up afterwards for those situations which didn’t turn out well.
 
   Mike said, “I know Missy really appreciates all the help you guys have given her.”  He smiled, thinking about all that had happened during the last year.
 
   What had started out as Missy simply trying to help protect her friend Alice had eventually led to her being targeted by both the East Boston and New York criminal organizations.  And, on her own, there had been a few deaths which she was responsible for.  While “P” Branch had agreed those kills had been fully justified, they didn’t want Missy being a vigilante.  So, they had her FBI friend Robert Ulrey contact her.  He’d told her all about “P” Branch, who they were and what they did.  He’d explained how they’d identified her as a werecat and how they would help her deal with those crime bosses.  Since then, she hadn’t killed anyone and things had actually settled down.
 
   “I hope this won’t stir things up too much.  You know … if they like the Intel reports you guys provide them, what else will they want?”  Mike definitely felt he and Missy were in way over their heads.
 
   Les said, “Well, it’s a very fine line we’re trying to follow here.  The government officials who actually know there are supernaturals are the ones who’ve insisted on our non interference policy.  But, if our funding gets cut -- due to most folks in the government having no idea there are real supernaturals -- the consequences might be rather dire.  So, this effort to rescue some kidnapped engineers … and maybe positively locate where this new base might be in the process …”
 
   “Yeah, I know.  Missy joked about more ‘birdseed for the little birdie’ during that briefing.  I just don’t want my little birdie to be taken advantage of.  After all, she’s really a cat and not a little birdie.  If they ever figure out she can do more than just provide firsthand observations?”  Mike studied Les.  He knew from his reaction that the same thought had crossed the minds of those “P” Branch folks.  They obviously had wrestled with that but had opted to go forward with this recon plan anyway.
 
   -----
 
   Dec 28, 2018
 
    
 
   Missy once again was venturing forth as the sun was dropping down on the horizon.  She had napped and her stomach was full, but she was feeling somewhat tired.  This would be her fifth night and the strenuous effort was taking its toll.  She had covered a lot of ground, just getting to where she was.  Now, at the northern end of the Korengal Valley which she’d entered earlier that morning, she was approaching the more likely locations for that new base.
 
   And, she had indeed noted where many more vehicles had been traveling back and forth.  Not recently, but there was evidence near Kandagal where some traffic definitely had been present, leaving the main road from Asadabad that followed along the Pech River and going down into the valley.  There hadn’t been anything like that in the Shuryek Valley or Narang Province.  Earlier, she’d asked Mike to check if this was consistent with what the spy cameras flying in those drone aircraft might have seen.  She’d just heard back from him on that question; he’d said yes.
 
   Obviously, the military had not wanted to tell “P” Branch ahead of time about some of the details they had concerning what they suspected.  But, as she was discovering these things on the ground, they were now willing to confirm them.  Well, okay.  That meant there really was some new base and she was probably going to find it somewhere up ahead.
 
   She knew any base would probably need electricity and that meant generators.  In order to run those, fuel trucks would have been needed, making trips back and forth, filling fuel tanks somewhere and storing an adequate supply of fuel for those generators.
 
   She knew from her briefings how cave complexes had been used twenty years earlier, over in Tora Bora, not too far from the Kyber Pass and about as far south of Jalalabad as she was now north of it.  Those caves had housed a couple hundred people and had used hydroelectric power from the mountain streams.  But, this time of year, most streams were now frozen so if generators were being used for power, up in the mountains where she was, barrels of fuel would need to have been brought in.
 
   While her earlier travels had not shown evidence of any such traffic, what she was seeing now, coming down from Kandagal and continuing beyond the first few villages she’d checked out, definitely suggested activity somewhere in the Korengal Valley ahead.  And, based on everything she’d seen, that activity was far beyond what she now knew was needed by those Pashtun farmers for their cattle, goats and sheep.
 
   Several hours later, after three more villages, she was almost halfway down the valley.  And, she found the base.  She’d been moving quickly, as the vehicle traffic had clearly been continuing onward, so while she’d been fairly thorough in checking out the villages and the surrounding areas, she’d almost felt like Dorothy following the yellow brick road in the Land of Oz.  And, now the traffic evidence had pretty much petered out.  She didn’t actually see any vehicles, at first, but she did find several large staging areas.  She could understand why spy planes hadn’t really spotted these areas, as they were all very well hidden.  Most were protected from view by the large pine trees but there were also some areas with large camouflage netting.
 
   She was able to approach each area easily enough as no guards had been posted.  For this time of night, out where the areas were as remote as these were, obviously no one was worried about these staging areas.  She worked her way through each of them, providing Mike with detailed descriptions as she went.  And, eventually she located where a few vehicles were parked.  Soon afterward, she spotted a large cave which had even more vehicles.  Yes, there had to be some sort of a military base nearby as this was well away from any village.
 
   The cave had been enlarged, with reinforcing beams positioned at several points, and went back into the mountain for over a hundred feet.  Inside, beyond the camouflaged entrance, the ceiling rose to almost twenty feet.  The cave was wide enough, once past the entrance, that vehicles could be parked two abreast.  She counted thirteen vehicles inside, eleven trucks and two jeeps.
 
   As she went back outside, the wind shifted and she scented several horses and mules further down the valley.  She scouted ahead, but avoided getting close enough where the animals might scent her.  She knew they’d be terrified and would raise an alarm, waking up whatever human caretakers might be nearby.  She soon was able to locate the large corral where these animals were all being kept, along with a small dwelling which was occupied by humans, based on the smoke coming out from its chimney.
 
   There also was a large barn nearby which contained several wagons.  She knew these were probably being used to haul whatever had been brought in by the vehicles up to somewhere in the mountain.  She had already scented some empty fuel barrels back in a few of those trucks.  Yes, she was pretty sure she had located the new base.  She went back to search for possible roadways up the mountain side.
 
   -----
 
   Dec 29, 2018
 
    
 
   Les was on the phone, talking to Drew Martinson who had just joined the group sitting around the speaker phone back at “P” Branch Headquarters.  “Yeah, Drew, she’s following a well used pathway up the mountain and has just sighted what must be an outpost of some sort.  There are two guards there, awake and obviously on duty, watching the roadway.  She says she can sense there’s a lot more humans, further ahead, up on the mountain.  Definitely, there must be some caves up there.  This outpost is a couple hundred meters away from what’s probably the entrance.  She’s going to have to circle around up above, which is somewhat tricky with all the ice and snow on those rocks so it may take a while.”
 
   Drew said, “This pathway … she says it’s covered with camouflage netting in most places?”  He was staring at the map which had been marked up with what Missy had reported finding so far.  “There’s nothing visible on that mountain, from all the satellite photos and surveillance films those drones have sent back.  We’ve just reviewed all the stuff from the last few months.  If that’s where the mystery base is, it’s really well hidden.”
 
   “Yes, and it’s the extent that everything seems to be camouflaged and hidden that’s making her feel certain this must be the base we were concerned about.  That, plus the lack of any traffic by vehicles going further down into the valley.  There’s something up there and now that she’s spotted guards on watch?  This clearly is what all those rumors were about.”
 
   “Okay.  Great.  And, she knows to stay right there and report whatever she can learn about this base?  She’s not planning to leave and go exploring anything else, at least not right away.  Right?”
 
   Les said, “Mike told us she’s definitely staying right there.  He’s actually worried.  Now that she’s found guys actually standing around with guns … somehow, this whole recon thing has just become a lot more than her merely running around out there in the snow.”
 
   “Well, she knows we’ve only asked her to watch and report back what she can see.  Strictly observation.  Let’s see what she can tell us about all this over the next few days.  It will be dawn over there in another hour.  I’m sure she’ll be finding herself a nice hiding spot where she can hang out for a while.  This is good news, Les.  Great job by everyone involved.”
 
   -----
 
   Missy was hungry but ignored that.  She was now high in a tree where she’d been watching the large cave entrance for a few hours.  From what she’d seen and heard, and from all the scents she’d managed to pick up, there definitely was a lot happening deep inside the mountain.  There had to be a significant cave complex going way back, once past that entrance.
 
   Earlier, she had explored the mountain side higher up, well above this entrance, and had found several ventilation shafts.  These had all been camouflaged to prevent both heat and light signatures from being evident to overhead spy cameras, but with her sensitive nose, she had not had any difficulty in finding them.
 
   She had also found three additional openings, large enough for personnel, much higher up than the main entrance; these had barely accessible footpaths down to the main roadway but also had trails going back up into the mountains.  While personnel might be able to access these, they wouldn’t be of much use for bringing in any supplies.  They also did not appear to be getting much use, as there were no tracks in the snow.  These looked more like escape exits than anything else.
 
   The guards kept changing every four hours.  In addition to the two at the outpost back down the road, there were two more soldiers right near the main entrance.  And, although she didn’t understand the language, she could hear frequent radio transmissions.  She suspected there were other guards stationed in the area where they could report on anything that might be approaching from the road or from the air.
 
   There had been a patrol that had gone out that morning, evidently on some sort of training mission.  But, no wagons had shown up yet.  She was guessing this base had probably stored enough provisions that they wouldn’t need to be resupplied that much during the bad weather.  And, it had been snowing off and on for a few days now.  The training patrol had just returned.  She planned to recon the areas they’d been to, once it got dark again.  She also planned to find herself a meal.  Then, maybe she’d see if she could somehow sneak inside that cave complex, using one of those openings higher up.
 
   Although those higher openings apparently weren’t being guarded, she knew there might be some sort of electronic surveillance.  So, during her earlier explorations that morning, she had purposely gone right up close to the highest opening, leaving plenty of her cat tracks in the snow.  She now planned on returning to see if anyone had come outside, checking for what might have tripped whatever sensors might be up there.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   Dec 29, 2018
 
    
 
   Mike explained, again, what Missy had just told him.  “She’s going in.  There was no scent of anyone bothering to go anywhere near that opening up top where she’d left her tracks earlier … she’s pretty certain she can get inside and explore whatever caves are there.  She should be able to scent whether anyone is approaching and, since those probably are just a lot of natural caves that have been excavated and reinforced, she’s figuring there should be plenty of hiding places.”
 
   Marsha said, “But, that’s not necessary, Mike.  That’s much too risky!”  She looked at Les, who was also as concerned as she was.  “This is only supposed to be recon.  Missy knows that.  We talked about this …”
 
   “Actually, now that I think back, Missy never actually said that much or gave us any assurances about what she would or wouldn’t do.  While we were all busy telling her about these various scenarios, assuring her how we wanted to limit the risks, she was merely listening.”  Les looked at Mike and asked, “Do you recall her saying anything about risks, either way?”
 
   “No, she only listened when you guys were explaining things in that conference room.  You all were pretty busy briefing the two of us about everything … all those details you knew about along with those things you could merely guess at.  She only asked a few questions when she needed clarification.  Then, she told you she was in.”  Mike smiled.  “We both understood what you guys were really asking for.”
 
   Marsha sputtered, “But … but, going inside the base?  She has to know that’s not what we were asking for.  We kept telling her how this was supposed to just be a firsthand look, which only a mountain lion could possibly manage.  Especially this time of year.  And, she’s now found the base, which is a huge accomplishment.  There was no mention of her going into any of the places she’d be locating for us.  We assumed that was a given.  She even told me she’d be naming possible landing zones, in case we wanted to send in that Special Forces team we have on standby.”
 
   “Well, yes, but she’s been doing that.  See?”  Mike pointed to their map, where they’d marked the latest landing zone as Hancock.  She’d been using names of various U.S. Presidents for each one.  “But, there’s certainly no reason to send anyone in there as yet.  She knows that.  Only if there’s a chance for an actual rescue operation, with minimal risk, right?  I’m sure she figures the worst that could happen is they’ll think some wild cat wandered in.  She won’t let herself get trapped in there.  Missy really wants to find those kidnapped engineers.”
 
   -----
 
   Missy was impressed.  There were dozens of natural caves and a lot of work had been done, connecting them and excavating them into larger sizes.  There were reinforcing timbers everywhere.  She had been working her way, gradually moving down to the lower levels, and her enhanced senses were all in overdrive.  She’d had no difficulty in avoiding being seen, so far.  The upper levels were primarily where soldiers were bunking and almost everyone had been sleeping soundly.
 
   She had detected two persons getting up, but they had only needed to use the latrine.  She’d remained hidden until they each had returned to their bunk and then she’d quietly slipped past.  Those areas which had been made into sleeping quarters were typically caves about six to ten feet wide by twelve to twenty feet deep and had five to seven feet of headroom.  A lot of smaller caves were being used for storage.  From the scent of the boxes and crates, the storage in the upper levels was mostly for ammunition.  And, use of electricity was minimal up there, with most of the lighting being provided by oil lamps placed at infrequent locations.  The connecting corridors and tunnels twisted and turned so there were a lot of darkened areas.  The men who’d gotten up had used flashlights to find their way back and forth.  She was having no problem, of course, as there was plenty of light for her to see things by, thanks to her enhanced vision.  And, there were plenty of adequate hiding places along the way, in the smaller cavities where supplies and ammo were being stored.  She couldn’t have hoped for things to be any better.
 
   Once she’d gotten down to the lower levels, there had been fewer sleeping areas.  The corridors were larger and there was more lighting.  As she explored each new cave area, with no one being up and about, she was able to move more quickly.  She’d been inside for six hours and she knew all the descriptions she’d been sending back to Mike ought to provide “P” Branch with enough for some fairly accurate mapping and floorplans.
 
   Mike had gotten rather excited, about twenty minutes after she’d gone inside, but after she’d asked him a few questions she’d soon managed to determine what his concern was.  Her GPS signals were no longer being received.  Fortunately, whatever energy was allowing her to communicate with Mike and experience his emotions was not being affected.  Yea, mating bond!
 
   She had just finished checking out a second classroom, this one equipped with computers and various high tech electronic equipment, when she heard two men approaching from further down the corridor.  She waited several minutes after they’d gone by and then she continued her exploring.  So much to see and do!
 
   -----
 
   Dec 30, 2018
 
    
 
   Drew Martinson was sitting quietly while the eighteen others in the conference room continued to delve through his latest report, which included three dimensional floor plans and cutaway cross section diagrams which his office had used computers to generate, based on all the detailed measurements that Missy had provided.
 
   She had worked her way down from the top level to the lowest level, describing everything with an incredible amount of detail, all things considered.  In addition to all the sleeping areas, plus the stores of supplies and ammo, she had found a number of interesting areas.  The maze of interconnecting caves made quite a labyrinth.
 
   There was a hospital area, with not only an infirmary section but also a couple of rooms that probably could be used for surgeries, based on the equipment she had described being in there.  Presently, only three men were in the infirmary but there were cots for at least twenty four.  There were two male nurses.  Missy hadn’t known how many doctors there might be, or where they were sleeping, but the nurses had bunks right near the infirmary area.
 
   There was a large mosque.  There was a huge conference room.  There were several large storage areas.  And, there were two control rooms.  The smaller control room, which was ten feet by fifteen feet, had most of the radio and telecommunications equipment.  In the larger one, there were several flat screen monitors, but only one was turned on and displaying anything.  It had looked like a map of the Mid-East but Missy hadn’t bothered to study it or make any attempt at guessing what that map meant.
 
   She had spent two additional hours checking out these lower level rooms, going slowly from one hiding place to the next, as there were personnel wide awake inside the smaller control room with others coming and going at odd intervals during the night.  She’d been very quiet and careful and no one had noticed her prowling around.
 
   There was a large cave containing several generators.  Two were operating while three more appeared capable of being run, with another two that were spares.  There were five large fuel tanks, one for each of the operational units.  In a nearby cave, fifty-five gallon barrels were stacked up, three high.  There was a crane rail overhead.  Sixty four of these barrels appeared to contain fuel while twenty two were empty.  The empty barrels were positioned where it was obvious they’d be getting sent down the mountain for refill, probably once the weather conditions improved.
 
   There was a large kitchen area and an even larger mess area where the food was served with tables for seating over sixty all at once.  Missy had provided an estimate, based on the eighty one men she’d counted so far and the layout of all these various areas, that perhaps as many as a hundred and twenty might currently be living there in this base.  She had explained there were corridors leading to more upper levels that she’d not yet explored, which was where she figured the additional men were located.  She also still hoped to find the kidnapped engineers, but so far she had not seen anywhere that prisoners were being held.
 
   Then, once morning had come and she had detected more and more activity with everyone rising and coming down to eat, she had hidden in the rear area of the kitchen behind several crates containing food.  She had settled down to spend the day in there; it was a convenient hiding spot -- one of the smaller cave areas but with entrances from two separate corridors -- which was why she’d chosen to stay there.  From the scent of those corridors, neither was being used very often and both corridors had other places she could quickly duck into if she needed to get out of where she was.  She had settled down and had actually napped.  Checking out the upper levels that she’d not yet visited would not be until evening, when everyone was sleeping once again.
 
   All of the information she had provided so far had gone into the report that Drew had just presented.  His audience included top officials from the military, Homeland Security, the FBI and CIA, both houses of Congress, and high ranking cabinet members from the White House.
 
   Drew had explained that his “asset” was not finished in there yet but he believed the information his team had put together so far warranted his calling this meeting.  It would be another day or two, perhaps, for the full report to be available.  But, with so many people away over the New Year’s Holiday, the preliminary report he’d just given them was too important to postpone for any longer.  If any orders needed to be given, cancelling vacations and bringing key personnel in over the holidays, those orders needed to be issued right away.
 
   Ted Hanson, the Deputy Secretary of State said, “While I can appreciate why our military folks might be interested in all of this -- assuming it’s accurate, which we really have no way of determining -- that doesn’t rise to where any actions are needed.  At least, not right now.  Or, am I missing something?”
 
   Lieutenant General Blake turned to the Secretary of Defense and asked, “We’ve agreed to your request to have one Special Forces A-Team standing by for a possible rescue over there.  But, I agree … until we can verify what’s in this report, I don’t see anyone else in our forces taking any direct actions.  Even then, I’m not clear what we’d want to do.”  He was the Deputy Commander for U.S. Central Command or CENTCOM, which was responsible for operations in Afghanistan and the Middle East.  He had already been selected for promotion to four stars and would be replacing the current CENTCOM Commander in a few months.  Any military actions would likely be executed by directives going down through U.S. Central Command.
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Everyone in this room is aware that Drew and his team are getting this information from someone actually in those caves right now.  His asset, as he likes to call this person, is not merely some psychic dreaming this stuff up.  This is firsthand observation by one of those supernatural entities his branch monitors, so let’s stop questioning whether or not it’s accurate.  Yes, it’s rather unbelievable that such observation is possible, but -- whoever or whatever this person or entity is -- they are there and this military base is there.  No, we can’t publish any of this, either to our own military or to our allies.  But, that was never the intent of this reconnaissance.”
 
   General Blake asked, “This report can never be issued as anything official?”
 
   “No,” said the Defense Secretary.  “But, while the information is not official, it’s certainly good to know.  I want to make appropriate use of all this knowledge.  Now that we know what’s there, we can assure our military planning and resources are directed accordingly.  It’s up to each of you to make that happen, without revealing what it is we now know.  Yes, it will take time to validate all of this, in ways that don’t reveal we already knew about it or that “P” Branch was our source.  But, knowing what we now know, I’m sure we can find ways to make most of this official, using other methods and without any reference to Drew’s report.”
 
   The Deputy Secretary of State said, “While I was briefed that “P” Branch is supposedly monitoring a few supernatural beings, which the rest of you may accept as being true, I was never provided with any proof.  It was merely a briefing.  Now, you want us to accept this so called asset is inside those caves … but, this report is far from proven as fact.  What do we know about this asset?  Why are you so certain this isn’t fantasy or fiction?  I’m okay with continuing the funding that “P” Branch has requested -- while we validate this information -- but I was expecting this exercise would be providing us with some actual proof.  Proof that these so called supernaturals not only exist but are willing to help us.”
 
   Drew said, “Up until now, we’ve not asked any of them to help us like this.  And, we’ve been monitoring all of them … not just those here in the U.S. but all around the world as well.  Those in the U.S. are far outnumbered by those located elsewhere.  And, for the U.S. supernaturals, trusting the U.S. government has not been a risk that very many of them have ever been willing to take.”  He looked around at everyone and could tell they were starting to appreciate the dilemma.
 
   Then he continued, “It was always understood that staying aware of who they were and what they were capable of was very important to our national defense.  That’s been the main purpose of Paranormal Branch up until now.  My office can provide plenty of proof that these individuals do exist.  You have the clearance, so you can visit us and review our files if you like.  But, this asset that we are using right now volunteered and did so with the understanding that complete anonymity was assured.  So, we’re not sharing any details about this asset.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Okay.  I’m briefing the President tomorrow morning on what we have so far and I want to tell him everyone here is going forward.  We’ll meet again in three weeks to assess what each of you has been able to validate and what plans you consider appropriate.  Yes, it might take a few months, but I think what’s in this report will avoid our going in false directions and will save us a lot of time.  We now can get ahead of this.  Let’s come up with a plan that will neutralize this enemy base.  For the past year, I’ve been hearing we believed it was out there.  Now we know it is and we know where it is.”
 
   After several minutes of further discussion, the group finally did agree with the Defense Secretary’s direction and the meeting was adjourned.  General Blake was asked to work directly with “P” Branch and Drew promised him hourly updates.
 
   General Blake said, “Good enough.  And, if those missing engineers can be rescued?  I still have that A-Team standing by.  Let me know.” 


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Dec 31, 2018
 
    
 
   John watched as Tracy once again got ready to do her magic.  She didn’t consider it doing magic, of course.  None of the witches in her coven thought that way.  No, they harnessed and used energy.  Depending on just how gifted and just how powerful the witch might be, the results of their harnessing and using energy would vary.  But, watching how Tracy had been burning things up all week with those fireballs she could conjure up?  Magic.
 
   He had been in that circle of hers earlier, along with her Mom and Mike, when she’d brought down lightning bolt after lightning bolt for that crazy Operation Roseanne that his sister had orchestrated.  That had indeed been impressive and he’d been able to actually experience energy flowing through him, being channeled to both girls.  When Tracy and Missy had both started drawing power, there just were no words that could describe what he’d been able to feel that night.
 
   Just as there were no words that could describe all of his feelings now.  These last few days with Tracy had been so fabulous, so special and meaningful, that he knew he would never be the same.  After their lovemaking the other night in the hotel … and all the times since, which had been several … he was transformed.  And, if all the power that Tracy had been demonstrating she could now wield was any indication, so was she.
 
   Her fellow witches in the coven were in absolute awe of what she was capable of now.  Her mentor, Millicent Pratt, a very powerful witch herself who was now in her sixties, had explained that what Tracy was doing was almost unheard of.  Tracy had described to her coven how working with Missy that night had zapped them both, increasing their capacity for energy.  Then, glancing at John with absolutely no embarrassment whatsoever, she had gone on to say that having really great sex was also helping.
 
   John had been totally shocked and couldn’t believe the way she had just come right out and said that, right in front of everyone.  Wow!
 
   She then had gone on to explain how she now needed to use energy, just to keep from going a bit crazy.  And, Millie had acknowledged that was normal, something powerful witches experienced as they grew and developed.  The part about having great sex being a contributing factor?  They all seemed to acknowledge that as being perfectly normal.  Jeez!  Who knew?  Apparently, these witches had indeed been keeping some great secrets.  Millie had then encouraged Tracy to create a few of those fireballs that she could make, in order to burn off some of this energy.
 
   After a few preparations, with her coven all gathered around, Tracy had extended her hands and had started creating fireballs.  Only, unlike the small ones that she’d done in the past and which she’d merely held a few feet above her hand for a minute or so, Tracy had stood at the edge of this huge field and, one after another, huge balls of fire had begun to appear.  These were white hot and she managed to hold them suspended ten feet in the air, all around the field, some as far away as a thousand yards.  Tracy then began moving each of them around, both up and down, as well as in circles … almost as though she was juggling them.  When there were over a dozen of them, all flying about, and she’d been going strong for over twenty minutes, her fellow witches called out for her to stop.
 
   They had all been able to experience power being drawn through them, even though Tracy hadn’t formally drawn any circle.  John had felt it, just the same as he had felt it before, and he knew she must have visualized a huge circle all around herself, encompassing everyone who was there, and had then started doing whatever it was she did.
 
   Her hair had extended itself all around her head and her dark brown eyes had begun to shine.  Tracy had clearly been enjoying the total control she was holding for all this power and, once she’d released each of the fireballs allowing them to wink out and disappear, she’d finally lowered her hands and had laughed.  “Oh, that was great!” she’d said.  “I really needed that!”
 
   What John had found disconcerting was the way several of the witches began looking over at him with knowing glances.  He could read their minds.  Oh, yes … Tracy was obviously enjoying some great sex, all right.  Yes indeed!  Wow!
 
   Millie finally took pity on him and took him aside.  “John, Tracy tells me your sister Missy is a witch and she’s also in a pretty special relationship, right?  She’s found someone who she considers her soulmate, whom she has a deep resonance with, and whom she draws power and energy from.  When that happens … and, it doesn’t often happen for us witches, unfortunately … well, things can be pretty good.”
 
   John stared at her and said, “Yeah, I get it.  I do.  Tracy thinks I’m her soulmate, that we have a special connection.  Just like her parents have.  Just like Missy and Mike have.  I’m thrilled she feels that way.  I can’t say that I understand all this witch stuff, but I can say I’m very much in love with Tracy.  I think I fell in love with her right when we first met, watching how she was with her parents and my sister … she’s been totally consuming all my thoughts and feelings ever since.”
 
   Millie said, “Yes, you’re very well suited to one another.  But, I do have to warn you.  While I did say that things can be pretty good, I didn’t say things would ever be easy.  And, the more powerful the witch, the more difficult things might get.  Great gifts always carry some great burdens and responsibilities.  I hope you’re up for those.”
 
   John laughed and said, “Oh, I’m not at all surprised.  In fact, ever since I watched my sister Change into a huge cat, I’ve been less and less surprised about things.  But, I’m definitely willing to go to the ends of the earth, if need be, just to make Tracy happy.  Whatever she needs, I’ll always be there for her.  She’s worth any price.  She’s magic!”
 
   -----
 
   Tracy had never been so happy.  She and John were on their way to a big hotel downtown in Dallas for the New Year’s Eve party which someone had organized … a real gala event that she’d been invited to, along with several of her former classmates.  She and her “plus one”.  She was looking forward to showing him off to all her friends.  She was looking forward even more to later spending the entire night with him up in one of the hotel rooms.  Making love and having sex with John had fulfilled her in ways she’d never even dreamed about.  And, since she had fantasized a great deal about someday finding the great love of her life, she found herself now completely amazed and overwhelmed.  And, blissfully happy.
 
   John had really impressed everyone in her coven and she was excited about how easy it had been to have him be there, meeting them all with her.  Outsiders were not brought in, ever.  But, in addition to John being in a relationship with her, John’s sister was a witch.  So, he was hardly an outsider and her fellow witches seemed quick to appreciate how important he was to her.  Yes, she had been showing off her increased power, purposely controlling all those fireballs.  Such fun!  She knew all the talks she’d had with Missy about control had really helped her.  She also knew she was now drawing added energy from John and was getting so much more power from doing that, it was unbelievable.  Power and control.
 
   Missy had explained how, for her, control was everything.  She’d spent years controlling herself, her dual nature, and that often had meant not displaying any supernatural abilities.  Not allowing her predatory instincts to take charge.  Not letting her emotions interfere with making the right decisions or taking the right actions, if and when needed.  Tracy had found she now could really focus as well, channeling her own special abilities in ways that were always positive.  Her confidence these last few months at the academy had really grown and, now that she was experiencing the love and support that John was providing, she really believed she was fully coming into her own.
 
   After arriving at the hotel, she and John made their way inside and found the large ballroom that had been set aside for the big event.  Texans liked to do things in a big way, and tonight was no exception.  There were several tables, all decorated with elaborate centerpieces proclaiming the New Year being heralded in, and these were spaced around a large dance floor area.  On one wall was a huge flat screen, already showing how the celebrants in New York’s Times Square were getting amped up.  And, there was also a DJ up in front, playing music and waving a microphone around.
 
   There was a bar in one corner, but since she and her friends from high school were underage, she didn’t think they’d be getting served alcohol all that much.  Even John, two years older than she, wouldn’t turn twenty one for several more months.  But, this crowd included a lot of older couples and it was obvious that many had started to celebrate early.  And, she suspected her friends would still manage getting themselves some drinks, easily enough.  This was supposedly a private party, right?
 
   She spotted some tables around which several of her former classmates were all getting settled and she headed towards them, with John’s arm comfortably entwined with hers.
 
   Tracy was wearing an evening gown that shimmered, with lots of blue and silver in it.  With three inch heels, she felt quite comfortable and was looking forward to some dancing.  Her dark brown hair was combed out in a nice page boy style and she had applied just a bit of makeup.  With her naturally lovely complexion, her dark brown eyes shining brightly and her really pretty smile, she didn’t need much.  Although not a great athlete like her friend Missy was, Tracy was very athletic nonetheless, and at five-six with a nice figure, she knew she looked good.  Bigger boobs would have been nice but then, after the way John had been raving about how perfect he considered them, perhaps they indeed were fine the way they were.  She had certainly enjoyed the way he had been lavishing his attention on them all week.  A delicious tingle zinged through her body just thinking about that.
 
   John was wearing a dark blue suit and he looked great.  He was six feet and had a nice build.  With his handsome features, deep blue eyes, thick reddish brown hair and that winsome smile, combined with that wry mischievous expression he always seemed to have, she knew exactly why he had captivated her so much, right from the beginning.  And, after all the lovemaking she’d enjoyed with him this week, she knew she’d never have eyes for anyone else.  She felt very secure about the love they shared for one another.  She was excited and proud to be able to bring him to this party.
 
   As they approached, two of Tracy’s girlfriends suddenly noticed her and both came rushing up to greet her.  After lots of high pitched squeaking and squealing, hugging and several air kisses, they stepped back.  They both began talking and asking her questions, all at once and together.  “It’s so good to see you again!”  “How’s West Point treating you?”  “I love you in that dress, Tracy!”  “Ohh, who’s your friend?”  “Come and join us over here!”
 
   Without waiting, they dragged her with them and John followed along behind.  Tracy turned to him and said, “John, meet all my friends.”  Then, looking around the group that was milling about, surrounding several tables, she said, “Everyone, meet John.  He’s from Massachusetts.  He’s also the man in my life now, so please be nice to him.  And, no … he’s not going to dance with anyone else tonight, so don’t even think about asking him!”  That got some laughs as well as a few envious looks from some of the girls there.
 
   Tracy’s friends began introducing themselves to John and for several minutes the conversation was very animated as they also exchanged their greetings with Tracy.  It was obvious that Tracy was very popular with the other girls there and many of the guys with those girls also seemed to know her pretty well.  There were also a few new guys, being introduced around just the same as John was, so his wasn’t the only new face.  Gradually, after several minutes, people began to take their seats around the tables, which each had ten place settings.
 
   Soon, the salads were brought out and the celebration meal got underway.  John and Tracy were both signed up for the steak entrée and they positioned little cards in front of their plates to indicate their choice.  Whoever had organized this event had done a great job.  Tracy only knew it was a friend of a friend of a friend, but she had known about this event for a couple of months now and had been looking forward to it a great deal.  Even before she’d known John would be there with her, she had accepted the invitation and had sent in her money for two tickets.
 
   There was music playing and several couples had already gone out onto the dance floor.  When a nice slow dance started and Tracy looked at John, he immediately stood up and extended his hand.  She let him lead her out to join the others already dancing and when he pulled her close, she melted into his arms.  Moving together, slowly circling the dance floor with John’s body pressed firmly against hers, Tracy considered herself to be the luckiest witch alive.
 
   -----
 
   Jan 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Tracy woke up and could sense that John was already awake.  She was lying on her tummy and he was on his side, next to her with one arm draped over her back.  She lifted her head to look up at him and, sure enough, his eyes were open and studying her.  He smiled and said, “Morning, sweetheart!  I trust you slept well?”
 
   “Ummm!  Yes, once he-who-shall-not-be-named finally stopped doing all those amazing things to my body with his magic fingers.”  Tracy turned onto her side and wriggled up against him, noticing how this caused him to immediately get an erection, which began pushing insistently against her naked thigh.  “Of course, it was his magic wand that really kept me awake and … good grief … I think that wand is performing some more magic right this very minute!”
 
   Giggling, she moved her hand down and began stroking him.  “Oh, look!  See how big it’s getting, see how hard it’s getting …”
 
   John rolled her onto her back, grabbing her arms which he pushed up above her head.  “Before she-who-shall-not-be-named gets to make any more of her magic, she shall first yield and allow some liberties … some lengthy licking … and lapping … of lush … lovely … luscious … lascivious … lusty … libidinous …”  John’s tongue, during this soliloquy, had been darting in and out to tease each of her nipples, alternating back and forth, and he ended with his mouth sucking on her left breast with such determination that she squealed.
 
   As he continued to suckle, her right breast definitely became envious, and Tracy finally freed her hands, grabbed his head, and forced his mouth over to ensure an equal share of attention was given to that breast as well.  John happily devoted several moments to sucking and nibbling on her tender flesh, causing her rock hard nipples to now each send messages out to the rest of Tracy’s body.
 
   Before Tracy could react to those messages in any meaningful way, other than notice how her inner core was experiencing a meltdown, John began sliding himself lower, tracing a path all along her abdomen with his tongue, playing for a while with her navel as he positioned himself down between her legs.  Then he brought his arms around and underneath, spreading her legs apart and forcing them wide open as he slipped his hands below to grab her buttocks.
 
   Tracy started to protest by exclaiming, “No, no …” but when John’s hands lifted her ass up and his tongue began licking her clit, she shuddered and said, “Ahhhh, yes!  Yes, yes, yessssss!”  Moments later, when her orgasm began, causing her to buck and thrash -- with John continuing his incredible assault, hungrily feasting on her sensitive flesh -- Tracy began yelling and screaming, her words no longer intelligible.
 
   A half an hour later, after Tracy came three more times and John finally climaxed as well, they lay side by side, completely spent.  The sex they had enjoyed the night before -- after finally coming up to their room having dutifully brought in the New Year with all of Tracy’s friends -- that had indeed been nice.  Great, even.  But, they had been tired and it had been very late, after a long and busy day.  They even had each downed a couple glasses of champagne.  So, in spite of Tracy’s joking about what his magic fingers had done to her body, they had made love quickly and then they both had fallen asleep soon afterwards.
 
   Now, as Tracy lay there -- limp and languid, yet still wide awake -- she realized just how spectacular the experience she’d just shared with John had truly been.  Wow!  This having sex was all so new to her but she was finding out just how special it could really be.  And, as she had just learned that morning, apparently she was blessed with being multi-orgasmic.  Ummm!
 
   John sat up and said, “I’m ordering breakfast for us from room service and then I’m jumping into the shower.  If you’re still unable to move when I get out …?”  He laughed, knowing she’d never allow breakfast to be delivered while she was still looking so tousled and sated.
 
   Sure enough, she groaned but said, “I’ll get up, as soon as you finish your shower.  Order me some eggs and bacon and hash browns and orange juice and coffee.  Maybe some muffins, too, okay?”
 
   An hour later, as they finished enjoying their wonderful breakfast, both having showered and dressed for the day, John decided to continue a conversation they had started earlier in the week.  “Tell me again how this witch stuff works.  I know your Mom is able to move objects around.  A little.  Telekinesis.  But you can’t do that.  And, yet … why are you able to do what you do and why are you so powerful?  I mean … fireballs and lightning bolts?  Even Millie says you’re unbelievable.  What’s her power, by the way?  I don’t think you mentioned that.”
 
   “She’s a finder.  And, a very powerful one.  She finds people.  She’s helped the police on a lot of cases over the years.  They think she’s a psychic but she’s not.  She’s able to find people by feeling their energy and following that.  She just needs to start out with something they’ve owned and have put some of their own energy, their essence, into.  Any object they’ve found meaningful and have an attachment for.  A keepsake or a memento.  Like that.”
 
   John said, “That almost sounds like the way Missy can always find Mike.  Like that?”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “No, not at all.  Your sister is totally off the charts, John.  What she has with Mike is a really amazing connection.  She experiences him all the time and doesn’t need to search for where he is.  She just knows where he is.  Millie is able to search for people, following their energy.  She doesn’t always find them but she’s been very successful.”
 
   “Well, why are you so different from your Mom?”
 
   “From what I’ve learned, being a witch is something you inherit.  It’s genetic and will often be passed down from one generation to the next, although sometimes it skips generations.  But, the type of witch, the kind of power and ability?  That’s where the genetics really matter.  I’m probably doing what I do, and doing it with so much power, because of my Dad’s genetic contribution.  Mom’s genes make me a witch but Dad’s genes make me able to harness and use so much energy the way I do.  And, unlike my Mom being able to basically live her life as a latent witch?  I can’t do that.  I’d go crazy if I didn’t use my ability.  I can go for a few months, maybe, but then I have to toss some fireballs around and send down lightning bolts.  Especially now.”
 
   “Okay.  I think I can relate.  It’s like how Missy says she has to be a cat every once in a while or else she might go crazy.”  John paused and thought for a minute.  “I guess I’m glad she got all the crazy genes in my family.  Of course, who knows what genes I might be passing on some day?  You know … if I have any kids.”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “I’m actually hoping I’m the one you have those kids with, John.  You know that.  Only, first I need to serve several years in the Army.  A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do …”
 
   John laughed and added, “And a witch has gotta do what a witch has gotta do.  I know, I know.  I get that.  You and my sister.  Jeez!”
 
   “Oh, no.  Your sister is way, way out there, John.  The more I see what she’s capable of, the more amazed I get.  And, she really has only started to tap into all her witchy powers.  Until this past year, she thought she was merely a werecat.  She really has no idea about just what she can eventually become.  Or, just how much supernatural power she really might have.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   Jan 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike turned to Marsha and said, “She thinks she’s found them.  She’s found a few doors, latched on the outside, and there are definitely some prisoners being held on the inside.  Just their scent is enough … whoever the men are behind those doors, they’re not free.  They stink a lot worse than any of the soldiers she’s been smelling for two days now.”
 
   “How many are in there?” asked Marsha, with excitement in her voice.
 
   Mike just listened for a minute to whatever Missy was telling him and finally looked up at Marsha.  Then, speaking into his mic, he said, “There are four cave areas where prisoners are being kept.  But, one of them is empty right now.  Inside that one there are chains and shackles.  The room is clearly for holding prisoners.”  Mike listened some more and then continued.  “Dimensions of this fourth cell are about six by ten and five feet high, maybe six feet high in some spots.  It can hold four prisoners, each chained to the floor, out of reach from the doorway.  Looks like food and water are brought in and left where the prisoners can reach them.  No toilet facilities except for a few bucket containers … the prisoners must be relieving themselves in those buckets and leaving them for the guards.”
 
   After another full minute of listening, Mike again spoke into the mic.  “There are four men behind door number one, three behind door number two and only one behind door number three.  She’s getting a scent from the three in that second cell that suggests they’re foreigners.  The others are probably either Afghan or Pakistani.”  Again, he stopped and listened.
 
   “She’s going to keep going, finish describing whatever else there is … see if there’s an exit.  She needs to get outside for a few hours and find something to eat and drink.  She’s starving.  Then, once she can get back in there again, she thinks she’s found a hiding spot where she can watch the prisoner areas.  She wants to learn the routine … how often they are fed, when the guards check on them, etc.”
 
   Two hours later, after dictating details and dimensions and descriptions of what were primarily more sleeping quarter areas, to include yet another primitive latrine, along with some more storage caverns, Mike finally set down the mic.  Both Marsha and Les were now with him.  He looked at them with a big smile.  “She’s out.  Wheh!  They have this vent shaft going up twenty-five feet to the surface which can also be used as an escape exit, provided you’re not too big.  She was able to climb all the way up and squeeze through that.  Now she’s going higher up the mountain to hunt.  You should be getting GPS signals again.”
 
   Les checked and, sure enough, there was a strong signal coming in.  They’d only been receiving an occasional rare signal, always weak, for the two and a half days she’d been inside.  “Hey, she’s given us way more than we’d ever dreamed she’d be able to provide about this base.  And, if those three engineers are being held in there?  That agrees with all the Intel we had before, only now we know where this new base is.  Marsha and I have been talking to our team back home.  Everyone thinks this is plenty for now and that she’s done enough, Mike.”
 
   Marsha asked, “Can’t you tell her to come on back?  It’s time for Missy to come in from the cold, right?”
 
   Mike had been hearing this from both Les and Marsha for a while now.  They wanted her back out, safe.  He did also.  But, he already knew she wasn’t ready yet.  “She said she wanted to watch the prisoner areas to understand the routine.”
 
   Les said, “But, there’s no possible rescue.  That A-Team standing by can’t do anything.  She knows that, right?”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 2, 2019
 
    
 
   Drew was talking on a secure line to General Blake.  “Yes, our asset has been inside their cell and has confirmed the three prisoners are the missing German engineers.  This was merely a visual check.  No contact with them was made and, unless you can assure us those two helicopters are prepared to go in tomorrow night, no contact will be made.”
 
   “But, if the weather up there …?”
 
   “According to my asset, the weather up there will be clear then.  With night goggles, your pilots should be able to reach that Hancock landing zone.  Only one chopper can land at a time, but this is to be a quick pickup.  Three passengers.  That’s it.  The second chopper won’t even need to land, merely be there for backup.”
 
   “Drew, you’re saying this asset of yours can also predict the weather?”
 
   “Oh yes.  That’s why tomorrow night, sometime between two and four a.m.  That’s the only window for the next week or so.”
 
   There was a long pause.  Then, General Blake said, “Okay.  But, what about site security?  We can’t have anyone shooting down our helicopters.  You know that.”
 
   Drew said, “Yes, of course, and our asset knows that.  So, if it’s a go, these prisoners will be contacted.  They can say no and that will be the end of it.  But, if they are willing and say yes, our asset will bring them out.  Only after they are clear, within reach of Hancock and without their escape having been noticed, only then will our asset call for those helos.  If there are any bad guys within sight, the helos won’t be called.  That’s why the decision is one these prisoners have to make.  If they don’t make a clean, clear escape, your helos won’t be coming in to pick them up.”
 
   “Will your asset be able to waive off our helos if, at the last minute, things change and the landing zone is no longer safe?”
 
   “Yes, your pilots will be able to stay in open radio contact with our office in Kabul.  And, that office is communicating with our asset.  There won’t be any delay in communications.  Our asset can’t really mark the landing zone in any way but your pilot will be getting directions from our office all during his approach.”
 
   “So, your asset talks to your office and your office talks to our pilots?”
 
   “Exactly.  But, it’s all one way.  Our asset can ask yes or no questions, which our office can answer, but that’s it.  Our office can’t ask any questions or provide any information to our asset.”
 
   General Blake paused while he thought about all that.  “Okay, I can say it’s a go.  Our team and those helicopters will definitely be there if called.  One question, though.  You said earlier the pickup was for three passengers.  What about your asset?”
 
   Drew said, “Oh, our asset won’t be coming out on your choppers.  And, those prisoners will need to promise they’ll never reveal anything about our asset.  Our asset will simply disappear.  Anonymity.  This also affects things for your A-Team.  If this rescue does actually happen, your team will have to take full credit for everything, without ever mentioning anything about our asset.  You do fully understand that, right?”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 3, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy had been in and out of the upper chambers, using that convenient vent shaft, and she was certain there weren’t any sensors being used.  Outside and further up the mountainside, she had located some caves which she figured the three Germans ought to be capable of reaching.  These would be staging areas, allowing her to check back and make certain their escape had not been noticed -- or, if it had -- to deal with whoever might have noticed.  Then, it would probably take about an hour to reach landing zone Hancock from the last cave.  That was about the same as the flight time for those helicopters to get there from Kabul, so that’s where she’d be making her request for them to actually come on out, provided things were clear and Hancock was safe and secure.
 
   She had really been glad to see the three engineers did appear healthy enough.  Once she’d verified they were the ones she was looking for, that had been her biggest concern.  If they were injured or too weak to make their escape, she’d have to just leave them there.  Her plan would then be to get out and just go back to Kabul.  She knew “P” Branch would be more than satisfied to have her simply do that.
 
   While she didn’t want to be exposed in her human form, she was willing to give the Germans the opportunity to escape from what was obviously a hellhole.  Since no one would ever believe she’d visited them, she was comfortable she wasn’t really compromising herself very much by doing this … making an appearance in there, in person.  If they were willing to risk it, she believed she could get them out.  She hoped they would agree never to reveal anything about her to anyone else.  If they were not interested, she could easily just disappear; no one would ever believe any story they might tell about having any visitor in their cell.  So, she planned to at least talk to them, explaining all the options and the risks.
 
   During the day, guards brought in their meals and emptied the human waste buckets.  But, that was only once in the morning and once at night.  The rest of the time, they were left alone and it was rare for anyone to even come near.  During the night, the tunnels and corridors leading up to the vent shaft that she’d chosen were mostly deserted.
 
   Getting inside the cells would not be problem.  The wooden doors at each cell entrance were merely latched on the outside.  No locks.  Since the prisoners were kept chained at all times, why bother?  Fortunately, the chains weren’t that heavy; she knew she could snap them easily enough.
 
   What had taken her the longest amount of time was locating some winter coats and heavy footwear for them.  That, and a fifty foot length of rope which she had eventually found in one of the storage caves.  Once outside, they would need to walk and climb for more than three hours in order to reach the pickup point at landing zone Hancock.  So, they needed some appropriate winter gear.  And, the rope was needed for pulling them up the vent shaft as well as for keeping them tied together, once outside, during their climb up the side of the mountain.
 
   Fortunately, amongst the sleeping quarter areas in the upper levels, she had found one sleeping area consisting of several small caves connected together and, due to the layout, the men kept their boots and winter gear stored separately from where they were sleeping on mats.  Conveniently, the gear was accessible from the corridor and she knew she could grab all she needed without waking anyone up.  By the time any of the gear was noted as missing, she hoped to have her three guys already safely on that helicopter heading back to Kabul.  She had a plan and this plan should work.
 
   First things first, she needed to Change.  She checked that everyone on this level was asleep and then went back to a storage cave that she had identified earlier.  There was no one up and about in this area and, since this particular cave was located far enough from the nearest sleeping area, with enough bends in the connecting corridors to prevent any shimmer of light from being seen, she felt she could Shift without being noticed.  She went back into the rear of the cave and Changed.
 
   Then, stark naked except for her GPS collar, she made her way back towards the men’s sleeping area.  Although her senses were not quite as good in her human form, they still were greatly enhanced.  She could see in the dark well enough and could easily hear whether anyone was stirring or moving about.  All was quiet as she quietly walked along the corridors, ready to dart quickly into hiding if that was needed.
 
   Once she reached the entrance to the sleeping area she had identified earlier, she paused and checked again.  No one was awake inside or heading towards this area, so she entered.  Then, she silently rummaged through all the men’s belongings, grabbing the boots and winter clothing that she needed.  It took her three trips in and out to gather everything she wanted and bring it all out into the corridor.  She didn’t make any sounds while doing this and the men all continued to sleep.  She clothed herself in one of the outfits and brought the rest of the gear along with her, quietly walking down to the lower level where the prisoner caves were located.
 
   Once there, she paused for two minutes, allowing all her senses to work.  No one was awake anywhere nearby and so she opened the door and went in to visit the three Germans.  She left the door open, using the bundle of gear to keep the door ajar, allowing just enough light to enter so the men would not be in complete darkness.
 
   She knew from the briefings that one of the men, Herr Walker, was fluent in English.  She went over to him and, placing her hand on his mouth to avoid any outcry, she shook him awake.  He reacted violently at first, but she shushed him and whispered for him to be quiet.  Then, she asked him to call to each of the other men, waking them but asking them to remain silent.  She explained how she wanted to talk to all three of them and that he would need to translate her words for the others.
 
   It took a few minutes, but finally all three men were awake.  Then, it took several more minutes before they got over their shock at seeing her there and were finally ready to listen.  Walker asked her, again, “Who are you?  What’s happening?”
 
   Missy whispered, “Please keep your voices low.  If I hear anyone coming, I will leave.  I’ll then hide out until I can return and continue this conversation.  Do you understand this?”  She waited for him to explain to the others and then she continued.  “I’m here to offer you a choice.  If you are willing to escape, I can get you out of here.  And, I have arranged for your pick up by helicopter, tonight, if you say yes.  It will take us about four hours to get to the pickup point but I’ve brought clothing and I can lead you there.  Is there anyone here who cannot walk?  Injuries, perhaps?  Please say so now.”
 
   While Missy let them discuss this for a minute, she pushed some of her healing energy into each man.  Not enough where they noticed or actually experienced any energy pulse from her, but just a little bit.  She figured it could only help.  She wanted them wide awake and clear headed.
 
   Walker finally said, “We can all walk okay.  But, can you really get us out?  And, protect us?  We do want to escape but we will not take any foolish risks.  Who are you?  How is this possible?”
 
   “Well, I’m glad you ask who I am, as that’s the other thing.  I’m not a normal girl.  I have enhanced powers and you all must agree never to tell anyone about me.  Otherwise?  I’m leaving now.  I’ll simply disappear and you’ll have to take your chances with your captors.  Explain this to the others.  It’s very important that you all can agree to my requirement.  If you can promise never to talk about me?  And, if you want to escape?  Then, I’ll break your chains for you and we can go right now.  But, this has to be now, tonight, right away.  I assure you, if you agree to come with me, I will get you out of here.  Go ahead and discuss this and let me know your decision.”
 
   Missy watched them as they whispered to each other in German.  After they’d talked about it for quite a bit, with a lot of back and forth during which they kept looking over at her, she could see they finally all came to an agreement.  Walker then looked at her.  “We want to escape but only if risk is minimal.  You say you are enhanced and can get us out safely.  Prove it.  Convince us and we’ll go.”
 
   Missy smiled.  This would be easy!  She paused to listen for anyone coming and took several deep breaths, scenting the area.  Finally, she said, “Do not make any sounds when I do this.”  Then, she sent them a strong energy pulse, pushing each of them back at least a foot.  “You guys could feel that, right?”  She definitely had gotten their attention by doing that.  They all shifted position and stared back at her.  Each man nodded his head, acknowledging what she had done.
 
   “Watch closely now … I’m going to break your chains with my bare hands.  Hopefully, that will be proof enough.”
 
   She went over to where the chains from Walker’s shackles were attached to a heavy steel ring, bolted into the floor.  “Watch this, guys!”  She then grabbed one of the chains, focused, and drawing on her supernatural strength, which she now could tap into whenever she needed it, she gave the chain a sharp yank.  The link attaching the chain to the ring broke and the chain came free.  “See?  I’m really not a normal girl.  Trust me.  There’s a lot more that I’m capable of doing.  Just let me get you guys out of here.  Okay?”
 
   The men were indeed very impressed with Missy.  Just her being there was impossible.  Feeling that energy pulse that she’d pushed them with?  Even more impossible.  So, watching her break a chain with her bare hands?  Sure, why not!  She clearly was not a normal girl.
 
   She didn’t wait for any answer but picked up the next chain and broke that away as well.  Then, she quickly did this for the other four chains.  When all three men were free, she said, “Now that your chains are broken, I’d say you were fully committed.  Let’s not waste any more time.  Get dressed in the gear I’ve brought you, but only carry your coats for now; those are too bulky … you’ll put them on once I get you outside.”
 
   She gave them a minute and, after they began sorting through the clothing and boots, she said, “Once you’re ready, follow after me.  Don’t talk, just follow and do exactly as I tell you.  And, be sure to secure those chains of yours so you don’t make any noises!”
 
   Five minutes later, they were ready.  After Missy checked once again, she signaled for them to step out into the corridor.  Then, she closed and latched their cell door and led them away.  There should be several hours before any guard would come and notice the men being gone.  She carefully brought them along the twisting corridors and tunnels, stopping several times along the way so she could check both the path ahead and for anyone behind them.
 
   Once, she had them hide in a storage cave for ten minutes.  Later, they stopped again while she retrieved the rope she wanted.  Finally, when it was all clear, she let them continue, leading them up to the vent shaft.  It had taken them a bit more than an hour to get there but their luck was holding.  All was still quiet and no one was up and about anywhere near them.
 
   The vent shaft opening was narrow and the men could see how it would be too bulky if they were wearing their coats.  Missy said, “Once you’re outside, you can put your coats on.  I’ll go up first and leave this rope hanging down.  Tie it around the coats while I’m climbing up there and I’ll pull them up first.  Then, I’ll drop it down again.  Use it to tie around yourselves and I’ll pull each of you up, one at a time.”
 
   After watching the way Missy had snapped their chains, no one questioned whether she’d have the strength to pull them up.  Walker asked, “What if someone comes?”
 
   Missy said, “Then, I’ll drop down and deal with them.  Trust me.  I’ll know if they’re coming long before you do.  And, I definitely can take care of them without making any noise.  Okay?”
 
   When the three men nodded in agreement, Missy climbed up the vent shaft.  It wasn’t as easy a climb as the times she’d done that as a cat, using her claws, but she managed well enough.  Once out, she pulled up all the coats.  Then, after listening to make certain there wasn’t anyone approaching, she dropped the end of the rope down and waited until the first man was ready.
 
   Once he was, she began pulling the rope up, hand over hand.  In less than a minute, he was at the top and she helped him climb out, squeeze through the small opening and crawl outside.  Then, she handed him a coat.
 
   Again, she listened for anyone who might be approaching.  Just as she was about to lower the rope down, she sensed someone moving in one of the nearby corridors and possibly heading towards the vent shaft.  She turned to the man she had pulled out and signaled for him to be quiet.  Then, she quickly dropped back down to where the other two men were waiting, and signaled for them to be quiet.
 
   She waited and -- unfortunately -- someone was indeed headed their way.  It was unfortunate for that someone, of course, as Missy had hoped to quietly escape without anyone noticing.  Whoever this person was, he could not be allowed to raise any alarm.  He simply was in the wrong place at the wrong time.  So, she knew she had no choice.  She again signaled to the two men to stay quiet and then she turned to watch the corridor.
 
   A man appeared around the bend, about twenty feet away.  He was probably there to investigate some noises he might have heard them making.  But, Missy didn’t even wait for him to see them.  She immediately extended her arm, pointed towards the man and -- using her supernatural energy which she controlled with her power -- she grabbed and crushed the man’s throat.  Without making a sound, he started to raise his hands.  Then, he slowly just collapsed.  The two men with Missy were shocked.  One of them was Herr Walker and he whispered, “How did you do that?”
 
   Missy gave him a sad, rueful smile and said, “Shh!”  She then went over to where the man had fallen and checked his pulse.  There wasn’t any; he was dead.  She pulled him into a nearby cave where he wouldn’t be found right away and returned to the two men waiting for her.  Finally, after listening for another full minute, she again climbed back up the vent shaft.
 
   Once again, she dropped the rope down and waited for the next man to be ready.  It was a tight fit for him, but with her pulling from above, he managed getting through and finally appeared at the top.  She helped him climb out and handed him his coat.
 
   Again she listened carefully, but this time there was no one coming.  She lowered the rope and Herr Walker came up, scrambled out easily enough and accepted the coat she handed to him.  So far, so good.  Missy then attached the rope around each of their waists, keeping about ten feet of spacing between them.
 
   They were out.  It was cold but clear.  She pointed to the trail ahead and they all headed up, climbing higher up the mountain side.  She lagged behind, listening carefully for any alarm or signs of pursuit, but once satisfied they had really made it out safely, she caught up to the men and then she took the lead.  She didn’t let them rest until reaching the first cave.  More than an hour had passed since they’d climbed out of that vent shaft and, fortunately, all was still quiet.
 
   The men were getting very tired but they were determined to keep going.  With each passing minute, they grew more and more confident that they were really making their escape.  They indeed were doing the impossible, all because of this girl who couldn’t possibly be real.  Not and be doing the things they’d seen her do, getting herself inside and somehow finding them and now getting them out the way she had.  Not to mention whatever she had done to that man who had stumbled onto them at the last moment.
 
   Missy said, “Rest for a minute, guys.  I’m going to check on your helicopter ride.  I’m also going to check the area up ahead.  Just stay right here for a few minutes and don’t make any noise.”
 
   She was relieved at Mike’s response indicating all was set and that the two helicopters were indeed ready to takeoff, once she was ready for them.  She climbed up, carefully scenting and listening for anything unusual and was very relieved that no one else was out there.  Finally, she went back and rejoined the three men.  She then outlined and explained everything so they all would know exactly what was going to happen.
 
   Walker said, “This is all very impossible.  We don’t understand how you are doing any of this … leading us out here, in the dark … finding the way to a pickup landing zone.  Yes, we are very grateful.  Thank you, thank you!  But, how will the helicopter know when and where to come?  Do you have a radio somewhere out here?  Won’t there be some risk when you turn that on?”
 
   Missy knew they were all confused, which was why she had tried explaining the next steps as clearly as she could.  “The helicopter will come to the place that I have arranged.  They know the exact coordinates.  And, when they are close enough, I will be communicating with them, so they will know we are ready for them and exactly where to set down.”  She waited for Walker to translate that much.  Then she said, “I don’t have any radio.  There’s no risk.  I am communicating by using my enhanced senses.  You felt my energy pulse back there.  You watched me break those chains and you saw how I pulled you up that vent shaft.  And, you saw how I dealt with that man.  You do understand that I’m not normal, right?”
 
   Walker again translated for the others and then he looked back at her.  “Yes, we understand.  Only, we …”
 
   Missy interrupted and said, “Good!  Just remember … you can never tell anyone about me.  When you meet with the press, later on?  You must say the Army guys in the helicopter came and rescued you and since all the details are classified, that’s all you can say.  Also … this is important … do not talk with the press about this base.  Only discuss that with the guys who rescue you in the helicopter.  Then, go home to Germany.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   Jan 4, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike looked at Les and Marsha and smiled.  “They’re in the air.  Both helicopters are headed back.  The pilot says to thank whoever the hell was giving me all those instructions.”  Mike had been relaying Missy’s detailed information and, once the helicopter had started its descent towards the landing zone, she had been sending very specific details about how to approach, when to turn on the spotlight, confirmation that all was secure, as well as just where to set down.  Once the aircraft was on the ground, the three Germans had rushed out and scrambled on board and, less than a minute later, the helicopter was back up and safely climbing away from the ridge.
 
   Les said, “Fantastic!  I’ll let Major Flament know.  He’s been outside, waiting to hear just what this operation has all been about.  We can tell him now.  Those three kidnapped engineers will be in Kabul, over at Camp Phoenix, in less than an hour.  I’m sure there will be a press conference later today … probably once they reach Germany.  All this secrecy has been difficult for him but finding out what we’ve been doing and how well we’ve pulled this off will really make him happy.  This will end up looking great on his record as well.  He’ll get to share some of the glory.”
 
   Marsha laughed.  “Yes, and as long as he never gives away any detailed information about any of us, he can bask in the limelight all he wants.”  She watched her husband leave the room and then she looked at Mike.  “What’s Missy doing?”
 
   “She’s looking for a good place to Change.  She wants to throw away all the clothing she stole where it’s not likely to be found.  And, as usual, she’s starving.  She plans to eat and sleep, just for a little while, and then eat again.  She’s also going to finish her tour of that Korengal Valley for us and then work her way back to where we dropped her off.  She’ll let us know, of course, but she’s guessing she’ll be ready for pickup midday tomorrow.”
 
   Marsha said, “You have no idea how happy I am about that.  You and Les can make another phony trip out to Asadabad and be back here with her tomorrow night.  Then, we can all fly home and still arrive back there on Sunday.  I’ll get with Major Flament and make all the arrangements.  We have a military flight, dedicated just for us, that’s standing by for whenever we’re ready.”
 
   -----
 
   Although it was late in the day in Berlin, the big press conference made the morning news back in the US.  Three German citizens arriving home after a miraculous escape from their Taliban kidnappers with the rescue operation performed by U.S. Army Special Forces.  Details on where they’d been held and how they’d been rescued were being withheld, typical for classified military operations, but their safe arrival back home in Germany was a huge story.  They had been quickly whisked onto a U.S. military flight out of Kabul and were now singing the praises about the U.S. Army.  They were very happy to be back home, safe and relatively unharmed.
 
   Yes, they had indeed suffered through a terrible ordeal.  Details of their experiences in captivity would be forthcoming, eventually.  But, for now, they just wanted to be reunited with their families.
 
   General Blake called Drew Martinson to thank him.  “Drew, this is a big deal for us.  All the press coverage has been very favorable.  Good for the Army and good for America.  Your team has indeed performed brilliantly throughout this entire operation.  I certainly want to give thanks where thanks are due.”
 
   “Well, General, you need to thank yourself as well, since if you hadn’t okayed the helicopter pickup, there wouldn’t have been any rescue.  You know that.”
 
   “I’ve been on the phone with Captain Grimes, who commanded the A-Team that went in and picked up the three men.  He traveled with them on the transport to Berlin as well.  Those Germans have quite a story to tell, only they’ve all agreed not to tell it.  They’re willing to talk all about the Taliban base, but only to Captain Grimes since he was the one who came out on the helicopter.  They won’t say anything about your asset, other than that’s how they were instructed … your asset told them only to talk about the base to the guys on the helicopter who came to get them.”
 
   Drew said, “I’m not surprised.  It’s just as the Secretary of Defense said at our meeting.  The Intel Report we’re providing you is never supposed to be anything official, so until you can find ways to make the information official by other means, there isn’t any Taliban base.  That’s why our asset was insistent about their not talking to anyone else.  Your A-Team will only report what they’ve learned to you, right?”
 
   “There are a few others in the chain of command, but everyone in that chain knows how hush-hush all this info needs to be.  Don’t worry.  There won’t be any leaks about the base or about your “P” Branch … or about your asset, either.”  General Blake paused for just a moment, but then began with, “Besides … from what one of the Germans is saying?  Herr Walker, the one who speaks English?”
 
   “Yes?” asked Drew.
 
   “At one point, he called your asset an angel.  A heavenly angel who came to save them.  But, an angel who also could simply reach out and strike a man dead.  Evidently, that became necessary at one point, to avoid discovery during their escape.  He was pretty excited and that sort of slipped out, the way Captain Grimes tells it.  But, when he tried to further question Herr Walker about that, he couldn’t get any more from the man.  Apparently, saying even that much was an unintended mistake.  But, all three of those men were very much in awe of your asset.  Whoever or whatever he is.  And, they were very adamant.  They’re not talking about him.”
 
   -----
 
   Although not anywhere near as big a story, that same day there was quite a write-up in the local papers in Texas, including a few photos.  There had been some amazing thunderstorm activity with lightning bolts cracking down, again and again, out along a deserted area just outside of Dallas.  Eventually, the story would get picked up and go out on the Internet.
 
   Fortunately, there were no reports of anyone being injured or of any property damage.  But, the photos were rather spectacular.  As was the video.  A local news van had been driving nearby and had pulled over so their photographer could film what was happening.  The extreme weather was some sort of meteorological anomaly, all the more unusual since it was so localized.
 
   There was no mystery about that, of course, for Tracy and her coven members.  While Tracy had been “getting the energy out of her system”, her coven members along with her boyfriend John had all been experiencing a very impressive amount of power being drawn through each one of them.
 
   Tracy had made a large circle on top of a hill, enclosing them all within, and had then focused for a few minutes.  While she did that, the storm clouds had appeared -- gradually at first -- and then they had suddenly gathered and grown, with the sky becoming quite dark.  When she extended her arms out and the lightning bolts began arcing down, striking various trees and objects down below, the show was indeed something to be seen.
 
   Afterwards, the sky cleared almost as quickly as it had clouded up, and the scent of ozone was quite noticeable.  Tracy thanked everyone for supporting her; she figured she could get by for a few months now, back at West Point, without needing to use any of her powers and abilities.  Her fellow witches were all congratulating her on how well she was doing, both as a witch and as a cadet at West Point.
 
   Tracy’s Mom pulled John aside, along with Tracy’s mentor Millicent Pratt.  “My daughter seems to be really advancing at quite an accelerated pace.  As her mother, that’s a bit scary to see.  And, I know she’s probably getting a lot of this from being with you, John.  Millie tells me she’s not at all surprised but, I have to say this … I am.  Truly, I never dreamed anyone could be as powerful as she is right now.  And, she’s probably going to grow even more powerful for a few more years yet.  Unless …”
 
   John interrupted and said, “Please don’t worry.  I know what you’re thinking.  But, Tracy and I … well, her happiness means everything to me.  And, I do understand that her being out there, doing things like that … the way she can?  It’s because she’s happy.  Her energy comes from love, right?  Happiness and love.  It’s very humbling for me, being the one she’s chosen and all.  I know how important this is.  And, I’m not going to let her down.  Ever.  Okay?”
 
   “All right, John.  I told Tracy that I would trust her judgment about this relationship she has with you.  It does help to hear your assurances.  I know you’ve made her happier these past two weeks than I’ve ever seen her.  Her father and I just want things to …”
 
   Millie laughed and said, “Stop!  You’re embarrassing him.  I’ve already warned him how things were not going to be easy.  He knows.”
 
   John laughed as well, saying, “Yes!  The more powerful the witch, the more difficult things might get.  Hey?  You’ve met my sister, right?”
 
   Tracy’s Mom laughed at that and nodded her head, looking over at Millie. 
 
   Millie said, “I haven’t; not yet.  But, from what I’ve been hearing, I sure would like to meet her.  Someday.  What’s she been doing over these holidays?  Back home with the family?”
 
   John broke out laughing even harder.  “Oh, if only!  My poor parents.  No, she and her boyfriend Mike have been away on some secret adventure.  Some favor for her friends in the government which, knowing Missy … let’s just hope the next couple of months back at the academy will provide her with some recovery time.  She always manages to do things that are rather extreme.”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 5, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy had been waiting for a half hour, gradually getting more and more excited.  She could sense Mike’s approach, riding back towards her from Asadabad.  She had noted his passing by earlier, on his way up to Asadabad, while she had still been a few miles away from this pickup point.  This was the same place that she’d gone in, not quite twelve days earlier.
 
   It was snowing again but fortunately not enough to delay traffic on the road very much.  Just some light flurries, making everything look whiter than white.  She knew her Mike was also excited … she could feel his strong emotions which of course had amped her up all the more.  Come and get me, Mike!
 
   Ten minutes later, Mike came walking towards Missy, carrying a duffle bag with all her gear.  Since she was high up in a tree, he had no idea just where she might be, other than knowing she was now very close.  Her messages to him had been fun.  She had made it a game, of course.  Now he stopped, as directed by her latest message.
 
   After thirty seconds, which seemed like a very long time to Mike, she dropped down in front of him from her perch high above.  Surprise!  She was coated with snow and almost looked like a snow leopard, but he’d been expecting her; he dropped the bag with her gear on the ground and rushed over to grab her.  Wrapping his arms around her back and chest, Mike pulled her tight in a crushing embrace.  Missy purred loudly and began licking his face with her tongue.  For once, she didn’t send him any mental messages.  They both simply enjoyed the moment.
 
   Mike released her and stepped back.  “Go ahead and Change, Missy!  We’ve got a plane to catch.”
 
   She did and, once again, Mike marveled at this incredible person that now stood before him.  This incredible, naked person, shivering suddenly as the cold began to affect her.  “Hey, beautiful!  Looks like you maybe lost some weight out here, huh?  Get dressed before your nipples fall off.”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “Oh, I hope not.  And, you know how hard I work at keeping my weight up.  I need the extra muscle mass for everything I’m doing at the academy.”  She knew her body had actually increased its muscle mass, with all her strenuous activity combined with all the high protein meat from the sheep and goats she’d been eating.  But, she’d burned away all but her essential body fat.
 
   She opened the duffle bag and began pulling out her clothing items.  She didn’t bother with any underwear but pulled on the set of fatigues right away, then sat down to get her socks and boots pulled on as well.  Mike helped by removing her GPS collar and then held her coat out for her.  She stood up and quickly climbed into that and donned the hat he handed her as well.
 
   “Kiss me, Mike!  I need that to warm me back up again!”  She giggled and then wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his head down, her lips seeking his lips, her tongue eagerly entering his mouth.  He embraced her with an equal amount of passion, kissing and hugging her back for several moments.  Finally, they broke apart; it was time to go.
 
   They made their way back to the vehicle where Les was waiting and climbed in.  “Hey, Les!  How’s Marsha?”  They were both on the back seat and Missy slumped herself up against Mike, wrapping her arms around him and cuddling close. 
 
   Les said, “Missy, you are a sight for sore eyes.  It’s so good to see you again.  And, I want to be the first to congratulate you on what you’ve done.  On everything you’ve done out there.  All the recon, plus finding the base and rescuing the Germans.  Wow.”
 
   Missy said, “Yes, they’re safely back in Berlin … Mike already told me all about that.  That is, he answered all my questions about them, so I was able to figure that much out.”  She began snuggling with him even more.
 
   Les smiled and shook his head as he put the vehicle into gear, moving forward and heading back along the road.  Their escort vehicles, one up ahead and one behind, began moving as well.  “The way you two communicate is something else.”  He glanced at them in the rear view mirror and noticed he no longer had any audience.  They were both very obviously sharing a special moment with one another.  He sighed and smiled to himself.  He knew he’d be telling Marsha about this, over and over, as she’d be insisting on hearing him describe it again and again.
 
   Two hours later they drove right onto the airfield in Kabul.  Marsha was there with Major Flament, who had managed to get all their papers in order for leaving the country.  As their little convoy pulled up to the waiting aircraft, Marsha and the Major came out and climbed down the steps to greet them.  Marsha made no effort to contain her enthusiasm as she began hugging Missy, making it obvious that this was a very emotional reunion for her.  The hell with any military protocol or decorum.
 
   When they finally broke apart, Major Flament came up and shook her hand.  “Miss Smith, or whoever you really are, I can only assume that you have played a big part in what has turned out to be a very important operation.  Hostages managed to escape and get rescued from the Taliban, which can only be described as miraculous.”  He dropped her hand but continued to stare at her.  “I’ll never know what you’ve done, exactly, but I want to say thank you.  I’m sure whatever your role has been in all of this, it’s made a difference.  If we ever meet again, I’ll be very pleased.”
 
   Missy grinned, giving him her thousand watt smile, and said, “I look forward to that, Major.  You just never know.  Bye for now!”
 
   The Major watched the four of them climb up the steps and enter the aircraft.  Then, as the door closed and the steps were rolled away, he and the other soldiers climbed into the three vehicles and drove back towards the hangar.  He knew he’d be remembering those deep green eyes for a long, long time.  The way they seemed to glow, with those golden speckles shining brightly within them … Miss Smith was not someone he was ever likely to forget.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
   Jan 6, 2019
 
    
 
   Thanks to the time difference, the military flight arrived at JFK Airport in New York very early the next morning; it was still dark out when the aircraft taxied up to the gate.  Clearing customs and immigration went smoothly and then Les, Marsha, Mike and Missy were met by Drew Martinson and Robert Ulrey.  Greetings were exchanged with “Welcome home!” and “Glad to be back!” being repeated many times.
 
   Drew said, “Missy, what you and Mike have managed to accomplish has far exceeded any of our expectations.  I’m sure Les and Marsha have already explained that, but I wanted to come out here and say that to the both of you, in person.  You have contributed in very significant ways on many different levels and it’s definitely appreciated.  So, thank you.  Words can’t really convey our gratitude.”
 
   “Well, you’re welcome, Drew.  Your organization has really helped us out before … in so many ways and on so many levels … so we were glad we could do this.  Right, Mike?”  She had purposely used similar phrases to the ones Drew had, emphasizing the words ways and levels.
 
   Mike joked and said, “What she means is, she wants to say thanks for not arresting her, putting her in a cage and then performing lots of government experiments in some hidden laboratory … she doesn’t think she could handle all the poking and prodding.”  While everyone laughed, Mike knew that actually had once been one of Missy’s greatest fears.
 
   Robert said, “I trust your flight home was okay?  And, were the meals acceptable, Missy?  I realize the steaks were probably somewhat of a change for you … beef, rather than goat or lamb … we thought we’d try a government experiment …”
 
   Missy laughed.  “Ha, ha!  Those steaks were much appreciated, Robert!”  She had feasted twice and had slept with her head on Mike’s shoulder for several hours in between the two meals.  Les and Marsha had brought her up to speed early on in the flight with various details about the past two weeks, including several stories about Mike that had her laughing so hard that tears had been running down her face.
 
   Mike said, “We’re hoping we can check into a hotel for a few hours before that limo comes to bring Missy back to the academy.  She needs to shave her legs and under her arms … and … stuff like that …”  He looked at her and grinned.  They were both looking forward to some alone time.
 
   He intended to help her take care of all her needs and it only took one glance to notice the way her eyes were filling up with yellow specs.  Missy definitely needed to satisfy some desires, all right … and, her sexual desires right now were insatiable … she was making that very obvious … the emotions he was experiencing from her because of their bond were overwhelming.
 
   Marsha was quick to understand the situation and she broke out laughing.  “Relax, lovebirds!  Things have all been arranged.  You have a reservation at the Hilton Hotel right here at the airport.  Let’s not stand around here any longer.  We’ll get you two over there and … Missy can shave those legs of hers!”  She giggled.
 
   -----
 
   Tracy rode along in John’s car, blissfully thinking about how much her life had changed, yet again, in such a short period of time.  She smiled at John who was focused on his driving.  They were headed back to the academy, after having flown non-stop back to New York.  Two weeks earlier, John had picked her up at West Point, having originally driven down from Massachusetts.  Then, he’d conveniently left his car in the long term parking lot at JFK Airport during their stay in Texas.  His college classes were starting up again also and so he would be driving back north after dropping her off.
 
   “Thanks for being my chauffeur and everything, John.”  She was thinking mostly about the everything part of that statement.  He really had shown her a commitment that far exceeded all she’d hoped and dreamed for.  Not to mention all the great sex.
 
   “Hey, you know I wanted to spend every minute with you.  And, every one of them has been a treasure … a treasure beyond any price … each moment more wonderful than the one before it … each second something more valuable than life itself … each nano-second an experience far beyond compare … each instant so overwhelming that my very soul is now searching, seeking, somehow hoping to find some solace … solace that can only be found when I’m holding you in my arms, caressing you and kissing you and …”
 
   “Stop, stop!  You’re insane, you know that, right?”  Tracy was laughing at his blather and blarney and the manner in which he’d been saying it all.  “I love you too, okay?”  She giggled.
 
   “Well, all right.  I guess.  I suppose.  Maybe just this once.  Since I’m driving and all and can’t hold you in my arms and caress you and kiss you!”  He looked over at her and laughed.  Teasing her was such fun.
 
   “Tell me what Missy’s been up to.  Your Mom finally heard from her, right?”  John had called home while they were still in the airport, waiting for their luggage at baggage claim, and Tracy had overheard him talking to his Mom about Missy.
 
   “Yes, she and Mike have returned from wherever they’ve been these past two weeks.  She called this morning.  She and Mike are actually in a government limo right now, as we speak, being driven back to the academy.  When Missy learned I was dropping you off, she wondered if Mike could maybe catch a ride home with me.  Mom said she was pretty sure that would work and that she’d talk to me about it.  I’m hoping he’ll fill me in on what this secret adventure has all been about.  She wouldn’t even give Mom any hint at all.”
 
   “Ooohhh, I’ll bet it’s something really interesting!  And, I’m betting she’ll tell me about it.  After the way that I helped her with that Operation Roseanne of hers, she’s been sharing more and more of her secrets.  Of course, Missy always has a lot of secrets!”
 
   An hour later, they pulled into the parking lot at West Point and, sure enough, there was a black limo already there, with Missy and Mike standing outside next to it.  They could see that Missy had obviously recognized John’s car; Missy and Mike both started waving to them, so John drove right over and parked nearby.  He and Tracy got out and walked over to greet them.
 
   John said, “Hey, Mike, I hear you need a ride home.  I’ll be glad to have you ride back with me.”  He walked up to Mike and they shook hands.  He turned to his sister, but she was already laughing at something.  He said, “Hey, Sis!” but she ignored him.
 
   Then, Tracy turned to John and giggled.  “Your sister tells me that your scent has impregnated my flesh and she knows I’m not a virgin any more.  Sheeeshh!  That sensitive nose of hers … so nosy!  Now I know how poor Kelley felt that time Missy knew about her and Gary.  Kelley hadn’t even had a chance to tell us and Missy already just knew she’d been sleeping with him.”
 
   Missy finally managed to contain herself.  “It’s such a challenge for me, guys.  Always knowing who’s doing whom … and not telling … I mean …”  Again, she broke into more laughter as another thought crossed her mind.  “Of course, that’s especially true for all the gay and lesbians here at the academy.  I can smell but I don’t tell … if only they knew how really difficult that sometimes gets for me!”
 
   John said, “Ewwww … sometimes my sister can just be so catty!”  This remark earned him a well deserved punch on the arm from Missy.  He immediately responded by saying, “Hey, no public displays of affection, remember?  You’re back at West Point now, Missy!”  More laughter all around.
 
   With that, the girls quickly kissed the guys goodbye, albeit with kisses that were rather chaste, and headed towards the Admin Building to sign back in, dragging their little suitcases along behind them.  Mike went over to the limo driver, who had been patiently waiting, and -- after getting out his own suitcase -- he thanked him and let him leave.  Then, putting his bag into the trunk of John’s car, still open after Tracy had removed her bag, he closed the lid, went around to the passenger side and got in the car.  John was already seated behind the wheel and started up the engine.
 
   As John pulled back out of the lot and headed for the highway, he asked, “How was your vacation, Mike?  Missy’s going to tell Tracy all about it, right?  So, spill.  You know I’m not going to talk to anyone else.  I promise I won’t even tell Mark or Alice.  Of course, they already know more of Missy’s secrets than I do, so I’m not sure if that really means all that much.”
 
   Mike laughed and said, “Okay.  You’re right, of course.  Missy is going to tell Tracy.  She might not share this with Alice, though.  Alice isn’t military … but Tracy is.  I can’t talk about some things.  But, you already know how Missy has some government friends, right?
 
   “Yeah, so?”
 
   “Well, I can’t provide any details about them.  And, I know Missy won’t either.  But, she kinda did them a favor.  Payback for all the times they’ve helped her.  And, they’ve been helping her long before that Operation Roseanne that you and Tracy were in on.  There’s stuff you really, really don’t want to know about your sister.”
 
   John looked at Mike and nodded.  “My sister has been doing her woo-woo stuff ever since she came back down from those mountains more than three years ago.  I know you’re right about my not knowing some of the details.  What I do know is that she has such a big heart, she’s always helping people … so, whatever she’s done?  I’m pretty sure it was necessary and somehow she had to be helping somebody else.”
 
   Mike said, “Okaaay … sooo … did you hear about those three German engineers who escaped from the Taliban?  They arrived back home on Friday.  After the press conference they gave in Berlin, I understand there were a lot of stories in the news about them, even back here.”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 7, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy brought all her stuff over to her new room and wondered who she’d be having as roommates for this semester.  Life at the academy was always changing, part of their training.  Adapt, improvise and overcome might be the mantra for the Marine Corps but things at West Point weren’t that much different.  She quickly began putting away her things, everything in its proper place.
 
   She was looking forward to actually sleeping in a bed again.  It had been two weeks.  She and Mike had spent a fun couple of hours in a bed that morning, at the hotel, but there hadn’t been any sleeping.  Just thinking about that brought a quick zing of pleasure and she felt her nipples tighten and get hard.  Mike, thanks again for today.  Love you!  She felt him respond and that caused a nice, warm feeling to slowly spread out from her inner core, deep inside.  She sighed but then focused on the door to her room as someone entered.
 
   When the girl walked in, carrying several items, Missy recognized her and said, “Hi!  You’re Sally Navarro … you roomed last semester with Barbara Rozak from my soccer team, right?  I’m Missy McCrea.”
 
   “Hey, Missy!  Yes, I did.  And, Barbara has told me a lot about you.  She really considers you to be a good friend.  I’ve actually been wanting to know you better … so, we’re roommates, huh?  I’m really glad we’re going to be together.”
 
   Missy could somehow sense they would indeed be good friends.  She liked Sally right away; her instincts were usually very good about people.  “Who will we be getting as our other roommate?  Do you know?”
 
   Sally said, “Actually, I just learned we won’t be getting a third roommate.  It’ll just be the two of us for this semester.  I think one of the girls who dropped out over the holidays might have been scheduled in here with us, but … well, you know how it is, right?”
 
   Missy nodded her head.  Yes, life at West Point was difficult and there were several classmates of theirs who had not returned.  By the time each class would finally graduate, over twenty-five percent would usually have dropped out for one reason or another.
 
   Both girls chatted for a while, comparing their experiences both at the academy as well as earlier, before coming to West Point.  They also discussed who they knew and what they knew about them, but since they didn’t have much time before Missy had to leave for her basketball game that night, their discussions were only cursory.  Soon, Missy was stripping down and changing, getting ready for her game.
 
   Missy’s weight had actually stayed at about 140 pounds but her body fat had decreased to only eight percent while her muscle mass had increased.  Once again, she was ripped and shredded with some incredible muscle definition; this was why Mike had commented the day before about her maybe losing weight.  Sally had heard from Barbara how Missy’s body was like that of a bodybuilder but seeing her was something else.  That, and the scars Missy had on her left shoulder and back.  Sally hadn’t heard about those.
 
   Missy was standing there with only her bra and panties on, getting ready to put on a tee shirt, when she realized Sally was staring at her.  She could see Sally was rather shocked and she assumed, as had happened for her so many times before, that it was those scars that Sally was noticing.  Scars from when she’d been mauled by a bear five years earlier, living as a cat that first year up in the mountains.
 
   While Missy’s body regenerated and healed rapidly, she still would show scars.  And, there hadn’t been any stitches, so her jagged, silvery white scars from that encounter were quite noticeable.  As was the six inch scar high along her outer right thigh, creased by a bullet from a hunter’s rifle that same year.
 
   “Is it these scars, Sally?  I’ll explain all about them some other time, okay?  They’re actually from a bear, five years ago.”  She paraded around for just a bit, flexing and letting her roommate get a good look, and then she pulled on her tee shirt.  “This one?”  She pointed to the scar on her leg, just visible below the line of her panties.  “This was from getting shot by a rifle, also five years ago.”
 
    “Wow!  That’s kind of scary, Missy, but actually … I was wondering how you can have so many muscles like that and absolutely no fat.  You must work out like twelve hours a day or something.  Is that even possible?”  Sally was an inch taller than Missy but weighed no more than 120 pounds.  And, while she had some very nice muscle tone from all her swimming, with very little fat, her body looked nothing like Missy’s.
 
   Sally had known some guys back in high school who had been really into body building, and that was the only time she’d ever seen anyone having muscle definition like Missy’s.  While not big and bulky at all, Missy’s muscles were rock hard in some places and like steel cables in others.  Twelve pack abs.  Unbelievable.  While at first glance, with her clothes on, Missy’s body appeared all curvy and almost voluptuous, with such wide hips, a prominent bust and such a tiny waist.  But now, seeing just how amazing a build Missy actually had, Sally was incredulous.  “Is it because you don’t eat?  Are you on some crazy diet, Missy?”
 
   Missy giggled and started to answer.  “Not at all, I actually love to eat …”  Before she could continue, she was interrupted.
 
   Sally suddenly had recalled some stories she’d heard back during Beast Training.  “That was you, wasn’t it?  Now I remember … you’re the one everyone was talking about … that body fat incident with you asking to sit at the diet table … so you could get more food.  That was you?”
 
   Now Missy laughed and said, “Guilty!  Yep, that was me!”
 
   Sally began laughing and said, “Oh, now I just know we’re going to be good friends!  Wow!  No wonder Barbara ended up liking you so much!”
 
   -----
 
   Sergeant First Class Vincent Chasen hung up the phone and shook his head.  What the hell did they expect from him?  He had been explaining to Marchitto, every day for two weeks now, how Cadet McCrea had completely disappeared … she’d left in a limo after signing out.  Then, he’d managed to trace her to Washington D.C., where she’d shacked up with her boyfriend at a hotel for one night.  But, after that?  Gone.  So … now that she was back, on schedule, right where she belonged?  Marchitto still wasn’t satisfied.  How the hell was Vince supposed to find out where she’d been and what she’d been doing?
 
   It had taken him four days just to learn about the hotel and that was only because he’d had some luck tracing the boyfriend from Boston to D.C.  He’d been unable to determine who actually had paid the airline for the kid’s flight.  Or, who’d paid for the hotel.  But the room had been in the boyfriend’s name.  After checking everywhere down there for either of their names, when he’d gotten the hit on Mike Ryan he’d faxed some photos down to hotel security.  And, sure enough, they’d gotten back to him with confirmation.
 
   Yeah … great big guy with his pretty redhead girlfriend?  Yes, they had been there all right.  They’d come down the next morning and had eaten a late brunch, with several staff members all noticing them.  They’d made quite an impression since they’d looked and acted just like newlyweds and had made such an attractive couple.  Then, they’d left.  So?  What about them?
 
   That had been a dead end and -- until they had finally shown up again, still together -- they had stayed gone.  As for their arriving back in yet another limo?  A limo that had to be a government limo, just like the first limo?  He’d had no luck with either limo, just as he’d had no luck with who’d paid for the room or the flights.  Clearly this girl had been off the grid and was probably in bed with the government.
 
   That’s obviously what had Marchitto’s panties in a twist.  She was in bed with the government.  Vince had to smile ruefully at that thought.  She’d been in bed with the boyfriend … she’d been in bed with the government …  Damn!  He sure as hell wished she’d get in bed with him.  She was one hot piece of ass!  Oh, well.
 
   When he’d first been contacted by Marchitto, right after Thanksgiving, and been asked to keep an eye on Cadet Missy McCrea -- for twice the money he earned in a year -- he had figured he’d really lucked out.  Sure, he could do that.
 
   He already had been quite happy, just being assigned to this duty at West Point.  Tactical noncommissioned officer, responsible for the health and welfare of a cadet company.  Each cadet company had an NCO like him and the job was a good one.  He was supposed to “assist each cadet in balancing and integrating the requirements of physical, military, academic and moral-ethical programs”.  That had not been difficult for him at all.
 
   Now, his second year there, he’d gotten this added job as well.  Yeah, he knew Marchitto was some big shot with the mob but so what?  He couldn’t see how spying on some girl could possibly get him into any trouble.  Of course, he’d had no idea why anyone in the mob would have any concern about her … until these past two weeks.
 
   The girl wasn’t in the cadet company he was responsible for but he’d had no trouble keeping track of her up until now.  Or, any trouble in backtracking what all her earlier activities had been.  Plebes were under a very tight leash at the academy anyways and this girl?  Wow.  She was some girl.  She had sure been busy, between all her varsity team games and practices, first for soccer and then for basketball, combined with all her pistol and rifle matches.  When added to a schedule that was challenging enough as it was, he’d not been surprised she’d hardly had any visitors.  She certainly had not been sneaking out nor doing anything that should bother the mob.
 
   So, if indeed she was somehow also in bed with the government, he was guessing that had to be why all the concern.  Okay.  Still … he wasn’t doing anything risky or illegal.  Just keeping track of the girl wasn’t a crime.  Was it?


 
   
  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
   Jan 10, 2019
 
    
 
   “Son of a bitch!”  Cadet Christopher Bernhard was very upset and wanted his five buddies to know that.  He had just walked into the dayroom to join them at their usual corner and, after glancing around to be certain no one other than his friends was nearby, he began cursing.  His friends were all in their third year, the same as he was.
 
   Everyone began laughing at his obvious frustration and asked him what the problem was.  Cadet Ronald Quigby said, “Let me guess.  This has to be about some girl, right?”
 
   Berhhard looked at Quigby and said, “You’re gonna love this.  You know how we’ve all been having fun, handing out demerits to those plebe girls?  Especially all the ones with attitude, like that Jersey girl Cadet Navarro, right?”
 
   “Sure … so?”  They all knew he’d been targeting her the most.  She had been his favorite lately.  More voices chimed in with, “They can quit if they can’t take it,” and “Fuck ‘em … they don’t belong here.”  
 
   His friends all shared his negative views about women in the military and how girls definitely had no business being at West Point.  They also shared his enjoyment in stopping them, correcting them for any deviations from required plebe behavior, testing their knowledge concerning all the required West Point trivia and awarding an endless amount of demerits.
 
   Bernhard said, “Well, first we were told last semester to stop bothering Navarro’s roommate.  Those asshole firsties in Combat Weapons started giving us some shit about her, remember?”
 
   “That big Latino girl on the soccer team … Cadet Barbara Rozak?  Yeah, I remember that.  Those guys insisted we all leave her alone … something about how we’d better not mess with anyone on the soccer team, or else.  And, especially not with her.  They were getting ready to trump up some sexual harassment charges.”
 
   “Exactly.  And, it wasn’t worth going toe to toe with any of those guys.  They’ve got too many friends here so we agreed it was easier to back off.  At least, for now.  Plenty of other girls in the meantime, you know?”  Bernhard looked at each of them for confirmation.  They had indeed all been enjoying just how much grief they’d managed to cause for this year’s crop of female cadets but had also avoided a few of the girls, not wanting to get themselves into any trouble.  They had to walk a fine line since the Army had all of these policies now about women and no one wanted to get accused of anything.
 
   Cadet Kion Gosselin said, “Actually, wasn’t that all because some plebe bimbo on Combat Weapons was also playing on the women’s soccer team.  Cadet McCrea, right?”
 
   Another voice said, “She was top shot during Beast Training.  That Weapons Team grabbed her up right away.”  He looked over at Quigby.  “Wasn’t she in your platoon, Ron?”
 
   Bernhard answered before Quigby could respond.  “That’s the bitch.  Cadet Missy McCrea.  She’s why those firsties got on my case.  I just didn’t realize she was behind all of that until later on.”
 
   Gosselin said, “Oh, I hear they fucking love her on that Weapons Team.  It’s because she supposedly never misses during any of the shooting matches they’ve used her in.  And, now she’s on the Rifle Team as well.  Probably has even more friends who think she deserves special treatment.”
 
   “Isn’t she that redhead?  That fighter chick with the really sexy body?”  They all had examined several photos, downloaded from the internet and passed around months earlier.  The photos showed Missy looking fierce and intimidating, taken right after she’d won an amateur first place trophy at a mixed martial arts Expo two years earlier.  Wearing only some skimpy shorts and a little sports bra, with her body quite exposed, Missy had looked very sexy indeed.
 
   “I bet she’s screwing all those friends … too bad we can’t catch her doing that.”
 
   “Too bad we can’t be the ones screwing her … I’d really enjoy doing her, even if it was only sloppy seconds.”  Gosselin looked around and could see that others were enjoying the same fantasy.
 
   “Well, that’s what I’m here to tell you about, guys.  I was getting ready to brace Cadet Navarro this afternoon, like I usually do … on her way back from swim practice … but before I had a chance to do that, Cadet Missy McCrea stopped me.”  Bernhard looked at his friends and could see he had their attention.  “She suddenly just appeared … out of nowhere.  Right in front of me.  I almost walked into her.  She pretended it was an accident, but I’m pretty sure she somehow managed that.  On purpose.”
 
   “So, you braced her, right?  How many demerits did you give her?”
 
   “None.  Oh, I had her standing at attention and everything.  But, she knew the answer to every goddamn question that I asked her and before I could give her some demerits for just being there, in my way?  Two of her firstie fuck buddies showed up.”
 
   Gosselin asked, “Do you think she arranged the whole incident?  Just to mess with you or something?”
 
   “Worse than that.  I think she was putting me on notice.  Guess what?  Cadet Navarro?  She and McCrea are roommates this semester.  I got the message.  If I mess with Navarro then I’m messing with her.  Her, and all of her firstie buddies.”
 
   “Did she say that?”
 
   “Oh, no.  No, she’s much too smart for that.  And, none of her buddies said anything either.  Not directly.  But, she still managed it so I got the message.  Can you guys believe that?  The balls on this babe …”  Bernhard looked around, waiting for the guys to all acknowledge his little joke.
 
   But, instead, Quigby finally spoke up.  “Chris?  I did have her in my platoon at Beast Training.  And, I have only one piece of advice for you.  For all of you.  Don’t mess with Missy McCrea.  She doesn’t need those firstie buddies … she’s a total freak, all on her own.  I’m staying as far away from her as I can get.  And, that applies to any of her plebe buddies as well.  I can assure you … it won’t end well otherwise.  That’s all I have to say.”
 
   With that, he got up and left them.  He was surprised at himself; he hadn’t realized he’d been harboring any of those thoughts and feelings.  But, he knew he’d spoken the truth.  She was a total freak.  And yes, he was planning to stay away from her.  So, now he’d warned his friends.  And, yeah … she definitely was a very ballsy babe as well.  But, he knew the babe with balls joke would be on them if they didn’t heed his warning.
 
   -----
 
   Jan 13, 2019
 
    
 
    “Sal, I talked on the phone with this girl Alice Mathews this afternoon.  About the Roseanne Fund.  And, how she’s representing Missy McCrea.”  Ben looked at his boss with some concern.  He knew anything related to that Roseanne Fund was a trigger for Sal.  One that typically would get him pretty upset.
 
   “So?”
 
   They were alone in Sal’s study and could talk freely.  “She tells me we need to name her as one of the Trustees on the Fund.  And, she’s going to administer how that extra million gets used.”  Missy had insisted that Sal create the Roseanne Fund, a trust fund to help out a particular group of girls, and she later had insisted that Sal add a million dollars to that fund.  The extra money was her punishment for Sal not doing anything about her initial request until after she came out to his place and forced him into it by putting on her witchy power demonstration with all the lightning bolts.
 
   The group of girls that Missy was concerned about were all young teenage runaways who thought they were about to embark on a very lucrative, exciting adventure.  They had no idea they were actually being sold as sex slaves and would end up in some billionaire’s harem over in Brunei.  Arranging for the export of girls like these was a very lucrative enterprise and Sal’s organization had been doing that for years.  With false passports and ID’s, no money or resources, no family or friends, and with any escape attempt only exposing them to things even worse?  Girls like these rarely ever returned back to the US.  Not for years, if ever.
 
   Instead, for these particular girls, Missy had insisted they all be sent back home.  Twenty-six girls.  Each with an unusual entitlement from the Roseanne Fund.  They now had resources available for whatever they needed in order to finish school and then either go on to college or else prepare for any other career of their choosing.  And, all this was under the watchful eye of their local family services organization, which was reporting monthly to the Roseanne Fund Trustees.  There would be no further exporting of young girls to Brunei, or anywhere else.  Not by Sal’s organization.
 
   Ben had received very specific instructions from Missy concerning these girls.  And, about this new Roseanne Fund that Sal had needed to create.  Instructions that could not be traced to her, of course, but he knew they were from her.
 
   She also had provided him with a list of all her family and friends.  He knew these individuals couldn’t be touched and they’d better not experience any problems from Sal and his mob organization.  Or else.
 
   “This Alice Mathews?  She’s a sophomore in college, okay?  She and her husband … he’s a junior at this same college … they both are on the list.  Missy’s untouchables list.  But the interesting thing about this Alice?  Her stepfather was Tony Gonzales.  So, that means her stepsister was Roseanne Gonzales.”
 
   Sal said, “Oh, shit!  Really?  Does she know …?”  
 
   “Does she know about your guys killing Roseanne?  And, about Missy naming the fund after her stepsister?  Does she know about Missy being a witch?  Oh, yes.  All of the above.  No doubt about it.  That’s why she’s Missy’s representative.”
 
   They both knew Missy had them and they had no choice but to comply with whatever she demanded.  Even worse than possibly having their secrets get exposed to some government agency?  Missy’s real threat was exposure to the other four mob families in New York that Sal was afraid of a witch.  No, he couldn’t admit to that.  He had worked too hard getting to where he was.  Even the family he was heading would never understand or accept how Sal could believe in anyone having supernatural powers.
 
   Plus, Missy seemed to know everything about Sal’s organization.  He and Sal still couldn’t figure out how she’d learned all of these things but she obviously had.  She’d revealed things about every aspect of their operation, both business and personal, and Sal had no intention of testing or challenging her.  Especially since she now seemed to be getting limo rides and airline tickets and hotel rooms and who knew what else, all from some mysterious source.  She was a witch with supernatural powers.  So, if that source wasn’t the government, then the alternative was perhaps even worse.
 
   Thus, at least for now, the only way Ben and Sal knew how to manage and control things was by giving Missy whatever she wanted.
 
   Sal said, “This Alice?  She’s won’t be going around telling people that her friend is a witch, will she?  Or, complaining how we got rid of her stepsister?  Should I be worried?”
 
   “No.  She seems totally focused on all these girls we’re paying for.  She wants to make certain they aren’t being abused by any family members and that social service agencies are really paying attention.  She may even start arranging for psychologists.  Stuff like that.”  Ben had a very strong suspicion that Alice may have been abused herself, by her stepfather Tony, but he didn’t bring that up with Sal.
 
   “So, how can I be relaxed about that?  What’s the risk of someone thinking I’m a soft touch?  What’s this gonna look like to the other families?”
 
   Ben said, “Look, this whole thing is set up as a big tax write-off thing for us, okay?  We’ve established this fund, and we have people giving out the money.  If that money goes to disadvantaged young women, social services and whatever?  We can always say we’re only doing that to counter what the press keeps accusing us of doing.  Prostitution and drugs and loansharking?  Nope, that’s not us.  We’re just legitimate businessmen.  See?  We even give to charities.  And, if anyone should interview this Alice?  She’s only going to explain how wonderful we are and what a great thing we’re doing, giving back to the community.  Blah, blah, blah.  She almost has me believing her about how wonderful we are.”  He laughed.
 
   Sal stared at him and said, “Almost, huh?”
 
   “Yeah … if she hadn’t also told me, right up front, how Missy tells her everything?  She even hinted how her close friend Missy could do even more supernatural things … more stuff than we could ever dream of.  I pretended I had no idea what she was talking about, just in case the phone call was being bugged.  And, she was pretty careful in how she said things.  But, you know what I’m starting to think?”
 
   “What?”
 
   Ben smiled.  “As big as your organization is, Sal?  Maybe this witch Missy McCrea is part of something bigger.  A lot bigger.  Why else would someone like her be going to West Point, anyway?”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 19, 2019
 
    
 
   It was late morning and John was waiting for Tracy at the Visitor Center.  She had Walking Privileges, fortunately, but she wasn’t free until after all her normal duties were done.  He had come down for the three day weekend but he wasn’t sure just how much time they’d actually get to be together.  The weather was not cooperating so they would have to stay somewhere inside while the snow continued to fall, blanketing the grounds with white layers.  Looking out the windows at the raging storm outside, it was difficult to even see the Hudson River.
 
   Since Tracy would have to sign back into the barracks every night and there were only so many places she was allowed to go to, with Walking Privileges -- all right there on academy grounds -- he was figuring this visit, like all his earlier visits, would have to be strictly platonic.  Oh, well!
 
   At least he had managed the four hour drive down without any problems, arriving at his hotel late the night before.  The snow hadn’t really started to come down until that morning and the Friday evening traffic hadn’t been too bad.  John’s thoughts didn’t really dwell for very long about the snow or the drive down, but were filled instead with all the recent emails that had gone back and forth.  Those had not been platonic.  Things with Tracy had indeed moved to a whole new level, one he had never experienced before.  He’d never dreamed a relationship like this was even possible.
 
   Then Tracy walked in and he rushed over to help her remove her long grey overcoat.  She was wearing her dress grey uniform underneath but all he noticed were her warm brown eyes, which were clearly happy to see him.  “Hey, beautiful one, love of my life, girl of my dreams … foremost forever in all of my fantasies … paramount in my pursuit of a permanent paramour … wonderful winsome witch who … umm … maybe I should stop with all my windy wordy ways, huh?”  Tracy was laughing at him and looking around to make certain no one else was listening to any of his nonsense.
 
   “John, let’s find a place to sit and talk for a bit.  Then, we’ll grab some lunch.  I think you’ll be pleased with our plans for later today.”  She led him over to one of the conference rooms and they found a couple chairs in a convenient corner, where they could chat without anyone else hearing their conversation.
 
   As they sat down, she said, “Missy sends her love.  She’s busier than ever, of course, shooting at a pistol match today, playing basketball at an away game tomorrow, and who knows what she’ll be doing on Monday.  She just has no time for Mike to come down and visit.  She’s almost jealous that you and I are seeing each other.”
 
   “I doubt that.  My sister has been talking to Mike non-stop … she’s always inside his head now.  Poor guy!”  John laughed.  “I talked with him just yesterday … if she’s not participating at some extreme physical level in one of her many activities or else asleep, then she’s constantly talking to him.”
 
   Tracy giggled.  “Missy tells me she now feels his emotions constantly as well, and they can almost have actual conversations.  She’ll play twenty questions and can quickly get his feedback so she knows exactly what he’s thinking about stuff.  Yeah, they’ve finely honed their communication skills … she’s thrilled.”
 
   John said, “She’s always telling him her thoughts while she’s in class, out of class, on her way to wherever she’s going or coming back from wherever she’s been, probably without even realizing it now.  Those two weeks they spent during Christmas break?  She doesn’t know how to turn it off.  And, he says he can’t think straight anymore without her doing it.  When he’s trying to study or take notes in class or do well on an exam?  Rather than her thoughts being a distraction, he says his brain actually does better.  He’s more focused, more alert … he can recall things better … whatever energy she’s using and sending to him?  He now needs that.  Crazy, right?”
 
   “Actually, I get it.  I do.  While I can’t compare myself to Missy, we do share in our both being witches.  We use and control energy in ways most people can’t.  That’s our gift.”  Tracy laughed.  “You think my using energy is something?  With all my fire and lightning?  Your sister can do so much more.  And, besides, it’s really all about our control … you know that.”
 
   “Yes, I watched her for years doing all that mixed martial arts sparring.  She had to control herself so they didn’t realize she was supernatural.  She masked her super strength and super speed and allowed herself to get all banged up, just for training.  She both needed the extreme physical exercise as well as the training on how to control her abilities.”  John stared at her.  “I suppose that’s also what you’re relating to, right?  You somehow have always trained yourself … your control … you do stuff too.  Only, you do different stuff since you’re different from Missy.”
 
   “You mean like my dance classes when I was a little girl?  And, now, here at the academy, with my fencing?”  Tracy smiled.  She had started fencing in high school, back when her powers had begun really manifesting themselves.  Controlling energy was a whole body experience and, for her, thrusting and parrying with her saber had been what she’d found most helpful.
 
   John nodded his head and smiled at her.  “Yeah, like that.  I finally figured you out.  You and Missy and the rest of you wonderful witches.  First, you draw in all this energy.  Then, you magically do stuff with it.  Since you’re all supernatural, the stuff you do can be quite spectacular.  Now, tell me about our spectacular plans for later today?  You promised I’d like them.”
 
   “Oh, yes!  And, this actually goes along with my fencing, which I just mentioned.  My fencing coach, Mr. Fargarson?  He’s also my sponsor here at the academy.  He lives right here on academy grounds and after lunch, I can sign out to go spend the day at his house.  We’re invited there for dinner.”
 
   John asked, “And, I’m liking this plan why?”
 
   “Because, his wife and I have talked … she’s going to drag him off to some last minute social gathering that he doesn’t even know about yet and leave us all alone for most of the afternoon.  They’ll still be there later on for dinner but we’ll have to entertain ourselves at their place while they’re gone.  I don’t suppose you can think of any ways we can spend our time that might be … well … spectacular?”  She giggled as she watched the big grin slowly spread across his face.  He indeed was obviously thinking of some ways.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
   Jan 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Martin Luther King Day.  No classes.  Once again Missy and her team were staying at a hotel after their basketball game the night before.  As usual for these away games, she was sharing a room with Sharon.  They both had slept late, since the entire team was being given some extra time that morning before they needed to get back on the buses returning to the academy.  Coach Borovsky liked to reward them whenever they won.  And, having this extra time was indeed a special treat since they rarely ever enjoyed the luxury of a leisurely breakfast and being able to just relax.
 
   Missy and Sharon took turns using the bathroom, with Sharon going first.  When Missy came out and began getting dressed, she and Sharon continued talking about their big win the night before.  Sharon had scored thirty-two points, her most ever, and she credited Missy for assisting with many of those.  They had really teamed up well on several fast breaks and Missy had also managed feeding her some nice passes at other times as well.
 
   Missy had scored eighteen points with ten of those from sinking foul shots.  She had also scored two of her jump shot three pointers.  Sharon said, “You know … you could probably have scored much higher, Missy, if you weren’t always passing the ball to me or one of our other teammates, letting us make the shots.”
 
   Missy said, “Hey, we’ve talked about this before.  I’m not interested in how high I can score as long as our team does well.  I’m pretty sure Coach Borovsky agrees.  She has me in there playing for most of every game now, after all.”
 
   “That’s because you never seem to get tired like the rest of us, Missy!  Sheesh!  I don’t know how you do that.”  Sharon laughed.  “Especially since returning from Christmas break … what the hell did you do, then, anyways?  You’re bigger, faster, more energetic … more everything!”  
 
   Missy giggled but didn’t say anything.  Lately, she had indeed found it more and more difficult to mask all of her abilities, after spending so much time in her cat form.  She realized she would need to focus harder and control herself better.  Being confined for several hours each day in their classroom activities was a challenge.  Her body needed the extreme exercise.  She decided she’d have to increase her training sessions at the gym, whenever she had a chance.  She also needed to eat more to gain back some of the body fat she’d lost.
 
   As Missy looked over at Sharon, she realized this actually was the first chance the two of them had been able to talk very much, now that they were no longer rooming together at the academy.  She had missed talking to Sharon … they’d grown quite close as friends during the past few months.
 
   Sharon asked, “How do you like your new roommate?”
 
    “Sally and I are getting along great.  If she wasn’t on the swim team, she probably would have tried out for basketball.  Remember Barbara from my soccer team?  They were roommates last semester.”
 
   “Sure, I remember Barbara.  And, I know how you helped her when those third year assholes were giving her demerits.”  Sharon paused and studied her friend.  “Missy, I heard you’re now helping Sally with that as well.  Ginger told me you really need to watch your back with those Caesar Club guys.”  Ginger was a basketball teammate of theirs, in her second year, and she had recently shared a lot of interesting info with Sharon.
 
   “Caesar Club guys?  Caesar as in Julius Caesar, the Roman general?  That Caesar?  That’s a new one … I haven’t heard about any club like that here.  Which guys are in it?  And, why do I need to watch my back?”
 
   “Oh yeah, having an unofficial club named after a famous Roman general sounds cool, right?  Especially here at a military academy.  And, if anyone investigates them, that’s what they’ll say their club is named after.  But … these guys are now all third year cadets … they started this so called club last year.  And, what the club name really means?  It’s actually a play on words and it’s for their so called motto … seize her, squeeze her, hump her and dump her.  Get it?  The Caesar Club?  Seize … her.  Ginger told me one of her roommates last year?  She didn’t come back because of them.”
 
   “You’re kidding, right?
 
   “Oh, no.”  Sharon shook her head sadly.  “You already messed with Cadet Quigby in Beast Training.  Now you’re messing with Cadet Bernhard, the big football player who’s been harassing Sally.  He’s the reason this girl that Ginger knows about ended up quitting.  She was a plebe last year.  Now she’s gone.”
 
   “You need to fill me in, Sharon.  What happened?”
 
   “These guys love to harass the female cadets.  Plebe girls are fair targets, as you know.  Bernhard likes to hand out demerits and, when a girl finally gets really tired of that?  Well … then he offers her alternative ways of spending her Saturday afternoons.  Rather than walking tours for hours at a time, she can agree to service him instead.  At first, it’s only hand jobs and then blow jobs.  But, by the end of the semester?  She’s fucking everyone in the club and she can’t even complain she was raped or assaulted.”
 
   “That’s terrible!  Really?  I’m not sure if I can believe that!”
 
   “Oh, believe it, Missy.  There are a few girls still here.  But, they’re the ones that were dumped, so they don’t have to keep doing favors any more.  That’s what the new plebe girls are for.  It’s all a game with these guys.  They compete and keep score and everything.  And, you’re messing things up.  First, Barbara and now Sally.  Bernhard likes the big, tall girls … probably since he’s such a big bastard himself.  You’ve interfered with his plans.  Twice now.  Ginger has heard some things.  You’re next on his list.”
 
   Missy had heard rumors that the climate at West Point was hostile, with ten or twelve female cadets getting forced out every year after being raped, assaulted or abused.  But, this was even worse.  Rather than merely some random act, fueled by alcohol, this was planned and systematic … and, once compromised?  Once any girl might give in, even just a little bit?  Then they would be preyed upon until gradually succumbing to more and more.  They would be subjected to attacks where they had no defense, blackmailed so they couldn’t refuse, all the while knowing the guys would never be punished.  They had no choice but to accept it and keep quiet about it.  Or, quit.
 
   These Caesar Club guys were clever cowards.  And dangerous.
 
   Missy asked, “What did Ginger hear, exactly?  And, who are these guys, again?”
 
   -----
 
   Jan 22, 2019
 
    
 
   The Defense Secretary looked around the room.  Once again, this group had assembled to review what had been learned about the Taliban base in Kunar Province, Afghanistan.  In addition to the nineteen individuals from the first meeting, six more had joined them, all having the same high security clearance.  This time, it was the military and CIA giving most of the presentations.
 
   Drew Martinson from “P” Branch had little to contribute.  His final report had been distributed a week earlier but that hadn’t contained much that was new.  The others had all been working with the earlier “P” Branch reports as well as the additional information obtained from the three kidnap victims.  The German engineers had been fully debriefed by Captain Grimes and the Special Forces Intelligence Team he’d brought with him.
 
   Some very clear photos and surveillance films had now been obtained.  Knowing where to look had been very helpful.  And, since the Taliban knew their secret base had somehow been compromised, getting additional documentation had not been that difficult to acquire.  It was no longer any secret to the U.S. Special Forces.
 
   The Taliban were still in a bit of turmoil, allegedly, concerning the escape and rescue operations which they’d not yet managed to fully understand or explain.  How the Special Forces had penetrated their base, extracting the three Germans the way they had, was still quite a mystery to them.
 
   The CIA briefing included some rumors that had leaked out to their sources in Kabul.  Two CIA operatives had managed to learn some interesting facts.  Although some of these facts were conflicting, many were similar enough and thus corroborated each other, so these were then considered as probably accurate.
 
   Deputy Secretary of State Ted Hanson asked, “So, there’s absolutely no physical evidence that any U.S. forces were even there?  What about that body that was found.  How was he killed, again?”
 
   Charles Winword from the CIA explained, “If our Special Forces guys hadn’t claimed credit at those press conference briefings, the Taliban would never even know of our involvement.  They still haven’t located that Hancock landing site where our helicopter set down.  They did find the body of one of their soldiers, near a ventilation shaft, which is where they figure the Germans climbed out.  But, the trail then sort of disappears up in the mountains.”
 
   General Blake said, “They realize we must have picked the Germans up that same night, but they don’t know where.  Or, how we would have known to fly up there to get them.  There are plenty of rumors about how our guys managed all that but there’s no evidence.”
 
   Winword said, “According to some of the rumors over there … maybe the Germans broke their own chains, killed one man, climbed up a twenty-five foot shaft, and then vanished … all on their own.  But, it’s a complete mystery.  And, since the U.S. is claiming victory for this and the Germans are singing our praises, we obviously now know about the Taliban base.  So, we’ve poked a stick into the hornet’s nest.  Now we need to decide what to do next.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Exactly, and that’s what this meeting is supposed to be about.  But first, I have to say this was an excellent operation by “P” Branch, along with our Special Forces, both in locating this base and rescuing the kidnap victims.  I hope there can be some further operations like this in the future.  Drew?  Will that be possible?”
 
   Drew stood up and said, “This was just a onetime opportunity and I’m certainly not in a position to make any commitments.  Besides, everyone agreed this was an exception to our non interference policy that’s been in place since … well … since the U.S. government first learned that some of the reports about supernatural and paranormal activity were actually true.  That was over forty years ago.”
 
   Hanson said, “Well, that was before … most of us always figured all the hocus pocus stuff you guys were supposedly monitoring was bullshit, regardless of all those briefings we received.  But, now that you’ve proved these angels of death are able to fly around out there and help us like this?  That’s different.”
 
   Drew glanced at General Blake but could see from the look on his face that Hanson’s angels of death comment was not based on any leak coming from anywhere in the Army’s chain of command.  And, he certainly didn’t want to openly challenge Hanson about that.  He instead announced, “There are no angels of death flying around.  Sorry!  And, the asset who helped us was very special.  Unique.  While “P” Branch is pleased this operation has established some credibility concerning what we do, our asset is not available.”
 
   “Why not?  Where did he go?  Why can’t you bring him along to our next meeting?”  Hanson was only half joking, which Drew found disturbing.  He chose to merely ignore him and sat back down.
 
   The Secretary of Defense then heard from each of the military representatives as well as from the CIA about what their respective organizations had planned, both for how to eventually publish some official findings concerning the new Taliban base as well as specific details on what they proposed doing to neutralize it.
 
   The U.S. and NATO operations had changed significantly, after their troop withdrawals in 2014, and rather than having their large combat mission they now only had a smaller support, train, advise and assist mission.  Thus, dealing with such a large Taliban base would need to be very carefully managed.  Rather than referring to all of this effort as an Operation, it was only to be considered as a Campaign, which was an operational strategy on a much smaller scale.
 
   In deference to the Assistant Secretary of State, it was decided to now refer to all of this as Campaign Angel’s Wing.  Naturally, the military would use the acronym CAW.
 
   It was also agreed they would all meet again in three or four weeks for another CAW review session.
 
   -----
 
   Jan 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy was in the gym, pumping iron, when Cadet Christopher Bernhard approached her.  Cadet Kion Gosselin and a couple of others were with him.  She was the only one who happened to be in this section of the gym, which was usually only used by the men.  She was bench pressing and did not have anyone there to spot her.  Perhaps that had been a mistake.
 
   “Well, guys, will you look at this!” announced Bernhard.  “What have we here?  And, without a single one of her special friends around to help her out.  My, my, my.  Am I gonna be hearing from your special friends, Cadet McCrea?  Will there be any harassment charges being filed?  Should I be worried?”
 
   Missy realized these guys must have planned this.  Glancing around, she noticed everyone else in the gym had suddenly left and she was alone.  There were no witnesses to back up anything she might report and she doubted these guys would be confronting her like this if there was much likelihood that anyone else might be entering the gym anytime soon.  They surely had a couple more of their friends positioned to either prevent that or else give ample warning if they couldn’t prevent that.
 
   Bernhard was a huge guy at six-five and had to weigh at least two-fifty.  And, as one of the star players on the West Point football team, he was used to getting his way.  He obviously considered getting special treatment to be an entitlement and she knew this time he wasn’t going to allow anyone to interfere.  He wanted to mess with her and he was certain he could get away with it today.
 
   Missy was still holding the barbell which she had just lowered to her chest.  “I certainly see no reason why you should be worried, Cadet Bernhard, Sir!”  She had paused with the barbell held in position while she’d made her statement.  Then, she slowly began pushing the bar back up.  Before she could get her arms fully extended, however, Bernhard reached down and grabbed it with both hands.  Although he made it appear as though he was spotting her, he was preventing any further movement upward.
 
   “Hey, perhaps I can be of assistance?  It looks like you might be needing just a bit more weight on this bar.  You know … to get in a good workout.  Guys?  Let’s help Missy out.  She obviously needs a good workout.  Let’s all see what we can do.”
 
   While a twenty pound weight was being added onto each end of the bar, thanks to two of the guys, Cadet Gosselin walked around to stand at the foot of the bench.  Missy was wearing loose shorts and a tee shirt over her sports bra, so not much of her flesh was exposed.  But, Gosselin was clearly undressing her with his eyes and enjoying himself.  With the added weight, there now was about a hundred and sixty pounds on the bar.  Missy allowed the bar to slowly drop back down until it was on her lower chest, just below her breasts.
 
   Bernhard’s hands continued to solidly grasp the bar as it dropped down, so his wrists were brought into contact with her nipples.  She looked up at him and smiled.  “Hey, guys?  Can you put two more plates on?  That’ll bring this up to an even two hundred pounds.  I like to get even … “  She hesitated for a full second after emphasizing the word even, so her message was very clear; then she finished by adding the word, “numbers.”  She’d warned them.
 
   Bernhard laughed at her and looked at his friends.  “She likes to get even, guys?  Get it?  Ha, ha.  Very funny.  Go ahead and put more weights on, just like she said.  She’s really asking for it now, right?”  He began pressing his wrists up against her breasts which, not surprisingly, made her nipples poke up and out.  When the added weights were in place, Bernhard finally released the bar.  He figured she wouldn’t have any chance of lifting it, so why not enjoy himself a little.  He had her where he wanted her, right?  He began fondling her breasts and his erection was suddenly very evident, bulging inside his pants, just inches away from Missy’s face.
 
   Missy said, “I don’t recall asking you to touch my tits, Chris.  You really have not considered all the possibilities here, have you?”  Her eyes were suddenly filled with gold speckles and she smiled up at him.  Then, she turned her head, first to stare at the guy on her left and then over to the guy on her right.  Then she glanced down at Gosselin and said, “Kion?  You probably don’t want to be standing down there right now.”  Finally, she returned her eyes to stare back up at Bernhard.
 
   Bernhard was obviously now getting very aroused, and his hands continued to squeeze Missy’s breasts.  He was having lots of fun and didn’t pay much attention to how Missy’s eyes were now blazing away at him.
 
   Missy started pressing the barbell back up, slowly at first but then she began moving it faster.  Part way up and back down, part way up and back down, part way up again … and back down.  Each time she pushed it upward, she did so with greater apparent effort, as though she was really struggling with all the added weight. 
 
   Since Bernhard considered her to be quite helpless and was still trying to hold onto her breasts, in spite of her movements, he was leaning over her and his face was within her reach.  When she suddenly pushed the barbell up yet again, only fully extending her arms this time, he was not quick enough and it smashed into his chin.  He was coldcocked and dropped backwards, down onto the floor behind her.
 
   Missy lowered the bar part way and then levered her body upwards so she began sitting up.  Gosselin, shocked at Bernhard getting knocked out, suddenly realized she was preparing to throw the bar right at him, with all two hundred pounds on it.  He backed away and then moved to the side, just managing to avoid being hit as she indeed thrust the bar out and it flew by and went crashing onto the floor and rolled away.
 
   Missy said, “Opps!  Sorry about that, guys! I seem to have dropped something … you know how us silly girls are.  Always dropping things and being clumsy …”  She stood up and stepped away from the bench.  “Now, I certainly hope that no one will complain about my little gym accident here.”  She stared at each of the men.
 
   Then, she walked around to stare down at Bernhard.  “Oh, look?  Cadet Bernhard seems to have had an accident also … I think he must have slipped and banged his chin on something.  I’ll just let you big, strong men help get him back up to his room.  Or, maybe the infirmary might be better.  Okay?”
 
   Everything had started out slow but then had suddenly happened so fast that the guys standing there were still in shock.  What they had just witnessed couldn’t be possible, could it?  None of them could toss two hundred pounds around the way this girl apparently had just done.  They looked down at Bernhard and then over to the barbell that continued to roll slowly, several feet away.
 
   Missy said, “Gotta go now!  Thanks again for helping me with my workout, guys.  I think I’ll go shower and change.  Maybe I’ll practice shooting some targets with my rifle now.  Big meet tomorrow and my teammates are all counting on me.”
 
   Missy then grabbed the towel and water bottle that she’d brought in with her and headed out towards the exit.  She didn’t look back.  Then, as she passed through the doors, she smiled at the two guys who were standing outside.  They were very surprised to see her come walking out.  They rushed into the gym and she continued on her way, unnoticed.
 
   Unnoticed, that is, except for Sergeant Chasen.  He’d been hanging around outside, close enough to keep tabs on her, but also maintaining enough distance to not arouse any suspicions.  Although he didn’t witness what happened inside the gym, he did notice the way the third year cadets had somehow managed to isolate her, getting her all to themselves, with two staying outside on watch and four going inside and closing the doors.  Based on the way the two guys reacted when seeing her come out, he decided to stay behind and continue watching, rather than follow her.
 
   -----
 
   Jan 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Ben Marchitto listened to Sergeant Chasen’s latest report, which still didn’t provide the answers he wanted, but as more and more time kept passing without any hint that the FBI or any local law enforcement agencies were interested, perhaps he and Sal were being paranoid.  He planned to continue keeping track of whatever Missy might be up to, nonetheless.  It was too dangerous otherwise.  Losing sight of her was not an option.
 
   Marchitto asked, “So you still have absolutely nothing for what she did or where she went during those two weeks at Christmas?  She and the boyfriend maybe met up with that FBI guy Ulrey who visited her once in October.  Maybe?  Tell me more about this FBI guy and why I shouldn’t be worried.”
 
   “Well, like I said, he’s only a friend; he’s not part of the FBI’s Organized Crime Branch or anything.  He mostly investigates kidnappings, like when she was gone for those two years.  You know all about that, right?”  It had taken him a lot of work to research her history and find all the connections, but Chasen had learned where Robert Ulrey had helped out Missy’s family, first while she was missing and then later on when she’d reappeared.
 
   “Yeah, yeah … we have all that in our file on her.  The girl who disappeared from soccer camp.  Then she comes back.  So, Ulrey was the one who investigated that?  And, now he’s just a friend?  This is all you’ve got?”
 
   Chasen had been quite fascinated by all the things he’d ended up learning about Missy McCrea.  He said, “Does your file also show how she won that trophy in martial arts?  I’ve been researching her and …”
 
   “Yeah, we know, we know.  Don’t bother telling me, we have all that as well.  We have a lot more on her than anything you’ll ever find out there on the internet.  There’s a lot of things about her that we’re not telling you.  Just keep track of her, okay?  What she does, who she sees … what about those away games?  Is she sneaking off then to maybe meet with anyone?”  Marchitto knew she had to have done that on the night she’d paid Sal a visit.  He didn’t really believe she could be in two places at once.
 
   “Not very likely, but of course it’s always possible.”  Chasen wasn’t able to perform any bed checks but he knew how closely monitored all the cadets were, especially plebes.  It wouldn’t be very easy for a plebe to sneak out.  After pausing for a bit, he said, “Do you want to hear how she recently put this guy into the infirmary?”
 
   Marchitto indeed wanted to hear about that.  He figured any trouble the witch might get herself into could only be a good thing as far as he and Sal were concerned.  “Okay, okay.  What happened?”
 
   Chasen said, “Well, there were all these upperclass cadets and, somehow, they managed to isolate her in the gym.  She was trapped in there all alone and then four guys went in with two others staying outside to keep watch.  I didn’t see what happened, but … afterwards … she came walking out acting all nice and normal.  I did actually see that.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So, a few minutes later?  All the guys come out, carrying this one guy … they took him over to the infirmary.  He was out cold.  She had to have done that, but they’re all claiming he accidently fell and banged his chin.  They probably don’t want it known their star football linebacker, famous for crushing opponents out on the field, was somehow knocked out by a girl.”
 
   Marchitto laughed.  “Serves him right for trying to mess with her.  And, no … I’m not at all surprised.”
 
   This was a bit disturbing for Chasen to hear.  Marchitto wasn’t at all surprised?  What weren’t they telling him?  Supposedly, they knew a lot more about this girl.  He knew Marchitto had visited her once, back in September.  But that was the only connection he’d been able to find to anyone in organized crime.  “Okay, then.  Right.  Is there anything else about this girl that I should know, then?  Besides the fact she’s able to take down huge guys without breaking a nail and is setting all kinds of records for her marksmanship with both pistol and rifle?  If ever a broad belonged in the military, it’s this broad.”
 
   Marchitto laughed again.  “Quite right, I’m sure, Sergeant.  Keep me informed.  And, don’t you try messing with her.  Just stay out of her way and you should be fine.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
   Feb 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Kelsey stopped by Missy’s room, hoping to find her former roommate.  Sally was there and told her Missy would return shortly … she was showering after her recent basketball game … another victory.  It looked pretty certain the team was headed for the playoffs this year with an excellent chance of getting into the NCAA Tournament.
 
   “Sally, did she tell you what happened with Cadet Bernhard last Saturday?  In the gym?”
 
   “No, what did you hear?  She hasn’t said anything about him lately.  But, I know she got him to stop hassling me.  I haven’t gotten a single demerit since Missy and I started rooming together.  She’s really something, but of course you know all about that.”
 
   Kelsey smiled and said, “Oh, she’s the best!  Does she make you wait outside while she gets the room ready for inspection?  Sharon and I never got to watch how she did it, but our room was always perfect.  Missy can move really, really fast sometimes.”
 
   “No, that’s not been a problem.  At least, not yet.  She did complement me on how great she thought I was doing, thanking me for being really strac and everything.  We’re both very similar that way.”  Sally had been thrilled at how fastidious Missy was, especially since her previous roommate Barbara had not been very squared away at all and they’d both gotten demerits on several occasions for their room.
 
   “Good for you, then.  But, at any rate … I was hoping to learn what happened.  One of the guys in my class … the class that I’m giving, actually.  Kelsey’s Korner?  Did Missy tell you about that?”
 
   “Of course, Kelsey.  I know all about it and I have to say, you’re doing a great job.  The word on you is that somehow you can make things clear and easy to understand.  You really have a gift for that.  Especially with Calculus.  I hear several guys think you saved their ass, getting them to pass their end of term exams.”
 
   Kelsey was pleased to hear this from Sally.  She knew she’d been getting a good reputation but for Sally to have heard from guys talking about her like that was definitely an ego boost.  Before she had a chance to say anything, Missy walked in.
 
   “Hey, Kelsey!  How’s it going?”  Missy was happy to see her and they hadn’t talked for quite a while due to how busy they both had been.  “Everything okay?”
 
   “She was just explaining how one of the guys in her Kelsey Korner class told her something happened with you and that asshole Bernhard.  I’m guessing it’s one of the football players that told her.  Am I right, Kelsey?  What have you heard?”
 
   Kelsey laughed and said, “Yeah.  Mitch Cooper.  He was second string linebacker last season, so he’s always hearing things from the guys on the team.  And, there’s this rumor that Missy somehow really pissed off Bernhard.  Something about an incident in the gym last Saturday.  But, Mitch doesn’t know exactly what.  He knows Missy used to be my roommate, so he figured maybe I would know.
 
   Missy had heard from Sharon how Kelsey was getting some help lately with her workouts from some football player who was really sweet on her.  He was supposedly getting her ready for her next physical fitness test.  Sharon thought it was hilarious, since the two of them were both so shy and neither one wanted to admit they had any romantic feelings for the other.  But, Kelsey was spending a lot of extra time helping the guy with his math and he was now working with her in the gym almost every day.  But, they were still just friends.  Right.
 
   “This Mitch … he wouldn’t be the one you’ve been seen running laps with, would he?”  Missy raised one eyebrow and Sally, always quick to catch on, started looking very inquisitive as well.  When Kelsey began blushing, they both broke up laughing at her which only made things worse.
 
   “What’s that got to do with it?” asked Kelsey, trying to regain control while the others continued to make fun of her.  Missy could be such a pain sometimes!
 
   “Has he kissed you yet?  C’mon, Kelsey!  Inquiring minds want to know!”  When it was obvious from the way Kelsey was reacting that, indeed, he had definitely kissed her, the questions from both Missy and Sally came at her faster than she could say or do anything.  “Did you kiss him back?”  “Did you let him get to second base yet?”  “Are you being careful?”  “I know about all those extra classes you’re giving him.”  “Do you need any help?”  “When will you get to meet his parents?”
 
   Kelsey shook her head, helpless and exasperated.  “We’re just friends!  It’s not like that … yet.  He’s really smart but has trouble with that professor of his in Calculus, so I’ve been helping him.  And, Missy knows how difficult it’s been for me to do well on our APFT test.”  Every plebe was tested several times each year and needed to score well, doing pushups and sit-ups and running two miles.  Otherwise, life was miserable; failure was not an option.
 
   Sally didn’t know Kelsey that well but had heard all about her from Missy.  She knew how shy she was about guys, so she couldn’t resist saying, “If you need help on your APFT, why aren’t you asking Missy to run laps with you?  She keeps breaking the record here every time she takes the damn test, so you’d be much better off training with her than some guy.  Oh … wait … is it because you maybe like this guy?”
 
   “Mitch and I … we … oh, nevermind!  You two are being impossible!  And, what about that rumor he heard?  What happened in the gym with Bernhard?”
 
   Sally was quick to turn and look at her roommate.  “Yeah, what about that?  What happened, anyway?  You never said a thing, Missy!  You know how anything concerning that bastard is definitely going to affect me.”
 
   Missy smiled and said, “Well, that’s exactly why I didn’t say anything, Sally.  Look, I was hoping no one would be saying anything.  But, if the guys on the football team have heard some things, then someone must be talking.  Bernhard thought he had me where he could do whatever he wanted.  I was alone and he had his buddies, so it would be their word against mine.  He wanted to get back at me for how I’ve interfered with his hazing.  First Barbara and then you.  He knows I have a lot of friends who won’t let him get away with what he was doing.”
 
   “He wasn’t concerned about your friends getting pissed about him bothering you?”  Sally was surprised, since Missy had really been getting a lot of attention, not only for soccer and basketball, but she kept getting written up after every pistol or rifle match.  She was a phenomenon at marksmanship and everyone in the academy knew about her.  She now had a lot of friends in all four years.
 
   “He thought he had me right where he wanted me.  Helpless.  With no witnesses, he figured he could just deny anything I might say.  If I complained, that would give him the advantage and he figured he and his buddies could then discredit me, making me look like the bad guy.  Or, bad girl, actually.  You know how it is.  If a girl says she’s been attacked or molested here, she better have proof.  Right?”
 
   “Well, is that why you haven’t complained, Missy?” asked Kelsey.  “You don’t have any proof, so you won’t give him that advantage?”
 
   “What happened?  Did they rape you?  They wouldn’t be able to get away with that.  Or, I don’t think they would … would they?  Shit, tell us what happened, Missy!”  Sally was growing more and more distressed as various scenarios were racing though her mind, many of them things she’d been worried about happening to her, ever since arriving at the academy.
 
   “No, no!  Relax!  It never got that far, or even close to it in any way!  But, I wouldn’t be surprised if their plan might have included some sexual abuse of some kind.  Whatever they thought they could do without leaving any evidence behind.”  Missy could still recall the way Bernhard had manhandled her breasts.  He’d been warming up for a lot more and his friends were all there to enjoy the show.  They obviously thought they’d be getting away with a lot more than just some inappropriate touching and she’d never be able to report it.
 
   “How many were there?  What happened?”
 
   “Well, Bernhard had Gosselin plus two more guys with him in there with me plus a couple of other guys waiting outside, guarding the gym.  Everyone else had left, for some reason that I’m really not too sure about.  I’m betting the guys outside thought they would be taking turns and maybe getting in on some fun later, trading places … you know?”  Missy giggled.  “You should have seen the way they looked at me when I came waltzing out, all on my own, after only a few minutes.”
 
   “You’re saying these guys had you in there all alone?  How did they manage that?”
 
   Missy said, “However they managed it, they sure acted like they were free to do whatever they wanted with me.  They only made one mistake.  They assumed that I would be helpless, unable to defend myself with the four of them in there.  So, when I knocked Bernhard out right away, it was game over.  The others just watched me walk out.  They probably realized all the hype about me being such a badass wasn’t actually hype after all.  Plus, I did throw my barbell at them.  Surprise!  Not helpless!”  Missy began laughing, enjoying the feeling of victory all over again.
 
   Sally and Kelsey just stared at her.  Finally, Sally said, “You knocked Bernhard out?  You threw a barbell at them?  Why haven’t they reported anything?”
 
   Missy said, “Think about it.  What’s their story going to be?  You think these big tough guys are going to complain about me getting them?  What an ego kill that would be!  No matter what story they might think up, they can’t come up with one that doesn’t make them all look like a bunch of pansies.  Let’s see … four guys walk in … one girl walks out.  Bernhard was in the infirmary for three days.  They all claimed he had an accident, tripped and fell.  If I’d hit him any harder, I’d have broken his jaw.  He’s lucky he only got a concussion.”
 
   “Holy shit!  They’re really gonna be after you now, Missy.”  Kelsey was very worried.  Mitch had said he didn’t really know much but he thought there’d be trouble about whatever had happened.  “Bernhard is really pissed.”
 
   “Well, he and his buddies need to start watching out for themselves, rather than thinking about how they’re gonna get me.  I’m after them, now.  And, I’m the one who’s really pissed.  So, we’ll just have to see how all this plays out, won’t we?”  Missy’s green eyes began to sparkle and glow, with gold specs blazing from deep within.  The other girls were suddenly experiencing a strange energy in the room … almost as though the air pressure all around them had somehow increased.
 
   -----
 
   Feb 2, 2019
 
    
 
   When Missy walked into the Visitor’s Center, she heard Alice’s excited voice right away.  “There she is!  Oh, Mark!  Just look at her.  Wow!”  Alice rushed up and Mark followed along behind, smiling at his wife’s enthusiasm at seeing her best friend.  Missy allowed Alice to give her a big hug and then she stepped back, unbuttoning her big overcoat with its cape over the shoulders.
 
   Mark helped Missy remove the coat and when she stepped out, wearing her full dress grey uniform, that received even more oohs and aahs from Alice.  This was the first time they were visiting Missy and seeing her in uniform.  Alice couldn’t contain how excited and impressed she was and it was several minutes before Missy was finally able to get her to stop babbling on and on.
 
   After getting settled in a convenient corner where they could relax and enjoy the visit, they talked for several minutes, getting all caught up on everything that had happened since the wedding in November.  Alice had hoped to see her over Christmas, but Missy hadn’t gone home then and had never really explained what she and Mike had been up to.  Missy had given her the short version during some earlier phone calls but Alice now insisted on hearing some further details.
 
   Missy had already shared how she’d been out of the country on a special assignment, helping her government friends, and now she explained how she really just couldn’t say that much more about it.  Mike had been with her, of course, so it was a special adventure.  Alice finally accepted the fact that Missy couldn’t divulge any government secrets but she continued to question her.  “Were you doing secret stuff over there as a cat?  Or, as a witch?  I still can’t get over how you’re a witch, you know.  It was exciting enough just seeing how you can become a mountain lion.”
 
   Missy laughed and said, “A little of both, actually!”
 
   “Mark and I understand how your friend Tracy can supposedly throw lightning bolts but we still aren’t sure just what you can do … besides healing people and all that mental telepathy stuff with Mike.  And, sending out those energy pulses the way you sometimes do.”  Alice giggled.  “I’m betting there’s lots more.  Right?”
 
   Mark said, “Stop badgering her, Alice!  But, speaking of Tracy … John has now gone completely gah-gah over her.  I can’t have a normal conversation with him anymore.  He can’t stop talking about her … it’s Tracy this and Tracy that … clearly, he’s obsessed.  Or, should I say bewitched?”
 
   “Ha, ha, very funny.  Stop with the witch jokes.  And, Tracy has been driving her new roommates crazy down here with all her stories about my brother.  The outrageous things he’s been writing in all those emails he keeps sending her … but, enough about those two lovebirds.  Tell me how all the Roseanne Fund girls are doing and how you’re getting along with Marchitto.  Is Ben giving you all the cooperation and support you need?  Any problem getting things done?”
 
   Alice said, “Ben has been the perfect gentleman, always anxious to take care of anything I want and never questioning whatever I decide to spend money for.  Those psychologists and psychiatrists that I’ve arranged for?  Not a problem.  And, when I mentioned how a few of the girls were having problems with some family members who wouldn’t leave them alone?  Well … let’s just say those aren’t problems anymore.  It’s amazing how having a couple of goons show up to explain things can make all the difference.”
 
   “I had no idea about that, Alice.  So, there’s been some mob intervention?  In addition to merely arranging for college prep funds and assistance from various social service organizations?  You’re saying there also are threats being made?”
 
   “It’s sort of funny, actually.  These girls, and now most of their mothers and sisters … they all think of me as this crazy mob lady.  I’m crazy because I show up and pay for things and, since I’m married, then I must be an old lady.  That’s what these teenage girls think, anyway.  And, if there’s any problem with some guy trying to molest any of these girls?  My mob buddies suddenly show up and scare the crap out of them.  So, obviously I’m connected.  Even the social service organizations all think I’m with the mob, since it’s no secret that’s where all the money comes from.”
 
   Missy studied her friend and then glanced over to look at Mark as well.  “Alice, are you okay with doing this?  I mean, I never meant to compromise your reputation or … well … you know.”
 
   Mark laughed and said, “Relax, Missy.  Alice loves doing this.  She now plans to make it her life’s work.  She’s independently wealthy, thanks to you, and doesn’t need to ever get a job working for anyone.  She doesn’t care about her reputation.  Doing this?  Helping girls who otherwise might suffer the way she did?”
 
   “It’s true, Mark’s right.  You had me meet with each of these girls.  And, almost every one of them was running away from some abusive situation at home.  Mostly, it was being raped and forced to have sex.  That’s why they were willing to sign up for what those guys in New York were promising them.  Of course, they didn’t know they were being sold as sex slaves, and I haven’t told them about that.  But, they do realize now how this Roseanne Fund thing is really saving them.  Especially since they don’t have to do any more sex just to get by.  They really were pretty messed up, at first.”
 
   Missy asked, “But, are they really being helped, Alice?  I hate to think these girls are only going to end up in trouble anyway, addicted to drugs and maybe still selling themselves no matter what.”  She could still vividly recall how burned out Roseanne Gonzales had been.  Then, her father Tony had arranged to have her killed.  It would always bother Missy that, perhaps, that might never have happened if she had not interfered.  Of course, then Alice would have continued to suffer, so there really hadn’t been any alternative.
 
   “That’s what has me so committed, Missy.  These are really just kids … I do feel like an old lady now, dealing with them and the situations they’re in.  But, they’re all free from any drugs … apparently, that was one of the requirements.  In order for them to get their special assignment, they had to pass the drug testing.  Can you believe it?  Special assignment … that’s what those asshole mobsters in New York told them they were getting.  At any rate …”
 
   Mark interrupted to say, “Alice has her heart and soul in this project now.  She knows she probably can’t save them all, but she sure wants to.  And, they have sisters and friends … the word has been getting out.  It’s a good thing there’s that extra million dollars in that fund to play with.  Alice has already arranged for several more girls to get some help.  This is definitely one of those ‘drop a pebble in the water’ kind of things.”
 
   Alice said, “I know you wanted to arrange for their education, making Sal D’Amato pay for college and everything.  But, it’s all the other things we’re doing for them now that are making the real difference.  The social services and psychologists.  The freedom from being abused.  And … well … and me, too, I guess.  A lot of these girls really opened up once they understood why I was able to relate to them.  How I was a victim for three years … “
 
   Missy said, “I get it, I do.  So, you really are thinking of making a career out of helping victims like these girls, huh?”
 
   “Absolutely!  Mark’s studying all about how to manage our money, make investments and take care of all the business stuff.  I’m now majoring in Human Services and Psychology.  And, what I really want is to continue being that crazy mob lady when I graduate.  I’ve already talked to my Mom about her maybe giving some money to the Roseanne Fund, as a tax write-off.  And, Susan is willing to help out.”  Dr. Susan Thomas was the psychologist who had helped Alice with all the sexual healing and recovery she’d eventually made, after Missy had intervened and stopped any further sexual abuse by Tony.  It was actually Missy who had arranged for Susan’s help, which only added to how much Alice felt indebted to Missy.
 
   Missy said, “I’m quite certain our mob buddy Sal might find it in his best interest to continue contributing.  Doesn’t every mob organization need a tax write-off?  Maybe I should visit the other New York families as well … “
 
   Alice laughed.  “You’re too funny, Missy.  But, if the other families learn there are real witches, then maybe Sal won’t be so concerned anymore and you’ll lose all your leverage.  You should see how nervous Ben gets whenever I start hinting about all the supernatural mayhem which might be in store for him and Sal.”
 
   “True, true.  I can’t save the world, boil the ocean, or intimidate every criminal organization on the planet.  Oh, well!”  Missy giggled.  “But, you be careful with Marchitto … it’s okay for folks to think you’re a crazy mob lady … just don’t actually let any of those bastards get close to you or compromise you in any way.  Watch whatever you say and always assume every conversation is being recorded.  I don’t want to be begging my FBI buddies not to prosecute you for crimes that might actually get committed.  You know.  In case your mob buddies decide to do more than just scare the crap out of people.”
 
   “Oh, I know, I know.  That was the first thing I thought about when I heard that was happening.  But, in all my discussions with Ben, I never even hinted that he should do anything.  I don’t even come out and directly say anything about you either.  It’s actually more fun to be vague about you and what you can do.  I don’t think the FBI can arrest me because I hint around about ‘all the strange things on heaven and earth’ … after all, I’m merely misquoting Shakespeare, right?”
 
   -----
 
   Feb 3, 2019
 
    
 
   Tracy was visiting Missy and, when Sally stepped out to visit one of her friends on the swim team, they had the room to themselves.  That also provided Missy with an opportunity to confront Tracy about her recent escapades with John.  She could scent they’d obviously been together again.
 
   “Are you sure it’s safe to be shacking up with my brother so much?  You guys are like rabbits, doing it all the time now.  How do you manage that, anyway?”  Missy pretended to be upset but she was actually delighted.
 
   Tracy could see through the fake concern and laughed.  “Mrs. Fargarson and I have become co-conspirators.  She thinks it’s hilarious and she really likes John, so whenever he can get down and I have Walking Privileges?  I sign out to go visit with my fencing coach.  He really likes me, of course, and he likes John as well.  But, he has no clue that his wife keeps dragging him out for these last minute things just so John and I can have a couple hours to romp and play in their guest room.  We’re always quietly watching TV when they return.”
 
   “You’re incorrigible, Tracy!  Romp and play, huh?  That obviously is what John is saying … lately, I’m starting to recognize more and more of his favorite expressions whenever I listen to you talk.”
 
   “Oh?  Really?  You mean, things like how cadet life is merely mired in monotonous moody mysterious mischief mixed mildly with moderately merry misanthropy?”  Tracy broke out laughing and Missy quickly joined her.
 
   Missy said, “That had to be in one of his emails, right?  I can’t believe you bothered to memorize it.  But, maybe now I can understand why your two roommates keep complaining.  I’d ask what else he’s been saying in those emails but since I’m sure it’s much too X-rated for my sensitive ears … you do know how easily all my enhanced senses will get completely overwhelmed, right?”
 
   “Oh, please!  What I’m remembering about all your enhanced senses is how you once told me you can feel pain and pleasure in ways that go way, way beyond anything the rest of us mere humans might experience.  At the time, I thought you were explaining why you allowed all those broken bones you used to get, sparring with those huge guys back in high school when you were doing mixed martial arts and stuff.  You told me you learned to block the pain and continue, no matter what.  Then, you would heal so fast it didn’t really matter all that much.”
 
   “Well, that’s all true, Tracy!  I have all these compartments in my mind …”
 
   Tracy rushed to continue, and said, “What about with Mike?  I’ve only now started to realize how pain and pleasure … well … how sometimes … you know!”
 
   Missy laughed and shook her head.  “You’re not really asking me about my orgasms are you?  Not while you sit there, with my brother’s scent embedded so deeply in every pore of your body that … well … you know!”
 
   “Well, let’s just say I’m not all that concerned about any of your delicate sensitive enhanced senses, Missy!”  Tracy was thinking how, just that afternoon, what John had made her experience during that last orgasm was almost more than she could stand.  She didn’t really want to imagine what could possibly be even more pleasure than that.  With a huge sigh, she looked at her fellow witch and tried to remember why she’d stopped by.  She hadn’t intended to discuss John or anything about how wonderful her orgasms were.  Or, Missy’s orgasms.  But, sex … sexual harassment … sexual predators?  Right!
 
   “Missy, what about this thing with Bernhard and the Caesar Club?  Are you really going after these guys?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  I plan to talk to each one of them, one on one.  With no witnesses, so they can’t try to trump anything up or accuse me of anything.  I’m putting them all on notice, as soon as I can manage it.  No more messing with any of the girls here.  Now that I know what they’ve done?  They either play nice or else.  And, I’m not really one to deal with things by merely trumping up some Honor Code violation charge or sexual harassment charge or anything like that.  No, I’m a bit more direct, as you know.”
 
   Tracy said, “That’s what I’m worried about!  If you maybe start castrating these boys, won’t you get in trouble?  Or, have you some other direct punishment in mind?”
 
   “Ooooohh, that’s a great idea, Tracy!  I really should castrate each one of these bastards.  But, no … I’m not going to get myself into any trouble here.  I really am focused on being the best cadet possible and graduating someday, hopefully with honors.”
 
   “But, you do intend to actually punish them, right?  No more giving anyone any demonstrations, merely to impress them with what a badass you are.  Will there be the weeping and gnashing of teeth?  Can I watch?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
   Feb 15, 2019
 
    
 
   Sergeant Chasen was having a few beers with Sergeant Kirk Frele, his counterpart for the cadet company that Missy was in.  He had slowly cultivated Kirk as a friend, ever since agreeing to keep track of her for Marchitto.  Kirk had been quite helpful in his effort to both monitor what she was up to lately as well as with backtracking some of what she’d done earlier.  He’d always been careful not to hint there was any interest on his part but it hadn’t been difficult to get Kirk to talk about Missy.
 
   Frele loved to talk about Missy.  The more beers he had, the more things he had to say about her.  Chasen knew what had really impressed Frele about this girl, aside from her hot, sexy body and exceptional good looks, was how she’d singled him out and had made a point of talking to him about his experience in the Special Forces as a sniper.  Now, as Frele opened his fourth beer, he once again returned to his favorite topic.
 
   “She told me last week how she’s applying for Jump School … there’s a class she’s hoping to get into this June.”  Normally, cadets could only get airborne training during their last two summers but Chasen knew it was sometimes available for plebes provided they could complete the three week course before their four week Cadet Field Training started in July.  “She asks me all the time about what training did I have, did it help me, would I recommend it for an officer, on and on.  She’s even asking if I’ll give her some sniper training.”
 
   Chasen asked, “Jump School?  And, sniper training?  Really?”
 
   “Oh, yes.  Now that all branches are open to women?  She’s determined to get Infantry Branch, then do Ranger School and go Special Forces after that.  She’s gonna someday be Delta Force … can you believe it?”  Frele sipped his beer.
 
   “You think she has a chance?  Being a female?  Seriously?”  Chasen enjoyed baiting Frele.
 
   “She can shoot a pistol faster and more accurately than anyone who’s ever come along before.  Male or female.  It’s unbelievable how she does that.  Others can be accurate … but, this girl has something special.”  Frele took a long sip from his beer and then continued.  “She always has that extra edge, you know?  Soccer, basketball, whatever she’s doing.  I’ve told you about all the stuff she did in high school, right?”
 
   Chasen said, “Yeah, yeah, I get it.  She’s special.  But, she’s only a girl … no big deal, right?”  
 
   Frele took another long sip of his beer and sat back.  “I’m noticing more and more, Vince.  You’ve seen her working out, right?  All those muscles?  Only, they don’t seem all that bulky … just well defined.  The doctor here keeps after her to gain weight, did you know that?  Her body fat is so low the doctor is always writing notes.”
 
   Chasen said, “So, she’s a body builder.  Ripped and shredded.  I get it.  Maybe she’s using diuretics or something.  I’ve heard body builders do that, getting ready for a show.”
 
   “This girl isn’t concerned about any show.  And, have you ever watched her eat?  She eats twice what anyone else eats.  I told you how fast she can be, right?  She even eats fast.  One minute, she has a heaping plate of food … the next minute?  Gone.”
 
   “So, big deal … she makes food disappear?”  Chasen laughed, figuring he’d maybe get a rise out of Frele by ridiculing him.
 
   Frele ignored him and merely continued to ramble on about Missy’s abilities.  “It’s not just all the sports and physical fitness stuff.  She’s getting top grades in all her studies here as well.  Remember how she was gone for those two years?  Then was tutored at home that first year she came back?”
 
   “Yeah, you keep telling me.  She made up all her studies … everything she’d missed … then she returned to school.  All caught up.  Top grades after that, along with lettering in four varsity sports.  Plus all that martial arts stuff she did, winning all those trophies and everything.”  Chasen had listened to Frele rave on and on about her numerous times now and he had thoroughly researched her on his own as well.  “I’m sure that’s why she was accepted here at the academy.”  The more he’d learned about her, the harder it was to guess at why Marchitto and the mob were so concerned.
 
   Chasen figured she must have something on them, something really big, but he’d resigned himself to the fact he wasn’t ever going to find out whatever that might be.  Since she was so busy at West Point, he didn’t see how she could be doing anything now that should worry the mob.  Even if she was in bed with the government, so what?  Whatever it was, things seemed to be all status quo lately.  And, the money was great so if they wanted him to keep track of her, making sure things remained all status quo, he’d keep track of her.
 
   He tuned back in to hear what Frele was explaining.  He was sounding rather drunk now as he described how great a leader she was.
 
   “Her classmates all know … the word’s out on her.  Now everyone’s askin’ … what does Missy think?  What would Missy do?  That’s what everyone’s askin’.  And, more and more, they’re all askin’ her for help.”  Frele opened another beer.
 
   “What kind of help?  I thought you said that was her roommate?  Kelsey’s Korner?  From last semester … right?”
 
   “Oh, this is different … they want her to help influence things.  When you have a problem?  You go see Missy McCrea.  Especially if you’re a girl and your problem is with upperclass cadets.  She gets them to stop.  You tell Missy?  Problem solved.”  Frele began chuckling.  “Half the football team are now on notice … ever since she and Bernhard got into it.”
 
   Chasen asked, “What’s this about Bernhard?”
 
   “Nobody’s sayin’ but there was some incident, a couple weeks back … the rumor is she’s the reason Bernhard maybe had that accident when he got knocked out.  And, she’s been goin’ around … like I just said.  She’s puttin’ guys on notice.  Never any witnesses but a few of ‘em are talkin’ now … and, no one’s willin’ to mess with her.”
 
   This was actually news Chasen hadn’t heard about.  “Are you saying she’s going around, threatening some of the guys here?”
 
   Frele took a big sip, belched, and then said, “No, no … that’s not exactly what I’m sayin’, Vince.  But, she puts ‘em on notice, see?  Mess with any girl and they’re messin’ with her … that’s her message.  And, every fuckin’ one of ‘em is payin’ attention.  She has a lot of friends, so they don’t dare trump up any false accusations they can’t prove.  And, she’s got ‘em all worried … no one’s willin’ to take a chance.  But, enough of ‘em are now talkin’, since she’s put so many of ‘em on notice.”
 
   “And?  What have you heard?”  Chasen was very interested in this.  He hadn’t realized others might have figured out Bernhard and his buddies were covering up whatever had happened that day in the gym.  Or, that she’d been going around, putting anyone on notice.  Perhaps things weren’t quite as status quo as he’d thought.  He’d have to start watching her a lot more closely.
 
   But, he was going to have to wait until some other time to hear whatever it was that Frele had heard.  Kirk was now passed out, snoring peacefully.
 
   -----
 
   Feb 16, 2019
 
    
 
   It was Presidents’ Day Weekend.  Missy and Tracy both had passes and couldn’t wait until their taxi showed up to bring them to LaGuardia airport.  They hadn’t been able to get free the night before, like many of their friends had managed doing, but once they’d signed out that Saturday morning, they were free until Monday night when they’d have to sign back in by seven.  When their taxi pulled up and the driver assured them they’d make their flight, no problem, they began to relax.
 
   Mike and John would be waiting for them at the airport in Manchester, NH, which was only a ninety minute flight from LaGuardia.  From there, it was less than two hours to drive up to the ski resort.  Mike’s sister Michelle would be meeting them there; she and Aaron had insisted on this Mount Washington ski trip to make up for the one Mike and Missy had missed over Christmas.
 
   Tracy asked, “So, since John isn’t really much of a skier and Michelle is only average, then I won’t be all alone out there on the bunny slopes?  But, you and Mike and Aaron will be off somewhere, on the expert trails?”  Having never skied before, she was feeling just a little bit anxious.  She knew how extreme Missy was about all her sports activities and wasn’t sure she wasn’t getting herself in way over her head, in spite of how John supposedly would be right there to hold her hand.  Sort of.
 
   “Relax, Tracy!  I know you’ll do just fine.  You’re going to love it.  And, even better, you’re going to love sitting around the fireplace at night, listening to everyone talk about how much fun they had, how great the meal was, and how it all compares to some of the other trips.  Life just doesn’t get any better than skiing in New England this time of year.”
 
   “Well, I know how much you love the mountains, Missy.  I guess I’ll just have to experience some of that for myself.  And, since John spent Christmas in Texas, it’s only fair I let him enjoy some winter fun that’s close to home for him.  Too bad Mark and Alice couldn’t make it … I was looking forward to seeing more of them.  Mark’s such a good friend for John and I know how close you and Alice are.”
 
   Missy said, “Well, this latest problem came up at the last minute and Alice didn’t feel she could let social services handle it.  She’s so committed now to helping these girls.  And, they trust her.  They don’t trust the system which has failed so often in the past but they trust her.  There’s this friend of a friend who has a sister … well, I won’t go into the details, but Alice says she can get the girl to stay.  But, that’ll only happen if she goes down there and meets with everyone personally.”
 
   “I never realized how many girls run away from home every year, only to end up forced into prostitution or posing nude for those porn sites on the internet or even worse.  What you stopped Sal D’Amato from doing was only the tip of the iceberg, wasn’t it?”
 
   “What we stopped, Tracy … your help was invaluable and I’ll never forget that.  But, you’re absolutely right, it’s a huge problem.  Then, when you combine it with all the kidnappings, the problem is even worse.  My friend Robert Ulrey has so many sad stories …  But, enough!  We’re going to focus on having some fun for the next few days.  Then, we’ll come back here and focus on getting trained and someday joining an elite group.  We’re gonna be officers and we’re gonna be awesome!  We each do what we can do and this is what we witches do!”  Missy’s enthusiasm, combined with the sing song way she uttered that last pronouncement, joking about being witches, really got Tracy laughing.  Missy really could be such fun sometimes!
 
   -----
 
   After a nice reunion with the guys and an interesting drive through snow covered hills during which they enjoyed some takeout food from McDonald’s, they arrived at the resort a little before two.  There was just enough time to get in a little skiing if they hurried.  Since Aaron and Michelle had everything waiting for them -- all the skis, poles, boots and winter gear they needed were right there -- they went right out to the slopes.
 
   Three and a half hours later, well after dark, they finally all returned to the lodge and made plans for dinner.  They agreed to merely dump everything in their rooms, change quickly into some comfortable clothes and return back down to the restaurant where there indeed was already a nice fire going in the fireplace.
 
   When everyone had gathered outside the restaurant once again, less than twenty minutes later, Missy began saying how hungry she was.  Her brother laughed, “What about all those burgers from McDonalds?”  He turned to the others and said, “She had six burgers, guys.  Six!  And, now she’s hungry again.  Jeeezz!”
 
   Missy pouted and said, “They were small ones!  And, we didn’t get any food on the flight up.  Besides, I didn’t eat all the buns … mostly, I just ate the meat.  You know how I need to fuel up when I’m about to go out there and race down the mountain.”
 
   Aaron said, “Yeah, with race being the operative word.  Mike and I couldn’t keep up with Missy the Missile here … and, don’t even ask us to describe what she’s like on those jumps.  Michelle?  How did you and Tracy do?  Was John able to keep up okay?  You girls didn’t scare the crap out of him the way Missy did for us, did you?”
 
   Michelle laughed and said, “I think he did actually fall down a couple times more than Tracy did.  But, we had fun.  Tracy seems to have really good coordination.  I understand she used to take dancing lessons.  And, I’m sure being at the academy is keeping her in good shape.”
 
   “There was nothing at all scary about the way we went down that beginner’s slope.  And, I really did have fun out there.  I want to try the next harder slope tomorrow.  And, I know John only fell down all those times to make me feel better.”  Tracy slid an arm around John’s waist and pulled him in close for a hug.  When he began kissing her, she began kissing him right back with little regard for their surroundings.
 
   “Hey, no public displays of affection, guys!”  Missy giggled.  “You don’t want to start any bad habits here that might carry over to when you’re back at the academy.”  She then grabbed Mike and pulled him close, grinding her hips up against him and lifting her face upwards while closing her eyes and puckering her lips in as flagrant and exaggerated a manner as possible, clearly inviting some decadent, indecent return of affection on his part.
 
   Michelle cried out, “Oh, no!  My brother needs rescue from the Wicked Wench of the West!  Or, from West Point, at least … whatever!”  Everyone cracked up laughing and both Missy and Tracy each took a step back.
 
   Aaron, meanwhile, moved up and began snuggling with Michelle from behind, catching her by surprise.  “Hey, maybe you need to spend a few months away at some military academy, Michelle … I’m seeing some real potential benefits in that!”  Now, all six of them laughed even harder.
 
   Missy said, “Very funny, very funny, guys.  But, I really am hungry now, so let’s go eat, okay?”  With that, she led the way over to the restaurant entrance and asked for a table for six, hopefully one not too far away from the fire.
 
   -----
 
   Three hours later, they all went up to their respective rooms.  Missy was feeling just great, that wonderfully full after a good meal feeling combined with how nicely tired her body felt after going all out on the slopes earlier.  She also was extremely horny, probably because she was ovulating.  It had been exactly two weeks since her period and that had been exactly twenty eight days from when she’d Changed back to her human form over in Afghanistan.  If she wanted to start her cycle over, so having sex with Mike would not lead to any pregnancy, she needed to first be a cat for a while.
 
   While condoms were possibly an option, she really would prefer zero risk.  That was why she didn’t dare use birth control pills … who could say whether or not those would even work for her?  She and Mike had discussed all this and she knew he understood.  Before they could romp and play -- to use the expression her brother liked to use which she’d been joking with Tracy about -- she needed to Shift.
 
   But, after locking their door, Mike turned to her right away and said, “Missy, I know how incredibly turned on you’re feeling right now … it’s really affecting me.  You always affect me, of course, but that little act you did earlier before dinner?  I almost went crazy.  These past six weeks have been difficult for me and I know how horny you’ve been feeling all day … but, let’s try something … something a bit different.  Get naked but don’t Shift right away.  We can’t have any intercourse but, since your libido is right at its peak right now?  I want to try some things.”
 
   “You want to try some things?”  Missy giggled, and began taking off her clothes.  “What sort of things, Mike?  Are you going to be a naughty boy?”
 
   Mike laughed and began undressing.  “Oh, yes!  I’m going to be very naughty and you’re going to relax all your controls and allow me to have my way with you.  When I finally finish having my fun, making you quiver and quake with as many orgasms as I can inflict upon you, then you can Change.  Of course, you might not have enough energy left to do that right away … we’ll have to see!”
 
   Mike’s indecent proposal was so outrageous that Missy was instantly aroused and excited.  He truly had caught her off guard, which was probably the point.  He enjoyed how much pleasure he could make her experience and had obviously thought up this as a new way to taunt and tease and … yes … titillate her in a way she’d never been made love to before.  She would have to wonder what wicked ways he was planning to try things, and the anticipation was already making her wet with desire, as her blood began to race.  Soon, various other places began to pulse and throb, making her ache in ways she’d not felt before.  Ohhh, this was indeed naughty of him!
 
   Mike was only wearing his under shorts which were tented outwards by his huge erection.  Yes, he was enjoying this as well, which only further excited Missy.  She was down to only her bra and panties, which she left on and crawled onto the bed, pulling back the covers.  “Are you going to maybe tie me up, make me helpless and unable to resist the onslaught of whatever naughty things you might do to me?”  She lowered her voice to a husky, sexy level and was clearly begging for him to take charge.
 
   “Oh, you’d love that, wouldn’t you wench!  My sister didn’t realize how accurate she was in calling you that.  Hmmm … let’s see!”  Mike picked up some of the clothing they’d discarded and began tying her hands and feet to the four corners of the bed.  While she could escape any time she wanted to, with her supernatural strength, he knew having these mock restraints were indeed going to be more than adequate.  Missy was now really getting turned on by all of this.  Her eyes were already glowing and he’d hardly even started.
 
   Missy was thoroughly enjoying how her body was reacting to everything Mike was doing to her.  She had always found herself responding to Mike in ways she couldn’t understand but had always trusted … she could truly allow her dual nature, with all her human and animal lusts and desires, to be set free when she was with Mike.  Relaxing her controls and opening herself up to him was always such a special experience.  She then was completely vulnerable and this time, with the way Mike was taking charge?  More than ever!
 
   Once Mike had her staked out on the bed he looked down at her and smiled.  “Playtime!”  He crawled on top of her and began kissing her lips, but moved quickly without allowing her any chance to kiss him back.  He growled and groaned -- they both enjoyed making lots of noise during their lovemaking -- and then began nibbling down her neck while his hands slipped around under her back.  Once he located the clasp for her bra, he undid that, loosened the straps and then he rolled off her, sitting up so he could enjoy her reactions.  He had purposely fumbled with the clasp before releasing it, making a big show out of all this.
 
   Now, he pulled the two bra straps out and began jiggling them back and forth on each side, making her breasts wiggle while still firmly captured inside her bra cups.  “Ooohh, what have we here, Missy!”  Acting as though he’d just discovered something really wonderful, Mike continued to play with her breasts, varying the bra’s pressure and then bouncing them up and down as well as side to side.  Gradually, he began sliding the bra back and forth with longer and longer strokes so the fabric was rubbing her nipples more and more.  These had already become hardened peaks from all this attention, each poking up … proud nipples indeed … with each of her areolas also pebbled.  Missy began moaning and groaning, her body writhing as she tugged lightly at her restraints.
 
   Mike finally removed her bra completely and then cupped her breasts with his warm hands, letting his fingers knead her flesh and torment her nipples.  His own erection was now hard and throbbing, with a huge wet spot on his shorts from all the precum oozing out.  He was well aware of how his own arousal was affecting Missy.  His musky scent was affecting her just as much as all the attention he was paying to her breasts and nipples.  Just to reinforce this, he crawled back on top of her, rubbing and pressing his big, hard chest all over her body, gently crushing her underneath.
 
   Once again he started kissing her and this time his tongue inserted itself into her mouth, demanding … penetrating … his ardor was not to be denied and Missy responded with an ardor that equaled his own.  If anything, she was trying to push her tongue into his mouth with even greater ferocity, as her restraints prevented her from doing anything else.  She did try to wriggle under him, with an obvious attempt at increasing physical contact as much as possible.  She arched her back, flattening her breasts against him with as much force as she could manage, writhing underneath.
 
   Missy wanted to move, her body on fire and desperate to experience more and more of these feelings that were so special and wonderful.  Each of the things Mike was doing to her was heightening her arousal, sensitizing her flesh and making her body react so that whatever he did and however he touched her, the pleasure was almost too much to bear.  Almost.  Only, she craved more and more …
 
   His scent was indeed overwhelming her, as her senses all began to come alive in ways she’d never known possible.  Even the sound of his heartbeat was getting her excited.  And, what was slowly sinking in was her awareness that this exquisite torture was only getting started.  Mike was flooding her with his emotional feelings which clearly communicated how thorough he intended to be and how far he intended to take all this.  As she realized he was just getting started, she gasped.
 
   Mike had always been super sensitive to Missy’s feelings and emotions and, noting the way she now was actually gasping, anticipating what he might do next, he sat back up.  “Time to take this to a new level, Missy.  You know how much I love you, right?  Now, I’m going to show you how much by making you quiver and quake with pleasure.  A promise is a promise, right?”  He laughed and enjoyed the way she stared back up at him, her eyes flooded with gold speckles and glowing, her manner clearly expectant and wondering what was next.  He reached down and grabbed her panties, noting how sopping wet they were from where her female fluids had soaked into them at the crotch.
 
   “Oh, we can’t have these, now, can we?  Hooking his thumbs under each side, he tugged outward, tearing the flimsy fabric and ripping her panties completely away, exposing her now so there was nothing covering her sex.  Missy yelped.  The sensations were indeed delicious and as her tender places began to ache and throb even harder than she remembered ever having them do before, Missy knew the prolonged torment would continue.  Her ultimate release and gratification would be denied for a long time yet, as her Mike continued to “have his way” with her.  She shivered as thrills of excitement went zinging their way throughout her body.
 
   Forty minutes later, Mike finally relented and allowed her to come.  She screamed and her release was so total that her body not only bucked furiously but she also ejaculated, fluids gushing out as Mike simultaneously rubbed her G-spot with his index finger and massaged her clit with his thumb.  He had brought her up to where she was close … oh, so very, very close … on so many instances she’d lost track.
 
   Each time he had managed to find a new and amazing way of getting her there.  And, each time he had known when to stop, denying her the orgasm her body wanted so badly.  Each time, that had led to her climbing to yet greater heights, all her enhanced senses going crazy as she indeed had shivered and quaked with pleasure.  She had begged and pleaded with him, over and over, but he would only laugh; his teasing and taunting had added even further to her misery.  Oh, such sweet misery!
 
   When at last the clenching and convulsions started and her sexual ecstasy began, Missy thought she was going to explode … then, she thought she might dissolve and disappear … finally, after more than a minute had passed with her multiple orgasms continuing to wring further pleasure from her boneless body, she slowly returned from whatever places she’d gone to in her mind and sighed as all the sensations subsided, leaving her spent and satiated.
 
   There were no aftershocks; her body was too numb to even notice them, had there been any.  When she looked up at Mike, she wasn’t sure but she thought she might have blacked out for several moments.  The intensity of what she’d just experienced had been so powerful, she was almost surprised she’d survived.  “Wow!  That was beautiful, Mike … I guess you know that, right?  There are no words for how wonderful you’ve made me feel … but, please … untie me now.  You know I have to take care of you.  I can never repay you, but … hopefully … at least I can do something.”
 
   Missy looked down and could see that Mike was still wearing his shorts, still bulging from his huge erection inside them.  Mike said, “Hey, that was as much fun for me as it was for you, Missy.  Watching your face each time you wanted to come … watching your face when you finally were able to come … if you only knew how exciting that was for me!  I almost came from watching you … I’m sure I’ll go off like a rocket …”  He had untied her while saying all this, and once she was completely free, she pulled him down next to her.  Without a word, she tore his shorts away and grabbed his huge male member with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.
 
   “Let’s just test this off like a rocket theory, okay?”  Missy laughed and then she slid as much of him as she could manage, inserting him into her mouth and taking him deep into her throat.  Not surprisingly, Mike was correct and, soon after she began bobbing up and down, he quickly went off like a rocket.  Missy was so focused on her enjoyment of making him come that she continued to suck and swallow, long after his monstrous manhood was completely flaccid and no longer monstrous at all.  She had drained him dry, at least for now.  And, she had enjoyed every drop.
 
   She paused and shivered … she looked up at Mike and could see he was now relaxed, already drifting towards sleep as his sexual bliss and contentment washed over him, now that his release had also been achieved.  She climbed up, entwining her body and limbs with his, while pulling the covers over them both.  A minute later, they both were sound asleep.
 
   Two hours later, Missy awoke.  Her Mike was snoring quietly beside her and the feeling of well-being, having him there and physically with her, was one she knew she could only have with him.  He made her complete and fulfilled all her needs.  The happiness this suddenly caused her to feel made her begin to weep.  She wept shamelessly for several minutes, clinging to Mike with an abandonment of all other thoughts and feelings.  All she could do was experience Mike, in every way possible with all her enhanced senses and she finally drifted back into slumber land herself, more content then she’d ever been before.
 
   When Mike woke up that next morning, he could still feel something stirring his emotions.  Missy was asleep, and not filling his mind with her thoughts, not flooding him with her energy, but nonetheless … he knew she was affecting him.  Oh, how he loved her!  Sighing, he gently prodded her until she was awake.  “Hey, beautiful … wanna show me how you can turn into a cat?”  He figured she would indeed enjoy the chance to be a cat, even if only for a little while.  And, of course, he certainly intended to make love to her human form, once she Changed back.  He was thinking perhaps the missionary position might be nice for this next time … it had been awhile since they’d used that one.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nineteen
 
   Feb 19, 2019
 
    
 
   “We’re ready to leak all this to the public.”  General Blake looked at the other twenty or so members gathered to review progress on Campaign Angel’s Wing.  “As you can see, our satellite images along with the photos from our drones … these all clearly show there’s a base there.”  He used his pointer to designate areas on the map which were now being displayed.  “And, the CIA has now provided enough info to prove this is definitely a Taliban base … one that’s protecting several known al Qaeda terrorists.”  He clicked his controller and first one chart and then a second chart was displayed.  He’d already gone through these charts in his presentation and was now merely bringing them back up to go along with his summary.
 
   “And, you think allowing the media to run stories on this will garner enough support around the world that we can expect the Afghan government to eventually ask us for help?”  Deputy Secretary of State Ted Hanson was clearly skeptical.
 
   Charles Winword from the CIA said, “Oh, they want our help, Ted.  That’s not the issue.  But, as things stand today, they can’t officially invite us to conduct any military direct actions or provide anything beyond the limited resources in there now, all supposedly to train, advise and assist.  But, running stories about Taliban kidnappings and al Qaeda terrorists, operating right there within striking distance of Kabul?  Stories that can’t be denied as rumor or false propaganda?  We have the documented proof, now, and that should make all the difference.”
 
   General Blake added, “This won’t be any invitation to increase our forces … or, NATO forces either … there’s still way too much opposition both at home and around the world for any of that.  But, allowing us to send in a few of our commandos?  Maybe some Seals and Special Forces teams?  Allowing them to not just be sitting around over there but to actually go operational?  Yeah, we think that’s how this will play out.”
 
   Hanson said, “Why don’t we keep everything secret from the public.  It’s okay to share most of this info within our own forces and government leaders but …”
 
   “Once we do that, it’ll all leak out anyway.  We want to control this and stay ahead of it.  Ever since those German engineers were released, the media have been spreading all kinds of stories.”
 
   The Secretary of Defense listened to the debate for another twenty minutes but, as he concluded the meeting, he sided with General Blake and Winword.  “Go ahead and get this out.  Let’s see if we get invited in the way we’re hoping for.  There’s really no down side … if we don’t get any official invitation, we probably can still manage going operational.  Let’s get some teams ready along with whatever support they might need.”
 
   It was agreed to schedule the next CAW review meeting sometime before the end of March.  By then, reaction to news about the Taliban base would hopefully have generated enough concern that any future actions by the U.S. would be viewed favorably, with or without any official invitation from the Afghan government.
 
   -----
 
   Feb 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Cadet Quigby finally managed to approach Missy where no one was watching.  She was returning to the barracks after a basketball game but, having lagged behind her teammates, she was alone.  She was also pissed as this was a loss, one that might prevent the team from getting into the playoffs.  Since it was a home game, her team had been optimistic and confident … perhaps a bit too much so; there had been several costly mistakes and then they’d run out of time.
 
   Missy scented Quigby as she entered the barracks and that didn’t improve her mood.  She was not looking for any of his bullshit or for any crap from his Caesar Club buddies either.  She prepared herself for being confronted and walked forward, eyes straight ahead at the prescribed 120 steps per minutes, arms moving purposely -- all in perfect “ping” movements as required for plebes -- and when she executed a “square” corner, abruptly turning ninety degrees, there he was.  She stopped and pretended to be surprised.
 
   Quigby said, “Cadet McCrea, can I have a private word with you?”  He looked around, obviously checking to be sure no one else was nearby.
 
   “Yes, Sir!”  Missy stood at attention and waited patiently.
 
   “Relax … I’m not looking to cause problems.  I’m actually hoping to avoid them.  By the way … I notice you stopped … you know … touching my leg every time.”  For whatever reason, he no longer would feel pressure whenever she was anywhere near him.  That had stopped right after the incident with Bernhard.  He suspected it might be related but wasn’t really sure.
 
   Missy smiled and, just to show him she indeed could still do it, she applied a momentary pressure to his left thigh once again.  He winced and she said, “You mean, like that?”
 
   Shaking his head back and forth, as though he didn’t know what to make of her, he said, “Yeah … like that.  Damn.”  He stared at her, clearly unsure of how to continue.
 
   Missy was certain now that he was not planning to mess with her and she relaxed.  “Hey … I’ve stopped.  Really … I wasn’t planning on doing that anymore, Ron.  I’ve noticed that you’ve stopped … you know … harassing any of the girls here.”
 
   Her wording actually brought a smile to his face.  He knew she was messing with him now and he relaxed a bit.  “I guess I really should be thanking you, Missy.  I don’t know how you healed my leg like that.  But, you told me to get over it.  It’s taken me awhile … I realize you meant that about a lot of things … and, I’ve also realized a few other things now.”
 
   Missy noticed he was making a huge effort to not look at her tits but was actually noticing them in spite of all his good intentions.  Well, she knew she did have nice tits.  Since she was wearing her heavy sweater, returning from the game with her basketball uniform underneath, she was guessing it was his imagination that was causing him to be so aware of her breasts.  There really wasn’t much that he could see, with her sweater covering her up the way it did.  “What things, Ron?  You said you wanted to maybe avoid problems.  Does this have anything to do with the Caesar Club?”
 
   “Shit!  Sorry … ah, yeah.  I guess you know about the club, huh?”  Quigby hadn’t expected her to even know about the so called club.  From the way she bluntly asked about it, he was pretty sure she knew what the name really meant.  Her next words confirmed it.
 
   “Seize her, squeeze her, hump her and dump her?”  Missy knew he was uncomfortable and couldn’t resist.  “Really, Ron?”
 
   “Look, I admit that I’ve been against women in the military.  But, I thought those girls that our club was playing with … I thought they wanted what they got, okay?”
 
   “Really, Ron?”  Missy’s expression clearly showed how distasteful she viewed that thought, and he actually winced.
 
   “Hey, girls come onto guys all the time!  Especially the big athletes here …”
 
   “Don’t even start trying to justify it, Ron.  Maybe a few of the girls might do that.  But, your club was taking advantage, handing out demerits even when they weren’t deserved, constantly harassing certain girls.  Then, if a girl was stupid or weak or unlucky enough to get compromised, she was forced to either give in or get out.  Several girls ended up getting out anyway, even after giving in.  Your buddies Bernhard and Gosselin and a few others?”
 
   “Stop!  Okay, okay.  I know.  But, I truly didn’t know it then.  They had me join their club because they knew I wanted to force girls to leave the academy.  But, I never was part of forcing any girls to have sex or any of that other stuff.  I thought the girls who were doing that were sluts.  I thought they wanted to …”  He stopped, knowing how weak his excuses were sounding.  “Look, I admit I was stupid, okay?  But, I didn’t know what was really going on.”
 
   “Why are you telling me this?  You want a free pass?  Sorry.”
 
   Quigby studied her for a moment.  “No, I wasn’t here to ask for anything, Missy.  I just wanted to warn you, that’s all.  I figure I owe you one.”
 
   “And, once you warn me, we’re even?  Is that it?  Gee … if only I had a warning for every broken leg I’ve fixed …”  Missy started laughing.  She could see he was truly contrite and she actually believed him about being ignorant concerning the girls that the club had taken advantage of.  He was so blinded by his own hang-up’s, with all his beliefs about women being such a big distraction, that he indeed might have believed every girl who was willing to have sex with anyone was a slut.  “Hey.  I believe you, Ron.  I’ll stop with the jokes.  I’ll even give you that free pass you’re not asking for.  So, what’s this warning, anyway?  Are the boys going to try and maybe rape me?  Again?”
 
   “They tried to rape you?  Is that why …”  His surprise was genuine and Missy believed him.
 
   “Well, maybe they would have stopped at some point.  Maybe.  But, I didn’t bother waiting to see what was gonna happen next.  Once Bernhard started squeezing my tits, with his buddies standing there … watching?  Waiting for their turn?  You know?  I decided I didn’t want to find out if they’d stop.”
 
   “Wow, Missy!  I had no idea.  And, I warned them, too.  I told them not to mess with you; that it wouldn’t end well.”  He stared at her and there was some respect in his eyes now.  “So, you were only defending yourself?  That’s not the way the guys are telling it.  And, the reason for my warning?  They’re planning something for you.  They stopped discussing it when I came over … after what I’d said about you earlier, warning them to just leave you alone and everything?  They’ve been leaving me out of most conversations now.”
 
   “But, you obviously heard something.  And, I’m sure you know I’ve put each one of them on notice, right?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  Everyone’s been talking about you, Missy.  But, no one can prove you’ve said a damn thing.  And, even if there were witnesses?  It’s not really so much what you’ve said, but what you’re not saying.  You really are a clever one, aren’t you?  Getting each person alone and confronting them with whatever the hell it is you’re saying.  It’s not as though you’ve made any threats … or, at least none that anyone will admit to.  But, if anything happens again?  They all know it’ll be you they’ll have to deal with.”
 
   Missy had indeed confronted many of the upperclass cadets, one at a time.  For some, like those who were gay but in the closet about it, she merely had made it known that their little secret was safe with her.  Since she could name who they’d been having sex with, it didn’t matter whether or not she could prove anything.  They knew that she knew and that was enough.  Likewise, for those who were having consensual sex with plebe girls?  That was a no-no which could get them in trouble.
 
   For some of the guys, it had been enough for her to just name the plebe girls they’d been harassing.  Knowing those girls were now all talking to Missy?  It was just as Ron had said; they were now on notice and would have to deal with her if there was any further harassment.
 
   And, finally, there of course were those who were not going to listen; they were okay with knowing she was in their way.  Missy knew she would have to deal with them at some point.  Not surprisingly, they were all Caesar Club members.
 
   Quigby was still talking.  “After whatever it was you did to Bernhard?  Plus all the other crazy things everyone knows about you?  Not to mention all the friends you have.  You’re rather an intimidating person around here, Missy.  Most of the guys really just want to get through all of this, graduate from the academy, and get their assignments as Army officers.  You pose a huge threat.  They don’t want any part of you.”
 
   “Good!  That means they’re getting the message, Ron.  I also just want to graduate someday and get my officer assignment.  But, you know all the zero-tolerance policy bullshit here concerning sexual harassment?  Well, my zero-tolerance policy isn’t bullshit.  You can warn your friends again.”
 
   -----
 
   Feb 23, 2019
 
    
 
   As the two upperclass cadets walked out of their room, Sally smiled over at Missy; miraculously, they’d once again managed to pass inspection.  These SAMI’s -- Saturday AM inspections -- were always a pain in the ass.  For the past three weeks, however -- ever since Missy had put so many cadets on notice -- it was obvious that their room was now a special target.  Since there’d been no SAMI the week before because of the holiday, today’s inspection had been especially thorough.
 
   Shoes and boots had to be polished to a shine that was brighter than bright, then arranged all in a row from tallest to shortest, left to right.  Their beds had to be tight and their closets had to be perfect, with uniforms displayed on evenly spaced hangers and garments folded and displayed in the drawers below exactly according to regulations.  Each bra had one cup tucked inside the other, clasps and straps tucked inside, cup opening down.  Both girls had long ago found creative hiding places for any female items, such as tampons or pads, as it was simply much easier than dealing with any possible comments or criticism they might get otherwise.
 
   “You know, I love the fact that having you as my roommate means I don’t get harassed any more when I’m out and about.  But, I hate the fact that having you as my roommate means my room is ground zero for these assholes, looking to bomb us with demerits.  Being around you can be toxic, Missy!”  Sally laughed and Missy did also.
 
   Missy said, “We were perfect today, though … no demerits.  They know better than to try writing us up for anything that’s not a valid demerit.  They know whatever they get me for now had better be legitimate, since I now have so much visibility.  Don’t forget that.”
 
   “Well, true.  You do have your friends in high places.  And, thanks for getting rid of my dirty laundry at the last minute.  Where did that end up, anyway?”
 
   Missy giggled.  “You know that women’s locker over in second platoon?”
 
    Just then Tracy appeared at their door, which was still open.  “Guess what, guys?  My application for Jump School got accepted.  I’m hoping yours did too, Missy.  Maybe we can be roommates again, huh?”
 
   Missy logged into her computer, which she hadn’t bothered doing yet because of the inspection.  “Hey, me too!  This is great!  Don’t ya just love it when a plan comes together?”
 
   Sally said, “You and your plans.  Ha, ha.  I guess I’m not surprised that you want airborne training, since you seem determined to be all you can be and be Infantry.”  She looked at Tracy and asked, “Why do you want airborne … is it just to be with Missy?  You aren’t planning on any combat arms branch are you?”
 
   “Oh, it’s more than just being with Missy, although you know how fun that’ll be.  I’m thinking it will be good to get my wings, for later.  I’m hoping to be a helicopter pilot.”
 
   “Really?  Black Hawks?”  This was news to Sally, but Missy obviously knew all about it.
 
   “Actually, I’m hoping for Apache gunships.  And, I’m really hoping I can be the gunner.  I love to shoot stuff and blow things up.”  Tracy actually felt drawn to this, since it was somewhat similar to what she did with lightning bolts, but only Missy and her mentor Millie knew that.  She hadn’t even discussed it yet with her parents.  Or, with John.
 
   “Holy shit!  I thought Missy was the only one who loved shooting stuff.  Did you hear she’s asking that Sergeant Frele if he’ll give her some sniper training?”
 
   Tracy laughed.  “Of course … I even agreed to do that with her.  She can’t go out there all alone, the only female … you know how this place is.  I may not be on the rifle team like Missy but I did qualify expert during Beast.”
 
   “That’s right, I forgot how you grew up on Army bases and how you got all that training from your Dad before you even arrived here.”  Sally had gotten to know Tracy, along with several of Missy’s other friends, quite well; she found she fit in comfortably with that group and was very happy with how the second half of her plebe year was going.  She was happy with how her swimming seemed to be going, as well; she had now done better than all of her earlier personal best times.  “How are things going with Missy’s brother?  I hear you and Missy had a great time last weekend.  Missy said her brother even let you leave the room for part of the time, so you could do some skiing.”
 
   Tracy said, “Ha, ha, ha.  She’s in no position to be making fun of my relationship with John.”
 
   Missy giggled and said, “It’s not the relationship that I’m making fun of … just all the sex.  My poor brother … the girl won’t leave him alone.”
 
   “Hey, you can’t have it both ways!  First you say your brother wouldn’t let me out of the room and now you’re suggesting that I wouldn’t leave him alone.”  Tracy looked at Sally and added, “Besides, you should have seen how she and Mike looked at breakfast Sunday morning.  Late Sunday morning.  And, you know how she is about being late for any meals …”
 
   Sally laughed.  “Oh, I don’t think you need to say anything else, Tracy.  I’m getting a very clear understanding now.  And, here I was thinking it was the skiing that had sapped all her strength when she came dragging her ass back in here last Monday.”
 
   Missy protested, saying, “Hey, there was no sapping of strength or dragging of ass …”
 
   “Riiiiight … merely some delayed post-coital bliss, then.”  Sally laughed; she always enjoyed poking fun at Missy, especially about her sex life, which Missy had been very open about.  She and Tracy both, for that matter.  She envied the two of them, since all of her experiences with guys had been rather disappointing.  “Since you two harlots have been bang-banging so much, I don’t suppose you’ll bother going to the dance at Cullum Hall tonight.  Not that it matters that much.  Those of us wearing dress grey won’t be much competition for all the bimbos from St. Mattress.”
 
   Whenever there was a cadet dance, the girls from nearby Mount St. Mary’s College were certain to show up.  As were girls from several other local colleges.  Since they would be wearing attractive clothing, all dolled up with hair and makeup and jewelry to emphasize their femininity, that made it difficult for the female fourth class cadets to attract any fourth class males.  And, of course, upperclass males were off limits.
 
   Missy said, “Actually, I’m looking forward to it.  I don’t have a game or a match, so I’m free and available.  I figure if I put myself out there, maybe I’ll get lucky and those assholes will make a run at me.”  Missy had briefed both girls on the warning she’d received from Cadet Quigby.  She was surprised the Caesar Club guys hadn’t already attempted anything.  Whatever their plan for her might be, she figured she’d soon find out.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty
 
   Feb 23, 2019
 
    
 
   Cadet Kion Gosselin had been wondering if he’d ever manage to get his revenge on Cadet McCrea.  There just hadn’t been any opportunities for what he and Chris Bernhard had in mind for her.  She hadn’t really been alone since that incident in the gym when she’d knocked Chris out cold and then had somehow been able to sit up and thrust that barbell out at him.  Un-fucking-believable!  Yeah, he’d known the hot sexy redheaded bitch was one strong, muscular, freaky athlete but still … it must have been one of those cases of superhuman strength like the ones he’d read about where people could sometimes lift cars up when it was life or death.  The things that were possible for the human body from that shot of adrenaline they’d sometimes get …!
 
   He had to admit, the girl had been very quick to react.  And, something had definitely happened to her -- he could still see how her eyes had changed -- only he didn’t think it had been fear that had triggered her actions.  No, she hadn’t been afraid of them, in spite of the way Chris had been squeezing her tits and leaving no doubt as to just what his intentions were.  She’d known they had her trapped and, once they were finished with her, it would have been her word against all of theirs as to what had happened.  Yet, rather than showing any fear, she instead had been very confident.
 
   What really had him hating her was how she’d gone around afterwards, with just about every cadet female now ready to report any alleged harassment and many of the guys now worried about that.  What he and Chris had started two years earlier as a secret sex club for those guys they’d invited to join them was now costing him a lot of money.
 
   Gosselin came from a family worth millions and his parents had provided him and his older brother with unlimited funds, as long as they continued to do well in their respective schools.  His brother was the one with all the brains and was now doing great at his post graduate med school.  Kion couldn’t compete with him scholastically but had done well enough to get into West Point.  Being very athletic and an excellent lacrosse player, something his brother was not, had helped.
 
   Back in high school, he had really enjoyed going to his brother’s college fraternity parties.  The wild times, having sex and drinking and having sex, had been quite memorable.  But, things at West Point made enjoying parties like that a bit of a challenge.  Fortunately, he knew how to arrange for girls to attend their parties … like the ones he and Chris held for their Caesar Club.  He chuckled to himself at that name for their sex club, which Chris had come up with.  Really puerile and stupid, which was sort of the point.
 
   While there were plenty of guys who were good at supplying the alcohol, it was his contacts and money that had led to all the college girls, hookers and college girl hookers whom they’d been enjoying.  Especially those college girl hookers; they were the best.  Being able to control membership and run this club had been very satisfying.
 
   Even more satisfying had been getting so many cadet girls to join in the fun.  Last year had been a huge success and the way the guys in his club had managed doing that indeed had been creative.  So many of these girls had arrived at the academy completely clueless and totally vulnerable.  By the second semester, he’d been able to cut way back on how many hookers and outside girls were needed for their club parties since so many plebe girls had ended up participating.  He and Chris had also really enjoyed watching all the videos they’d made.
 
   Now, this year, thanks to that bitch Missy McCrea, he was forced to pay for almost all the girls.  And, many of the guys were grumbling.  Chris had really wanted to fuck that Sally Navarro and was so frustrated at how McCrea had interfered that it wasn’t even funny anymore.  Kion had been very willing to watch him do Missy that day in the gym, and wouldn’t have minded being next in line at all.  He’d have enjoyed watching the other four guys take their turn at her as well.  Too bad she’d stopped all that before it had even gotten started.
 
   But, he and Chris were being patient.  They figured their opportunity would come eventually.  And, they had some very definite plans for just how they’d take advantage of that opportunity.  Having all the money to take care of whatever might be needed was nice.  He was used to controlling things and getting what he wanted.  And, he was really looking forward to getting his revenge.
 
   So, when Chris called him and said it was time to put their plan into action -- especially on this night, when he already had his favorite S&M girls right there and ready for action -- he was quite happy.  “They’re both there?  Hanging around with all the other wallflowers, hoping for some nice stud to maybe ask them to dance?”
 
   Bernhard said, “Kion, our star has risen.  Navarro and McCrea are in there together.  Tonight’s gonna be the night.  You can get everyone we’ve talked about to help us with this, right?”
 
   “Oh, yeah.  They’re all drinking and watching the usual porn flics and then Nadine and Madeline will be performing … nothing like a live S&M sex show to get the boys in the mood.  When we tell them we have something special lined up for an encore, they’ll be thrilled.  Wearing the white robes and hoods will just add to their fun.”  Gosselin thought for a moment and then asked, “Who’ve you got over there to do this?  We’ve been saving those special roofies from Mexico that I gave you, just waiting for this chance, and I don’t want some fuck-nuts to …”
 
   “Relax!  When I heard these girls were at the dance, I personally stopped by the kitchen myself and stayed back there, shooting the shit with the two cooks.  I had to wait for more than an hour, but when the girls finally ordered a pizza with everything on it?”  Bernhard laughed.  “Once their waiter came in with that order, I knew what to do.  I crushed up our magic pills and made sure their pizza had a little extra, you know?  I sprinkled our special stuff on there without anyone noticing.”
 
   “It’ll probably take longer since it’s in the food.  I hope you put enough in there.”
 
   “I hope I didn’t put too much in … they won’t be any fun at all if they’re comatose the whole night.”
 
   -----
 
   Sally looked at her friends and wondered why she was having such a hard time keeping her eyes open.  Suddenly, she felt really tired and dizzy but with such detachment and lack of emotion that she just didn’t care.  She’d only had two beers, the second to wash down her pizza, and didn’t really think she was drunk.  But, nothing mattered anymore.  Then, this nice looking guy pulled her up into his arms and dragged her out onto the dance floor.
 
   Missy was feeling rather sleepy after eating.  She’d had five slices of their pizza, as usual, and watched as Sally began dancing with some guy.  She thought, “Good for Sally; she’s finally getting to dance”.  Then, two guys came up to her and began asking if she’d join them out there.  While she had no desire to dance with anyone, for some strange reason, she didn’t really mind and let them each take one of her arms.  When she stood up, a feeling of extreme fatigue washed through her and she leaned into both of the guys for support.
 
   Ten minutes later, both girls were being helped into the back of a van after being escorted out through a back entrance and practically carried over to where the vehicle was parked.  Sally tried to protest as she began to realize there was something very wrong.  Missy was passed out.  Two guys climbed in the back with them while two other guys closed the van doors and went around to the front.  The van then started up and they were driven away.
 
   Tracy and the others at the dance had been busy and hadn’t noticed when their two friends disappeared.  At first, it was assumed they’d merely gone to the ladies room.  It wasn’t until about twenty minutes later that everyone finally realized Missy and Sally might be gone.  Tracy considered whether or not to raise any alarm but, concerned that Missy might not appreciate that, she decided not to.  Missy could certainly take care of herself and she was sure Sally would be okay, as long as she was with Missy.  She told the other girls that she’d stop by Missy and Sally’s room later, just to make sure everything was okay.    
 
   When Sally next roused herself, she knew things were bad and they were in trouble.  She could see Missy seated on the couch beside her, out cold.  As she looked around, there were several guys all wearing Ku Klux Klan robes and hoods.  Up on a small stage there were two women, wearing some sort of skimpy black leather outfits with masks hiding their upper faces.  Since the outfits allowed not only breasts and nipples to be completely exposed but also genitalia as well, Sally knew this was indeed her worst nightmare come true.
 
   When one of the women went over to a table where she picked up what clearly was some sort of strap on dildo, Sally couldn’t hide how shocked she was.  She hadn’t even noticed herself exclaiming her horror and dismay at this outrage, but the guys all heard her.  One of them came over and grabbed her chin, roughly lifting her head and moving it back and forth, side to side, and then he released her.
 
   “One of our Sleeping Beauties has finally decided to join in our fun, guys!”
 
   On the stage, the woman finished putting on her strap on and picked up a short whip.  “Shall I try to wake up the other one?  Or, do you guys just want me to continue my show without her, for now?”  The other woman on the stage turned around and knelt down, waving her bare ass at the audience and offering herself to her partner.  She was obviously about to either be whipped or fucked, but Sally didn’t want to watch the show or see any part of that.
 
   “Missy, Missy!  Wake up!  You have to do something!”  It took a tremendous effort for her to say anything and Sally found her words were not at all clear; she knew she was mumbling.
 
   Before she could try again, one of the guys began mocking her.  She heard him squeal in a high falsetto voice, “Missy, Missy, save me, save me!”  This was followed by laughter from the others.
 
   Sally tried to move but that was when she noticed her wrists were wrapped in duct tape.  Looking more closely at Missy, she could see that Missy’s wrists were taped like that as well.  She also noted that she and Missy were not wearing their dress grey jackets, which had been removed, along with their shoes.  They did still have their blouses and slacks on but she wondered how long that would last.  It was clear the audience was anticipating that she and Missy would soon become part of the sex show.  This was confirmed by what she heard next.
 
   “Let’s get them stripped down and up on that stage.  We’ve waited long enough.  I don’t care if the redhead ever wakes up.”
 
   She did not recognize the room they were in but sensed it was somewhere on academy grounds, just by how the architecture looked.  The windows were not covered up but she couldn’t see out well enough from where she was sitting to determine where she might be.  She was gradually regaining more and more awareness and looked at each of the guys, counting seven of them.  Great.  She was so screwed.  Especially since Missy still wasn’t moving.  Glancing up at the two women, it was clear they’d be no help.  Obviously, they were being paid to perform and were not at all concerned about any possible consequences.
 
   Once more Sally attempted to move and that’s when she realized she was wearing a metal collar around her neck, with a chain running behind her.  She couldn’t sit forward as the chain immediately grew taut when she tried that.  Again, she studied Missy and saw that she also had a collar on.  Evidently, these collars each had a little padlock on front with the chain on the back; cute.  While her feet were apparently free, there really wasn’t anything she could do.  She had no way of getting up.  When she tried to twist around, someone yanked on the chain, snapping her head back painfully.  The guy doing that was huge … she knew it had to be Bernhard, the big bastard.  No one else in the room was as big as he was and she knew he had it in for her.  Apparently, she was now his.
 
   Up on stage, the woman standing began caressing the exposed rear end of the other woman with her whip, waiting for further instructions.  Then, one of the guys went over to Missy and began loosening her pants.  As he slid Missy’s pants off, he smiled at Sally.  “You two bitches think you’re too good for everyone, huh?  We’ll just have to see about that.”  Next he pulled out a knife and began cutting Missy’s blouse, ripping pieces away until Missy was only wearing her bra and panties.
 
   “Hey, get a load of all the frickin’ scars on this one!  Maybe she’s done some playing around we don’t know about.  Wow!”
 
   “Oh, you could see those in some of her fighter chick photos, remember?  I guess they’re real, huh?  That babe really does like to mix it up.”
 
   Staring at the man holding the knife, Sally became more and more frightened.  These guys seemed very certain they could get away with whatever the hell they had planned and she was beginning to worry they might even kill her.  Only the fact they were wearing hoods made her think otherwise.  Even the women had masks and there’d be no way she could ever swear in any court that she could identify anyone.  Even that asshole Bernhard … no one would ever believe her.  Especially if she and Missy ended up being dumped somewhere afterwards.
 
   There’d be nothing she could prove.  Everyone was wearing gloves, including the two women. There probably wouldn’t even be any DNA evidence … at least, not from any of these guys.  Finding out whoever these women might be was not very likely either; they’d easily disappear without a trace.  As she stared at the ridiculous dildo poking out like a man’s huge erect penis, it all seemed overwhelming.
 
   Then … at last … she heard Missy groaning.  Although she couldn’t see how Missy could help in any way, she did feel a little better.  She’d really come to believe that Missy could do just about anything.  All Missy’s friends certainly seemed to believe that, especially Tracy and Sharon and Kelsey.
 
   Missy returned to a state of consciousness once again.  Her system had completely shut down for a while, since she apparently had ingested some sort of a drug, and quite a bit of it.  But, her system had rejected that, purging itself just as she’d done with any other drug or medication she’d ever received.  She knew she’d feel a lot better if she could Shift, but she was okay without doing so.  She took inventory, first of herself and then of her surroundings.  Sally was staring at her and looked absolutely terrified.
 
   “Hey, Sally … sorry to keep being such a toxic roommate for you.  Don’t worry, though … I’m going to get you out of this.  She took some deep breaths and was easily able to identify the scent of each of the seven guys.  “Hey, Bernhard … what did I tell you about bothering Sally, huh?”  Looking behind her, she smiled and said, “Gosselin, that KKK outfit really isn’t at all flattering.  Was that the best you assholes could come up with?”  She looked at each of the other guys and named them as well.  That caused some nervous shifting of feet as they were rather surprised to have her identify them so positively.
 
   Missy looked at the two women on the stage, who were both staring at her.  “Is that an honest to goodness dildo you’re wearing?  Really?  Do you girls enjoy those fucking things?  Or, should I say … do you enjoy fucking with those things, right?  I can’t say I’ve ever seen one before.  Wow!”  She then actually giggled, which was very disconcerting for everyone else.  Apparently, Missy was not too worried about anything.
 
   The guy she’d identified as Gosselin yanked on her chain, snapping her head back, and said, “You shut the fuck up, McCrea.  You don’t know who anyone here is and nothing you say will ever hold up in any court.  Every man that you’ve just named has an ironclad alibi, in case you’re curious.  So, we want you to be a good little slut and get ready to provide the rest of us with some entertainment.”
 
   Missy looked around and then stared directly at the hidden camera.  “Oh, good.  I see you’re getting my good side for your video … will this be available for the eleven o’clock news?  Or, maybe you won’t want my FBI buddies to analyze it with their voice recognition software.”  She looked at the two women and raised one of her eyebrows.  “You girls are comfortable with having my FBI friends examine this video tape, right?”
 
   Since neither of the women had realized they were being taped, and Missy’s reference to FBI friends was very disturbing, they both decided maybe they’d had enough.  The money wasn’t worth it if they might actually be risking exposure.  The woman kneeling stood up and said, “What’s this about a video?  We didn’t sign up for any of that.  I think we’re finished.  We’re leaving.”  Her friend had removed the strap on and placed that back on the table along with the whip, leaving these with what apparently was a collection of other sex toys.  Both women then moved towards a corner where they had placed some clothes.  When one of the guys started towards them, the woman who had been kneeling earlier said, “Don’t even think about stopping us, guys!”
 
   Gosselin said, “Let them go.  We’ll deal with them later.  We have what we want and don’t need them.”  Glaring at Missy, he said, “McCrea, you’ve really been asking for it and tonight you’re gonna get it.  And, yeah … I’m gonna enjoy watching the video for years to come.  Each one of us will have our own copy and play it over and over and over again.”
 
   Missy watched as the two women walked out and then she once again named each of the guys there.  Then she said, “I’m not interested in whether my accusation holds up in any court or in whether you numb nuts all have alibis.  I know who you are and I’m going to personally take care of each and every one of you.  Is that understood?  Are we clear on that?”
 
   Sally was starting to feel a whole lot easier, in spite of how bad the situation still seemed with them both chained at the neck.  She could tell that the guys were worried now.  Missy wasn’t bluffing and her threats seemed very direct.  The only way they could stop her now would be to kill her, which Sally doubted these guys were willing to do.  Or, at least she hoped not.  She wasn’t too sure about Bernhard and Gosselin.  Maybe Missy was biting off more than she could chew, after all.
 
   Bernhard said, “You’re in no position to be making any threats, McCrea.  And, I think I want to fuck your friend here, with that dildo … while you watch.  Then, we’ll use it on you.  Maybe that will shut you up!”
 
   All of a sudden the atmosphere in the room changed … it was almost as though there’d been a change in pressure … everyone was able to feel it.  Missy’s eyes began to sparkle and Gosselin recognized that she’d looked exactly like that in the gym, just before slamming that barbell into Bernhard’s chin and knocking him out.  Two of the other guys also recognized how her eyes were changing since they’d been in there as well.  One of them said, “Oh, fuck!  She’s gonna do something …”
 
   Missy said, “Chris?  I’ve had more than enough of your crap for one night.  Is that camera still running?  So you assholes can watch this over and over again, for the rest of your miserable lives.”  She looked down at the tape on her wrists and then wrenched her arms apart, shredding the tape.  Then, she reached up and grabbed her collar with both hands and ripped it away from her neck in two separate pieces.  Moving faster than anyone there could react, she immediately reached over and grabbed the collar on Sally’s neck and broke that away, also in two pieces.  Then, she stood up.
 
   She approached the guy who was still holding the knife he’d used on her blouse and said, “Give me that!”  She grabbed his hand, squeezing it until he dropped the knife.  She then hit him across the neck with a karate chop that had him staggering back.  She stooped down, picked up the knife, and then went over and used it to slice the duct tape away from Sally’s wrists.
 
   Gosselin screamed, “Get her, guys!  Get that fucking bitch!”  Bernhard actually did make a try for her, but none of the others did; they were too paralyzed with shock, watching her suddenly free herself the way she’d done, almost effortlessly.  She hammered Bernhard’s nose with the palm of her hand and he dropped, out cold.  She could have easily killed him had she pushed his nose further into his skull.  Instead, she’d merely broken it and knocked him out.
 
   “Nobody leaves this room!”  Missy was ready to pounce on anyone who might attempt getting away and, when one of the guys did try to run, she vaulted over the couch she and Sally had been sitting on and before he’d taken five steps, she grabbed him by the back of his robe and slammed him down onto the floor.  She ripped off his hood and then yanked him up by his hair so the camera was clearly able to record his face.  Then she walked around and began yanking off each of the other hoods, clearly daring anyone to stop her.  When one of them did, she didn’t hesitate and kneed him in the balls.
 
   Two more of the guys tried to grab her, but she exploded into action and sent them reeling from blows delivered by her hands and feet.  She’d spent years sparring with guys back in high school during her mixed martial arts classes and none of these guys were any match for her.  One by one, each hood was removed to clearly reveal all the cadets she’d named earlier for the camera to see.
 
   She saved Gosselin’s hood until last and by the time she walked over to him, he pretty much knew he was done.  He would be getting expelled along with the others unless he thought of something.  Anything!
 
   Missy sensed that Gosselin was desperate and determined … she knew he’d try something at the last moment.  He was now quite ready to murder her and perhaps still delusional about having an alibi.  Yes, she could almost read his mind … if he could only get rid of her, maybe he could somehow save himself.  He pulled a knife out and tried to stab her with it but she quickly grabbed his hand before he could do anything.  She made him drop the knife and then she yanked off his hood as well.
 
   “Sally, why don’t you check for that video camera … see if you can gather that as evidence, okay?  I’ll just keep an eye on each of these idiots while you do that.”  Missy picked up the knife Gosselin had dropped and, now holding two knives, she looked at each of the men.  “Anyone want to test my ability to throw a knife?  I can assure you, I’m as accurate at these distances as you all know I am with a rifle or pistol out on the range.”
 
   Sally spent a few minutes and came back with the video camera.  “Still going, Missy.  I’m sure it captured everything.  No problem.”
 
   Missy realized she was only wearing her bra and panties.  She insisted the guys all sit down on the couch or on the floor in front of it.  Bernhard was still out, of course.  Then, she located her pants and pulled those back on.  Finally, she pointed at the smallest guy and said, “Give me your robe.  I’m tired of you all staring at my tits.  I hope you enjoyed the show because it’s the last one you’ll ever see here at the academy.”
 
   After calling security, using a cell phone that one of the guys had with him, they all waited.  Bernhard regained consciousness just as the security folks were walking in.  When Missy handed them the video camera, she explained that all they needed to do was watch the video.  All their questions would be answered.  She pointed to all the sex toys, still sitting there on the table, and advised that those needed to be gathered up as evidence as well.  Then, she and Sally had to wait for the Security Chief to show up, as his men quickly determined this incident was something he needed to handle personally.
 
   When he arrived, he told Missy that her friend Tracy had reported the two of them as missing.  He was glad to see they were okay and promised to notify Tracy right away as well.  Then, the Security Chief watched the video.  One of his men had conveniently hooked the camera up to a TV brought in from somewhere, so he was able to watch it right there along with all of his team.  It was quite a video and, while it obviously would need to be further reviewed, the story was very clear.
 
   The seven Caesar Club co-conspirators, who would soon become infamously well known as the Caesar Club Seven, were escorted out of the room first.  Then, Missy asked if she and Sally could leave.  While a blood sample might reveal what sort of drug had been used, that really didn’t seem important.  From the video, it was obvious both girls had been drugged so the question seemed moot.  Missy also wasn’t sure her blood would even reveal anything at this point, but she didn’t mention that to anyone.  After a brief discussion, the Security Chief agreed and arranged for two of his men to escort them back to their room.
 
   As she was leaving, she told the Security Chief that she wanted a copy of the video sent to her friend at the FBI, Robert Ulrey.  He’d arrange for the FBI to investigate not only the two women on the tape, who obviously were pros, but all of the other sex pros that Gosselin and Bernhard probably had hired as well.  Since this was apt to be a far reaching federal investigation affecting more than just the seven guys already implicated, she was quite certain the FBI would agree they should have jurisdiction; they then would work closely with local authorities, the academy and the Army.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-One
 
   Feb 24, 2019
 
    
 
   Sally was trying to explain things to the huge crowd gathered both inside and outside her room.  She and Missy had managed to sleep late, having been given permission to do exactly that, but by early afternoon the word had gone out.  The news was too big not to leak and, with what apparently was a huge investigation going on, it hadn’t taken long before it became known that Missy and Sally were somehow involved.
 
   Several upperclass cadets, all in their third year, had already resigned.  Several more were being put on probation.  And, the FBI was there.  Although the academy was certain to do everything possible to minimize media coverage of the scandal, the rumor was that criminal charges might be brought against one or more cadets and that definitely meant the story would be out there.
 
   “We can’t talk about it … we promised.  Please stop asking us for details.  All we can say is we’re okay.  At least, we think we’re okay.”  Sally laughed nervously.  “We’ll be meeting later this afternoon in the Superintendent’s office.  But, we probably won’t be able to talk about it even after that.  There’s an ongoing investigation … you know how it is.”  After several minutes more, the room finally cleared and Sally was able to close the door.
 
   Missy looked at her and smiled.  “Thanks, Sally.  You handled them all just right.  We really are going to have to keep quiet about all this.  I’m sure that’s what we’ll find out at this afternoon’s meeting.  That, and hopefully … as you said … that we’re really okay.  I mean … was I maybe a bit unbecoming in anything I said on that tape?”
 
   “That video is amazing, Missy.  Watching it last night?  I mean … when everything was going on, things happened so fast and all … but, when I saw the video on the TV like that?”
 
   Missy giggled.  “Yeah, I’m in my damn underwear.  Jeeeezzzz!  If that video ever gets out, it’ll go viral for sure!  Maybe I should have destroyed it.”
 
   “Don’t be silly!  That’s our evidence.  It proves we did nothing wrong.  I definitely wouldn’t want to be trying to explain things without that.  Those fuckers would all be lying their asses off, blaming everything on us.  And the sex toys?  Ewwww … we would probably have been accused of who knows what.”  Sally paused and then she laughed.  “Besides, you look great in your underwear, Missy!”  More laughter.
 
   “Have your fun, Sally.  Maybe I should have waited until you were a bit more exposed.  Just to make it really clear what those assholes were going to do to us.  I’m sure their lawyers are already spinning the story a whole different way.  The boys thought we were willing participants, yadda-yadda-yadda.”
 
   “Very funny.  There’s not much chance of that.  You heard what Bernard said he was going to do to me and then to you.  Right before you somehow snapped our collars off and everything.  How did you manage that, Missy?  I’m sure everyone will be asking that.  I mean … how’d you do that?”
 
   Missy said, “You mean, how’d I get those defective collars to come off?”  She stared at Sally for several seconds.  “That’s our story, right?  There really isn’t any other explanation.  Lucky for us they were defective.”
 
   Sally just stared back at her.  Finally, she said, “Yeah, that’s our story.  There’s no other explanation.  Only, I don’t for one minute think there was any luck involved.  Missy, you saved me from a fate worse than death and I can never thank you enough.  I’ll never ever forget how you did that.  I’ll never ever understand how you did that, but I guess I don’t have to.  Just so you know how much I appreciate what you did.”
 
   “Soooo … does this mean I’m forgiven?  For being such a toxic roommate?”  Missy really did feel a small twinge of guilt.  “If I hadn’t gone around, putting everyone on notice, making us targets …”
 
   “Please!  You couldn’t know they’d go after me as well as after you.  Everyone knows you put a complete stop to all the sexual harassment by interfering and making yourself the target.  And, even though we can’t talk about it to anyone?  I’m pretty sure they’ll find out anyway.  You saved all of us, Missy.  And, everyone will know that.”
 
   -----
 
   When they reported in for their scheduled meeting, wearing their dress grey uniforms, there was a large group of high ranking officers and a few civilians already waiting.  They approached the Superintendent’s desk, then stopped four feet away from it and saluted.  Missy said, “Cadets McCrea and Navarro reporting as ordered.”
 
   After he returned their salute, the three star general told them to be “at ease”.  Then, he asked them if they’d be more comfortable sitting down and gestured towards his conference table.  It was obvious that the general wanted them to be seated there, probably so he could keep the meeting as informal as possible.  Missy and Sally went over and took two of the seats, near one end of the table.  The general sat at the other end and several others also took seats, although no one sat next to either Missy or Sally.
 
   The general said, “I’ve watched the video recording showing what went on here last night.  Twice.  I want to apologize to the both of you for what obviously was a terrible ordeal.  You were drugged, here at one of our dances and by cadets attending our academy.  What might have been done to you, had Miss McCrea here not somehow stopped them, is beyond words.  Unspeakable acts by some very sick, depraved individuals.  I’m sorry you were attacked like that and saying it should never have happened just isn’t good enough.  This is West Point and such horrendous evil should not be allowed here, ever, under any circumstances.”
 
   Missy and Sally sat there.  It didn’t seem as though any response was needed or appropriate, so they continued to merely sit and wait.
 
   After a moment, the general asked, “Can you accept not just my apology, but the apology from the entire academy?  This is a very bad day for West Point.  One that I doubt has ever been quite as bad before and I certainly hope will never be as bad again.”  He looked at them with a very sincere expression.
 
   They both answered in unison, “Yes, Sir!”
 
   “Okay, then.  Thank you.  Now, I would like to say that this matter is now closed but, as you know, there will be an investigation that will take quite a bit of time to complete.  The seven individuals who held you in that room have been discharged.  For now, those departures are being reported as resignations.  I am already being told there will be some further resignations.  I’ve also been advised that some criminal charges will definitely be brought, eventually.  Are you both okay with that?”
 
   Again, they both answered in unison, “Yes, Sir!”
 
   “The criminal charges will be processed by the military and you may need to testify at a court martial at some future date.  Again, this is all very preliminary.  But, I wanted to meet with you today.  This is much too important a matter and I don’t want you to think for one moment that anything is being ignored.  You might not hear about things for a few weeks, or perhaps even a few months, and I would like to ask that you continue to keep all of this confidential.  Our public relations department will of course be putting out some information but that will be very minimal for now, since the investigation will remain open, as I’ve explained.  Can I rely on your cooperation?”
 
   Once again, they both answered, “Yes, Sir!”
 
   “Thank you.  This has been a most unfortunate incident and I do hope it won’t in any way detract from your continued progress here at West Point.  My staff tells me you both are exceptional cadets here and, from what I saw on that video, you handled yourselves very well indeed.  Miss McCrea, I understand you have some mixed martial arts experience in your background.  You won an Amateur Women’s Middleweight first place trophy at the World Expo in New York two years ago?”
 
   “Yes, Sir!”
 
   “I guess that explains some of what I saw you doing on that video.  Very impressive.  You were both confident and competent in facing up to those individuals and I commend you.  You and Miss Navarro both.”
 
   “Thank you, Sir!”
 
   “I do have one question, Miss McCrea.  In the video, it shows you removing those collars that were on your neck and on Miss Navarro’s neck.  You snapped them into two separate pieces, almost as though you were breaking apart pretzels.  First yours and then Miss Navarro’s.  And, from the way you handled yourself and spoke to those men?  You somehow knew you were capable of doing that.  Didn’t you?”
 
   Missy waited for a few seconds.  Finally, she said, “Are you asking me if I knew those defective collars would come apart that easily, Sir?”  She really emphasized the word defective.  Then, she waited for him to respond.  She noticed there was a great deal of interest by the others in the room concerning this question.  She looked directly at the general and allowed some of her cat to affect her deep green eyes, which slowly filled with more and more golden specs.
 
   The general stared at her and it was obvious that several things were going through his mind.  Then, he smiled and looked over at one of the officers still standing at the side of the room before looking back at Missy.  “Very good.  Defective collars.  Yes, we’ll make certain that any future references to this subject will all include that.”  Looking once again at the same officer as earlier, he said, “How very fortunate that these two female cadets were able to escape from their tormentors and call security.”
 
   After Missy and Sally were dismissed and had left the room, the general turned and looked at the others still standing there and said, “Why do I get the feeling this isn’t the last time I’ll be hearing things about Cadet Missy McCrea?”
 
   -----
 
   Feb 25, 2019
 
    
 
   The Superintendent called a special session for the entire Corps of Cadets, so after the evening meal they all gathered in Eisenhower Hall.  He explained it was necessary that he personally address them to comment on some recent events, which unfortunately, were bringing to light some very scandalous behavior that certain individuals had been involved with.  He explained how there was a continuing investigation into the matter and that, in addition to the thirteen resignations that had already been announced, it was very likely there would be more.  Several more.
 
   He talked for a few minutes about how important their Honor Code was and how the Army’s policy against all forms of sexual harassment would continue to be enforced at West Point to the fullest extent possible.  He personally would look into any reported incidents and there would be zero tolerance for any inappropriate behavior.
 
   When the lecture was over, and everyone was marched back outside and released to their barracks, Missy and Sally were approached again and again by not only their classmates but by upperclass cadets as well.  While their names had not been mentioned by the general, enough of the circumstances had leaked out so that it was already well known they were the cadets who had been taken advantage of.  The ongoing investigation, both by the academy’s security forces and the FBI, along with the added resignations and some very obvious scrambling by various others, had resulted in quite a turmoil.  Keeping the identities of the “two female cadets who escaped from their tormentors” a secret was not possible.  Too many had heard how Missy and Sally had mysteriously disappeared the night of the dance and some even remembered seeing them leaving.  Since the cadets they were seen leaving the dance with were also cadets that had now resigned, the story quickly got around.  Yes, it had been Missy and Sally.
 
   While details were not being told, it was generally known that something had happened.  Something that had prompted the Superintendent to reinforce how sexual harassment was not to be tolerated.  Since it had not been a secret how Missy had been going around putting folks on notice, connecting the dots had been very easy.  Without knowing what or how she had done it, it was nonetheless now accepted by everyone that Missy had prevailed.  She was a hero.
 
   While there were a few upperclass cadets who were not happy about the way things had evolved, even they could not blame Missy very much.  The Caesar Club Seven had brought disgrace to their academy and no one was accusing Missy of having done anything wrong.  She merely had exposed them and, when all was said and done, all agreed that West Point was far better off without the cancerous corruption which having a secret sex club such as that had represented.
 
   For what her victory meant to all the women at the academy … not just the plebes but the female cadets in all four years … there were not enough words for that or for what Missy had done.  Everyone kept coming up and congratulating her and thanking her, not bothering to ask any questions but merely yelling out their appreciation, while she and Sally slowly made their way back to their barracks.
 
   When they were finally inside their room and Sally closed the door, Missy sighed.  “All that attention is really getting to be embarrassing.  You know I’m not looking for any of that, right?”
 
   “Hey, Missy, you know how special you are to me.  Relax.  And, yeah … I know.  You probably are the one person I’d name as least looking for any attention.  Even though you deserve so much of it.  Please don’t let me get silly or serious, now, okay?  It’s a lot easier when we can joke about how toxic you are than for me to talk about … oh, damn!”  Sally started crying.  “You know ... I love you like the sister I wish I had, Missy.”
 
   That brought tears to Missy’s eyes and she went over and hugged Sally.  “I love you too, Sally.  Best buds for life!”  When she stepped back, her eyes were once again filled with sparkles and glowing yellow gold.
 
   -----
 
   Feb 28, 2019
 
    
 
   “Hey, Vince!  I brought it.  The tape.  My buddy over in security burned a copy for me but you have to promise you’ll never tell anyone you’ve seen this.  And, just wait until you see what my girl does on this tape.  You are not gonna fucking believe it.”  Frele had already watched it three times and couldn’t wait to share it with his buddy Vince.
 
   Chasen backed up so Frele could come in and waved him on into the living room.  “Can I get you a beer, Kirk?”  He’d been expecting this visit, ever since Frele had mentioned how close he was with his friend, who had briefly outlined for him what was on the tape.  The whole academy had been going crazy all week with the scandal.  The resignations were now up to nineteen.
 
   Forty minutes later, after watching it twice, Chasen went into the kitchen and grabbed two more beers.  As he returned and handed one to Frele, he said, “Your girl is way more than anything you ever told me about before.  Way, way more.  How’d she snap those collars, anyway?  What’s your buddy saying about that?”
 
   “Well, the official word is they were defective collars.  But, that’s just bullshit.  My buddy says those were stainless-fucking-steel collars, and no way were there any defects.  No fucking way.  And, did ya see how she took down those guys?  I almost wish they’d tried to see how good she was with a knife.  I bet she’d ‘ve skewered any bastard who tried anything and I’d ‘ve loved seeing that.”
 
    Chasen said, “Seven guys.  And, her in her panties.  Kirk, I doubt we’ll ever see anything else that’s quite as good as what you’ve got right there on that tape.  Let’s play it again, okay?  Or, am I being too lecherous, wanting to ogle her spectacular body while she makes mincemeat out of those assholes?”
 
   Two hours later, after Frele had enjoyed several more beers, Chasen drove his friend home and helped him get inside.  After saying goodnight, he drove back to his own place.  He had already managed to make a copy earlier without Frele noticing, thanks to all the beer he’d kept giving him.  He wasn’t sure whether or not he wanted to send a copy to Marchitto, but he figured it could only help in proving his own worth to the mobster.  And, he couldn’t really see how it could hurt Missy in any way.  No harm, no foul, right?
 
   He was now rather certain that Missy McCrea was more than capable of handling whatever might come along her way, even if it came from the New York mob.  Wow.  No wonder Marchitto had told him to stay out of her way and not mess with her.  He’d admitted to knowing a lot more about her.  And, Chasen was now thinking there was more than just her being in bed with the government that was behind all the concern.  Having seen her in action?  Just maybe the mob really did need to watch their step around her.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   Mar 19, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy and her parents, along with Granddad McCrea, were all in Texas for spring break, visiting with Tracy and her parents.  They had all enjoyed the Plebe-Parent Weekend at West Point which had been really wonderful.  Tracy’s Granddad McGonagle had also been at the academy for that weekend, as had Mike and John.  Everyone had actively participated in all the fun and excitement.
 
   Not only had there been special activities, including a formal banquet and Ball on Saturday, but the visitors had been able to actually see Missy and Tracy’s rooms, their classrooms, meet their instructors and mentors, talk to some of the TAC officers and NCO’s, and get the grand tour.  That tour had even included the Mess Hall which, not surprisingly, Missy had declared as one of her favorite places.
 
   For Missy’s parents, it had been a once in a lifetime opportunity to experience the environment and appreciate all the facilities.  For Tracy’s Dad and Granddad, there was also all the nostalgia factor since they both had graduated from West Point.  So many things had changed and yet so many others had stayed the same.
 
   For Mike and John, spending time with their girlfriends was always special, especially since -- for them -- there was just never enough time for doing that.  While the girls had been required to return to their rooms in the barracks each night while at West Point, now that they were in Texas and finally away from the academy, the guys had them booked into a nice hotel where, as John had explained, they could freely frolic.
 
   Missy’s parents and grandfather were staying at a different hotel, something Missy had insisted on ahead of time.  Yes, she loved having them vacationing nearby but she was just a lot more comfortable with separate hotels.  Her brother John felt the same way.
 
   Tracy, of course, had explained to her parents that she and John were in a committed relationship now and they preferred the hotel.  While there would still be frequent visits at the house, she and John wanted freedom to be on their own.  Spending spring break in Texas was partly to visit them and partly so Missy could get to meet Millie and her coven.
 
   Granddad McCrea had never learned that Missy was a werecat, so everyone avoided any mention of that, whenever he or Granddad McGonagle was around.  But, he had learned she was a witch, with the ability to not only heal herself but heal others as well.  He knew what she’d done for Mike’s sister Michelle.  But, he didn’t really know she had any other supernatural abilities.
 
   Then, when they were all sitting around the night before, enjoying a backyard barbecue at Tracy’s house, the subject of witches somehow came up and he learned how Tracy and her Mom were both witches also.  One story led to another and finally it was Tracy who began comparing her Mom’s telekinesis ability to what Missy could do.  She didn’t have that ability herself and couldn’t really say for sure, but she couldn’t help wondering whether Missy might fully develop that as one of her own powers.  After all, Missy could already crush objects as well as push them away.  Tracy explained she was very interested in what her witch mentor Millie might think.
 
   Tracy’s Mom then spent quite a bit of time with Missy.  But, when the two of them started moving things around -- all by themselves, as if by magic -- Granddad McCrea said he’d seen enough.  Hearing that his granddaughter was able to heal people was one thing.  Suddenly being able to see supernatural things happening right there, before his very eyes?  That was quite another thing.  He and Granddad McGonagle then went inside to continue their reminiscing about being in Viet Nam, fifty years ago.  The more they talked, the more they found they had in common.
 
   Having watched Tracy spend hours that afternoon, playing with her balls of fire and getting a chance to hone her skills as a witch, John was far from bored.  Watching her play with fire always affected him and he didn’t really worry about the why or try to psychoanalyze things.  The more he got to know Tracy, the more he wanted her to be in his life, forever and always.  He looked over at Mike, who he knew felt the same way about Missy.  “Has my sister been getting any cat time?  Tracy’s getting things out of her system, using energy and having some supernatural fun, and I know how Missy can get, if she can’t do that also.  Especially since I hear there was that big scandal at the academy and she was somehow involved.”
 
   Mike looked at John and laughed.  “Somehow involved?  Hasn’t Tracy filled you in yet?  I know Missy has shared all the details with her, in spite of the big gag order she’s under.  Missy says her gag orders don’t apply to me or Tracy, since we’re already keeping all her supnat secrets.  I’m pretty sure that extends to you as well.”
 
   “Well, she does plan to tell me but we just haven’t had the right moment.”  John paused to think of those few moments that might have been opportune but then realized he’d been very quick to distract Tracy and she’d been equally willing to be distracted.  Maybe all the jokes Missy kept making about their constantly having sex whenever possible were accurate.  Of course, those opportunities were far fewer than they both would like and thus not to be wasted.  “She did say the details were not anything she could talk about on the phone or send in any email.”
 
   “The scandal concerns the secret sex club that a number of the guys, mostly third year, had going in there.  For those who were invited to join, the parties were even wilder than anything going on at outside colleges.  Lots of drinking and plenty of sex, with girls from other colleges plus several professional hookers.  Sex shows and videos and you name it.  Sadly, there were a number of female cadets who were forced to join in, for one reason or another.  That’s when Missy got involved.  Once she learned about that, she ran around putting everyone on notice.  If they continued to harass any girl, any girl at all, they would have to deal with her.  That, of course, made her a huge target.”
 
   “Sounds like my sister.  She’s never been able to tolerate any bullying and especially not when any sexual abuse might be going on.  What happened?”
 
   Mike was still trying to get Missy to share more details on that.  “She and her roommate were drugged.  They put something in their pizza.  When Missy woke up, there were seven guys dressed in KKK outfits and she and Sally were next up for the entertainment.  Two hookers were already on stage and one was wearing a dildo strap on.  Missy was down to her bra and panties, wearing a collar around her neck with a chain attached.  One of the guys was literally yanking her chain.”
 
   “Holy shit!  How badly drugged was she?”
 
   “She says her system purged all the drugs and she was okay when she woke up.  When they threatened Sally, she went into action.  But, she knew everything was being recorded and she wanted it all on tape as evidence anyway, so she didn’t Change into a cat or kill anyone or even use any of her witch abilities.  She merely snapped the stupid collar off her neck and then subdued everyone using her martial arts stuff.  Nothing magic or supernatural, other than her strength and speed.  Of course, she’s been able to do all that in plain sight for years now, as you know.  People are amazed at what she does but they don’t start talking about her being superhuman or anything.  They only believe what they can rationalize.”
 
   John had read about the scandal in the papers, but there hadn’t been all that much information.  Only that a number of resignations had been accepted and an investigation was ongoing.  “The papers haven’t mentioned any criminal charges.  Why not?”
 
   “Oh, that’ll come out.  For now, the guys are all being confined to quarters at some Army base, pending court martial, with a big gag order.  The Army can keep it quiet while the investigation’s going on.  Eventually, Missy and Sally will have to testify and the story will definitely become big news.  That might not be for a few months, though.  We’ll see.”
 
   “With all that … Missy had to be climbing the walls, waiting for a chance to Shift.”
 
   Mike laughed.  “Well, you know your sister.  Yeah, she was barely able to keep it together during the Ball on Saturday.  To make it worse, she was also getting her period.  That finally came Sunday morning.  When she was finally released that day and I drove her to the airport?  She climbed into my back seat, stripped right down and Changed.  I had a hell of a time driving because she wouldn’t stay hidden.  She kept fooling around the whole way, looking out the windows, jumping up and down, licking my ears, growling and really being obnoxious … you know how she can be.”
 
   “Well, at least she Changed back for the flight here.”  John realized he and Tracy had ignored Missy and Mike that afternoon, even though they’d been on the same plane.  Oh, well!
 
   “Sure, only she did the same damn thing once we got in the rental car.  I had to drive into the boonies and let her run around for two hours out there before even going to the hotel.”
 
   Just then Tracy walked up, with Missy right behind her.  Since Missy had filled her in earlier, with her version of how things had been on Sunday, including what had happened after checking into the hotel, Tracy couldn’t resist having some fun with Mike.  “For every hour she ran around out there, Mike, it’s my understanding she more than made up for that.  She’s been telling me some things …”  She looked at John and lowered her voice, continuing in a very husky, sexy manner.  “Missy’s been telling me how she and Mike … wait until tonight, John … there’s this one new thing ... we really have to see if we can … well, just wait!”
 
   Missy of course had heard everything Tracy said, along with the end of the conversation Mike had been having with John.  “Gosh, Mike … if I’d known you were gonna blab all about our foreplay like that … obviously, none of my secrets are safe.”  Turning to Tracy, she announced in a stern voice.  “There will be no dressing up and playing Naughty Nurse, Tracy.  And, no … you cannot borrow any of those medical implements.  Those all belong to Mike.  I really don’t think John will be into any of that, anyway.”
 
   As both girls began laughing hysterically, Mike and John could only roll their eyes and shake their heads.  Mike actually wondered about the nurse outfit and medical equipment; those actually did sound like fun.  Obviously, their witchy girlfriends had been using a bit too much energy and it had gotten them tipsy.  Or, gotten them something.
 
   Mike said, “What were you doing over there with Millie while your buddy here was burning up all the local landscape.  I hope there’s still some energy left out there somewhere for all the other witches to play with.  Or, did you use it all up?”
 
   “Actually, I feel as though I’m back in the first grade.”  Missy grinned.  “Millie has really been teaching me all about being a witch.  She’s really great!  Now I know why Tracy has been telling me about her so much.  She’s the best!  And, I can’t get over how great it feels being here, with everyone in this coven being so welcoming and supportive.  I’ve promised to Shift for them later this week … be a cat … special treat.”
 
   Tracy said, “Oh, Millie thinks you’re beyond special, Missy.  Almost everything you’ve done … all the training you’ve given yourself …”  Turning to the men, she said, “Missy’s only had her instincts to go by until now.  Millie was so amazed at how well those have helped her develop and how much progress she’s made.  Of course, with just a little bit of training …”
 
   Mike groaned.  “You talk about her making progress as though she’s only getting started.  I thought she was all grown up.  She told me what you said about witches not reaching their full potential until maybe age twenty-five.  But, she’s mostly a werecat, right?  A Shifter who can also heal and do that energy pulse thing she does.  I know she can crush things, too, but …”
 
   Tracy began to laugh.  “You’ve got it backwards, Mike.  Missy is a witch who can also Shift.  Being a Shifter gives her super strength and all those enhanced abilities you guys know she has.  But, using her energy?  Both her own and what she can draw from all around her?  No one here can measure just how extraordinary the amount of energy is that she’s really using.  There are other healers and even a few who can regenerate the way she does.  Mend broken bones in a few days, etc.  But, she’s off the charts.  Crushing things?  Also off the charts.  Missy has some telekinesis abilities that Millie has never even heard of.  What’s so amazing is that most witches first use their abilities and then learn how to control them.  Missy first learned how to control herself and is only now learning about using her abilities.”
 
   John looked at Mike and said, “Maybe you really have to be a witch to understand what my girlfriend just said about my sister.  I’m gonna just go with they can both do some magic tricks.  Much, much easier to understand that way.  Right?”
 
   -----
 
   Mar 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Mike walked over and looked at Missy.  She’d been so focused on her latest magic trick -- picking up objects and moving them around the room -- that she’d hardly put any words into his head all day.  He missed the intermittent yet somehow constant talking that she’d usually do, sharing her thoughts and feelings about just about everything, all day long.  Mental messages.  Ever since returning from a nice long run in her cat form that morning, which she’d again done after waking up in the middle of the night and going out really early, she’d been playing at her newest witch talent and had practically ignored him.
 
   “Talk to me, Missy!  You have hardly said two words since you Changed back to your human form.  Do you need to Shift back into a cat again just so I can get you to communicate with me?”
 
   Missy looked up at him, still holding two books and a coffee cup up in the air and a foot or so above the table.  “Hey, I’m sorry!  Let me put these away.  Then, I’m all yours for the rest of the day.  And, night.  Let’s not forget about the night.”  The two books were placed on the table, one on top of the other, and then the coffee cup was placed on top of the books.  “I know I’m taking advantage, but this is all so new for me and I won’t get much opportunity to practice later.”
 
   Since she was sitting about twelve feet away from the table, this would have seemed very magical indeed had Mike not been watching her do similar magic tricks all day.  They were over visiting at Tracy’s home and everyone had left her alone in this room for quite a while now.  John was right … Mike found it much easier to simply view all this as magic.  Now, Missy could perform just about anything and Mike figured he probably would hardly take notice.  Maybe if she made an elephant suddenly appear out of thin air … maybe then.  Then again, maybe not.   
 
   Mike said, “Hey, you can take advantage all you want, you know that.  And, I definitely have not forgotten about the night.  This week, having you with me for so many days … and nights … in a row?  It’s like those weeks we had right after you graduated from high school.  I knew our time would be limited once you started at West Point but I truly never anticipated it would be months and months … this really has been our first time being together for a complete week since last June.”
 
   Missy came over and hugged him tight, sliding her arms around him.  Then she looked up and said, “True.  And, I hope you know how much it means to me that I’ve been able to have these days with you.  All my energy reservoirs and batteries have been charged back up again.  I’ve even managed to gain some weight and fill back out.  My body fat has to be at least fifteen percent now.”
 
   Mike chuckled and said, “Oh, I’ve noticed that as well.  You definitely have that voluptuous Jessica Rabbit body again.  Remember how you filled out that slinky prom dress?  I sure do!”  He slid his hands down and cupped her buttocks, squeezing her very sexy female flesh and pulling her close.  She reacted by grinding her pelvis against his hard erection, which had noticeably made its presence known all of a sudden.  For several seconds, they both enjoyed one of their special moments, allowing their mutual passion and arousal to fill them with that delicious anticipation for things they knew would be happening later.  Then, of course, they were interrupted.
 
   “Hey, none of that in here, guys!”  Tracy was obviously enjoying how she’d managed to catch them getting so amped up.  “We knew you were taking much too long in here.  Mike was only supposed to come and get you so we could all go out to dinner.  Instead, I see he’s looking to get you for something else entirely.  Gee!  You never want to miss a meal, Missy.  Whatever he’s offering must be pretty amazing!”
 
   “Very funny, very funny!”  Missy took a step back and smiled at Tracy.  “He is definitely amazing but you’re right.  I don’t want to miss a good meal.  Being the carnivorous predator that I am, I want it all.  My big meal and my amazing man.”
 
   As they all walked out, Missy realized she truly had been refreshed this week.  Being with her family, Tracy’s family, and of course with Mike; these were experiences that soaked deeply into her soul, freeing her from some of the darker, more predatory feelings that could also soak into her deeper places.  Especially when she had to cope with things like what she’d been through these past couple of months, confronting and then finally defeating evil.
 
   Yes, only now was it being recognized by others that a very evil group of guys had caused a terrible scandal.  She loved West Point and was glad she’d been able to do her part.  She also realized she was finally back to normal from what the Afghanistan experience had done to her.  She was glad she’d been able to do her part in that as well.
 
   -----
 
   Mar 26, 2019
 
    
 
   The Secretary of Defense looked around the room.  Once again he had all the usual people meeting in secret for another CAW review session and, once again, there seemed to be dissention, with his military advisors and the CIA all wanting to go forward with some teams in Afghanistan and with Ted Hanson and several others opposed to any actions, direct or indirect, unless and until there was much clearer “world opinion” to support that.
 
   The Afghan government was not yet officially asking for any help, in spite of all the publicity about the new Taliban base and alleged kidnappings and acts of terrorism that were purported to all trace directly back to it.  Unofficially, they admitted to being very concerned and indeed were hoping the U.S. would take a more active role, but that wasn’t good enough for Hanson.
 
   Since Hanson was speaking now for the Secretary of State, who supposedly was fully up to speed but continued to avoid these meetings, always sending his Deputy Ted instead, the matter could only be decided by taking it to the President.  And, without there being any clear threat to the U.S., to U.S. citizens or to U.S. business interests, the President was not likely to go with any secret military options.  No, the potential backlash for that was far too great.  While the presidential election wasn’t for another year, he was not about to ask the Congress or the American people to get involved, where no official request from any government had been made.  Hell, even if there was a request, there still might not be enough justification.
 
   Charles Winword from the CIA said, “We can’t just sit back and do nothing.  At the very least, we need more Intel and better Intel.  Otherwise, we can’t even react to the next crisis in any effective manner.  Our sources over there are good, but not good enough.  And, the risk is too high.  We’ve lost two of our best informants recently.  One was killed and the other has disappeared.  And, we’re hearing from a few others that due to threats to family members, they won’t have anything for us until we can get their families out.”
 
   Hanson looked at Drew Martinson and asked, “What about “P” Branch?  Can’t they get us any more Intel?”
 
   Drew said, “That’s not what we do, Ted, and you know it.  That recon and rescue assignment we performed was a onetime situation, taking advantage of an opportunity.  It also proved why our branch is so important … a lot of people, in spite of our secret briefings, were not at all worried about the U.S. being vulnerable to the paranormal and supernatural threats.  You were one of them.  I thought what our asset accomplished was enough to convince everyone why identifying and monitoring these individuals was needed.”
 
   General Blake had actually been discussing the issue with Drew for a few weeks now, outside of their CAW review sessions.  He wanted to know why some limited use couldn’t be made, assuming there were any assets who might be willing.  Surely the other countries were doing that, right?  Why was the U.S. the only country with this non interference policy?
 
   The Defense Secretary spoke up, as this subject had been debated at great length over the years.  Not surprisingly, those discussions and debates had not included the military.  The concern for what the general public’s reaction might be was far greater than any perceived benefit.  Combined with the long established and well understood desire for those who really did have abilities and powers to remain hidden and anonymous, there really didn’t seem to be much choice.  “Drew is correct.  We need to identify and monitor the individuals and activities, and we even have obtained assistance from some of his so-called assets with doing that.  But, to openly use supernatural forces?  That’s almost like asking to use nuclear and biological weapons.  No, we defend ourselves from them.  We don’t use them.”
 
   Hanson actually laughed.  “Okay, I get that.  General Blake over there is practically salivating at the thought of our letting him employ weapons … nuclear, biological, chemical, and supernatural.  We can’t have that.  Not anymore.  So, there’ll be no angels of death for this Campaign.”
 
   “Just so we’re in a position to defend ourselves against all those weapons.”  General Blake figured this was a good time to remind everyone why he was recommending putting teams in place.  “The Taliban and al Qaeda terrorists are very capable of using all those types of weapons against us.  And, as Winword said, we need better Intel.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Okay, then.  Put some teams out there and go get us some Intel, just as long as there’s absolutely no exposure.  By that, I mean zero risk of anyone accusing the U.S. of using force or being aggressive in any way.  There’ll be no asking for forgiveness later.  I realize that’s not what you want to hear and that it means lives might be lost because of it.  Such sacrifices are needed to defend and protect this country.  But, it’s more important that we avoid any possible accusations.”
 
   This was discussed for another ten minutes and then the meeting ended.  Once again, it was agreed to meet in a month to learn what progress and developments this approach might yield.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   Apr 4, 2019
 
    
 
   Ben Marchitto closed the door to Sal’s study, walked over to where Sal was seated and sat back down in the easy chair opposite to Sal’s.  They already had drinks sitting on the small table between the two chairs.  “I got the follow up report today from Sergeant Chasen.  It confirms what he told us last week.  McCrea spent the entire week in Texas, vacationing with her family and her boyfriend.”
 
   “Why Texas?  Does the report explain that?”  Sal had been curious after hearing the earlier report.
 
   “She has a classmate who lives there … Chasen says this classmate is not only her best friend at the academy but she’s also her brother’s girlfriend.  Seems McCrea’s older brother and this girl are really into each other, hot and heavy.  At any rate … lots of backyard barbecues and get-togethers with both families, plus visiting old friends of this classmate … all normal social activities.”
 
   Sal stared at Ben and shook his head.  “So, are you saying our witch is now normal?”
 
   Ben chuckled and said, “No, I’ll never say that about her.  Especially not after watching the video Chasen sent us.  Merely that she’s only doing normal stuff at the moment and nothing we need to worry about.”
 
   “Okay.  What about the girls on that video?  Nadine and Madeline, right?  Do we need to worry about them?”
 
   “Nah, they’re not any problem for us … they’re getting full immunity for all the help they’re giving the FBI.  I talked to them both … they’ve also agreed to keep quiet about everything and not go to the press.  Same for the other girls belonging to us who the feds have turned up.  The Army is very worried about details somehow getting out and is still hoping to minimize the scandal.”
 
   When Ben had first watched the video, he’d recognized who the girls were on that stage, in spite of their masks.  He then had made some calls and quickly had verified that many of the girls who’d been going to parties at West Point were indeed from Sal’s organization.  And, Cadet Kion Gosselin was well known; although all his payments had actually been indirect with no clear paper trail, Sal’s guys had always known where their money was really coming from.
 
   Ben then had brought the video in so Sal could see it.  After Sal had gotten over the shock of watching “his witch” in action, they’d wondered whether Sal’s organization was vulnerable and had strategized on how best to avoid being dragged into this.  These girls were part of the very lucrative webcam sex business that Sal had gotten into.  Although many parts of that business were supposedly legitimate, many parts were not.
 
   Girls who were willing to perform on webcams could generate a lot of money from millions of willing viewers every month, all over the internet.  Live shows were very popular, where the girls would strip and masturbate -- sometimes in public shows and other times in private -- all with payments being somehow processed, in one form or another, by the website’s studio/webmaster.  That’s where Sal’s organization came in.  They handled everything and had a very large infrastructure for doing so.
 
   Viewers would pay with their credit cards and the girls would get some percentage.  These girls might also have their own web sites with photos and especially their videos, along with their panties and other items, all available for sale.  Again, that’s where Sal’s infrastructure took care of things.
 
   Many of these cam girls were in college, paying tuition they might not otherwise be able to afford.  Some, like Nadine and Madeline, further supplemented their income by performing sex shows for parties and clubs, in front of live audiences.
 
   Since Sal’s organization also managed the call girls for these parties and clubs, with college girl hookers especially popular, the sex business he ran had very blurry lines between legitimate webcam modeling, escorts and prostitution.  There was a lot of overlap and Ben, as Sal’s lawyer, was very involved in all of it.  Having enjoyed watching Nadine and Madeline perform on more than one occasion, Ben had quickly recognized them on the video Chasen had sent him from West Point.
 
   Sal said, “I’m glad to know we’re not getting sucked into any witch hunt.”  He looked at Ben and there was actually a humorous gleam in his eye.
 
   Ben was sensing a change in Sal’s attitude about Missy McCrea, hearing him now actually crack jokes about a witch hunt.  What he planned on bringing up next might take that change a step even further.  “There’s been an interesting development with some of our college girls, lately.  Quite unexpected.  It seems your organization is being viewed by them as the one to get in with.  There have even been several transfers.  I’ve had complaints from a couple of the other families about that.”
 
   “Hey, they can’t complain about me!  Those damn girls aren’t like the ones our pimps control … they come and go as they damn well please, with very little we or anyone else can do about it.”  It had always pissed Sal off that he wasn’t able to control a large number of the webcam girls.  There was a huge turnover, of course, and his organization found itself actually competing with the other New York families.  Unlike the drugs, prostitution and loan sharking, there were no territories when it came to these girls.  Especially the ones in college.
 
   Ben said, “Well, it’s all because of this Roseanne Fund and that Alice Mathews we have as Trustee.  You know I’ve always made sure whatever suggestion she’s made to benefit those damn Roseanne girls always gets done, right?”  Sal had agreed they should avoid any possible complaints Alice might ever make to her witch friend Missy at all costs.  They did not want to deal with Missy McCrea and whatever supernatural mayhem she might bring down on them.  She seemed to be leaving them alone now that they’d done everything she’d asked for and they wanted to keep it that way.
 
   “So, what does that have to do with anything?”
 
   “Well, this Alice … I mean, she’s only a college girl herself, right?  But, everyone knows the Roseanne Fund is ours and those Roseanne girls were ours.  And, they call this Alice the crazy mob lady.  Everyone thinks she’s working for us.  Then, whenever she’s mentioned how any guy was a problem for any girl?  Even if that girl was only a sister or a friend?  We’ve always leaned on the guy to make sure he wouldn’t be a problem anymore.”
 
   Sal nodded to show he was following this.  “So, everyone thinks I’m responsible for helping these girls and that this Alice is mine, making things happen.  Okay.  So?”
 
   Ben said, “So, the word has somehow gotten out there … you know how this social media crap is, with Twitter and Tweet and all that internet stuff, right?  The word is that you take care of problems for your girls.  If they had an abusive stepfather or maybe it was their mom’s boyfriend?  And, now their sister is a target?  A lot of these girls left home because they were being abused … they’ll do almost anything to protect their sisters.  So, when your crazy mob lady Alice comes along and you take care of things?  Your organization is what these camgirls now all want to be part of.”
 
   Sal stared at Ben and tried to process all the implications.  “Are you saying my revenues are gonna increase, because my crazy mob lady has been making this Roseanne Fund seem like some sort of employee benefit?”
 
   Ben laughed.  “That’s exactly what I’m saying.  When you figure the tax break we get and this sudden revenue shift?  By the end of the year, we’re not only going to be much better off, it’ll even cover all the damage your witch did here with those lightning bolts.  Our accountant tells me he wants to increase what we’re putting into that fund and that, whatever this Alice is doing, we should make sure she keeps doing it.”
 
   -----
 
   Apr 6, 2019
 
    
 
   The weather was cooperating and it was a glorious day, cool but clear and bright.  Conditions out on the range were perfect and both Missy and Tracy were enjoying their special class tremendously.  They’d had two earlier classroom sessions with Sergeant Frele, each over two hours and covering various aspects of sniper training.  Today, they’d finally been able to do some live firing.
 
   Frele had arranged this just for them and had done an amazing job.  While sniper training like this wasn’t normally done at the academy, he’d been able to get clearance for their being out on a special range where he’d set up various targets, some going all the way out to a thousand meters.  And, he’d brought along his close friend, Sergeant Chasen, as an additional spotter.  That way, both girls could fire at the same time.
 
   Frele had also managed to provide M24 bolt action sniper rifles equipped with ultra 10x M3A telescopes.  They were using 7.62 mm ammo.  While there were other scopes and other ammunition that could be used with the M24 -- and indeed, other sniper rifles -- this was ideal for their training.  As Frele had explained, he was only providing them all this for familiarization; it wasn’t as though they were actually qualifying or anything.
 
   An hour later, after zeroing their weapons and doing some preliminary firing to find the most comfortable position providing them the greatest support, they began shooting at targets that were 600 and 800 meters away.  Both girls performed well and quickly became familiar with the scope, the adjustments for focus and parallax, for windage and elevation and with minute of angle measurements.
 
   Their spotters Frele and Chasen used wide angle binoculars and directed them from one target to the next.  Once the girls identified their new target, they would call their shot, predicting where their impact point would be.  Then, after the shot, they would determine how accurately they had fired.  If the shot was not on call, they needed to isolate what might be the problem or what changes might be needed.  Tracy only needed to make corrections a couple of times, and those corrections were minor.  Missy didn’t need to make any corrections at all.
 
   When they finally took aim at the 1000 meter targets, Tracy admitted she just didn’t have the same confidence and her accuracy was not as good.  But, Missy continued to hit each of her targets with precision.  She was able to use her enhanced vision with the scope just as effectively as with the sights on all the various rifles and pistols she’d learned to shoot with previously.  Her marksmanship skills were amazing and she was thrilled at this opportunity to apply and demonstrate those skills.
 
   Although these were only stationary targets, Frele explained how she could appropriately lead moving targets and assured her she’d have no problem with them.  He was obviously very impressed with her and as the day wore on and she continued to accurately hit every target, his enthusiasm about her ability continued to grow.  While having the telescopic sight enabled a person to see the target better, it didn’t make them a better marksman.  But, Missy had already developed her marksmanship during all her Combat Weapons and Rifle Team matches.
 
   Tracy was very happy with her performance.  She wasn’t as gifted as Missy but she had excellent marksmanship skills, having been taught by her Dad and having put in many hours of practice before coming to West Point.  She really loved hitting targets and, by the end of the day, both girls were flushed with excitement.  They’d really done great and they knew it.
 
   Tracy handed her rifle to Chasen and said, “This has really helped build up my confidence.  I can’t thank the two of you enough for taking the time to do this for us.  When Missy told me how she’d asked Sergeant Frele if he’d give her this training and how he’d agreed to do it, and did I also want this, I absolutely couldn’t resist and jumped at the chance.”
 
   Chasen smiled at her and said, “Well, Miss McGonagle, my buddy Kirk was honored that Miss McCrea asked him.  He’s very proud of his years in the Special Forces and she’s been eager to learn whatever he can teach her.  With her being such a champ at all those shooting matches, he figured this was the least he could do.  Your friend is a natural.  But, I have to say that you’re the one we both are rather surprised about.  It’s obvious you’re not out here just to keep your friend company.  You have some real ability for this as well.”
 
   “Thanks, Sarge!  My Daddy taught me how to shoot and I do really like doing this.”
 
   Missy walked up and handed her rifle to Chasen.  “Thanks for coming out here with Sergeant Frele today.  My friend Tracy really does love this and if you hadn’t agreed to come along, she might not have gotten to shoot as much as she did.”  Missy’s eyes were full of gold specs and sparkling brightly.  She was very pleased with how well things had been going lately and today’s adventure had been perfect.  She didn’t know when she might ever get another chance like this and was very glad she’d now had this firsthand experience.
 
   Frele stood off to one side, watching as the two girls walked off together, busy talking about all the shooting they’d done.  Chasen joined him after stowing the rifles away in their cases.  When Frele thought the girls were out of earshot, he said, “Vince, do you see why I’ve been saying this girl is so special?  Look at her.  She and her friend Tracy are more excited about the fun they’ve just had out here with the two of us old farts than most girls get when they go out partying.”
 
   “Yeah, they’re really something.  Your girl has been the center of attention around here all month but instead of any of that getting to her?  She stays focused on her own goals as though nothing happened.  She wants sniper training?  She gets sniper training.  And, now that basketball playoffs are over?  She’s playing softball?  Right?”
 
   “Yep, she sure is.”  Frele talked about the way the softball team coach had made an exception, agreeing to let Missy miss several games while she finished out the season with basketball.  He’d been very anxious to get her and willing to go to whatever lengths were needed to make that happen.
 
   There were a lot of other teams and clubs who all wanted Missy, but she’d said she wanted to play shortstop, just as she’d done in high school.  It had only taken the coach one afternoon’s tryout session, back the beginning of February, to recognize how good she was.  In addition to covering half the infield with her amazing speed and ability, she was also a power hitter.  When he’d checked her high school statistics, he’d learned how she’d never struck out.  Not once.
 
   After the big sexual harassment scandal that broke with Missy being heralded by all the women as some sort of hero, there were no complaints about her getting special treatment.  Her athletic abilities, along with her marksmanship, had already earned her the reputation as someone destined to be one of their all-time legends.
 
   -----
 
   Apr 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Easter Sunday.  Missy had been too busy to consider going home on any pass so Missy’s family had all come down to visit.  She was able to get off post privileges, as was Tracy who joined them for both Saturday and Sunday.  While they needed to return to the barracks at night, they were again visiting during the daytime over at the same hotel as when their families had come there for the Acceptance Day weekend back in August.
 
   Missy’s brother Patrick was there this time and she couldn’t believe how tall he’d grown since last seeing him at Thanksgiving.  John was there, of course, which was why Tracy had not gone home on a pass.  Since John and Tracy had first met at this hotel during that August visit, they considered it very meaningful to be back there once again.  This time, of course, they were adding to how meaningful a place it was by spending some fun hours making love up in John’s room there.
 
   Heather was also there and she’d brought along Donald Whalen, the guy she’d been dating for over a year now.  She was planning to move in with him after her graduation, now only a month away.  She was getting her degree in mechanical engineering and wanted to begin working with that for a while before considering any grad school opportunities.
 
   She’d been offered an engineering position at the jet engine factory in Lynn, where she’d done some co-op assignments.  That’s also where she’d met the guy she was moving in with, who was working there as an engineering manager.  Since the family had not yet enlightened Donald about Missy and Tracy being supernaturals, something Missy had asked them all to keep secret for now, the conversation during their big dinner meals had avoided any mention of that.  With all that was going on at West Point, there were more than enough other things to talk about.
 
   Missy and Mike had managed some alone time on Saturday and now they were again alone for a couple of hours.  Missy looked around the suite he’d booked this time and said, “You know, you didn’t have to get us such an expensive room, Mike.”
 
   “Hey, you didn’t complain about it yesterday.  Then again, I’m not sure you even saw the room yesterday … you dragged me into the bedroom so quickly you probably didn’t notice too much.”
 
   “Very funny.  I was horny and our time was limited.”  Missy giggled and removed the jacket from her uniform, putting it on a hanger in the closet.  “Thanks for being so understanding and thanks for being such a wonderful lover!”  Missy’s period had not yet started on Saturday, twenty seven days since her last Shift; she’d known she wasn’t fertile and she’d indeed been unusually anxious to satisfy her lusty desires.  Just Mike’s scent combined with finally having him alone had been all she’d needed to get so worked up and aroused that she’d unleashed all her controls.  They both had enjoyed that.
 
   Today, she was getting her period and Mike knew she wanted to be a cat for an hour or so anyway, regardless.  She probably wouldn’t have the chance to Change again until after being released for the summer, another five and a half weeks away.  While Missy could go for months, if she needed to, without being in her cat form, she’d learned it really did help her if she could Change on a more frequent basis.
 
   As she continued to remove her uniform and strip naked, Mike hung out the “Do Not Disturb” sign and secured the door.  Then he turned to watch.  He loved seeing her Shift, which truly was magic.  Soon, after glancing at him once again with a beautiful smile on her face, she crouched down.  The next moment, there was the great shimmer of light and burst of energy which he’d never get used to or tired of, and in the next instant he was looking at her standing there in her beautiful mountain lion form.
 
   Missy loved her dual nature and being able to experience things as an animal, with her senses even more enhanced than in her human form.  Her body mass was the same and she retained her human intellect and memories but now she also had all the instincts and abilities of a wild, predatory cat animal.  While she retained these in her human form, just as her senses were now more enhanced, so too were all of these animal characteristics when she Shifted.  She definitely felt empowered.  While others might consider it a curse, she believed she was both gifted and blessed.
 
   Mike had long since gotten used to conversing with her, hearing her words in his mind, and he went over and sat down on the couch.  “Since we just finished that big meal downstairs, I know you don’t really need me to feed you anything.  But, if that feast wasn’t enough and you still want more, I do have a couple of raw steaks in the fridge.  Just in case.”
 
   Thanks, Mike, but I’m good.  Missy padded across the room and stretched, feeling how nice that felt, and then she lay down at his feet.  Alice called me this week.  You’re never going to believe this … Marchitto has made her the Director now for the Roseanne Fund.  
 
   “Really?  What does that mean?”
 
   He wants her to hire whomever she needs to help, since being in school limits the amount of time she can spend, but he wants everyone to know she’s running things.  Apparently, everything she’s done has earned a reputation for this Roseanne Fund that’s somehow helping with some of the businesses that Sal’s organization is into.  He wouldn’t elaborate on that but they’re even putting more money into the fund.
 
   “Wow!  That’s pretty amazing.  Does this have anything to do with how her mob buddies have been scaring the crap out of anyone she fingers?”
 
   Probably, only she’s not exactly fingering them … then again, maybe she is.
 
   “Hey, you told me how anyone who causes problems for those girls that she’s helping gets a visit, right?  A visit where the guy finds out the girl is being protected by the mob.  Not just any mob, but D’Amato’s mob.”
 
   So far, that seems to have been enough.  Once it’s known someone is a Roseanne Fund girl and that anyone messing with her will be dealing with Sal’s organization …
 
   “Yeah, I can understand why that helps those girls.  I’m not sure I understand why helping girls for Alice is important to Sal.  This is more than just avoiding having to deal with you again, isn’t it?”
 
   Yes, and I haven’t figured that part out yet.  Like I said, Marchitto wouldn’t elaborate on that.  But, Alice thinks it’s maybe because many of her girls have older sisters … 
 
   Mike laughed.  “Now I get it!  Sure, those older sisters are spreading the word about this.  Work for Sal’s organization and maybe your sister can become a Roseanne Fund girl.  Didn’t you tell me those girls you saw that night … when Gosselin grabbed you and Sally?  Didn’t Robert Ulrey tell you how they actually worked for Sal?”
 
   Well, sort of.  Not directly but, I guess you could say that.  And, I guess I can see how some of Sal’s businesses are affected.  He has a lot of girls …
 
   “Exactly.  Missy, we’ve talked about this.  He has a lot of girls.  You can’t save them all.  Neither can Alice.  Maybe it’s enough that Alice can save some of them.  You told me how she wants to make that her life’s work.  And, you’ve told me how your life’s work is being this warrior witch werecat … or, whatever it is you really are.”
 
   Missy made a chuffing sound which Mike figured was her way of laughing at him.  Not warrior witch werecat.  I’m a werecat witch warrior woman.
 
   “Right.  Big difference.  Just as long as you’re my werecat witch warrior woman.  Now, how about Changing back and letting me enjoy my woman for what time we have left?  Let’s see … where did I put that nurse outfit and those medical implements?”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Four
 
   Apr 23, 2019
 
    
 
   General Blake was once again addressing the secret CAW review team members.  “The bombings in Kabul this month clearly demonstrate just how determined the Taliban now are to regain power.  It’s been over four years since the U.S. and NATO troop withdrawals and they’re through waiting any longer.  This time, we’re hearing they’re not going to stop until they’ve overthrown the government.  The police over there can’t stop this and the Afghan military are only reacting.  There’s no attempt to root out the leaders or strike back, other than a few cursory and useless operations that haven’t done a damn thing.”
 
   “Our CIA informants all pretty much agree with what General Blake has presented here,” said Charles Winword.  “The Taliban leaders know we’re aware of their new base and that we haven’t done anything.  Neither has the Afghan government.  And, they know we’re not about to start bombing them or anything.  Not the way things stand right now.  And, by the time any direct action might be taken against them, it might be too late.  Then, it’ll take a war to resolve this, which we all know is not anything our country wants to get into.”
 
   The discussion had been going on for almost an hour, with various presentations including one detailing all the atrocities on women that the Taliban was known to have committed in recent months.  The Afghan government was mired in its attempts to negotiate and those attempts now looked more and more like a weak surrender.  Rather than dealing from any position of strength or power, the government had its key members all scrambling, more concerned for where they each might end up than for where their country might be going.
 
   Ted Hanson said, “There definitely is no support for any war.  Congress is opposed to any involvement over there and to any more spending.  This can’t be allowed to escalate.  What about the effort we talked about last month by maybe using a few teams to get more Intel?  What has that resulted in?”
 
   The Secretary of Defense nodded and said, “I believe General Blake was just getting to that.  Now that we’ve all heard how the political climate has deteriorated over there, let’s hear what his teams have managed to learn.”
 
   General Blake then explained how both the Army’s Special Forces teams and the Navy’s Seal teams had indeed been busy.  These CAW teams were not allowed to engage in any open combat, regardless of the risks that meant; they had all been quietly inserted into areas near where insurgents were known or suspected, and so far had avoided detection.  Most had managed to reach their assigned areas of operation where they were now dug in or hiding in caves.  Two had almost been discovered and had quickly been withdrawn, in order to not be identified.
 
   Communication had been minimal, again to avoid detection, but these teams were now in place and able to provide advance warning concerning any significant movements or other activities that might be a concern.  Unfortunately, these teams couldn’t help much with preventing the bombings in Kabul and elsewhere, as those had all been carried out by small militant teams and often by those willing to commit suicide.  But, at least the U.S. should now be getting ahead of anything happening on a large scale.
 
   The real advantage of having eyes on the enemy out there was for tracking when key Taliban and al Qaeda leaders were coming and going.  Combined with what the CIA informants were able to report, the U.S. now had a much clearer understanding of certain potential threats.  Tactical proficiency of Taliban squads and units was very leader dependent.  In addition to the leadership at the various councils and committees, there were numerous militant leaders who had stepped into place over the past five years.
 
   Knowing not only who these leaders were -- sources for the U.S. and NATO had helped identify most of them -- but also where they were and what they might be doing was of utmost importance.  And, based on reports from the teams now in place near the new Taliban base, it was becoming obvious that some sort of major undertaking was being planned.  The size of the troop buildup at that base, as well as the amount of training that could be observed, all suggested that indeed a government takeover by force was very likely.
 
   As the meeting wrapped up, it was growing very clear that at some point, it would probably be necessary to authorize some of these teams to take some direct action.  Just what that action might be was not clear but it was very likely that time was running out.  If appropriate actions weren’t taken, in a timely manner, the consequences might be dire.  War needed to be avoided at all costs.  Likewise, allowing any Taliban overthrow of the Afghan government must also be avoided.
 
   -----
 
   Apr 26, 2019
 
    
 
   “Hey, Jersey Girl!  Hey, Missy!  Did you hear about Gosselin?”
 
   Sally was the one who opened the door and she answered with, “No, what’s the latest?”
 
   “He’s gone AWOL.  Disappeared completely.”
 
   “No, really?  Where did you get that?”
 
   “It’s true; everyone’s talking about it.  He escaped and who knows where he might be.  The word is he has tons of money somewhere, so even though his family cut him off, he can probably still manage well enough.  False passport, flight to some other country, who knows.”
 
   Sally and Missy heard the same thing from half a dozen others before lights out.
 
   They’d been told earlier that a court martial was planned in July for the guys responsible for drugging them and how they might need to appear and testify.  All the other cadets who had resigned had managed to avoid criminal charges, many by agreeing to testify in exchange for immunity.  They also had agreed to never divulge any stories to the media.  Otherwise, they’d be brought up on severe charges which, considering all the others now giving testimony, would surely land them in the stockade.
 
   In addition, there were a number of cadets who were on probation.  They had accepted walking tour punishments and severe reprimands placed in their cadet file, but could remain at the academy and eventually graduate.  Cadet Quigby, largely because he’d warned Missy, was in this group.  Naturally, they needed to provide testimony and also agree not to talk to the media.
 
    Pending their court martial, the now infamous Caesar Club Seven were all at Fort Dix, New Jersey.  Their lawyers had managed keeping them out of the stockade but they all were wearing ankle monitors and were confined to special quarters.  The media had not been able to interview them or get any information about the various charges.  Somehow, Gosselin had now escaped; his ankle bracelet had been cut off and left behind.  It was believed he’d had help.
 
   Lying there in the dark, Missy could tell that Sally was still awake.  “Sally, are you worried about Gosselin?”  They’d talked all about him and all about where he might go and what he might do, but had avoided whether he might actually come after either of them for revenge.
 
   “Yeah … yeah, I guess I am.  I can’t help it, Missy.  When I woke up that night and you were next to me, still out cold?  Then, when that guy ripped your blouse apart and I knew we’d be getting raped for sure …”
 
   “Hey, I’m so sorry that happened, Sally.  I never dreamed they’d go after you, and that’s my fault.  Just as it’s my fault you might be a target now.  Gosselin knows that’s one way he can get his revenge on me.  I’m the one who ruined his life and he’s just sick enough to try something.”
 
   “I don’t blame you for any of this, Missy.  And, I don’t worry when we’re together … not after seeing what you did that night.  I’ll be careful when you’re not around.  I just hope they catch him soon, that’s all.”
 
   “I’m going to make some calls, Sally.  I know some people … people who know some people, okay?  He’s getting help and I’m sure that’s only because he has money.  These people I can get to help?  They can follow the money.  They’ll find him.  I really hate that you have to worry about him.  Now, let’s get some sleep.”
 
   Missy planned on not only having Robert Ulrey get all those resources at “P” Branch to help with this but to alert Ben Marchitto as well.  Since Gosselin had been getting girls from Sal D’Amato’s organization, she figured someone there might know something or might be contacted.  She hadn’t gone to Sal for any favors before but if she could prevent anything from happening to Sally, she didn’t have any problem with doing so now.
 
   -----
 
   Apr 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy walked into the Visitor’s Center and since it was now warmer weather, she was wearing her white over grey uniform rather than her full dress grey.  Her slacks were still grey but her shirt was white and had short sleeves.  It also had epaulets on the shoulders, her nametag over her right breast and one ribbon over her left breast, for her National Defense Service Medal.
 
   Ben Marchitto was there waiting for her and smiled when she walked up.  In spite of all that had happened and all that he now knew about her, he couldn’t help but still be impressed with just seeing her.  She looked great in that uniform.  Her dark red hair was in the same pageboy style as last time and, like last time, her red bangs contrasted nicely with the deep green of her eyes.  He didn’t notice any gold or yellow specs in them, at the moment, for which he was thankful.
 
   Missy said, “Thanks for coming today, Ben.  I really appreciate this.  Let’s find a spot where we can talk.”  She led him into one of the conference rooms and over to some corner chairs near a window with a nice view of the Hudson River.  There was a coffee table with a couple of military history books on it.  This was all very similar to his first visit.  That was when she’d shocked him with both her extensive knowledge about Sal’s organization, including some personal info on him, along with how she was a witch.
 
   She had demanded Sal create the Roseanne Fund, etc., etc.  Otherwise?  She’d have to come and pay Sal a visit at his place.  Which she had done.  The repairs to Sal’s home were now finally complete but Sal hadn’t bothered replacing the cars she’d destroyed.  That had been some visit.
 
   Missy could tell by his scent that he was nervous.  “Relax, Ben.  I really am just asking for a favor this time.  I probably could have done this by phone or sent an email, but … well, I thought it best to do this in person.”
 
   “Cadet McCrea, you have my full attention.  None of your other … shall we say requests?  None of those were favors.  We have fully complied with all of those requests.  If it’s at all possible, I’m sure we’ll fully comply with whatever it is you want now.”
 
   Missy laughed and raised one eyebrow.  “You don’t have to be so formal, Ben.  Is it my uniform?  I am only asking this as a favor.  You and Sal can say no.  Compliance is not exactly what I’m looking for.  I’m looking for help this time.”
 
   “Help?  Okay … how can we help you, Cadet McCrea?”  Ben really wasn’t sure what to make of her apparent friendliness.  He knew she could be very different from how she appeared right now and her attitude might change in an instant.  He was wary.
 
   “Oh, let’s dispense with the Cadet McCrea this, Cadet McCrea that, okay?  I’ve been reasonable and, just like you said, you and Sal have complied.  Alice tells me you’ve made her Director now of the Roseanne Fund.  That’s nice.  So, we’re good.  You stay out of the sex slave business and I’ll probably stay out of all your other ventures …”
 
   Ben coughed and looked around, and then stared at her.  “Cadet McCrea!”
 
   “Oh, don’t keep calling me that, Ben.  I’m a witch.  Call me Missy.”  Missy pointed at one of the books on the coffee table and made it slowly rise up in the air about a foot; after several seconds, she lowered it back down.
 
   Ben stared at this and then stared at her.  “Ms McCrea … Missy.  You were telling me how you wanted some help.”
 
   “Yes!  Here’s the thing, Ben.  I’m trying to locate someone.  Kion Gosselin.  Since I’m aware Sal’s organization has done business with Kion in the past, it’s quite possible that he may approach someone in the organization again.  Do we need to discuss why Kion might be doing that?”
 
   Ben stared at her.  Gosselin.  So, that’s what this was about.  And, obviously, she knew exactly what business Sal’s organization had done with the kid.  She probably knew Nadine and Madeline worked for Sal.  She always seemed to know everything.  “No, Missy … no, we don’t have to discuss Kion.  But, isn’t he in the stockade?  For allegedly taking advantage of some female cadets?  There’s going to be quite a scandal, when it all comes out.  Some of Sal’s … ah, employees?  They’re supposed to testify at an Army court martial and everything, right?”  He didn’t want to admit knowing she was one of the female cadets in this scandal.
 
   “Allegedly taking advantage?  Ben, I’m quite sure Sergeant Chasen sent you the video.  He’s doing an excellent job, by the way.  Keeping tabs on me and everything.  Please don’t tell him that I know about him.  And, do continue with those payments he’s been getting.  I’ll know if they stop, of course.  I’m a witch, after all.”  Missy had learned early on about Sergeant Chasen.  Les and Marsha were still keeping tabs on Ben and Sal for her; she had learned about Chasen in January.  When it came to helping their favorite supnat, illegal wire taps and hacking into bank accounts were just normal everyday business tasks for her “P” Branch buddies.  Missy smiled.  It was nice having friends with unlimited resources.
 
   Missy was in a rare mood and since no one was anywhere near them, she once again raised the book back up and slowly moved it around in small circles, hovering over the table.  Messing with Ben was fun!
 
   Ben stared at her and then laughed.  Seeing the book floating right there in front of him was simply ridiculous.  Witchcraft.  And, of course she’d known about Chasen.  “Okay.  Missy?  You know I’ll have to explain all this to Sal.  I guess we shouldn’t be surprised.  You being a witch and all.”  He paused and grimaced at the thought of telling Sal.  Then he smiled at her.  “Sure.  By the way, you were quite spectacular on that video.  Why didn’t you just kill those guys?  Was it because you knew it was all on tape?”
 
   Missy smiled, all sweet and innocent.  Then, she lowered the book back down and said, “Not with Sally right there.  And, of course, your girls?  Nadine and Madeline?  Even though they left so quickly, they certainly wouldn’t forget things.  My FBI buddies are counting on their testimony.”
 
   “Your FBI buddies.  Robert Ulrey, right?”
 
   “Oh, he’s only one of my buddies.  By the way … all those immunity deals for your girls?  For all your girls?  I sort of lost count once it got to be more than a dozen.  You and Sal should probably be thanking me for those deals.”  Missy really hadn’t had any difficulty getting the government’s agreement on the immunity.  Especially with the Army so anxious to keep a lid on the scandal as much as possible.  Robert had assured her that no one cared about prosecuting any prostitutes.
 
   “So, this Gosselin guy.  Since you’re asking about him and you’re suggesting he might contact us, I have to believe he somehow managed to escape.  Why do you need our help?  It’ll serve him right if he’s crazy enough to go after you.”  Ben was already thinking what a great video that would make.  In spite of her messing with him, floating that book like that -- or, maybe because of that -- he realized he was now feeling much more relaxed about being there with her.
 
   “Yes, he did escape, Ben.  And, I don’t want his quest for revenge to hurt any of my friends.  Especially not Sally.”  Missy stared at him intently to be sure he understood.
 
   He did.  He stared at her for several moments and then nodded his head.  “Right.  And, you figure he might contact someone in Sal’s organization, maybe looking for help with either his escape or perhaps some revenge.  And, we might be contacted even before your FBI buddies manage to find him.”
 
   Missy smiled and said, “Or, he might contact some other mobsters.  You and Sal have friends, right?  Mobster buddies here, there … everywhere?”
 
   “Mobster buddies?  Missy, you’re actually quite a comedian, aren’t you?  I guess I’m seeing why this would be a favor, though.”  He was now actually looking forward to explaining all this to Sal.  “Do you want us to simply make him disappear for you?  Or, will you want to hear his last words before we do that?”
 
   “No, no!  This is why I wanted to discuss all this with you in person, Ben.  Don’t kill him.  Don’t even castrate him, although that’s probably what he deserves.  I realize it’s much harder for you guys to merely capture him.  But, that’s why I said this would be a favor.  I’m rather busy at the academy so I won’t be getting involved.  Here’s Robert’s number.  Call Robert once you’ve got him.”  She handed him one of Robert’s business cards.
 
   “You’re right about it being a lot more work that way.”
 
   “If it helps, you can tell him he’s being castrated.  You know.  For fun.”  Missy’s eyes now sparkled with some yellow specs and she pushed out just a slight energy pulse.  Ben definitely noticed this and laughed, shaking his head.  Yeah, she was a comedian all right.  Then he left.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Five
 
   May 6, 2019
 
    
 
   Captain Matthew Grimes backed away from the edge of the cliff and turned to his team sergeant, Master Sergeant Adrian Hernandez.  “Well, finally!  That’s the base where those three Germans were being held.  I knew it was only a matter of time before we’d get sent up here to spy on it.  From the reports which came down from higher, there supposedly were a hundred and twenty Taliban in there.  That was four months ago.”
 
   Sergeant Hernandez said, “Well, there’s a lot more in there now.  At least double that.  Team Sixteen estimates over two hundred and fifty.”
 
   Captain Grimes was commander of Special Forces A-Team Twenty-Two which had just replaced A-Team Sixteen.  Their current mission was merely surveillance and they were required to stay completely hidden; his team was relieving Team Sixteen who had been there for the past four weeks.  After that long a period, living only on the Army’s MRE’s -- Meals Ready to Eat -- as well as enduring the strain and difficulty of surveillance like this, the teams were being rotated to keep them fresh.
 
   The MRE’s were eaten cold, since cooking fires could not be used, and there were no hot showers.  These surveillance missions for Campaign Angel’s Wing were definitely hardship tours.  There were at least a dozen CAW teams that had been deployed at various locations in the Kunar Province.  Now it was time for Team Twenty-Two to take its turn.
 
   The rotations after four weeks helped the troops do a better job at this unique surveillance and also minimized the number of mistakes being made.  It was difficult to remain sharp out here, living in a cave and just watching; going much beyond four weeks increased the risk that their mission might get compromised or they might simply miss something important.
 
   Although a full A-Team would have twelve men, this surveillance was only using eight man teams and Grimes had left his assistant commander, Warrant Officer Thomas Morley, along with three others back in Kabul.  Staff Sergeant James Williams, his Communications Sergeant, would be sending them back his team’s reports using the satellite phones they’d brought along.  Staff Sergeant David Murphy was their medic and Sergeant First Class Louis Harold was their engineer.  Sergeant First Class Henry Town was intelligence and the two weapons guys were Sergeant First Class Walter Heimbold and Staff Sergeant Brent Carter.
 
   Grimes was the youngest member at twenty-eight and Hernandez was the oldest at thirty-eight.  They all wore beards, to blend in with the local populace, and were wearing Afghan attire rather than uniforms.  Town was fluent in Pashto.  Each man had served in Afghanistan for at least one prior tour and only Carter had less than six months on this current tour; Carter had been assigned three months ago.
 
   They’d all studied the reports from Team Sixteen as well as that earlier recon report that had first identified this base in January and they were well prepared to take their places out here.  Their insertion had gone smoothly and Team Sixteen had all climbed into the same Black Hawk helicopter that had brought Grimes and his team out.  As that aircraft had departed, the Team Sixteen guys had given his team the thumbs up.  Similar to when Grimes had come out for the three Germans in January, there were two helos but only the one had actually landed.  Although not the middle of the night this time, they’d flown near the treetops for quite a while and it had been dusk and nearly dark.
 
   Someone at headquarters had decided on using landing zone Johnson, one of the new LZ’s identified during that mysterious January recon by that strange “asset”.  Grimes knew this because he’d been given clearance to read those reconnaissance reports and, due to being the person whom the Germans had talked to, he also had known about the asset.  Some very high ranking officers had interviewed him and he was well aware of how only a few people actually knew about that asset’s existence.  He’d not even been allowed to discuss the asset with anyone on his team.  All very hush, hush and -- after what the Germans had let slip -- he really wasn’t surprised.
 
   Hernandez said, “You know, Captain, ever since our team was ordered to take full credit for rescuing those Germans, I’ve wanted to get out here.  I guess I thought seeing where they were held?  Maybe then telling our bullshit story might get easier.  I mean, always saying how all the details for that mission were classified has worked okay, and all, but it’s still all been bullshit.”
 
   The cliff edge which Grimes and Sergeant Hernandez had been looking out from was an excellent vantage point and also provided them with adequate concealment, due to the trees and bushes that were there along with the large rocks.  Not only could they see the Taliban base main entrance but they could also see vehicles travelling back and forth along the road down in the valley far below.  Although the distance from this observation post to the base entrance was over 300 meters, the telephoto lens on their digital camera would enable the Army’s facial recognition software to be fairly accurate for all the photos they’d be sending back, even when taken during less than optimum light conditions.
 
   “Yeah, I hear you, and I know this really doesn’t change that.  Taking photos out here and sending back reports … it’s still not the same.  Not enough.  Not as big a deal.  Doesn’t seem anywhere near as important.  But, the Army doesn’t give us these missions so we can feel important.”
 
   After verifying that Sergeants Harold and Heimbold were all set, Grimes and Hernandez returned to the large cave which would now be their home for the next month.  Both the OP as well as this cave had been located and established by Team Sixteen.  There would always be two on constant surveillance watch up at the OP and another one or two on security watch back here at the cave.  Everyone would rotate, on watch for four hours at a time.
 
   Hernandez had worked out the complete duty roster.  Typically, for the other six enlisted men, it was four hours on, four hours off, four hours on and then eight hours off.  Then, this twenty hour cycle would repeat.  This shifted the cycle start point for each man by four hours each day, so sometimes he was watching at night and sometimes during the day.  Hernandez was on for either four hours or eight hours, always during the day.  And, most days, Captain Grimes was on from noon until four.
 
   During those periods when not watching or sleeping, there would still be various other tasks to keep everyone fairly well occupied.  Twice each day there would be the trek up the mountain to the ridge where they’d link up with headquarters via the satellite and upload their reports, with photos.  Then, they’d download any data that headquarters might have for them.  These treks would always be done by at least two men, for security reasons.
 
   Since they might need to move out suddenly, to avoid possible detection, all their gear had to be stowed and maintained where it could easily be grabbed with only a moment’s notice.  Any trash needed to be buried right away and latrine areas needed to be kept filled in and covered over.  It was important, if they had to vacate, to leave no significant trace behind that any U.S. forces had been there.  They had several planned escape routes for evacuating, and as time permitted, they would do some exploring along each of these.
 
   It was day one and the team slowly began settling into a normal routine.   Murphy and Carter were already asleep, deep inside the cave, by the time Grimes and Hernandez got back there.
 
   -----
 
   May 10, 2019
 
    
 
   Classes were finally over.  Missy, Sally, Sharon and Tracy were all free that night so they stopped in at Kelsey’s Korner to check if they were needed.  With end of term exams now looming ahead, Kelsey was really busy and that would now continue through all of the next week until exams were over.  She and her assistants were trying to provide final preparation for various subjects to over a hundred of their classmates.  Her study group efforts had been so successful that the academy had even acknowledged what she was doing.  She had been given a designated study hall plus a couple of satellite classrooms to use for this final review week.
 
   On the way over, Sally had been discussing how she felt now, being the only one of them not in any relationship.  Due to all the notoriety from when she and Missy had been attacked, everyone knew her name.  But, she was very insecure about that and not ready to let her guard down.  She couldn’t relax and be open with any guy in her class, afraid she’d find he was merely interested in the big scandal rather than in her.  Maybe later … or, maybe she’d find someone outside of the academy.
 
   She was glad to hang out with the other three girls who all had boyfriends not at West Point.  The four of them were doing well enough with their courses and, at least for this night, they didn’t need to study.  And, as it turned out, Kelsey didn’t need them either.  She signed each of them up to assist her on other nights later in the week.  So, they decided to head over to Cullum Hall to see if they could grab a table, get a soft drink and maybe just relax.  After their last time there, no one wanted to suggest pizza and beer.
 
   A bit later, after enjoying how nice it was having nothing else they needed to be doing, their conversation soon got around to reflecting on the year they’d just had.  They talked about everything they’d accomplished, how much they’d changed since arriving at West Point ten months ago, and how some of their classmates had changed.  They also couldn’t resist gossiping about which hookups had worked and which had not.
 
   Tracy said, “Remember how horny Kelly was during Beast Training?”  Kelly Wong had been Tracy and Missy’s roommate and she really enjoyed sex.  She’d been having it frequently prior to West Point and after five weeks of abstinence, she’d desperately wanted to accept the advances from one of their plebe classmates.  It didn’t matter that he had a girlfriend back home; she hadn’t really had a meaningful relationship with any of her former boyfriends.  She was just extremely horny and didn’t want to wait any longer.  
 
   “Good thing we convinced her to wait.  Not only did that Jeremy Hanson leave right after Beast but he also got Irene Hwang pregnant.”  Irene had decided to drop out and have the baby, in spite of Jeremy refusing to have anything to do with either her or the baby.  Missy looked at Sally, who hadn’t heard any of this.  “Poor Irene … or, as our extremely jealous and frustrated Kelly kept calling her, that slut Hwang … she was the girl Jeremy approached next.  By the way, I heard she just had her baby last month, a boy.”
 
   Tracy continued on with the story, “Kelly eventually invited Gary Sabre to join her and her parents during Acceptance Day weekend, since his parents couldn’t be there.  Gary was in the same squad with me and Missy and, like the other guys in our squad, he stopped by our room almost every night.  He was extremely smart but a bit pudgy and not in very good shape to start out with.  However, by the end of Beast Training he lost weight and got into great shape.  He lacked confidence when around girls but was actually very easy to talk to and was a great listener.  Kelly started chatting privately with him, one-on-one outside our room.  This happened more and more as the weeks went by, without her really noticing how much his appearance changed.  She just really became comfortable with him.”
 
   Sharon had heard the whole story and knew both Gary and Kelly, but Sally did not.  By the time Tracy and Missy finished explaining how Kelly had seduced Gary, only to then fall deeply in love with him, Sally was in tears laughing.  Sally said, “So, a true case of lust at last sight?  They’re both crazy about each other now?”
 
   Missy giggled and said, “Gary not only keeps finding creative places and opportunities for making love to Kelly but keeps giving her orgasms that are out of this world.”
 
   “Which she’s not the least bit shy to brag about,” Tracy was quick to add.  “The only one who brags about her orgasms more than Kelly does is Angel Meriwether.”  Angel had been in Kelly’s squad during Beast and continued to be Kelly’s closest friend at the academy.  Angel was black and five-eight, like Missy, while Kelly was a classic Asian beauty and barely five feet tall; Angel and Kelly made an odd pair.
 
   Angel had large breasts and a very bawdy sense of humor, constantly entertaining everyone with stories of her alleged sexual escapades, many of which were actually true.  Many of them were not true, of course.  Her blatant sexuality was very open and in your face and she was always making outrageous and suggestive remarks.  In spite of how deliciously sinful she’d hint that her behavior could be, however, she never was truly coming on to any of the guys.  They were not being invited to join in or participate in such awful behavior.  No, no!  She was hilarious and very popular.
 
   She also struggled academically and, had it not been for all the assistance she was getting from Kelsey’s Korner, she wouldn’t have made it.  But, thanks to getting the help she needed and her own hard work, it was now looking pretty good that she’d pass.  Missy pointed all this out, saying how great a thing it was that Kelsey was helping so many.
 
   Sharon couldn’t resist bringing up how things had changed for Kelsey.  Mitch Cooper was now her constant companion.  For all her Kelsey’s Korner sessions, he was either there getting help from her with Calculus or else being her assistant with teaching other subjects.  And, whenever they weren’t busy with that, they could usually be found together in the gym.  With his help, she had transformed herself; while she would never become much of an athlete in competitive sports, her level of fitness was now amazing.  On the romantic side, she and Mitch were taking things slow but everyone knew they were definitely a couple.
 
   Sally said, “There’s no one more fun to tease about sex than Kelsey.  Did I tell you how she finally admitted to letting Mitch play with those amazing breasts of hers?”
 
   “It’s about time,” said Sharon.  “We all knew he wasn’t only interested in her great mind.  He just needed to see past those boobs and convince her how much he was really interested in her mind first before she would let him enjoy her tits.”
 
   “You mean, before she’d let herself enjoy it … you know … him doing things to her tits.  Have you seen the hands on him?”  Sally laughed.
 
   “He wants her to visit him this summer, meet his parents, etc., etc.  Then, he wants to visit at her home as well.”  Missy looked at Tracy and laughed.  “Look what happened when my brother did the visit at home thing with Tracy and her parents.”
 
   Sally snorted, saying, “Yeah, Missy, and when you’re not around to hear her talking about your brother, she makes your friend Kelly’s great orgasms seem rather insignificant in comparison.”
 
   “Hey!  No fair!” exclaimed Tracy.  “Besides … when it comes to having great orgasms … those mind-blowing, grab the bedposts and kick your feet, buck like a bronco, howl like a wild animal, scream like a banshee, melt away to nothing, make magical moments of momentous mayhem … those please don’t stop whatever you’re doing until after I finally get to come … those incredible instances of insane ecstasy …”
 
   “Stop, stop!  We get it!  You’re killing us with all that!”
 
   “Oh!”  Tracy gave them her most innocent smile.  “Well … I was only going to point out that Missy is actually the Queen of the Big O … I’m only a recently debauched virgin, barely beginning to experience all these things.”
 
   Missy said, “Clearly you’ve been experiencing these things way too often, and been enjoying them way too much.  I wasn’t aware my brother had influenced you quite as much as he obviously has, Tracy.”
 
   Sharon laughed, quick to chime in with her own thoughts.  “Don’t be in such denial, Missy!  We all know how you and Mike are.  I’m betting Tracy is absolutely right.  Whatever you do, it’s always beyond extreme.  Surely that’s true about your orgasms.”
 
   “That does it!”  Missy turned to Tracy and Sally.  “I was never supposed to tell anyone this … but … Sharon’s got her own big secret.  You know how her boyfriend is really big, right?  Six feet, seven inches tall?”
 
   “I’ll never share another secret with you, Missy McCrea!  Don’t you dare!”
 
   Missy ignored her and held up her two hands, several inches apart.  “He’s actually beyond extreme …”  Missy began spreading her hands further and further apart.  “There are horses not as big or as well endowed …”
 
   “Not true!  Don’t exaggerate like that!”  Sharon pretended to be horrified and looked at Sally and Tracy.  “He’s not even ten inches.  And, for a man his size … err, height … well … nine and a half inches is perfectly normal.  All in proper proportion …”
 
   “MmmMmmm … yes, and you told me how his fingers and his tongue are all in perfect proportion too.”  Missy looked at the others and grinned.  “Sharon has no reason for any jealousy concerning anyone else’s orgasms.”
 
   Sally groaned.  “Fuck me!  Forget everything I said earlier about not being ready yet … I want to take advantage of my notoriety now!  Bring on the guys and let the games begin!  All of these orgasm stories are making me ache and throb and I’m so wet right now … damn!”  She laughed and stood up.  “Enough, already!  I’m going back to the barracks and take a long, cold shower.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Six
 
   May 15, 2019
 
    
 
   Kion Gosselin looked over at Bruce Vajcovec and said, “Tell me more about the arrangements.  And, tell me again why I have to meet with these guys.”  He was very nervous about getting personally involved in this and had hoped Bruce could have managed things without that.  He was paying the guy enough, wasn’t he?  Why was it necessary that he risk exposing himself?
 
   Bruce said, “Look, you want someone taken care of, you can’t expect to stay invisible.  Not with these guys.  Everyone insists on knowing who’s ordering this hit.  You’re not just asking to have some street slut taken care of.  She’s a fucking cadet at West Point.  And, you’re toxic right now, Kion.  The cops are talking to all the girls you had at those parties up there.  The guys these girls work for?  These are the same guys the professional hit men work for.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah, I get that.  And, everyone you checked with … once you explained about it being me wanting this … they all insisted only D’Amato’s organization would touch it?”
 
   “Right.  And, D’Amato’s guys who are gonna do this?  They’ve insisted you bring them a third of the money up front.  You, Kion.  No one else.  They wanna meet with you first … face to face … or they’re not interested.  From what I’m hearing, this is from the big man himself.  Salvatore D’Amato.  He wants his guys to actually see you, up close and personal.”
 
   “Okay, okay.  But, his guys?  They’re good, right?  Seventy-five grand is a lot of money for this.”  He knew D’Amato’s organization had a reputation for being the best of the best amongst the five New York crime families.  That bitch McCrea had ruined his life and he wanted his revenge now, while she was still at the academy.  And, since this was in New York, D’Amato’s territory, no one else would touch it.  So, he was paying the big bucks but would get what he wanted.  Then he’d leave and go to France.
 
   Bruce laughed.  “Billy Martin and Donny Delgato are well known to all the people I’ve checked with.  Sal’s best guys.  They’ve been handling things, taking care of people Sal wanted taken care of, for years.  They’re real pros.  And, if you want to get rid of someone and not have it traced back to you?  You pay them seventy-five grand and they do it.”
 
   “Is it normal to pay a third up front?  What guarantee do I have they’ll do this?”
 
   “You’re dealing with D’Amato’s organization, Kion.  You don’t need to worry.  If they accept payment, the job always gets done.  Always.  Are you ready?  Let’s go.”
 
   Twenty minutes later, they pulled up outside one of Sal’s clubs, climbed out of the car, handed the key to the valet and made their way inside.  They had to go through an elaborate security check to eventually gain admittance to the back office where the meeting was scheduled.  They both were searched, in addition to going through metal detectors.  Kion held onto his briefcase with the twenty-five thousand except when it was x-rayed.  Finally, they were allowed to enter through the office door while their escort remained outside, standing guard.
 
   “Hey, kid.  Kion Gosselin, right?  Glad to meet you.  I’m Billy Martin and this is my associate, Donny Delgato.”  Billy was well dressed and good looking with long black hair, slicked back; he wore a diamond earring on his left ear.  Donny was also well dressed but looked like a thug; he was completely bald and had a tattoo on his neck.  Looking at Vajcovec, Billy added, “You must be Bruce Vajcovec.  It’s my understanding you helped arrange for this meeting.”
 
   Vajcovec looked around and saw there was no one else present.  Although not a member of any crime organization, Vajcovec was well known as a middle man and had several mob contacts, although mostly at the lower levels.  This was the biggest deal he’d ever put together.  Martin and Delgato were both standing in front of a large desk, but there were several comfortable easy chairs over on the side of the room, along with a small table.  Nervously, he said, “Yes, you both were recommended to us.  Highly recommended.”  He noticed that no one was extending their hand so he didn’t do so either.  Shaking hands with hit men was probably not part of the normal protocol.
 
   Kion continued to clutch his briefcase and remained silent.  He wasn’t pleased about being called “kid” but kept his mouth shut.  He was the one with the money and that helped him feel superior to all of these guys.
 
   Donny stepped forward and said, “Billy and I want to chat privately with Kion, here.  Bruce, is it?  You don’t mind waiting outside, do you?  I’m sure you understand, right?”  He took a further step forward and Vajcovec could tell that making any objection was not really an option.  He smiled at Kion and said, “Sure, no problem.”  Then he walked with Donny over to another door, which Donny opened for him, and he stepped through to the corridor outside.  Two men were there and guided him down to another office where he went in and took a seat in one of the chairs.  The door closed and he was left alone. 
 
   Kion tensely watched while this was going on but when Billy gestured for him to take a seat in one of the chairs, he relaxed somewhat.  He placed the briefcase on the table there and took a seat.  Billy and Donny came over and sat down in chairs across from him.  “I’ve brought you the money, just as you asked for.  Twenty-five thousand.  Do you want to count it?”
 
   Billy said, “No, no.  That won’t be necessary.  Now, Kion … we understand this is payment in advance for taking care of someone.  A cadet at West Point?  Her name is Missy McCrea, right?  And, we’ll be paid an additional fifty thousand afterwards?”
 
   Kion nodded and said, “Yes, that’s right.  That bitch has fucked up my whole life and I want you guys to fuck her up.  It’s important that she knows why you’re doing it, of course.  And, that you get it all on film.  You can do that, right?  Wear masks so you can’t be identified, of course.  But, I really want to watch … see her suffer.  For what she’s done to me.  It’ll be my own personal video tape.  I was told you’ve done this sort of thing before.”
 
   Donny laughed.  Oh, yes!  They’d done this before all right.  Grab Missy McCrea.  Un-fucking-believable!  When Billy had explained how Sal had called him -- in person, rather than merely sending down instructions through anyone else -- and had asked that they do this?  He just couldn’t get over how that witch bitch had managed to once again get her way.  He and Billy would actually have loved doing what this asshole Kion wanted them to do, if only they’d dared to do so.  Fuck her up?  Riiiight!  Wishful thinking.
 
   They’d grabbed her three years earlier, injected her with a knock out drug and then left her bound and gagged in the trunk of a car, up in a parking garage.  As instructed.  Another contract job successfully completed, right?  Too bad she was such a looker and so young.  But, a job was a job and they’d done their part.
 
   Hah!  Too bad that asshole Tony Gonzalez had been unable to do his part.  Not only did she get the drop on Tony, but she managed to show up that same night at their hotel and get the drop on him and Billy.  He’d never forget that night.  Being humiliated and terrorized by a sixteen year old girl!  Fuck!
 
   Billy looked at his partner and knew exactly what was going through Donny’s mind.  That night.  Their life hadn’t been the same since then.  Missy McCrea had cut off his little finger and had threatened to cut off a lot more, forcing him and Donny to confess on a video tape to two murders they’d committed earlier in addition to how they’d kidnapped her.  All three jobs had been for an anonymous client, who was friends of a friend of Sal’s.  As it turned out, that client was Tony Gonzalez and the murders had been his wife and later his daughter.
 
   Missy not only had forced them to admit to everything but to also name Sal as their boss.  Then, she’d blackmailed them.  Should anything happen to her or her family?  Not only would the cops get the tape but so would Sal.  And, if Sal ever found out they’d named him?  That was unthinkable.  There’d be no escape from Sal’s wrath should that ever happen.  So, they’d kept quiet and had done exactly what she’d asked them to do.
 
   Then, last October, when Sal and Ben Marchitto had asked them about Missy McCrea?  At first they’d been afraid Sal had somehow learned about their naming him on that fucking video tape.  But no … instead, Sal and Ben had somehow stumbled across her all on their own.  And, as it turned out, the girl really was some kind of a witch!  They’d known it had to have been her responsible for all that damage to Sal’s place a few weeks later.  Wow!  Neither Sal nor Ben would admit anything, but he and Donny knew.
 
   “Kion, just to be perfectly clear about this.  You’re not just hiring us to kill this girl.  You want us to really torture the girl, maybe rape her repeatedly and cause her to suffer as much as possible first, and film all that.  For you.  Right?  Then, once we’ve disposed of her, we get the rest of our seventy-five thousand dollars.”  Billy wanted to get all this recorded, unequivocally, as Sal had instructed.  This kid Kion was so screwed … Missy McCrea was going to get another video tape for her collection.  Sheezzz!
 
   Kion smiled at them.  “Exactly!  Make her suffer as much as possible.  Then, kill the bitch and get rid of her body so she’s never found.  How soon can you do this?”
 
   Billy said, “Okay.  Great!  We understand exactly what you want and what this initial payment is for.  There’s just one other little bit of business to take care of.  Kion, we’d like to have you meet yet another associate of ours.  Donny?  Would you open the door so Mr. Robert Ulrey can come in now?  I believe he has something he wants to read … so Kion here will know all his rights.”
 
   Donny had already started towards the rear door of the office, where Vajcovec had gone out earlier, and after a few more steps he reached the door and opened it.  Kion watched as a man walked in who looked like a cop, with close cropped grey hair and an official manner.  The man flashed his FBI credentials at Kion and nodded to Billy.
 
   “Kion Gosselin, you’re under arrest!”  Robert continued to read Kion his rights and explain all the charges against him.  This took some time as Kion began cursing and screaming, after getting past his initial shock, and was very uncooperative.  Finally, with his hands in handcuffs behind his back, Kion was led away by another government official who had come in with Robert.
 
   After they were gone, and Robert was alone with Billy and Donny, he told them, “Missy sends her thanks.  She wants you to know … and Sal of course … that this tape will never actually be made public and you won’t be asked to testify.  I guess you already know how she can get someone to do what she wants … once she has them on tape … right?”  Robert had seen the tape Missy was blackmailing these guys with and didn’t need to say anything more.  They knew.
 
   “So, this tape is good and you have what you want?  He’s clearly admitting to everything.  You’re leaving us a copy for Sal, right?”  Billy wanted his boss to know exactly how well he and Donny had carried out his wishes.  “We’ll tell Sal you’re only using it to blackmail this Kion.  We’ll also explain to that Vajcovec guy how things are.  So he understands he needs to keep quiet.”
 
   Robert said, “Yes, to avoid being charged with attempted murder, Kion will be pleading guilty to all the other charges at his Army court martial.  We think his six buddies will all agree to do that as well.  They’ll get a few months in the stockade and a Dishonorable Discharge.  But, if they try to plead not guilty and insist on any defense, exposing West Point to further scandal?  That won’t end well for them.  Not with Kion testifying against them.  Kion will be accepting a somewhat longer sentence, of course.”
 
   Billy said, “And, we’ll be explaining to Vajcovec, and anyone else that hears about this, how Sal wanted to cooperate with the Army and avoid any scandal.  Secret sex club at West Point?  This asshole Kion exposed Sal’s girls to some real embarrassment and Sal takes care of his girls.”  He handed over Kion’s suitcase with the twenty-five thousand to Robert.  Not only was that now part of the government’s evidence but it was important that it be known Sal’s organization had not accepted any payment.
 
   Donny had been listening to all this and thinking about things.  While not as bright as Billy, he had figured out this whole deal wasn’t really an FBI sting.  This Robert Ulrey guy.  While he was flashing FBI credentials, he had to be something else.  Something more.  “Robert, we know you’re with the government and all.  But … you and Missy … you know about her, right?”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well, she’s not just a normal girl, is she?”  Somehow, Donny just knew this Robert had seen that tape of Missy’s from three years ago and that he knew it all.  He knew about the murders they’d done, how they’d kidnapped Missy, everything.  He was in the government and was protecting Missy, so she could do whatever the hell it was she was doing at West Point.  The government knew Missy was a witch.  Damn!
 
   He couldn’t resist blurting out what he and Billy were most worried about.  “Billy and I?  We’ll never go against Missy.  Or her family.  Never.  If anything happens to her?  It won’t be us.  You government guys … you know that, right?”
 
   Robert looked at the two of them.  “That’s good to know.  Missy is very special.  She appreciates the way you two have cooperated so far.”  He knew they were worried about Sal someday seeing that tape she’d made of them.  “As for us government guys?  If anything were ever to happen to Missy?  Her friends would know whether or not anyone had gone against her.”
 
   Donny and Billy stared at him.  That was probably all the assurance they’d ever get but, at least it was something.  If the witch bitch went and got herself killed while serving in the Army, hopefully her friends wouldn’t be showing Sal that fucking tape.
 
   -----
 
   May 21, 2019
 
    
 
   Twenty four members were present for the latest CAW review session.  And, recent events in Afghanistan, Pakistan and a few other locations as well were all proving the importance of having these sessions.  The militant activities by Taliban and al Qaeda terrorists were very disturbing.  Bombings and kidnappings had increased and the targets were embassies, airports, railroads and key transportation points.  The Afghan military and police had been ineffective and widespread panic was taking place.
 
   The disruption this had caused for all movement of food and supplies was taking its toll.  The economy was about to collapse.  A complete overthrow of the Afghan government was now looking to be a certainty.  Yet, as the discussion over the past hour had revealed, there still wasn’t enough concern by the American public.  War in the Mid-East was to be avoided so committing any U.S. forces to this campaign, other than the limited effort by those troops already in place, was not a consideration.  Anything that might lead to greater involvement was to be avoided at all costs.
 
   While the U.S. and other NATO countries were willing to provide relief assistance to Afghanistan and Pakistan on a humanitarian level, the conflict over there was not perceived as anything that posed a serious enough threat to countries outside the region.
 
   General Blake had briefed how Intel reports from his teams, identifying key troop movements in and out of the new Taliban base in the Kunar Province, had then helped others track these attack units as they’d traveled through Asadabad and beyond, not only to Kabul but out to Pakistan and elsewhere.  This had led to advance warnings for potential target locations and actual interference when these attack units were confronted.  Skirmishes had been very infrequent, however, and stopping these units, preventing them from achieving their goals, had not been very successful.
 
   Charles Winword explained his CIA informants and operatives were simply unable to do more than they already were doing.  “We’re losing over there.  Unless we can send in our ground forces to do some fighting or authorize bombing some of these known targets, the Taliban is going to win.  They’ll be in complete control, first in Afghanistan and then in Pakistan, and this will happen before the end of this year.”
 
   Ted Hanson from State said, “While that might happen, it’s not enough.  Things here at home are now even more of a concern.  I’m not sure Congress would approve anything at this point, even if the Afghan government does finally request our help.  And, without Congressional support, our President isn’t going to make any commitments.  Everyone here knows that.”  He looked at the Secretary of Defense, who sadly was forced to agree with him.
 
   General Blake asked, “Can we authorize any action by our troops already there?  I mean, as part of this whole support, train, advise and assist mission we have them doing, officially, and now the secret surveillance mission, unofficially … can’t we define some rules of engagement where they can maybe go in there, wipe out that new base?  That might cripple this whole Taliban takeover effort, at least so they can’t gain control this year.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “We can’t drop any bombs or provide any support by our Air Force.  That would clearly be making a commitment that goes way beyond what’s acceptable for today’s political climate.  And, we can’t send in any additional military units either.  We can only use the few teams that are already positioned there.  Are you saying, using only those teams, you have the ability to wipe out that base?  And, that it could be done without forcing us to become further involved?”
 
   “I’d like to at least see what sort of plans we might come up with.”  General Blake looked around the room and then looked over at Drew Martinson.  “I have been seeing contingency plan after contingency plan from my staff, ever since this damn base was first identified by Drew’s mysterious supernatural asset.  While most of those plans called for bringing in more troops or using our Air Force, there have been a few where we only use what we have.  Unfortunately, those missions all seemed like certain suicide, but I’d like to have my staff again explore all options.  I understand the constraints.  But, we can’t just sit back and do nothing.”
 
   After several minutes of discussion, General Blake was directed to draft up some of his options.  He was asked to present them at their next meeting in June.
 
   As everyone was leaving, General Blake approached Drew and pulled him over to one side.  “Let’s discuss that non interference policy about using your assets, Drew.  What are the constraints and what are the possible ways around those constraints.  I mean … if you have anyone who can help us?  They don’t have to do anything supernatural, exactly.  That way, there’s no conflict, right?  I’m just saying … what are my options, here?”
 
   Drew had been expecting this.  He and the general had waltzed around this issue a few times already.  “So, you’re asking if any of the supernaturals who “P” Branch is monitoring might be willing to go on a suicide mission and not do anything supernatural, exactly.  Hmmm.  You’re really asking if the asset who helped find that base and rescue those Germans can somehow help with this.  Right?”
 
   “Yes!  Can you at least tell me a little more about him?  And, could he possibly volunteer?  You know … he can maybe use his supernatural ability to save himself and avoid being killed over there.  If no one knows he’s doing magic, won’t that be okay?  I mean, he already did some pretty crazy things.  But, he didn’t get caught doing them.  Only those Germans saw what he did and they’re not talking.”
 
   “There’s only one problem with what you’re suggesting, General.  This asset would do whatever was necessary to avoid anyone else being killed.  So, if it’s a suicide mission, there’s going to be some magic.”  Drew had already talked to Robert, Les and Marsha about Missy.  Yeah, there’d probably be some magic all right.  Missy was Missy.
 
   “Okay, maybe that can still work.  We can keep his secret.  Just like those Germans are doing.  So, what about it?  What can he maybe do for us?”
 
   Drew said, “I’ll look into whether this might be possible.  I’ll start by asking our asset.  But, I can already tell you … there will probably be some special requirements.  If the asset is willing and you can meet these special requirements, then we can discuss all the ways this asset might be able to help.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven
 
   May 29, 2019
 
    
 
   Graduation Day.  Missy was excited.  The entire Graduation Week had been exciting but today was extra special.  She had been promoted that morning, along with her plebe classmates, to the rank of Private First Class in the Corps of Cadets and she was now a yearling, a YUK, a third class cadet.  Wow!
 
   She and her friends had all made it through their first year at the academy.  Even Angel had squeaked by, barely passing but passing nonetheless.  Kelsey and the others helping her with all the academic requirements had made the difference.
 
   Missy was in the top five percent academically, and -- no surprise -- was first for all females for the physical training requirements.  She was very proud of all she had accomplished and was thrilled to have reached this point.  Not only had she been setting new records for various physical challenges, such as the Army Physical Fitness Test, but she had also set a few records for marksmanship, both with rifle and pistol.
 
   And, yeah … like Sally … everyone knew her name.  She had exposed the Caesar Club Seven for what it was and brought a new awareness to the academy concerning sexual harassment.  The Superintendent had said he would personally look into any reported incidents and there would be zero tolerance for any inappropriate behavior.
 
   And, thanks to that video tape showing Kion wanting to arrange for her torture and death, he was indeed willing to plead guilty instead to whatever charges the Army court martial might bring.  Likewise, the others were now willing to plead guilty.  There would be no need for anyone to appear and testify to anything in open court.  Thus, the scandal for the academy would be minimal.  There would be no sensational exposure, with public statements being made, etc., etc.
 
   Her family was there, along with Mike of course, and after the Graduation Ceremony that afternoon for the firsties, who were all getting commissioned as second lieutenants, she was free to go home for her summer leave.  That would actually only be a week and a day, since then she’d be reporting to Fort Benning, Georgia for Airborne School.  She and Tracy were very excited about that.  Jump School would be for three weeks.  There were another dozen cadets taking this course but she and Tracy were the only plebes, now yearlings.
 
   Then, she’d have another week and a day before reporting back to the academy for Cadet Field Training out at Fort Buckner.  Or, not.
 
   Robert had called her and then he and Drew had actually come down a week ago to visit her.  Would she be willing to volunteer to go back to Afghanistan?  Maybe help a Special Forces team blow up that Taliban base?  Might be a suicide mission.  Lots of caveats about using her powers.  Or, to be accurate, about not using them.  The U.S. Government did not want to be exposed for using supernaturals.  That would be like using nuclear weapons.  But, to avoid getting killed?  Then it would be okay to use her powers.  
 
   She had never looked upon herself as being in the same category as a nuclear weapon.  Sheesh!  She’d told them she would do whatever they wanted as long as Mike was okay with it.  She then would also want a few other things but she had to first discuss all this with Mike.  He was her soul mate and whatever she did was going to affect him just as much as it would affect her.
 
   Mike had not been at all happy about her putting herself in harm’s way so soon.  Yes, he would always support her, it was her decision, and he knew she wanted and needed to be doing extreme things like this.  But, he’d figured she would be safely at West Point for another three years.  That little adventure when she’d rescued the German engineers had been excruciating for him to endure.  He was only human.
 
   Missy had called Drew back the next day.  Mike had accepted her going, if it truly became necessary and important for her to go over there.  And, he had also agreed to her requirement that he not go.  There would be no mental messages this time and she would not be experiencing his emotions.  He would have to stay home.  As for those few other things that she’d mentioned?  She did have some specific requirements for the Army.
 
   First, she would be asking for the Superintendent at the academy to allow her to resign from the Corps of Cadets with the understanding that, once the mission was completed and she was no longer needed over in Afghanistan, she could be accepted back.  West Point policy stated cadets were not authorized to participate in military training operations while on leave, pass, trips or voluntary summer training programs, without the prior written approval of the Commandant.  And, they were not allowed to go into combat.  She wasn’t going over there as a cadet or as a supnat; she would serve there as a regular Army grunt.
 
   Second, she knew she was fully qualified as a basic rifleman in the infantry.  The Army’s military occupational specialty for that was 11B.  So, once she resigned, she wanted her records to show her as being enlisted in the regular Army with an MOS of 11B along with her rank of PFC, Private First Class.
 
   Third, Missy wanted assurance that, in the event she actually survived and made it back, she would be reinstated at West Point and her service while in Afghanistan would be accepted as equivalent training for the Cadet Field Training that she’d probably be missing that summer.
 
   Drew had assured her that the Army would make an exception to their policy concerning all this and would arrange things so she could return to West Point, no problem.  Missy then had gone on to ask that the Army also make an exception to their policy about assignment to Special Forces teams.
 
   She wanted to actually be assigned to one of those teams, in spite of her not having the higher rank and the 18B MOS that soldiers on those teams would normally have.  She was going over there as a regular Army grunt only she wanted to be doing that assigned to an A-Team.  Special exception.  She wanted it on her official military record.
 
   As she donned her full dress grey over white uniform, and prepared to march out onto the field at Michie Stadium, she forgot about Afghanistan and focused instead on enjoying the day at hand.  Soon enough, Mike would be driving her home, stopping along the way so she could Change.  She planned to enjoy being a cat as much as she possibly could during the next week.
 
   The only activity she planned to enjoy more than being a cat was being a girl and making love to Mike.  Being a witch?  Wasn’t even on her agenda.
 
   -----
 
   May 30, 2019
 
    
 
   Drew Martinson made the introductions, welcomed everyone and waited until they were all seated around the secure conference room table at “P” Branch.  He had invited the Defense Secretary, Charles Winword from the CIA, General Blake and one new member, Colonel Chory, who had flown back from Afghanistan for this meeting.  Colonel Chory was in charge of the Special Forces units supporting CAW over there and General Blake had wanted him to be included.
 
   None of the other CAW review team members had been invited.  Although they would be told that “P” Branch’s supernatural asset was again being used, if indeed it was decided to go with that option, they would not be told the identity of the asset.  They really didn’t have a need to know that.  And, the supnat option was not intended to actually use any supernatural powers, at least not in a way that might ever become known to the public.
 
   Drew had brought in Robert, Les and Marsha to assist with giving this briefing and to answer the questions he anticipated might be asked.  The Defense Secretary was particularly concerned about using any supernatural options.  He believed doing that would open up a Pandora’s Box with risks far exceeding any possible benefits.
 
   Drew looked at the four men he was briefing and said, “Last Christmas, as you all know, we utilized an individual who performed an important reconnaissance mission for us.  Not only was a new Taliban base identified, located in the Kunar Province, but our asset infiltrated that base and provided detailed information which all of you have read about in a report which I provided earlier.”  Everyone nodded in agreement.  They’d all read his report.
 
   He continued, “Miraculously, three German engineers which the Taliban had kidnapped and who were being held at that base were rescued.  Again, that’s all in my report.  Captain Grimes, the A-Team commander who assisted with that rescue, has also provided his report with details obtained by debriefing those three men.  Our asset managed to accomplish all of that and did so in a manner that no one else knows about.  Other than for my “P” Branch operatives, there’s no awareness anywhere around the world concerning what was done or how it was done.  Even those three Germans … they only saw a small part of what our asset could do.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “Yes, and we’ve acknowledged what an excellent job that was.  Truly remarkable.  It was a unique situation and, as you had promised us, there was no hint that this country used any supernatural or paranormal forces.”
 
    “Les and Marsha Goodding were part of that unique mission and went to Kabul, supporting our asset.  I’d like to have Les explain why we believe this asset can once again be used.”  Drew turned to Les and said, “Tell them how we can take advantage of a somewhat gray area, relative to the non interference policy about our using any supernaturals.”  Drew sat down and everyone looked over as Les rose to his feet.
 
   “As you know, this office monitors individuals with supernatural abilities all around the world.  Those individuals lead their lives and, for the most part, their abilities are hidden.  Or, when not hidden, the public typically finds ways to explain, attribute and accept whatever unusual circumstances might be observed as somehow actually being normal.  People tend to believe what they can understand and find ways to believe the unbelievable.  This office actually helps with that.”  Les smiled at Marsha.  “We don’t interfere, unless absolutely necessary, and very few of these supnat individuals are even aware that “P” Branch exists and is monitoring them.”
 
   “The asset who volunteered for that recon/rescue mission is very special.  And, that asset is actually one of your own.  That’s why we believe using this individual is okay and why doing so does not conflict with policy; that is, provided … as with that other mission and as the Defense Secretary has said … there are no hints that supernatural abilities are being used.”
 
   Les could see this one of their own news was a big surprise.  He restated it, just so the logic would be clear.  “This individual has already chosen to serve in the Army and is one of yours.  If you agree that we can use this individual to participate and support in any of General Blake’s plans, I know the general would consider that a great help.  It might make all the difference.”
 
   Colonel Chory said, “Wow!  I certainly can agree.  You’re saying this guy, whoever he is, has already been inside that Taliban base?  He provided us with all that info and managed to save those prisoners?  What’s the problem?  Why not assign him to me?  I’d love to have him!”
 
   “Naturally, we want to know how this soldier … who you’re saying is already one of ours?  Naturally, we’d love to know how to best take advantage of his abilities.”  General Blake glanced at the Defense Secretary.  “My staff is working on various plans to attack and destroy that base.  If we could have some idea of ways this man could help with that, it might indeed make all the difference.”
 
   Winword said, “If no one learns about anything supernatural being part of this, then I certainly can agree.  But, can this soldier really hide whatever abilities he has?  Otherwise, it won’t matter … even if we destroy this latest Taliban stronghold … the world will be even more upset than if we were to use our Air Force to drop bombs.  There’s a reason we’re not just going in there and nuking those bastards.”
 
   “This soldier has been hiding in plain sight for years.  Admittedly, “P” Branch has helped with that from time to time.  But, you saw how well things worked out last time.”
 
   The Defense Secretary said, “We were very fortunate with how things worked out last time but, in spite of how well all of that went, Ted Hanson still somehow got the idea your guy was an angel of death.  Hell, that’s why we’ve named this Campaign Angel’s Wing, isn’t it?  How can we be sure this won’t leak out?  That would be as bad or worse than if we did as Charles said and just nuked the bastards.”  He looked at Winword and smiled.  They were actually close friends and often shared very similar views on most things.
 
   Les said, “Perhaps if we explain some of what this asset can do.  I think you’ll then appreciate there’s minimal risk.  For example, this asset can heal injuries.  But, that’s not likely to be noticed by anyone other than the person who is healed and maybe by the doctors assisting that person.  This asset has superstrength, but hides it.  This person can see in the dark, but so what?  This person can see and hear and smell with greatly enhanced senses.  Again, so what?  As for the telekinetic abilities used to kill that one soldier?  During the rescue?  This asset understands how important it is that no evidence of supernatural activity be left behind.”
 
   “Okay, okay.  Obviously, you can’t guarantee anything.  But, you’re saying we can trust this soldier not to get us into trouble.  And, since he’s already in the Army and no one knows about him, he evidently does know how to hide his powers.”  The Secretary of Defense looked at the others.  “I think I’ve heard enough.  You have our agreement to allow General Blake to use him.  Let’s get on with this.  Tell us who he is and what else we need to know.  You’ve already obtained his agreement to volunteer for this mission, right?”
 
   “Our asset agrees to volunteer, but with certain conditions.  I believe you’ll have no problem with agreeing to those conditions.”  Les looked at Robert.  “I’ll let Robert explain.”
 
   Robert said, “This individual has just completed one year at West Point but has no prior service.  In order to serve on this combat mission, which is likely to last several weeks, this individual will resign from the academy and wants to be given an MOS of Eleven-Bravo, your basic light infantryman, and the rank of PFC.  These are appropriate qualifications for this cadet, based on the year of training just completed.  But, after accepting this individual’s resignation, the West Point Superintendent needs to agree that, afterwards, this individual can return and this Afghanistan service will be accepted as equivalent training for any Cadet Field Training that is missed.”
 
   “West Point?  How old is this guy?” asked General Blake.
 
   “Nineteen, in three weeks.”  Robert looked at everyone.  “Is there any problem with this request?”
 
   “Well, I’m sure the academy will go along with whatever the Secretary of Defense wants,” said General Blake.  “But, I’m still trying to understand this … you’re saying this guy having all these special abilities, who performed all these miracles for us … he’s just a kid?”
 
   Robert said, “I’d hardly say that our supernatural asset was just a kid.  But, before I identify this individual, our office wants to be sure you really want to use this person and can agree to everything.”
 
   “Does this kid have any further requests?”
 
   “Yes.  This person wants to be assigned to one of your Special Forces A-Teams.  In spite of only being a PFC and only having an Eleven-Bravo MOS, can an exception to policy be made?  When this individual returns to West Point, this period of service needs to be included on the individual’s military record.  The earlier recon/rescue mission was a freebie but this time, even if the mission details are classified, the individual wants the record to reflect assignment with an A-Team.  This can be done, right?”
 
   There was some discussion about both West Point and the Special Forces but, after several minutes, the consensus was yes.  Everything could be done, as requested.  Colonel Chory even commented how it made sense for a cadet to want these things on his record.  He said, “Obviously, this soldier has some definite career goals in mind which will surely benefit from our acknowledging his doing this.”
 
   General Blake said, “We can handle these arrangements, no problem.  Now, let’s discuss who he is and what else he can do for us.  I’m tired of your office always calling him an asset or an individual.  He’s human, right?  A soldier?  Or, at least a cadet.  Give me a name.”
 
   Robert laughed.  “I honestly don’t know how to answer that.  I mean, about being human.”  He paused, looked at Drew and then at each of the four being briefed.  “Your soldier, your cadet, who is also our asset … she's a witch.  Her name is Missy McCrea.’
 
   The Defense Secretary was the first to blurt out his reaction.  “A girl?  A witch?  Unbelievable!”  From the stunned expressions on all four faces, it was obvious they had not anticipated this.
 
   “We’ve brought along for each of you a file that we’ve put together on her.”  Robert nodded at Marsha who opened her briefcase and took out four thick folders, which she distributed.  The information did not include anything about Missy’s dealings with the New England or New York mobs but otherwise was fairly complete.
 
   Robert said, “Please protect these files … I know you’ll want to study the information and get an idea why we all think she’s so special.  But, why don’t you watch this video we have first.  You can see her in action.  Then, let’s talk about her.”  He nodded at Marsha again.
 
   Marsha introduced the video by explaining how Missy had been drugged, along with her roommate, by a group of upperclass cadets who wanted revenge.  Missy had interfered with their secret sex club and the sexual harassment at West Point by going around and putting everyone on notice.  She’d made a target out of herself, etc., etc.  Then Marsha played the tape.
 
   After seeing the tape, they all wanted to see it a second time, so Marsha played it again.
 
   Robert said, “Those collars that you see her snapping off both her own neck and then her roommate’s neck?  That’s an example of how she uses her power in plain sight and gets away with it.  She told the Superintendent the collars were defective.  And, all the martial arts stuff?  She moves slowly enough so it almost looks humanly possible.  She really has an amazing ability to control herself that way.  It’s one of her greatest abilities.  She’s very proud of all her controls.  She’s worked really hard at that.”
 
   There was a lot more discussion about what they’d watched on the tape, which was certainly impressive.  Marsha played it for them a third time.  Then, Winword was the first to open up his folder and begin reading the file on her.  Almost immediately, he looked up at Robert and the others.  “I guess, after seeing her on that video … I mean … I see why you’re saying she moves like a cat.  But …”
 
   Drew laughed and said, “No, no!  Not moves like a cat.  We’re saying she actually is a cat.  Missy isn’t just a witch.  She’s also a werecat.  When she did all that recon in the Kunar Province?  She was a mountain lion.  Here are some photos we have showing her when she’s in her cat form.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Eight
 
   June 1, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy walked out of the bathroom and waited for Mike to react.  She’d just sent him a mental message saying she was ready and now she hoped the sexy black outfit she was wearing would spark his interest.  She had been persuaded by his sister Michelle to buy this naughty negligee when they’d gone shopping the day before at Victoria’s Secret.
 
   Michelle had insisted that she make some Missy and Mike Magic Moment Memories and that this was one way to do that.  They’d both laughed hilariously about that, at the time, but now Missy was feeling just a little bit anxious.  She was staying at Mike’s house for a couple of days, just the two of them.  Michelle had made a point of how her parents had gone away, just so Missy and her brother would have some privacy and that the opportunity was one that she definitely should take advantage of.
 
   Missy had been really enjoying her days at home and, just that morning, she’d been out at the State Forest in Andover.  Running wild and free through 3,000 acres, killing a deer for her meal and simply being a cat, allowing her other form to fully manifest itself that way, was so satisfying.  It was her nature to do this, just as it was her nature to be human.  When she was prowling as a cougar, with all her enhanced animal senses engaged and filling her soul with experiences not possible for a human, the fulfillment was fantastic.
 
   She had learned how to compartmentalize things in her mind and, when she was a cat, her human cares and worries all took a step back.  While still with her, they simply did not affect her in quite the same way and she dealt with them differently.  Later, when she Changed back, putting all her predatory animal instincts aside once again -- under control but not forgotten -- she brought her human concerns to the forefront and went forward.  She was always refreshed and able to cope with things with renewed energy and vigor.  Big problems were broken down into little ones which she’d then manage with ease, one by one.  What sustained her the most, as she lived through each day, was all the love she had for her family, her friends and … most of all … for Mike.
 
   When Missy walked into their bedroom, Mike once again felt his heart swell and his blood race.  She was a vision!  God how he loved her!  He’d known she was up to something when she had insisted on taking a shower, alone, and that he get into bed and wait for her.  Seeing her now, so seductive and sultry … willing, wanton and wondrous … his pulse began to race as these thoughts and many more went racing right along as well.
 
   They’d spent an enjoyable afternoon, once she’d driven back from her latest adventure, out playing as a cat and causing who knew what mischief out at the State Forest.  She’d had that fresh glow she always had whenever she was able to satiate her frisky feline feelings, as he liked to call them.  Her sister Heather had invited them over to check out where she was living now, with her boyfriend Donald Whalen, and the four of them had celebrated both Heather’s college graduation and Missy’s surviving her first year at West Point.
 
   Then, they’d all gone to dinner with Mark and Alice who had insisted on treating them.  Shrimp and lobster for Missy who claimed she was still hungry, in spite of that venison she’d enjoyed for breakfast.  Donald was the only one who didn’t realize she wasn’t making a joke about the venison.
 
   Alice was so proud of what she was accomplishing, as Director of the Roseanne Fund, and had explained how she and Mark would be working at that full time for the next couple of months, now that they both had the summer off from school.  They hoped to have the two assistants Alice had hired fully trained by the time their classes started back up in the fall.  Before the meal was over, both Donald and Heather had each joked about maybe going to work for Alice.  They were almost ready to abandon their boring engineering jobs at the jet engine factory and join the crazy mob lady, who seemed to be dealing with issues and problems that were much more interesting.
 
   After saying their goodbyes and returning home, Mike had started experiencing Missy’s emotions and he could see how her eyes were sparkling.  He knew she was getting into one of her amorous and playful moods, and hadn’t been surprised when she had insisted on getting ready.  But, seeing her now slink seductively into the room, showered and primped for pleasure, wearing something she obviously was hoping he would enjoy seeing her in, he was overwhelmed.  She was absolutely gorgeous and she was his.
 
    “I sure hope you don’t have anything else planned for the next hour or three, Missy, because I’m going to be taking my time, savoring this special show.  Can you maybe spin around slowly?”  The excited approval in his eyes was obvious.
 
   “You want me to strike a pose?”  She twirled around, thrusting her breasts out and up so her perky pink nipples, now fully erect and very visible through the lacy material, were prominently displayed.  Missy knew her body was at its voluptuous best right now with enough soft, feminine flesh to pad all those rock hard muscles she had, barely hidden below all her luscious curves, so any man would surely want her.  But, she only cared about one man wanting her.  And, since she was able to tune into his emotions and experience what he was feeling, she knew that one man was definitely aroused right now and wanted her very much.  His desire fed her libido, of course, and she began to really get aroused herself.
 
    “What I want is for you to get over here where I can get my hands on you.”
 
   Missy shivered, the thought of Mike’s hands on her body just turning her on all the more.  She always got so wet, just thinking about him and how she wanted to feel him exploring her special places, touching and caressing her, teasing and taunting her one minute and then satisfying her the next.  She slowly climbed onto the end of the bed and began inching her way towards him.  He was not wearing any shirt and, as she got closer, he pulled the covers back to reveal he was completely naked underneath.
 
   “Did you perhaps anticipate that maybe some fun and frolic might be in your future, Mike?”  She giggled.  Of course he had.
 
   Mike was sitting up and, as she came within his reach, he grabbed her and spun her around until her back was pressed against his chest and she was sitting between his legs.  He began kissing her neck, nibbling and biting, while his hands slid underneath her negligee and began slowly working their way along her sides and then up to cup her breasts.  Missy wriggled her fanny so she was pressing against his hard erection and laid her head back against his chest.  She let her arms dangle loosely while he continued to fondle her breasts, kneading her nipples with his fingers.  She grabbed his knees with her hands and as her whole body shuddered with the pleasure he was causing her, her hands tightened and squeezed.
 
   Missy had her eyes closed and with Mike’s big body enveloping hers, his arms holding her firmly and his hands -- oh, those big warm hands! -- yes, they were now doing things to her breasts and nipples that made her melt.  She was mush.  Only with Mike was she able to completely let go, open herself to all and everything, and not be in control of anything.  Her soul was free and as her enhanced senses each provided her with more and more to enjoy, she moaned her pleasure.
 
   She could hear Mike’s heart beating and, like her, he was very vocal during times like this.  His murmuring and groaning and grunting were all keeping pace with her own increasingly unintelligible sounds.  His musky male scent -- he was definitely aroused and excited from what he was experiencing -- began to fill her nose and she inhaled deeply, drawing more of it over her tongue and across the roof of her mouth.  She wanted to taste him and that finally made her pull herself up.  She grabbed his hands with hers and pulled them away, twisting her body around and dropping lower.  She soon found what she was looking for.  While it wasn’t hard to find, what she found was very hard indeed.
 
   When Missy took him into her mouth and began sucking, sliding slowly up and down the length of his throbbing member, Mike thought he was going to explode.  Then, she cupped his balls and gently squeezed them, which caused all sorts of interesting things to happen.  What a wonderful distraction, even if only for a moment.  He felt himself grow even harder, if that was possible, and he wanted to be inside her, filling her, joined with her as one.  He reached down and pulled her up, his hands under her armpits, his mouth closing on one of her breasts, still covered by the gauzy fabric of her nightie.  He slid his hands down to grasp her rear, holding onto her ass firmly as he rolled over on top of her.  They both began wriggling for position.
 
   Missy felt Mike’s fingers slide along the inside of her left thigh … searching, caressing, teasing … and then, when he reached his destination, she cried out.  Her split crotch panties were now impossibly wet and his fingers quickly found their way inside her.  Her clit was tingling and throbbing and her need was now unbearable.  His palm pressed hard against her, massaging and applying pressure where she wanted it most, while his magic fingers somehow located her G spot.  She was suddenly in heaven, that felt so good, and her gasping and panting sounds became frantic; she couldn’t breathe.
 
   Mike could see how ready she was and since he didn’t even need to strip her panties off, it only took him a mere moment to replace his fingers with what she really wanted.  He was then buried inside her, as deep as he could go, and Missy began bucking as her orgasm began to build.  And build.  She was close.  Oh, so close!
 
   Mike began moving side-to-side, which changed things up.  Missy’s arousal from that was even more intense but the sudden shifting of motion momentarily kept her balanced on the height of new sensations, stopping her at a plateau of pleasure, and -- suddenly -- she was unable to achieve that release that had seemed so imminent just a moment before.  She moaned and begged and cried and yelled.  Impossibly, her sexual arousal began to climb even higher, reaching new heights; she was experiencing greater sensations and her enhanced supernatural body was demanding even more stimulation.  She just couldn’t get enough!
 
   As Missy began moving underneath him, caught in throes of a passion he wasn’t sure he’d ever seen her demonstrate before, Mike felt his own emotions respond.  He was already in overload and her desire was overwhelming for him to experience when combined with his own desire.  He began to pump and pound himself inside her, quickly exploding in a fabulous orgasm, emptying his seed which seemed to spurt again and again, more than he’d ever done before.  Whatever triggered him also triggered her and there was no doubt her violent release was now something epic.
 
   Missy screamed her joy as her orgasm finally began, flooding her in wave after wave of incredible pleasure, her body shattering and splintering apart completely as she experienced her Mike coming inside her.  They moved in unison, two bodies as one, each at that ultimate crescendo where all else ceased to exist and only the intense feelings they were sharing had any meaning.  But, oh!  What meaning those had!  Mind, body, soul, every part of their essence, each particle of their being and all they’d ever been, all they’d ever wanted, all they were ever hoping to have -- it was all being experienced at once.  Somehow, in some strange yet wonderful way.
 
   Neither knew how long this lasted or how long it took them afterwards to finally regain their senses, returning to an awareness of anything else.  All that either could think about was how much they loved the other.  Their mate, who was responsible for bringing them to such wondrous heights and providing them with such fantastic, overwhelming, unbelievable physical and emotional satisfaction … their mate was truly the love of their life.  Expressing their love was all that mattered.  Experiencing the mutual reality of their love in such profound and pleasurable ways?  Priceless!
 
   As Missy snuggled herself into Mike’s close embrace, his big warm body now -- like hers -- completely satiated and hardly able to move, her final thought as she drifted off to sleep was that … sometimes … it was really wonderful to make Magic Moment Memories.  She was the luckiest werecat witch woman warrior in the world.
 
   -----
 
   June 3, 2019
 
    
 
   Team Twenty-Two looked down at Team Sixteen and gave them the big thumbs up.  They were more than ready to rotate out and very glad their aircraft was now heading back to Kabul.  The four weeks had gone okay, but twice they’d had to grab all their gear and evacuate, leaving their OP and their cave to hide out while Taliban troops moved through their area.  The first time, they’d only had to wait for a couple of hours but the second time, they hadn’t been able to return for two days.
 
   Evidently, the Taliban now suspected they were being watched and had started sending out squads to search all likely areas.  Fortunately, all the discipline and care that both Team Twenty-Two and Team Sixteen had used consistently had paid off.  They’d left nothing behind and that had saved them.  However, a couple of other CAW teams had been discovered.  While one had managed to escape without actually making contact, the other -- a Seal team -- had lost two men killed and three more had been wounded.  Only the timely arrival of several rescue helicopters had avoided the entire team being lost.
 
   An hour after landing safely at Camp Phoenix and releasing his men, Captain Grimes went on up to headquarters to give his out briefing.  He wanted to make sure everyone there truly understood and appreciated the significance concerning all the activity his team had noted.  While his reports had described things well enough, relative to the comings and goings of enemy forces at this Taliban base, and all the photos sent back had certainly been clear enough, he hadn’t been able to get much feedback.
 
   It was obvious to him that something big was going on.  He’d recognized several of the leaders and knew the Taliban were gearing up for some major attacks.  Cities would fall soon and, based on how badly the economy had been crippled in recent months both in Afghanistan and Pakistan, both governments were likely to topple.  He wanted to learn if and when his team might be asked to step things up.  Either that or the U.S. would need to withdraw its troops completely.
 
   When he entered the Operations Center he was told to report to Colonel Chory’s office over at Camp Eggars.  The colonel had just returned from Washington D.C. and wanted to talk to him.  And … yeah … everyone was definitely getting ready for things to be stepped up.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twenty-Nine
 
   June 16, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy and Tracy were relaxing in their room at the barracks.  It was Sunday and they had some free time.  Then Missy would have to leave for her meeting.  Their first week at Jump School had gone great and they both were really enjoying it.  Compared to the rigors of life at West Point, they considered this to be a fun vacation.  A grand adventure!
 
   Ground Week had been all about learning how to fall, how to land on the ground safely and dissipate the energy upon hitting the ground over their entire body, preventing injury.  They’d spent a lot of time jumping from various heights into sand pits, wearing a parachute harness and other gear, simulating the final stage of parachute landing.  They’d also had to simulate landings while moving across the ground.  They’d had no problem passing all their jump training tests or any of the other physical fitness requirements.  For Missy, of course, the more extreme things were, the better.
 
   Next, during the second week, Tower Week, they’d be using the swing-landing trainer, the suspended harness, and both the 34-foot tower and the 250-foot tower.  They’d also be learning how to recognize and deal with any parachute malfunctions.  There were emergency procedures to understand plus they needed to know how to deploy their reserve chute.  They also would learn all about exiting from an aircraft as well as how to steer their chutes to control their point of impact.
 
   For Jump Week, they’d be making five jumps out of an aircraft including one at night.  These aircraft would be flying at about 1200 feet and airspeed would be 150 miles per hour.  On graduation day, their families would be there to pin on their new airborne wings.  They were already looking forward to that, along with the big celebration they’d all be doing right afterwards.
 
   Tracy was sore, from all the repetitive falling and hitting the ground, but she wouldn’t let Missy push any healing energy into her to ease her discomfort.  She wanted to go through the entire course like any other normal human.  She did envy Missy’s ability to both block out pain and heal right away, but only a little.  She was proud of how well she was doing, all on her own.
 
   She was also envious of Missy’s ability to tan rather than burn.  “Hey, how come you never get a bad sunburn?  I thought you redheads all had such sensitive skin.  You don’t even use any sunscreen.”  They’d been training outside in the bright sun for days and Missy’s face was again getting nicely tanned, a deep golden brown.  Based on how she’d looked last summer, in another couple of weeks Missy would likely be getting as brown as a walnut.
 
    “We do!  Because of my genes, I have the dark red hair, the pale pink nipples and the pearly white skin.”  Missy giggled.  “But, because I’m also a witch with healing ability, by the time I go to bed at night, my sunburn has already healed.  All my yellow-green-purple bruises are also gone and my sensitive skin just turns a darker and darker brown.”
 
   Tracy said, “Yeah, yeah … John says you’re like that Timex watch slogan … your body just takes a licking and keeps on ticking!”
 
   “Yep!  That’s me all right.  Has John told you any of those other names he has for me?”  She knew her brother loved making jokes at her expense.
 
   “Oh, yes.  You’re the Energizer Bunny.  He says you could have a great career as the mascot for the Eveready Battery Company.  Then, there’s Vivacious Vixen and Courageous Cougar and Fiendish Feline … let’s see … what else?  Oh, right … there’s Dauntless Deerslayer, Pummeling Puma, Conjuring Crafty Cat and … my personal favorite … Mysterious Magical Mischievous Missy!”
 
   “Enough, already!  Sheesh!”  Missy laughed.  “Sorry I asked!”
 
   Tracy had thoroughly enjoyed her week in Texas with John and her family and her coven just as Missy had loved being in Massachusetts with Mike and her family and her friends.  They’d been trading stories all week long, with the one about John and the coven being the most outrageous.  The coven wanted to make him an honorary witch now.  His powers?  Well, he seemed able to somehow fire up his girlfriend Tracy so her displays when shooting down lightning bolts from the sky were more spectacular and phenomenal than anything ever seen before.
 
   Missy had explained how she might be getting sent back to Afghanistan.  This time, it would be on her official record so she was calling it her First Mission.  Her “P” Branch buddies and some general were all there today, special visit that afternoon, just to talk to her about that.  Tracy wished her good luck and Missy headed over to a secure room up at post headquarters for her meeting.
 
   She was happy to see Drew, Robert, Les and Marsha and then she was introduced to General Blake.  He was very excited about meeting her and he laughed about how she was the first supernatural he’d ever met, that he knew of.  They all took their seats and Drew talked for a bit, giving Missy some background on the situation in Afghanistan.  He explained how General Blake had his staff planning various options, all to somehow destroy the new Taliban base, in the event the President decided to approve doing that.
 
   General Blake said, “Since the political situation simply doesn’t warrant our going in there with airstrikes and dropping bombs, all our options must be things we can do with our conventional forces.  Strike teams, who can operate with plausible deniability in the event of failure and about whom, in the event of success, the President can find a way to announce their involvement in a way which keeps the U.S. from being dragged into any war.”
 
   Missy said, “Yes, Sir!  That’s why I’ve asked to be assigned to an A-Team.  I knew this would be a case of asking for forgiveness afterwards and not ever going to Congress or the American people for any permission beforehand.  That way, there won’t be any declaration of war by anyone and all the balance of power games will continue, status quo.  Balanced.  Right?”
 
   The general laughed and looked at Robert.  “I see why you told me she wasn’t just some kid.”  He’d read through all the info about this girl but sitting there, talking to her, seeing the intelligence behind those amazing green eyes of hers … he was very much impressed and yet, puzzled at the same time.  She seemed so normal.  He was finding it difficult to fully process that she was actually anything but normal.  A witch?  And a werecat?  Wow.
 
   Missy realized that, unlike all her “P” Branch friends, General Blake was still trying to accept the idea that supernaturals did indeed exist.  She knew he’d read about her and was well aware of most of her secrets.  She stared right at him and said, “I suppose my being a kid really ended during those two years I was living as a mountain lion.  Of course, all this being a witch stuff?”  She pointed at a vase of flowers that was sitting on a table over by the window, about ten feet away.  “I’m still getting used to that, you know?”
 
   She smiled and began moving the vase, first lifting it into the air, making it hover, and then slowly moving it back and forth.  She pushed out a little energy pulse, just enough so the general could feel it.  Finally, she put the vase back down.  She had let some of her cat come into her eyes so she knew he was definitely seeing her sparkly eyes thing now.  Messing with the general?  Definitely a lot of fun!
 
   They talked for another two hours.  The general was fascinated, of course, both by how much she knew about the Taliban base and by all the various things she said she could do, if necessary, that might help destroy it.  There were all the things she could do where there’d be no trace left behind, like being a mountain lion.  She explained it would probably be necessary for her A-Team commander to know about that, if they wanted her to again do any recon work out there in her cat form.
 
   And, there were all the things she could do where the only way to hide what she’d done would be to eliminate any witnesses.  Things like what she’d done to that Taliban soldier when she’d rescued the three Germans.  Just how much angel of death power did she have, like what she’d used that time?  She laughed when he asked her that and she told him she had no idea.
 
   Missy gave them all her most innocent smile.  Then, she said, “While I can probably crush the life out of everyone in a large conference room, I don’t think I can do that to all the people inside that Taliban base.  At least, not all at once.  And, I do pay a price when I use my power.  I’m a lot stronger now and I can do a lot more.  But, I’d probably collapse after using a lot of power to kill people.  I’d be completely drained and I don’t know how long I’d be unconscious.  I’m still feeling my way along with all of this witchy stuff.”  She laughed and looked at the general who was clearly incredulous.
 
   General Blake was indeed finding it very difficult to reconcile having this lovely young lady just sitting there, all prim and proper, calmly talking to him and then hearing her explain how she just had no idea where her limitations for killing people might be.  Kill a dozen or two people all gathered in one place?  No problem, Sir!  Kill a hundred?  Don’t know, Sir!  Egad!  Was he really having this conversation?
 
   After Missy left them to return to her barracks, the general looked at the others and said, “That’s one very remarkable young woman.  You told me she was special and I’m now getting that.  It’s not just that she has these powers, is it?  It’s how she’s so willing and able to use them, for what she believes in.  I’m sure glad she’s on our side!”
 
   -----
 
   June 25, 2019
 
    
 
   The world news that week had been all about the latest Taliban attacks with several cities in Afghanistan and a few in Pakistan now controlled by the militants.  Thousands of civilians had fled, so a humanitarian crisis was definitely just around the corner.  There had been a lot of debate in the press, some calling for U.S. airstrikes while others wanted the U.S. to pull out all troops and merely standby.  The President and Congressional leaders had all been quoted as saying a number of things, most of which were conflicting.  The Defense Secretary had once again assembled the secret CAW review team members.  Time had run out and decisions needed to be made.
 
   The consensus now was not whether or not to authorize direct action.  Now, they all wanted to know if any of General Blake’s plans could succeed.  They wanted to destroy the new base in Kunar Province, hopefully disrupting the enemy enough so overthrow of the two countries could be avoided or at least delayed, but they wanted this done without U.S. airstrikes.  No bombing.  Manage all the turmoil while avoiding getting dragged into any war.  Was this possible?
 
   General Blake had spent a half hour explaining various strategies, but the one that everyone kept coming back to was having Seals and Special Forces teams get in there and somehow do it.  Just as the general had suggested four months earlier.  Only, in order to improve their chances, he wanted to have that mysterious supernatural asset go in with one of those teams.  Just in case.
 
   Ted Hanson said, “So, this angel of death option?  Isn’t this what Drew told me we couldn’t have, back when I first suggested it?  What’s changed?”
 
   Drew said, “First, let’s get something clear.  This is not an invisible angel of death who can fly around, as you had once suggested, Ted.  This is an actual individual who does have certain supernatural abilities and who, like the last time, has agreed to help.  To risk death, once again, only this time by joining one of our A-Teams.  This person will fight right along with the others on that team and will only use special powers in ways that won’t be noticed.  There won’t be any leak that this country has used any supernatural forces.  Just as there wasn’t last time.”
 
   “Okay, okay … and, what’s different now?”  Hanson was not ready to let Drew off the hook.
 
   “What’s different is this asset just happens to already be in the Army.  So, we’re not interfering.  It’s not a conflict with our policy.”  Drew looked around and then continued.  “What’s changed is this asset is volunteering to go on this mission, not in secret with no one knowing about that, but this time out in the open, assigned as a normal soldier.  Just like any other soldier might be assigned.”
 
   Winword said, “Look, I’m fully in support of this.  I’ve even been allowed to review this soldier’s file.  Rather than trying to split hairs over our policy about not using supernatural forces versus whether this individual can use special powers without that being detected, let’s move on.  That decision has already been made.  We’re going to trust this soldier who has already earned that trust.  Now we’re here to decide whether or not to authorize General Blake sending in his strike teams.  My vote is the sooner the better.  Let’s do that.”
 
   The discussion continued for a while after that but the consensus was obvious.  They all wanted the Defense Secretary to meet with the President and obtain his full approval.  General Blake was to get the big green light and CAW was now a “go”.  Take out that Taliban base.  And, get that soldier with those special powers assigned to that A-Team, ASAP.
 
   -----
 
   June 26, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy got the call from Robert.  Happy birthday, four days late!  Ha, ha!  And, oh yes … the President had approved.  General Blake was now putting his plans into action.  “P” Branch would be working for the next few days on how best to integrate Missy into those plans.  Yes, she could finish Jump School … graduation was now only two days away, on Friday.  So, go ahead … enjoy and celebrate, as planned.  Then, go home and enjoy the weekend.  Arrange her affairs and say her goodbyes.
 
    “P” Branch was taking care of all her travel arrangements from now on.  She would meet with the Superintendent at West Point on Monday.  Her resignation would be effective on that day, July 1st, with assignment to the Special Forces as a PFC in the regular Army on that same day.  She and Mike were booked into a suite that night, once again at the Hilton Hotel out at JFK Airport.
 
   Then, she’d be flying over to Afghanistan on Tuesday, July 2nd.  They wanted her to eventually join up with Team Twenty-Two since Captain Grimes already knew about her.  Sort of.  It was his team that had flown those Germans out.  Les and Marsha would be staying in Kabul, same as last time.  But, without Mike.  They’d be copied on all the communications going back and forth with Team Twenty-Two.  They didn’t know if they could help her but had insisted on being there.  Just in case.
 
   Team Twenty-Two was actually being deployed again, right before she’d be getting there, so she wouldn’t get a chance to meet them until later.  They were being inserted near the Taliban base, using LZ Johnson, on July 1st.  Yes, she remembered that one.  She’d named it.  General Blake was thinking she could maybe spend a few days with Colonel Chory in Kabul before joining her team.  Coincidentally, his headquarters was actually at Camp Eggars where she’d stayed briefly last time.
 
   Things would be moving quickly from here on out.  Missy had laughed, quoting her Granddad’s favorite saying.  “Yes … first you plan the work and then you work the plan!”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty
 
   July 4, 2019
 
    
 
   Colonel Chory looked at the others in his office after everyone else had left and his door was closed.  Les and Marsha Gooding from “P” Branch, Major Flament who was once again acting as their liaison officer, and PFC Missy McCrea, newly assigned to his Special Forces Group.  His newly assigned supernatural soldier.  Major Flament had been partially briefed about McCrea and had met her six months ago; he knew she was “special” but did not know exactly why.
 
   Up until a month ago, he himself had had no idea that supernatural beings actually existed.  Then, he’d read all about this girl and what she’d done, had seen photos of her in both forms and had watched that video.  And now, here she was, in person.  The werecat.  Not only could she Shift forms and become a cougar but she was also a witch with amazing powers.  Superstrength, superspeed, enhanced senses, telekinetic ability and who knew what else.  Healing and regeneration.  She could communicate telepathically with her human mate but he wasn’t along for this mission.
 
   He was still finding it all hard to believe, especially with her sitting right there, looking so normal.  That she was also very young and so damn attractive was very disconcerting.  He wondered how well she’d really fit in with her team.  This wasn’t the academy and the men she’d now be serving with were not cadets.  Having women in the Army was one thing.  Having them in the Infantry and Special Forces was something he still hadn’t quite gotten used to and, until now, the units in his command had never had any.
 
   Captain Grimes -- whom the colonel had briefed a month ago -- had been very impressed, to say the least.  Since she’d be reporting directly to him, he’d also been allowed to learn all about her secrets.  While Grimes now had the answer to who had done that recon and had then rescued those Germans, he’d told the colonel he really wasn’t sure he could believe it.  It just hadn’t occurred to him that the “heavenly angel” he’d heard described could possibly be this girl the colonel was telling him about.
 
   The rest of Team Twenty-Two, like Major Flament, were only being told she was special with some unique qualifications.  Hence, her being assigned like this.  They were told not to talk about her.  The fact that a female was joining their team was not to be discussed with anyone outside their own unit.
 
   “Major Flament, if you’re all set, I’d like to ask that you leave us now as well.  I’ll only keep them a few minutes longer and then you can take them back.  Your arrangements for their billeting and use of that same office as last time are appreciated.”  Colonel Chory wanted to talk freely and so far, there just hadn’t been any chance for that.  They’d arrived that morning and everyone had been very busy assisting them with various administrative issues as well as making some introductions to his staff.
 
   Major Flament stood up and said, “Very good, Sir.  I’ll be right outside.”  Then, looking at Missy he smiled.  “Miss Smith?  Or, I guess now it’s Private McCrea, right?  It’s really great to have the three of you here again.”  She smiled back at him and, once again, he found her green eyes were mesmerizing.  “I hope this visit will be another big success the way the last one was.  I understand that Michael Jones, the other member of your group … I hear he’s not coming this time.  I hope he’s okay and doing well?”
 
   Missy said, “Oh, yes!  He’s fine, except for how much he’s missing me.  He’s my boyfriend, actually.”
 
   Once the major left, Colonel Chory looked at Missy and said, “You made it very clear this Mike …your boyfriend … Mike Ryan, actually … that he was not to be part of this.  Are you still okay with that?  I realize he’s … ah …”  He paused, trying to find the best way to word things.  He wasn’t that clear about their so called mating bond.  “Your file states you can send him messages somehow.”
 
   “Oh, yes.  But this time, communications can all be done the normal way so that’s not necessary.  It’s better that he not be here now.  I won’t get distracted.”
 
   Marsha told the colonel, “Missy can always feel whatever emotions Mike is experiencing.  Or, at least she can when he’s within five hundred miles or so.”  Looking at Missy, she asked, “How about now, Missy?  I haven’t thought to ask you about that.”
 
   Missy said, “To be honest, I feel as though a huge part of me has been ripped out and torn away.  This is the first time in more than a year that I can’t feel him, can’t tell you exactly what his direction is or how far away he is.  It happened on the flight coming over.  Things were okay until I fell asleep.  Then, all of a sudden, I woke up and he was gone.  It was worse than any nightmare I’ve ever had.”
 
   “Wow, I had no idea!  Are you sure you’re okay?  We can send for him …”
 
   “No, no … don’t send for him.  I’ll manage.  And, it’s really better that I do this on my own.  I’ve blocked the pain so it’s only a dull ache now.  You know how I can always block any pain.”  Missy looked at Colonel Chory.  “That’s in my file, right?”
 
   “There are so many things in your file, Private McCrea, I can’t say I truly have processed all of them.  Until recently, I had no idea there even were people like you.”
 
   Missy laughed.  “According to my buddies Les and Marsha here, there aren’t.  I’m rather unique.  The other twelve werecats in the world … at least, the ones they know about … they’re all men and none of them are witches.”
 
   They then discussed her assignment.  He’d been told why she was coming for this mission and what it was hoped she might do for them.  They were being asked to destroy that base and she was the source for much of the info they had about it.  In particular, there was interest in whether or not there were any other prisoners now being held there and, if so, what to do about that.  If there was any way to rescue them -- or, to at least avoid killing them while destroying the base -- that would be good.
 
   CAW teams were going to be placed at all the entrance and exit points, so having her once again do some recon to determine if there were any additional ones would be very helpful.  They were relying on what she had reported six months ago.  What exits might have been added since then?  And, how well were all these now being guarded?  Back then, the Taliban had considered their secret base to be relatively safe.  Now, because those Germans had been rescued, they knew they might be a target.
 
   What other Taliban forces might be in the Korengal Valley now?  Lately, area sweeps had been conducted by the Taliban with increased frequency, forcing CAW teams to move around.  That suggested not only that the Taliban were concerned about possible surveillance but that even more Taliban forces might be in there.  If Taliban reinforcements were indeed nearby, this clearly would need to be dealt with.  In order to destroy the base, the area surrounding it had to be completely neutralized.
 
   Once that had been accomplished, General Blake’s plan was to storm the Taliban base entrance and sweep through the various rooms and caves, one by one.  With the Taliban all trapped inside and unable to escape due to CAW teams positioned at every exit, they would be forced to either surrender or else die fighting.  The Afghan military would be there with vehicles to cart away all the prisoners of war and they would assist with blowing up the caves after they’d been cleared.  They would be taking the credit for the complete destruction of this base.  The U.S. teams, as far as how this would later be explained to the outside world, would only have been there as advisors.
 
   Concurrent with the sudden departure of an Afghan military convoy, driving over from Asadabad and bringing trucks, tanks, armored vehicles, jeeps and so forth down into the Korengal Valley, there would be a combat assault right into the valley with Afghan troops brought in by helicopters.  U.S. helicopter gunships would be there providing support.  While the U.S. would not be sending in any fighter jets for airstrikes, using these helicopters was definitely part of this plan.  Once the area had been secured, with the base isolated, the plan to then storm the entrance could begin.
 
   To avoid any hint of the planned movement into the valley and attack on this base being leaked ahead of time, the U.S. military had asked the Afghan military to gather in Kabul for support of an entirely different plan.  Recapture of the cities that had fallen was being proposed while defense of key cities not yet taken, such as Asadabad, was also being discussed.  All this was highly visible and being debated constantly in the press.
 
   Execution of the actual plan would all be at the last minute, taking advantage of all these troop movements.  The Afghan buildup in Kabul and positioning of forces at Asasabad would take another three weeks.  Could Missy perform her recon in that amount of time?
 
   Once the sudden invasion of the Korengal Valley began, all the CAW teams would be fighting along with the Afghans.  Each team would have specific objectives, after which they would move into positions around the base.  Then, Team Twenty-Two would be one of the teams storming the entrance.  Having her along would provide added assurance.  She could exercise her own best judgment on how to participate and yet not reveal any of her supernatural powers and abilities.  She assured the colonel she fully understood about that.
 
   Missy asked, “Will I be able to have all the weapons I asked for?”  She had requested not only an M4 rifle and an M9 pistol but also an M24 sniper rifle with M3A telescope.  These were the weapons she’d become familiar with at the academy and she figured she was better off with these rather than bothering with anything else.
 
   “Yes, you’ll have them tomorrow when you go over to Camp Phoenix.  Warrant Officer Morley will issue them to you and arrange for your getting out on the firing range where you can zero in each one of them.  He’s the assistant commander for Team Twenty-Two.  He and the other guys on the team who didn’t go out with Captain Grimes are very interested in meeting you.”
 
   “Thanks, Sir!  That’s great.  I was able to bring my knives over with me but there wasn’t time for anything else.”  Missy had been given two special throwing knives a year earlier along with sheaths she could wear for carrying them.  They’d been a gift when she’d earned her third degree black belt.  She was proficient from all her martial arts training in high school with using all sorts of weapons.  Since she had once defended herself during an attack by actually throwing a knife, her “P” Branch friends had thought this gift would be appropriate.  They had joked she wouldn’t need to take the knife away from the bad guys the next time.
 
   She had done exactly that, taking a knife away from one guy and using it on another.  After subduing five guys and not killing any of them, she’d then waited for “P” Branch to arrive and take them into custody.  They’d all ended up in witness protection programs.  Only by actually becoming informants and going into the program had they avoided being turned loose and identified as FBI informants.  That option would of course have been a death sentence.
 
   Colonel Chory said, “I don’t recall seeing anything about knives in your file.  Oh, wait … you did say something on that video tape … about being accurate with a knife … when you threatened those cadets.”  He actually blushed, recalling that tape.  She’d only been wearing a bra and panties, after all.
 
   Missy smiled and said, “Well, a girl has to have some secrets!  But, since you have watched me on that video, Sir, I’m feeling rather exposed here.”  She giggled.  “My knives were a gift.  I haven’t actually used them, as yet, to stab anyone.  But I’ve practiced with them quite a bit and can be far more accurate throwing them than with other knives I might just find lying around.”
 
   Les said, “And, if she throws a knife, people won’t see that as being anything supernatural.  Of course, she also can just point her finger …”
 
   The colonel nodded his head, recalling how she’d actually done that -- killing a man -- while rescuing the three Germans.  As he’d told her, it was all a lot to process.  Hard to believe.  “What else do you need?”
 
   -----
 
   July 7, 2019
 
    
 
   Captain Grimes looked up at Sergeant Hernandez after reading the latest messages.  “She’s on her way.  She’s coming out tonight.”  It was now getting dark and Williams and Town had just returned from up on the ridge after sending out the team’s report and downloading all the latest from headquarters via satellite link.
 
   Murphy and Heimbold were at the OP, having just replaced Carter and Harold who were in the back of the cave, settling down to get some sleep.  They were both still awake enough to listen to what Grimes and Hernandez were saying.
 
   Hernandez said, “So, this mystery woman will finally be joining us.  I assume we’ll have to go secure the LZ, right?  When will the chopper be bringing her out?”  He, along with most of the team, was not at all pleased about having some female assigned to their unit.  They were definitely unhappy about her coming out there to join them on this mission.
 
   Grimes had said she would be doing some special recon.  Supposedly, she was very special and higher ups back at the Pentagon were insisting on this.  And, again supposedly, she could also take care of herself, whatever the hell that meant.  As for other details, he’d only said they should just wait and see for themselves.  While the captain had seemed pretty confident this would all work just fine, the others were all a bit nervous.  Crap like this was what got people killed.
 
   “Nope, that’s not how she’s coming.  I don’t even know which LZ she plans on using.  And, to avoid any chance her arrival might attract any attention from the bad guys, she’s jumping.  From 5,000 feet above us.  Sometime around midnight.”
 
   “You’re shitting me!”
 
   “I shit you not, Sarge.  That’s what it says in this message.  She’ll choose where she’ll land based on infrared and thermal scans from the aircraft.  She wants to make sure her LZ is cold.  Then, once she’s landed safely, she’ll come and find us.  Probably sometime tomorrow morning.” 
 
   From the back of the cave, Carter said, “Nobody can jump at night and land safely anywhere around here, especially not from 5,000 feet.  None of the LZ’s are big enough for that.  She’ll either get tangled up in the treetops or smash down the side of some rocky cliff.  Please tell me we won’t need to go out searching for her.”
 
   Grimes said, “Actually, we’re instructed to not do that, no matter what.  Even if she’s late.  We’re only to stay alert, keep an eye out for her and report once she’s finally here.  Until then, carry on as usual.”
 
   Just then Williams announced, “Hey, Murphy and Heimbold are heading back from the OP.  We may need to clear out of here.”
 
   A minute later, Murphy and Heimbold joined them.  Sure enough, Murphy said, “There’s a Taliban squad heading this way, maybe twenty minutes out.  They’re coming up from the south so we better head north, like that last time.”  When they’d gone north, a month earlier, they’d had to wait almost two days before it had been safe to return.
 
   Hernandez said, “Let’s go.  Williams, go double check the latrine and make sure it’s covered up good.  We’re outta here!”  Everyone was already scrambling, grabbing their gear and backing out of the cave.  Harold was the last to leave and he dragged a branch across the dirt areas to obliterate any footsteps.
 
   Carter asked, “What about Sergeant Sally or whatever her name is?”
 
   Grimes said, “She’s a private, not a sergeant, and her name is Missy McCrea.  She’ll just have to find us.  That’s one of the things she can do.  I told you guys she was special, right?”
 
   -----
 
   July 9, 2019
 
    
 
   “So, still no sign of her,” said Les.  “I almost wish she was wearing that GPS collar like last time.”  They were in Colonel Chory’s office and had just gotten the latest report from Team Twenty-Two.
 
   The colonel looked at them both with raised eyebrows.  “GPS collar?”  He was very uncomfortable with this whole snafu.  He did not want to be responsible for having the government’s werecat going missing on his watch.  He had not been at all pleased with the decision for her to parachute out high above the mountains in the middle of the night.
 
   Marsha looked at the colonel and said, “He’s only joking, Colonel.  That’s how we tracked her last time.  Except, of course, when she was inside the base and there was no signal.  This mission is completely different.  She’ll find your team and send back reports through them.”
 
   Les and Marsha had been reassuring him ever since they’d all learned how Team Twenty-Two had been forced to evacuate their position before Missy had arrived and were now still waiting to go back there.  Taliban search squads were still prowling through the area.  One might almost wonder just how good the security had been concerning Missy’s midnight jump.  Was it possible the Taliban had heard there might be someone out there?
 
   Colonel Chory looked at the two of them.  “Just don’t start telling me how she has nine lives, being a cat and all …”
 
   -----
 
   Murphy looked up as the Afghan woman approached.  She was alone and apparently unarmed but he wondered why she would be wandering around up here rather than tending to her livestock down in the valley below.  She was dressed the same as all the other Pashtun locals he’d seen and only part of her dark tan face was visible.  Once she got closer he noticed she had green eyes with a bit of a yellow glow to them.  Green eyes were not uncommon for Afghans.
 
   He stepped out into the pathway from his hiding place and pointed his rifle at her.  “Halt.  Hands up.”  He didn’t know if she understood English but she stopped and raised her hands so that was good.  He warily walked around her, checking that no one else was coming along and then pointed with his rifle for her to move ahead, continuing along the path.  He wanted to search her for explosives but figured he’d get one of the others to help him with that, while he kept her under guard with her hands up.
 
   They moved a hundred yards along the trail until reaching a spot fifty feet below a cave on the hillside.  He called out to his team, “I’ve got someone down here.  Looks like a local but we need to check her out.”
 
   Hernandez appeared up above and then Grimes came up behind him.  They both came down the slope while other team members came out of the cave and looked on.  Hernandez said, “Did you search her yet?”
 
   “Not yet.  She just walked up and I … well …”
 
   “I know she looks harmless but we can’t take any chances.”  Hernandez looked at the woman, a young girl actually, and asked, “Can you speak any English?”
 
   The girl smiled and that somehow transformed her whole face.  Her features no longer appeared like those of the locals.  She had a really beautiful smile, with vertical crease lines in her cheeks, like dimples.  Her eyes began to sparkle and she clearly was highly intelligent and fully understood everything that was happening.
 
   She nodded at Grimes and said, “Private McCrea reporting for duty, sir.”
 
   “Fuck!”  Murphy couldn’t help saying it.  He was just totally shocked.
 
   Missy looked at him and asked, “Does that mean I can put my hands down now?”  She was definitely enjoying herself.
 
   Murphy stopped pointing his rifle at her and took a step back.  He couldn’t recall what he’d expected their new female team member to be like but this sure as hell hadn’t been it.  She was just a young girl, probably still in her teens!
 
   Grimes said, “Of course, of course.  We’ve been expecting you.  Only … that is … we were expecting …”
 
   “Hey, you guys are all dressed like locals here and have your grizzly bear beards.  I hope you weren’t expecting me to grow a beard!”  Missy laughed and the others did as well.  She removed the scarf she’d been wearing so now her dark red hair was visible, framing her face.
 
   “What I meant was … we knew you made that jump two nights ago.  Where’s your gear, anyway?”  Grimes looked her up and down.  Then, he looked up at the others still at the cave entrance and waved them down.
 
   “I buried my chute and then hid all my gear in a cave.  Up near LZ Hancock, actually.  That’s where I decided to make my landing.  There were too many people over where you were supposed to be.  They seem to be patrolling out there.  Is that normal?”
 
   “Actually, no.  We haven’t been able to return and have been hiding over here, waiting for them to stop searching.  How the hell did you find us?  Oh, wait … I’m still trying to get used to this.  That is …” he lowered his voice, “get used to you.  To what you are.”
 
   Missy smiled and looked around as the rest of the team approached.  “You did tell them I’m not a normal girl, right?  I realize all this is super secret stuff but, still … how much have you told them?”
 
   Grimes said, “Hey, everyone, this is PFC McCrea, our latest team member.  She’s asking how much I’ve told you guys about her.  She knows how unusual this assignment is and all.  I told you she was special, right?”
 
   Carter said, “Yeah, Captain, but you forgot to mention she was also gorgeous!”  This got several laughs and Missy laughed right along with them.
 
   Grimes then introduced everyone and, after sending Murphy back down the road to continue his sentry duty, he had the rest of them go back up and enter the cave.  Missy was starved, of course, and asked if she could have some of their MRE’s.  She promised she’d pay them back since she’d brought along a month’s supply for herself.  She was looking forward to getting back out as a cat so she could hunt for fresh meat.  MRE’s just didn’t satisfy her all that much.  She considered eating those to be her greatest hardship for this mission and hoped she didn’t end up losing too much weight.
 
   Being back out there in the Hindu Kush was exhilarating.  These mountains really did things to her and the scents, now that it was summertime, were very different from what she had experienced there during the winter.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  She’d had no problem tracking this team once she’d made her way to the cave where they were normally camped and had found them gone.  She’d also had no problem staying hidden from the Taliban search squads and patrols.
 
   Her jump had been especially fun!  During jump school training she’d discovered that she really enjoyed the whole experience, but especially the freefall.  Wow, what a rush that was!  She’d had no difficulty learning how to steer her parachute while training at Fort Benning.  This jump had gone really well; once she’d finally pulled her ripcord and let her chute open up, there had been enough light for her to see by.  Gliding down to land up at LZ Hancock had been very satisfying.  She was back and that somehow was resonating deep inside, somewhere, for whatever reason.  She didn’t try to analyze herself but just went forward.  She was on a mission.
 
   As Missy settled down now, surrounded by strange men in a cave on a wild mountainside, hiding from Taliban forces and carrying the responsibility she’d willingly stepped up to carry … this mission was one the Secretary of Defense had cleared with the President, after all … she felt very good about the life she was living.  She was doing the right thing and making a difference.  Somehow, that made all the sacrifices and hardships more than worth it.  At this moment in time, she was where she was supposed to be, doing what she was supposed to be doing.
 
   Her extreme gifts, powers and abilities, when she lived up to whatever extreme things she was called upon to do because of them, allowed her to experience some very extreme fulfillment.  Sometimes … it was really good to feel fulfilled.
 
   -----
 
    “She’s with the team and everything’s okay.  They just called it in.  Our good colonel can relax now, hopefully.”  Les looked at his wife and smiled.  They were sitting together back in the office they’d been given, the same one they’d had before.  It felt different, without Mike sitting there dictating Missy Memos and with no map for plotting her GPS coordinates.  “I’ll let you call this in to everyone back in the States.  I’m guessing Colonel Chory isn’t the only one who’s been worrying.”
 
   Marsha smiled back at him.  “Whatever else happens, let’s remember this day, Les.  The U.S. has officially placed a supernatural soldier on the field of battle.  Whatever Private Missy McCrea does now, her service record will reflect her serving out there with this Special Forces unit.  I’m sure some of her service out there will forever be classified, so nothing gets revealed about her being a supnat, but the record will still show that she served.  This isn’t training and it isn’t any invisible mission.  She’s serving out there as a soldier.  For reasons we might not fully understand, it’s what she’s wanted to do for a long time and her day has finally come.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-One
 
   July 13, 2019
 
    
 
   It was time.  She’d been with her team for a few days, returning to their home base cave two days ago.  The Taliban had finally given up searching for whatever it was they’d been looking for.  Maybe they were looking for what her aircraft might have dropped the night she’d jumped from it.  For all she knew, the search might even have been for her.  Security at Camp Phoenix was tight but spies were everywhere, right?  Someone may have watched her aircraft taking off and possibly even have tracked it during its flight out over the Kunar Province and beyond.  She had asked them to fly the beyond portion, continuing out well beyond, just in case.
 
   Carter and Murphy had helped her retrieve all her gear.  They’d complained about all the weapons and ammunition, saying how they always needed to be ready to go at a moment’s notice, leaving nothing behind.  Case in point, they’d all just finished doing that.  Did she really need the sniper’s rifle and scope?
 
   She’d said that was fine, she only needed them to carry the MRE’s she’d brought along, which she thought she might share with them.  She’d always be taking care of everything else.  But, if they wanted to leave those MRE’s behind, no problem.  She’d then packed up all the weapons, strapped on her backpack with the ammo and some personal items and had headed on back. 
 
   The guys managed to bring the MRE’s along.  She heard them later telling the others how surprised they’d been.  They didn’t know how she’d managed carrying so much weight … her being a girl and all.  She’d been the one to set the pace and they’d had to hustle to keep up with her.  And?  She didn’t stumble around out there, making lots of noise.  No, just the opposite.  She didn’t make any noise at all.
 
   They didn’t know she could hear everything they said about her, of course.  Only Captain Grimes knew she had all these supernatural abilities and she knew even he was often oblivious to how much she could hear.  She acted so “normal” and the guys quickly stopped wondering about her having any special abilities.  Hence, their surprise whenever she did do something unusual … like carrying those weapons plus over eighty pounds of gear and ammo, up and down steep mountains, without making noise.
 
   They all were making adjustments.  She was a female and that fact alone was enough to get them aroused and excited.  Since she was a very attractive female, that only heightened their awareness.  Even with all those Afghan garments covering up all her very voluptuous curves, they knew she was attractive.  Hell, even if she were to lose ten pounds and once again be all ripped and shredded, with only eight percent body fat?  Her curves might not be as noticeable but it wouldn’t matter.  She always moved with such feminine grace, her presence was enough.  She was sexy and they knew it.
 
   Did they all want to have sex with her?  Oh, yes!  Definitely!  While that was merely their normal male lust, nonetheless it was constant and she could scent how aroused and frustrated they often would get.  No one was admitting to that, of course, but they were males and she could tell they wanted her.  But, she’d done her best to make things very clear on that issue.  She already had a boyfriend and their having sex with her was never going to happen.  Never.
 
   She made a point of getting to know each of them.  She visited them out at the OP, she assisted with various chores and she talked to them.  She asked them lots of personal questions and she was open and honest about herself.  They couldn’t understand why she’d resigned from West Point, just to join them on this mission.  But, when she told them she’d actually been the one out there six months earlier, had done some special recon and had assisted in rescuing the three Germans, they couldn’t understand that at all.  How could she have done those things?  Well, that’s the part she couldn’t talk about in any detail.  That’s why Captain Grimes had told them she was special.  She wasn’t supposed to talk about that.  She liked to just keep saying how she wasn’t a normal girl and that they should just try to accept that.  And, yeah … her government knew about her and all the special things she could do were highly classified.
 
   After a few days, most of the men began getting used to her.  As she’d found for so many other instances, whenever anything supernatural would happen and humans were witness to those things, they would find ways to make the unbelievable believable.  Or, to at least find ways to accept those things.  The guys on her team didn’t have to know she was a witch or a werecat … they could accept she wasn’t normal and let it go at that.  At least, she hoped so.  She’d done her best to be friendly and earn their respect.
 
   She’d gone out and located a small hiding place nearby where she could store her weapons, ammo and gear.  She’d shown this to Captain Grimes and he’d even helped her cover everything up so it looked like just another pile of rocks.  She had even removed her boots which went in with her other gear.  Then, she’d asked him to go with her, out away from the cave and out of sight from the others.  He’d almost gotten lulled by just having her around but he knew she was supposed to do some more recon.  As a cat.  The time had come for her to disappear for a few days.
 
   Once they were far enough away, Missy pointed out the spot where she wanted to Change.  She said, “Captain, I’ll be leaving this garment behind.  Save it for when I return.  I do have clothes hidden with my gear but, in case I need to Change back and can’t get there, I might need you to put this back out for me.”
 
   “So, you’re saying … if I see this mountain lion who looks like she wants some clothes?”  He grinned at her.
 
   “Exactly!  Only, take a good look at the scars on my shoulder after I Change.  I’ll give you a chance to study me as a cat before I leave.  Those scars are pretty recognizable … that way you’ll know if the cat you see is really the girl in your command!”  Missy laughed and so did he.
 
   “Good luck, Private McCrea.  Missy.”
 
   “Thanks!  Now, do a girl a favor and turn your back while I do this.  You’ll know once I’ve Shifted.  This will only take a moment.”  When the captain turned around, she quickly stripped off her garment, dropped it on the ground, crouched down on all fours and Changed.  While the captain didn’t see the shimmer of light, he definitely felt the burst of energy from her doing that.  She purred loudly and he turned around to look at her.
 
   “Damn!  You really are something, McCrea!”  Staring into her eyes, which were now glowing green and yellow but were most definitely the same eyes he’d gotten used to looking into these past few days, he was in awe.  She was magnificent and just standing in front of her, with her now looking so fierce and wild -- as a large cat -- sent shivers along his spine.  Only the fact she was acting friendly, purring the way she was rather than jumping at him to tear out his throat, made him relax somewhat.
 
   Missy strutted around in front of Grimes, letting him get used to her in this form, letting him examine her scars until she knew he’d seen enough, and then she chuffed at him.  Her way of saying goodbye.  She bounded out of sight into the trees and climbed up the mountain.  She would do a thorough recon of the surrounding areas and then go check out the base.
 
   First, of course, she would hunt.  Already, she could scent a mountain goat that wasn’t too far away.  The MRE hardship was over.  Missy loved to eat and her body really did need all those proteins and calories.  She allowed all of her predatory instincts to once again come forth.  Sometimes … it was really good to just be a cat.
 
   -----
 
   July 14, 2019
 
    
 
   “Mike, are you hearing anything about Missy?”  John had stopped by, hoping to find Mike home and maybe learn what was happening.  There had been no news about his sister for several days now.  It had been over a week since she’d called anyone and he knew she had finally gone out in the mountains over there with some A-Team.  She’d been wanting to do that for a couple of years now.  Special Forces.  Serve her country.  That’s what she’d said was her calling.  She claimed she could best use all her “gifts” by doing that.
 
   He’d gone to Texas with Tracy after the Jump School graduation.  The big celebration that day had been somewhat overshadowed by their all learning Missy was resigning from the academy to go off and fight in Afghanistan.  In Texas, he’d again spent every minute he could with Tracy.  Naturally, that had included being with her coven as well and watching her “do her magic stuff”.  Later, when she had returned to the academy for Cadet Field Training, he’d returned home for the summer.  While things with Tracy were going great, whenever they were together, this being separated from her while she was doing her Army stuff -- with Missy now in Afghanistan -- had suddenly become a lot more real.
 
   Like Missy, Tracy wasn’t just playing at being a soldier.  She wanted to be a helicopter gunship pilot.  She wanted to shoot things.  Blow up things.  Maybe kill people if that was necessary.  Serve her country, like her Dad and Granddad had done, only using her special abilities.  He knew she loved him but he also knew she was deeply committed to doing what she felt called to do, just as Missy was.  It’s why he loved her so damn much.  And, he knew Mike was feeling that way about Missy.
 
   Mike said, “I’ve been talking to Robert.  He sees the reports from Les and Marsha.  She’s roaming those mountains as a cat right now, doing her recon, doing what no one else could possibly do.”  Mike had come outside and had John sit with him over on his patio, where his parents couldn’t hear their conversation.  Michelle had moved in with Aaron and was only home on special occasions now.
 
   John studied him.  “How are you doing?”  He knew this mission that Missy was on now was really affecting Mike in all kinds of ways.  “No more mental messages?  No Missy thoughts constantly crowding out your own?”  He’d heard the distance was too great for that.  He’d also heard Mike describe how important it had become for him to always be experiencing her thoughts.
 
   “I’ll be honest, John.  Your sister is such a positive person, always looking to do what’s right and so certain she can find a way to do that … this past year, with her thoughts gradually becoming such a constant thing for me … I’m just not the same without her.  I can’t be the person I’m supposed to be.  It’s like everything is on hold … waiting for Missy to return.  I’m in Limbo.  I exist but I’m not really living anymore.”
 
   “I was afraid it might be something like that.  Before I met Tracy, my life was always about me, and everyone else had supporting roles.  Now?  My role is to support Tracy.  That seems crazy but it’s how I feel.  But, it’s not all one way.  She’s not the same person anymore either.  She’s changed in many ways, because of being in this relationship with me.”
 
   Mike asked, “Do you think it’s like that with Missy?  That she really needs me in her life?  To be who she is and to be all and everything she is?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  That’s the thing, Mike.  These aren’t normal girls.  They’re witches.  I’ve been learning a lot.  Tracy’s coven has helped me to really understand this.  They can only be what they’re meant to be, with all those powers and abilities reaching their full potential, when they have someone … someone who is truly the love of their life, their soulmate … and they can bond with that person.”
 
   Mike nodded.  Yeah, he understood.  Only, sometimes … sometimes being bonded meant you experienced a lot of pain.  But, that didn’t matter … he wouldn’t have it any other way.
 
   -----
 
   July 17, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy had covered a lot of ground during the four days she’d been out searching.  Most of that had been at night.  Just as she had done six months earlier, she thoroughly checked out the entire region.  Only, this time, she focused on the area within a fifteen mile radius of the base.  There was a lot more activity now than there’d been during the winter.
 
   The Pashtun locals were tending livestock and growing crops.  She’d even found several large poppy fields.  Opium.  There had probably been a very big harvest in May.  Based on the number of soldiers she was seeing, she figured the Taliban were probably benefiting the most from that crop.  They were all over, with small camps everywhere and the locals had no choice but to be subservient.
 
   And, six miles further down the Korengal Valley, but high on the mountainside with a new wide pathway leading up to it, there was another base being established.  She’d been through the caves up there last January, on her way out.  There had only been caves then.  Now, there was evidence of a lot of construction.  Heavy timbers had been used to reinforce the entrance and she could only guess at how far back all this might go.  She saw at least fifty men; some were workers and some were soldiers.  But, it didn’t appear as though this new base was really ready yet.  It was still a work in progress.
 
   She decided it wasn’t worth taking the time to get inside.  The risk of being discovered was great and the additional knowledge was probably not worth the delay.  She wanted to go look at the established base, the one they planned to destroy, and learn as much as possible about that one.  Then, she’d make her report and see if they wanted any further recon on her part.  There was a timetable now and since she wasn’t able to provide reports until she returned to Team Twenty-Two, she needed to get going.  Maybe she should have asked to have Mike over there, after all.
 
   The rocky hills and forested mountainside were filled with game.  Sheep, goats, all sorts of prey for her to feast on.  There were also other predators out there.  Wolves, leopards and mountain lions … and bears.  She avoided them but that forced her to take longer in covering an area.  She only took short naps during the daytime and kept busy, prowling carefully to avoid being seen.  At least the weather was cooperating.
 
   She was very careful to avoid the other CAW teams.  Colonel Chory had given her a pretty good idea where each of them would be.  She noted eight of them and she knew there were another half dozen or so in the area as well.  Three of them were not in their designated positions, apparently forced into hiding by Taliban squads and patrols.  There were a lot of these squads and patrols and, combined with all the Taliban soldiers she’d seen at camps and in the local villages and homesteads, Missy was concerned.
 
   When she finally approached the Taliban base from high above, working her way down to where she had noted openings and vent shafts before, she found several guards were now posted there, with all possible entry points being watched.  Getting close enough to each position was tedious.  She checked carefully for possible sensors but there didn’t seem to be any.  Nothing high tech.  Just the personnel out there on sentry duty, day and night.  It looked like the Taliban considered that adequate.  And, for all of the first night, it was.  She had no chance of getting inside the base.
 
   During the day, the activity inside was obvious.  The noise, the scents, the energy … she could sense all of it and knew there’d be no prowling around inside except late at night.  She retreated to a cave a half mile away and rested.  Somehow, she would have to find a way inside.
 
   -----
 
   July 18, 2019
 
    
 
   Colonel Chory was growing more and more concerned.  The surveillance reports from the CAW teams were all saying the same thing.  The Taliban presence in the Korengal Valley was now much greater than before, possibly thirty to fifty percent greater.  The photos revealed various known Taliban and al Qaeda leaders were now there, many having recently returned from takeovers of cities that had fallen.  His Intel section was saying this was all in response to the buildup of Afghan forces in Kabul.
 
   In addition to the base, there were now dozens of small camps in the valley and at various strategic mountainside positions.  Neutralizing the area around the Taliban base would definitely be a challenge.  The Afghan assault forces were still being told their missions were the recapture of those fallen cities in Afghanistan.  Meanwhile, additional Afghan forces were moving into Jalalabad and Asadabad, allegedly for defense, so those cities wouldn’t be next to fall.
 
   There now was a lot of worldwide concern and speculation, with rumors running wild.  Was the U.S. pulling out?  Or, would the U.S. and NATO be coming back in?  How long would it be before Afghanistan was overthrown, with Pakistan falling soon after that?  The Afghan political leadership was not providing any clear direction and, as confidence continued to erode, the Afghan military morale had reached a dangerously low level.  Desertions were increasing, adding to the turmoil already present from thousands of civilians now homeless after fleeing the cities taken over by the Taliban.
 
    This attack they had planned was now desperately needed.  Only by striking back, winning a big victory and destroying that base, was there much chance of reversing things and saving the two countries.  General Blake and the Secretary of Defense had flown over to meet with the President of Afghanistan and his key advisors.  And, fortunately, the Afghan leaders had all agreed and were now on board with this plan, the real CAW objective.  There really hadn’t been any other option.  Finally, the military forces in Kabul were being given their true mission.
 
   Campaign Angel’s Wing was a “go”.  The date had been set.  July 25th, a Thursday.  At dawn.  He only wished they’d hear soon from that Private McCrea.  She’d been gone five days now.  Assuming she was actually successful, whatever recon information she could provide would be very useful.  Yes, there was a lot riding on the success of this campaign.  Anything she could do that might help make a difference would be very welcome indeed.
 
   -----
 
   Missy found a way to get inside.  Just after midnight, right after all the guards had changed, she approached one of the more remote exits high up on the mountainside, a cave leading in to the upper level.  She figured there wouldn’t be any further sentry activity out there for a while.  She’d used this particular exit before, six months ago, so she knew what the caves and tunnels would be like once she could get inside.  And, there were now only two guards anywhere near it.
 
   She managed to make enough noise, using her telekinetic powers to shake tree branches nearby, that one of the guards went out to investigate.  While the other guard stayed back, he was so focused on watching out for whatever might be happening where the first guard had gone that she easily slipped behind him unnoticed and quietly entered the cave.  She had sensed there was no one inside, anywhere in proximity to this opening, and once inside she was able to continue moving down the corridor with no interference.
 
   As she had done the last time, she went exploring with all her senses on high alert for any movement and with hiding places always identified in case she needed to duck out of sight.  She padded soundlessly, noting the sleeping areas and storage places and latrine, all essentially the same.  There were more men there, however.  A lot more.  Time and again she had to hide and wait as various men stirred, then got up individually or sometimes in groups of two or three.  Usually they were merely using the latrine but, incredibly, two of them actually went down the corridor and found a storage area where they began having sex.  Ewww!  She’d been able to sneak past them, no problem, but the sounds and scents were … well … ewww!
 
   It took her four hours to reach the main lower level, where the control rooms, mosque, hospital, class rooms, mess areas, large conference room and generators were located, all pretty much the same as before.  The hospital had several men sleeping on cots, as did the class rooms and conference room.  Even the mess area had people sleeping inside, which made it a bit of a risk getting past them, but she worked her way over to the kitchen where she’d hidden herself before.  There were a lot more bags and boxes of provisions now.  She was glad she’d learned how to move things with her telekinetic power as she needed to do that in order to make some room for herself and squeeze into a safe hiding spot.
 
   Once there, she was forced to remain in hiding for the next sixteen hours as men were up and about, constantly coming and going.  This was indeed stressful, as she needed to remain ready.  She was prepared, at any moment, to take whatever action might be needed.  Her luck held, however, and she was not discovered.  Finally, she sensed the corridor leading up to the other levels was okay and she went on the move again.  She checked these areas, frequently ducking out of sight, as there were still men she had to hide from as they passed through.  Most were going off duty but a few were obviously heading out, probably to take their turn as guards.  She passed the four caves used for prisoners last time but these were now more sleeping areas for soldiers.
 
   Then, just when she thought she was finally reaching the end of her tour, she discovered a whole new section.  As she approached what had merely been a storage area six months ago, she realized it now opened up into more corridors.  These led her back deep into the mountain until eventually emerging near the surface once again.  Each of the vent shafts that had been drilled down into these caves from high above was only a foot or so in diameter.  There were no sleeping areas but instead these caves had been stocked with weapons and ammunition.  And, explosives.
 
   She knew all this would have to lead to at least one good sized exit.  Finally, there it was.  The main corridor opened into a large cave with an opening to the outside.  This had two guards inside, seated at a small table and playing some sort of a game.  There were several other men, sleeping in caves located nearby, which were all connected to the main corridor with tunnels.  And, she scented at least four men outside, but they were not that close to the cave opening.
 
   She had been gone long enough and needed to get back to her unit and send back her report to headquarters.  Neither of the two men inside would be able to draw a weapon in time to stop her and she wasn’t concerned about being seen.  While they certainly would be surprised at seeing a mountain lion, that would not be considered as anything supernatural.  So, she ran past them and, once outside, quickly noted where the four guards were located.  They turned, reacting to the cries of alarm from one of the men inside, but before anyone could take aim at her she bounded out of sight.
 
   She scrabbled up the side of the mountain, which contained plenty of rocks and scrub brush for cover, and no one even fired any shots at her.  It was dark, of course, and she soon was well away from danger.  She headed back to where Team Twenty-Two was located.  Three hours later she was finally able to Change, retrieve her weapons and gear, get dressed in some clothes and check back in with them.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Two
 
   July 20, 2019
 
    
 
   Heimbold turned to look at the cave entrance and announced, “She’s baaaaack”.  He dragged that last word out and used an inflection that suggested something spooky was happening.  Then, he turned back around and watched as Missy came marching up the path.  He had a big smile on his face.
 
   “Miss me?”  She was now wearing an Army fatigue uniform with its traditional camouflage pattern rather than Afghan garments and had her hair drawn back in a tight ponytail.  She had her pistol hanging from a pistol belt around her waist and, in addition to the backpack, she was carrying her two rifles.
 
   Captain Grimes came out and welcomed her back.  She went inside the cave and placed her weapons and gear off to one side and then sat down with Grimes and Hernandez.  Harold and Town were up at the OP, Williams and Murphy were sleeping in the back, and Carter had just returned with some water from the nearby stream.
 
   Hernandez was staring at her.  He knew she’d somehow managed to survive out there for seven days and nights, all alone.  Incredible.  He and the other enlisted men had all been speculating on just how special she must be, able to do whatever it was she was doing.  Grimes would only keep saying how she could take care of herself.  Even so, for the past couple of days, the rest of them had actually started to wonder if she’d been killed or captured.  Now that she’d returned, he was very curious to learn what, if anything, she really might have accomplished.
 
   Grimes asked, “Do you have anything you can have my guys send back right away?  I’m letting headquarters know you’re back and a full report will follow later, right?”  He then called Carter over.  He would have Heimbold go with Carter up to the ridge and send out a quick message.
 
   “Well, the base has guards now at every entryway and there’s one new entry that’s been added.  Wasn’t there six months ago.  As for the surrounding area, I’ll mark up your map to show where each of the Taliban camps are, within a fifteen mile radius.  You can send a photo of that back once I’m done.  It’ll take me a couple of hours since there are more than thirty locations.  Some have only got a dozen or so men but three of them are quite large.  And, there’s that new base they’re building six miles further down.”
 
   Hernandez asked, “Any guess as to how many soldiers there are, total?  Besides those at the base.  What are we potentially dealing with?”
 
   “Twenty one hundred, give or take a hundred.”
 
   Carter said, “Holy shit!”
 
   Missy said, “I counted twenty-one twenty-six, actually, but that was a few days ago and they come and go, you know?  I’ll mark the map with where they were and the time that I saw them there, but that’s all I can do.”
 
   “Plus over two hundred and fifty inside the base,” said Hernandez.
 
   “Actually, there are now three hundred twelve in there.  Definitely overcrowded.  But, no prisoners.  Let them know that in this initial sitrep.”
 
   -----
 
   Colonel Chory waited anxiously for Missy’s full report.  Word of her special recon, along with how many Taliban forces she’d seen in the valley, had gotten a lot of attention.  He’d explained to his staff that when the full report came in, they needed to update all their planning based on this latest information.  They now had only “four days and a wake-up” before the attack and there was a lot to do.
 
   Major Stillman came in to ask about this latest recon and how accurate was the source.  He was the Group’s Intel Chief and had been putting together briefings based on all the CAW team reports for two months now.  This latest info suggested there were even more forces than all the previous estimates he’d pulled together.  How reliable was this?
 
   “One hundred percent reliable, Major.  This isn’t just another CAW team report.  You know that top secret report we got in January?  The one that identified this base for us?”
 
   “Sure, what about it?”
 
   “Well, Team Twenty-Two now has that source out there, updating everything.”
 
   “But …”  Stillman paused, since he really had never learned just how that earlier report had been put together.  He knew there had been some highly classified source, which he’d figured was some sort of high tech wizardry.  Especially since there’d been those detailed cutaways, computer generated, showing the inside of that base.
 
   Colonel Chory smiled at him.  “Just be ready to update our Operations Order.  We’re running out of time now.  We need to position each of our CAW teams out there where they can clear the LZ for those assault helicopters and keep it secure.  Once the Afghans are on the ground, they’ll need to know exactly what they’re dealing with as well.  I know they’re maybe outnumbered ten-to-one but with the element of surprise and the added firepower from our gunships, this assault should be able to completely isolate that base.  Then, with their reinforcements coming over from Asadabad, the Afghans should be able to own and hold the territory long enough for that base to be destroyed.  We’re sending all our other CAW teams, the ones still back here in Kabul, out to secure the road from Asasabad to Kandagal.”
 
   Stillman said, “Yeah, in and out.  Surgical strike.  I just wish I had more confidence in those Afghans.  If they can’t fight off the Taliban effectively, those CAW teams of ours might have some real difficulty getting back out.  Even if the base gets destroyed, and the Afghans cart away a couple hundred prisoners, that still leaves our guys a big challenge.  They have to somehow reach their designated extraction LZ’s, right?  If the countryside is overrun with Taliban fighters, that might not be so easy.”
 
   -----
 
   July 22, 2019
 
    
 
   Grimes needed to review everything with the team.  They were sitting outside of their cave, in an open clearing amongst the trees.  Williams and Murphy had just returned from the ridge with the latest from headquarters and this had included their anxiously awaited new orders.  All the surveillance missions were over and every CAW team out there was now getting new assignments.  Finally, they’d all be taking some direct actions.  He’d already had a general idea of what to expect, from what he’d been told by Colonel Chory earlier, and so he’d been expecting this.
 
   It had been two days since Missy’s comprehensive recon report had been sent back.  He’d been really impressed with how detailed her report had been.  Every Taliban location had been clearly marked on the map, each with notations concerning the number of men, the types of weapons she’d noted and what vehicles they’d had.  Plus, of course, her update on the base with how many guards were located at each entryway along with the location of the new entryway.
 
   That info was especially valuable since he knew the plan depended on containing the Taliban inside their base and not giving them any “backdoor” escape.  After finding every possible way out was closed and blocked, the Taliban would all have to surrender or die fighting.  Team Twenty-Two was one of the teams tasked with fighting its way inside, clearing the base and bringing out the prisoners.  Then, the Afghans could go in and blow it up, completely destroying it.
 
   First, however, his team had a sector to take care of in preparation for the Afghan military combat assault.  This sector had three routes through it, each a possible approach which might be used by the Taliban soldiers once the assault helicopters started landing down on the valley below.  These routes needed to be totally blocked off so no Taliban troops could get through.  It was also necessary to clear this sector completely of any troops already inside, already beyond the blockade points and within shooting range of the arriving Afghan troops.  For the planned assault to work, his team needed to clear and secure its sector.  Likewise, other sectors on both sides of the valley were being taken care of by other CAW teams.
 
   To support this effort, a CAW team would be establishing a POW camp on each side of the valley.  These two camps would take care of all the prisoners brought in by the CAW teams clearing these sectors.  Finally, the remaining CAW teams were being positioned up at the base, covering all the entryways.  Once things got started, anyone attempting to leave the base would be killed.  Then, with the Afghans on the ground, isolating the surrounding area and holding off the two thousand or so enemy forces, those inside the base would have no hope of rescue.
 
   When Hernandez returned with the guys from the OP -- the others were already all gathered around him, waiting -- Grimes looked at each of them.  “This is it.  In three days, the assault helicopters will be landing here.”  He pointed out the area on the valley floor, using the large map he’d saved for this portion of the mission.  “And, here’s the area we’re responsible for clearing.”
 
   He pointed out their sector, along with the three routes that needed to be blocked.  Because of the mountainous terrain, there really weren’t any alternate routes.  He showed them where they needed to establish blockades and it was obvious how that would prevent the Taliban from getting close enough from anywhere else in the sector.  They had enough explosives which they could set off to effectively block each route.  Then, with three team members at each blockade, they could easily shoot anyone attempting to get through.
 
   “We need to search all through our sector and eliminate anyone in there who might possibly be a threat.  That’ll take us a couple of days.  Then, we can set up at our three positions, prepare the explosives, and be ready for the big event.”
 
   Town asked, “How can we be sure we’ve taken care of everyone in our sector?  There’s a lot of ground down there and we’ll need to avoid shooting anyone, right?  That would raise an alarm prematurely.”  He was the only one who could speak any Pashto, the language used by the locals.
 
   Hernandez grinned.  He and the Captain had already discussed their plan.  “You’ll have the best possible disguises and can just walk all around, out in the open, checking everyone out.  We’ll take care of anyone you identify for us.  McCrea here has offered to dress back up in her Afghan outfit and, with her along, we figure you and Heimbold will just look like three locals.”  Of all the team members, Town and Heimbold had the beards and swarthy complexions to best pass for Afghans.
 
   Grimes nodded and looked at both Town and Heimbold.  “You won’t have any weapons visible, of course.  Like you said, we need to avoid shooting anyone.  I think you’ll be safe enough … no one will be shooting at you, at least.  Not unless they learn you’re not Afghan locals.  But by then, it should be too late.  We’ll be able to disarm anyone before that happens.  There’ll be at least one of us close by at all times.”
 
   “According to McCrea’s recon, there really shouldn’t be very many soldiers in our sector right now.”  Hernandez looked at Missy and she nodded in agreement.  Since she looked like she still wanted to add something, he asked, “McCrea?  What is it?”
 
   She had slept for ten hours after finishing her report.  She then had discussed a number of possible scenarios with Captain Grimes.  Today, she was feeling refreshed and back to normal.  “I just wanted to point out that disarming people … that’s one of those special things that I can do.  And, if they’re not close enough for me to grab them?  I’ll have my knives.”  She rolled back her left sleeve to reveal her two knives, readily accessible in sheathes strapped on her forearm.
 
   Murphy was once again caught off guard, completely surprised by Missy.  He couldn’t help exclaiming.  “Fuuuuuck!”  That of course got a few laughs.
 
   Carter asked, “How fast are you with a knife, McCrea?”  He figured he’d joke around with her, now that everyone was laughing.  He was seated with his back up against one of the trees surrounding their clearing.  Suddenly, just over his head, there was a “thunk” sound.
 
   “Faster than a speeding bullet, Sarge!”  Missy giggled and then got up to retrieve her knife, still quivering inches above Carter’s head.  No one had even seen her throw it.  Yeah, she was fast.  Hey, they knew she was special, right?
 
   Of course, Murphy had to say it again.  “Fuuuuuck!”
 
   Grimes said, “Please don’t ask her to demonstrate how she disarms people.”
 
   -----
 
   July 23, 2019
 
    
 
   It was late in the day Tuesday but Missy and her two companions were finally starting their search though the sector.  Just the logistics of clearing out from their old camp and getting down into this area had taken them a full day.  They’d brought all of their gear, most of which had needed to be hidden away.  But, they could now cover enough of the area before dark so finishing the task by end of the next day was a reasonable goal.  Having some margin for accomplishing each part of their mission was important.  They needed to be ready and in position for Thursday morning.
 
   Missy really looked like a Pashtun local, provided she didn’t smile at anyone.  Being with these two guys, ambling along the first of the three routes they needed to clear, she felt confident about their plan.  Town could mumble an adequate greeting, if needed.  She was quite sure she’d be able to scent any Taliban soldier who might come along.  She’d been close enough now to enough of them to notice several distinct differences from how they smelled to how Pashtun locals smelled.  And, if there was any doubt?  They’d ere on the side of caution.  Detaining a few locals by mistake wouldn’t be that big a deal.
 
   An hour later, two Taliban soldiers approached them as they walked along the open road.  The soldiers were both carrying rifles but did not have them ready for use.  They clearly did not suspect they were facing three American soldiers.  Missy waited until Town suddenly made a move on one and she then quickly spun and hit the other man.  She had learned how to strike very effectively, hitting the carotid artery with her knuckles and knocking a man unconscious.  Her man slumped silently to the ground even before Town had finished subduing his man.  Heimbold watched, ready to help if needed.
 
   A minute later, Murphy and Carter appeared.  They took over so Missy and her companions could once again continue ambling along.  Two Taliban prisoners, their first of hopefully many more to come.  Yeah … their surveillance mission was definitely over.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Three
 
   July 24, 2019
 
    
 
   The Secretary of Defense said, “In less than twenty-four hours, we’ll know whether or not our strategy has succeeded.  Either way, the U.S. won’t be forced into any war.  If Afghanistan falls, and Pakistan falls right after it, we’ll merely pull all our troops out.  There will be a Mid-East Conference, of course, which our President will attend.  But, we’ll have provided all the support possible within the many constraints we have.”  This was the last CAW review session and all the usual people were once again gathered together, meeting in secret.
 
   Winword said, “Hopefully, this will result in a huge setback for the Taliban and we won’t need to pull out.  At least there haven’t been any major security leaks in the five days since we’ve shared things with the Afghan military.  At this point, word is our CAW teams will have the Korengal Valley area secure enough where the helicopters are coming in.  Once the Afghan forces are safely on the ground, they should be able to control things well enough for a day or two.  That should be all that’s needed to destroy the base.”
 
   “Then, an orderly retreat out of the valley and back to Asadabad … eventually back to Kabul, with a few hundred Taliban prisoners … that’s what we hope will stop the takeover of more cities and prevent the overthrow of the government.”  General Blake knew that scenario was what had convinced the Afghan President to approve their plan.  “We can support all that with just the Army helicopters we have over there, without needing any airstrikes by our fighter jets and bombers.  This whole thing will be seen as an Afghan victory with only a little bit of support from the residual U.S. Forces we’ve kept there since our big withdrawal in 2014.”
 
   “So, if the Afghans win, we win.  But, if they lose, we’re not responsible or to blame, so we don’t lose.  We can come back again another day.”  Hanson was satisfied.  This was how the Secretary of State wanted it to play.  A win-win for the U.S., either way.  That is, as long as U.S. casualties were minimal.  “When will we know that all our CAW teams have managed to get out okay?”
 
   General Blake said, “If all goes well, they should be out in just a day or two after the base is destroyed.  Some of our teams will retreat right along with the Afghans, of course.  Then, we have extraction LZ’s where we’ll be picking up the other teams.”
 
   -----
 
   Team Twenty-Two had cleared their sector and had delivered twenty-one prisoners to the POW camp being run by Team Twelve.  Captain Grimes knew an additional thirty-two men had been captured in the two other sectors on their side of the valley and there were eighteen men being held in the other POW camp.  That side of the valley didn’t have as much Taliban activity and only had two sectors.
 
   The valley was now secure.  Radio silence was no longer necessary and Sergeant Williams had been checking with the other CAW teams off and on all during the day.  So far, so good.
 
   There wouldn’t be any more traffic coming into the northern part of the valley since the road all the way from Asadabad to Chapa Dara following along the Pech River was now controlled by CAW teams that had been brought in the day before.  Any traffic coming up from the southern part of the valley would now be stopped at the various blockades that had been established.
 
   So far, there had only been minimal gunfire throughout the valley, and none involving Team Twenty-Two.  The largest group of captives at any one time had been the group of eight Taliban soldiers his team had subdued that morning.  When Town, Heimbold and McCrea had signaled that these eight men needed to be taken down, four men from his team had suddenly appeared with weapons drawn, demanding the soldiers put down their weapons.  There had almost been shots fired when one of them managed to bring his rifle up.  But, before he could shoot, McCrea had thrown one of her knives which got him in the shoulder.  Everyone then surrendered after that.
 
   All the others had been taken, mostly in groups of two or three.  There had been only two vehicles passing through with Taliban soldiers and these had been easily stopped with the men disarmed and captured, no problem.  McCrea had stepped out into the road and had waved the vehicles down.  Seeing her, they’d never anticipated being attacked until it was too late.
 
   Each member of his team was now wearing the team’s commo gear -- an earpiece and microphone -- which they’d be using from now on.  Communications among the team members were critical, now that they were taking direct action.  This was what they all had trained for, rather than surveillance.  Grimes was pleased with how well McCrea seemed to be fitting right in with the team.
 
   They had set explosives at all three blockade points but were not planning to set these off until needed.  He was at one position with Williams and Harold, Hernandez was at the next position with Murphy and Heimbold, while Town was at the third position with Carter and McCrea.
 
   Just as he was starting to think this was all going way too well, his luck ran out.  He heard the radio being held by Williams bark with his call sign.  “Cobalt corsage two two, this is cobalt corsage one niner, over!”  Team Nineteen was calling.
 
   Williams handed him the mike, which he keyed and answered, “One niner, this is two two, over.”
 
   “Two two, there are three suspect personnel with weapons … one is maybe carrying an RPG … they are now in your sector, over.”
 
   “One niner, understand … three personnel with weapons are now in my sector.  Okay, two two will take care of this, over.”  Since Team Nineteen’s sector was to his south, that gave him a fairly good idea where these three Taliban soldiers had to be.  And, per the prearranged CAW team protocols, since these Taliban were now in his sector, they were his responsibility.  Somehow, Team Nineteen had missed them.  Well, shit happens.
 
   He notified his team on their commo gear, alerting them of the situation.  Town’s position was closest to the southern boundary with Nineteen’s sector.  But, it would be dark in a half hour.  He wasn’t very optimistic about anyone finding these guys.
 
   Ten minutes later, however, McCrea announced, “I can see them, Captain.  Three men, about twelve hundred meters from our position … they’re on the other side of a large gulley between us and them.”
 
   Grimes knew the terrain was all rocky mountainside over there with several big gulleys.  There wouldn’t be any quick way to get close to these Taliban soldiers and soon it would be too dark.  This would probably have to wait until morning …
 
   McCrea said, “I think I can get them with my M24 … they’re out in the open right now.  I can get set up in about five minutes.”
 
   He knew she had brought along a sniper rifle and scope but … seriously?  They were more than a thousand meters away.  Well, she was a supernatural werecat witch.  Who knew what she could do?  “McCrea, if you think you have a shot, go ahead and take it.”
 
   “Okay, Sir!”
 
   Several minutes later, he heard a rifle shot.  That was followed almost immediately by a second shot.  Then, a third.
 
   Carter announced, “Damn!  I think she did it!  Sheeezzz!”
 
   Grimes asked, “McCrea?  Any luck?”
 
   “Yes, Sir!  Three down.  They’re not moving.  Do you want me to go retrieve their weapons?  That will probably take me an hour or so to get over there but, that way, we’ll know for sure those weapons won’t be getting used against us.”
 
   He gave that a moment’s thought.  For anyone else, going over there in the dark?  She’d have to climb way up and then way down, to get around the gulley.  But, she could see in the dark, right?  “Okay, McCrea, but only if you’re sure you want to do this.  I’ll let you decide …”
 
   “On my way, Sir!”
 
   Three and a half hours later, he got the call.  She was back.  With three rifles, two pistols and one rocket propelled grenade launcher.  And all the ammo, of course.  And … yeah … those three enemy soldiers could now be confirmed as dead.
 
   -----
 
   July 25, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy had been dozing, but with all her enhanced senses kept on full alert.  Now, she was fully awake.  It was “oh-dark-thirty” and she had just heard the helicopters coming.  This was it.  She announced it to her team, “Choppers enroute … any minute now.”  After another minute, the others were also able to hear the whop-whop-whop sound of multiple aircraft approaching.
 
   Then, high overhead, clearing the distant ridge and entering the valley, first one helicopter and then another and then all the rest.  U.S. Army Black Hawks carrying troops and U.S. Army Apache gunships armed with machine guns, missiles and rockets.  There were also various other transport helicopters also carrying troops.  The Afghan military combat assault force had arrived.
 
   Soon the transport helos made their descent to the valley area below and after each touched down, soldiers rapidly deployed from both sides of the aircraft.  Moments later, these helicopters lifted up and climbed back out, leaving squad after squad behind.  Each squad quickly moved into a defensive posture and, once a complete unit was safely on the ground, the unit formed up and moved off to its designated position.
 
   Whether there had been a last minute security leak or the Taliban had merely received word when all these aircraft had departed the airfield at Kabul, the surrounding hills soon began filling with approaching Taliban soldiers.  From the direction of the base, heavy gunfire could be heard as the CAW teams began shooting at those Taliban soldiers attempting to either come out or escape.  With all the firepower these teams had brought with them, there was no chance of any Taliban forces getting outside of that base.  They were trapped and unless reinforcements could get there, they were going to remain trapped.
 
   Missy and the rest of Team Twenty-Two stayed focused on their sector and, when Grimes gave the word, they set off the explosives at all three barricade positions.  Further away, they heard more explosions going off as other CAW teams did likewise.  Now, they merely had to hold these positions until Afghan units could climb up from the valley to replace them.  Once relieved, Team Twenty-Two could finally head on up to the main entrance of the Taliban base to deal with clearing that out, their prime mission.
 
   The Afghan units were indeed facing a challenge.  There were hundreds of Taliban soldiers who were now moving towards them, hoping to drive them back and come to the rescue of those caught trapped inside the base.  But, as wave after wave of helicopters continued to land, bringing more and more Afghan units in, that challenge began to look very manageable.  The CAW teams had done their job well, clearing the area and establishing security for initial positions.  Thus, in just a few hours, the Afghans were able to move into place at all the key defensive locations all around the base and the valley below.
 
   The Afghans soon owned the valley and the road going north all the way back to the Pech River, where it met the main rode at Kandagal, fifteen miles west of Asadabad.  Likewise, they also owned that fifteen mile section of main road.  At least, they owned it temporarily, thanks to the CAW teams that had arrived two days earlier.  The large convoy of vehicles from Asadabad was now on its way, and would hopefully arrive that afternoon.  Once these reinforcements were there, continuing to hold off all the Taliban forces would be assured.
 
   However, while it looked like the Taliban forces moving up from the south could now be stopped and held off, there were a lot of Taliban forces in the north and that convoy might get bogged down.  Already, there were reports that two of the CAW teams had been forced to fall back.  In response, the helicopter gunships were now supporting the convoy rather than any of the activities in the valley and around the base.
 
   Team Twenty-Two held its sector easily.  Whenever any Taliban soldiers attempted to climb over or around the barricades the team had created, they found themselves quickly pinned down by rifle and machine gun fire.  No one was successful in getting through and, by noontime, there were several bodies lying on the ground out there.  Because of the excellent fields of fire for each team member, the Taliban really had no chance against them.  
 
   Missy was no longer sure how many men she may have killed.  Twice she had seen large waves of soldiers suddenly coming at them.  Each time, she and Town had fired their rifles at one man after another while Carter had fired at them with his machine gun.  The Taliban had all been quickly mowed down, sending a very clear message: any further attempts would surely be suicide.
 
   This was equally true at the other two barricades.  And then, just before one o’clock that afternoon, their Afghan relief unit came up.  A full company of eighty-six men, all bright eyed and eager to participate.  This sector would remain safe and secure; there would be no infiltration now.  Team Twenty-Two pulled back, gathered up all their gear and checked in at the TOC, the tactical operations center.
 
   This TOC had been established earlier that morning and was now running smoothly, with an Afghan general in charge and a Special Forces advisor, Lieutenant Colonel Magwood, coordinating all the CAW team activities.  Grimes checked in with Magwood and learned that everything in the immediate area, surrounding the Taliban base, was all going just great but the same was not true for the convoy coming from Asadabad.  The Taliban had managed to push back and then dig in at Kandagal and there definitely would be no arrival of Afghan reinforcements any time soon.
 
   The battle at Kandagal was now looking to be even more important than destroying the base, since otherwise all the Afghans in the valley would be cut off.  They needed those vehicles to get through so they could link up with them.  Only then would the Afghan forces all manage an eventual retreat out of this valley in an orderly fashion, with a clear victory.  Otherwise, there was risk the Taliban might surround them, cutting them off from retreat and also preventing any extraction by helicopters.  They’d be decimated, falling in defeat.  Even if the Taliban base was destroyed, there would no longer be the big Afghan victory needed to prevent the overthrow of the country.


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Four
 
   July 25, 2019
 
    
 
   The Taliban base was now essentially a prison, with CAW teams and Afghan units completely surrounding it.  There were about three hundred inside but none had yet agreed to surrender.  Meanwhile, outside all the entryways, there were several bodies of soldiers who had tried to break out.  Those inside were still in communication with the Taliban units now rushing to their rescue.  No doubt, they were hoping all they needed to do was wait a couple of days and they’d be saved.
 
   However, they would not be allowed to wait any longer.  Team Twenty-Two led by Captain Grimes, Team Nineteen led by Captain Godfrey and a Seal team led by Commander Scott, who was senior in rank and therefore in charge of this unique assignment, were now ready.  They were going into the base to force everyone in there to give themselves up.  The only alternative would be death.  Once cleared of all personnel, the base would get completely destroyed.
 
   This had really been the ultimate mission for Campaign Angel’s Wing, going back to the very beginning, when the base had first been discovered.  Starting from when “P” Branch had issued its report, based on Missy’s recon, events had inexorably led to this final step.
 
   Missy was glad she’d been asked to participate in this step.  And, she was glad to be doing so as a member of a Special Forces team.  She had earned their respect and as they now approached the base entrance, she knew each team member was glad to have her with them.  They had accepted her, both for things she’d done which they didn’t understand and for all the things they’d actually seen her do.
 
   Missy had changed out of her Afghan garments and once again was wearing camouflage fatigues with her hair in a ponytail.  She had her two knives, her M9 pistol, her M4 rifle and plenty of ammo.  Several team members were bringing M84 flash-bang grenades, which would be tossed ahead as they went forward into each area of the base.  They were also prepared to toss fragmentation grenades and some of the guys had M203 grenade launchers fitted to their rifles.
 
   The three CAW teams were in the lead and an Afghan unit was following along behind.  The Afghans would take charge of all the prisoners, once they’d been safely searched and cleared.  The CAW teams would keep going forward, clearing each section and dealing with whatever resistance the Taliban might provide.  These teams had the training for this, which was why they were in the lead.  The Special Forces and Seals all knew how to fight and subdue armed men and also knew appropriate procedures to avoid being blown away by any suicide bombers.
 
   Since many of the men inside the base were Taliban or al Qaeda extremists, they indeed might be willing to die rather than surrender.  Thus, the potential for suicide bombers was actually the biggest concern.  Missy followed along, still teamed with Town and Carter.  She was very interested in seeing just how well all of this would be handled and she was ready to do her part.  Since she knew all the caves, corridors, tunnels and storage areas, her job was to verify nothing was being overlooked or missed as each section of the base was cleared.
 
   The initial task was to get inside the main entrance.  After calling for surrender, which had no results, and then issuing several warnings which still had no results, the teams tossed in both flash-bang and fragmentation grenades.  These were quickly followed by the three teams all rushing inside.  As the lead men passed through the entrance, they were prepared to fire their automatic weapons in bursts.  A couple of guys actually did fire off some rounds but the grenades had been effective and those inside had retreated, leaving several dead behind.  After quickly sweeping the entrance area, the teams separated and headed off down three corridors going back into the base.
 
   They all had studied the detailed cutaways of the base which “P” Branch had generated based on Missy’s original recon, along with all the updated info from her latest visit which had been appended to that earlier report.  As each team went forward, they knew what to expect.  The Seal team was responsible for the main lower areas, with the two control rooms, class rooms, large conference room, mosque and hospital areas, as well as the section where the generators were located with all the barrels of fuel stored nearby.  Team Nineteen headed off to handle the upper areas on one side, which contained the sleeping areas for the largest number of men.
 
   Team Twenty-Two had the mess areas, several storage areas, the four caves formerly used for prisoners and the upper sleeping areas on the other side.  This of course included the newest area Missy had found, where mostly ammo and explosives were being stored and which led out to that additional entryway.
 
   Once the U.S. and Afghan forces actually entered the base -- and it was obvious they intended to thoroughly clear every section -- the subsequent Taliban fighting was minimal.  While token resistance was met, here and there, the advancing teams found most of the soldiers they faced were resigned to their defeat.  Trapped inside, with nowhere to go, they put down their weapons and slowly came forward to be searched.  Soon, there was a steady stream of prisoners being escorted outside.
 
   In one cave, a few Taliban soldiers tried to hide and then, when discovered, they raised their weapons.  They were not given any chance to fire those weapons but were immediately cut down by CAW team weapons and died.  The CAW teams did not take any needless risks and slowly worked their way along.  Twice, prior to their even approaching, explosions inside an area were noted.  Upon entering that area, moments later, the teams only found dead bodies.
 
   Missy, with Town and Carter, roved back and forth behind all three teams.  When she sensed some men still hiding in a storage area that Team Nineteen had overlooked, she signaled to the others that the area needed to be checked.  Town called out in Pashto for the surrender of anyone in there.  A minute later, three men slowly came forward with their hands raised.  Carter started towards one of the men, intending to search for explosives, but Missy called out, “Back!  Get back!”  Then, without waiting a moment longer, she fired her pistol and killed the man instantly.  She then aimed her pistol at the other two men, who froze in place.  Carter pointed his weapon at the two men, motioning them to drop down and they slowly prostrated themselves.  
 
   Missy focused with all her senses.  Then she said, “There are still two more in there … be careful!”  She and Town cautiously moved into the cave. Town again called out for surrender.  Suddenly there was an explosion, behind some crates in the back, but neither Town nor Missy was hit.  Town went back and found two dead bodies.  Meanwhile, Carter prodded the two men lying on the ground who checked out okay, with nothing hidden.  Then, Missy went over to the man she had shot.  She rolled him over, opening his jacket and revealing three large grenades with their pins all connected to a tripwire, ready to be exploded.
 
   Carter asked, “How did you know?  If you hadn’t stopped me, I’d be dead now.”
 
   Missy had mainly reacted the way she had because of the scent from all three men.  Even though they’d been willing to die, their bodies had still exuded a scent she associated with fear.  The fear of death … and the adrenaline that went along with that … it was a scent the predator in her simply recognized.  From that, along with the subtle movements all three men were making … she’d just known.  She’d then instinctively spotted the man about to blow himself up.  But, these were not things she could explain very easily.  “Well … let’s all just be glad that I knew!”
 
   Six and a half hours later, they were done.  Two hundred and fifty-five prisoners were brought down to join the other prisoners in what was now one large POW camp.  All the prisoners captured earlier, on both sides of the valley, were now gathered there plus some others that had been brought in.  The combined total was close to four hundred.
 
   Back at the base, there were sixty-two dead for the Taliban but no casualties for the CAW teams or the Afghans.  Total body count for the day was well over two hundred Taliban dead but only eighteen for the Afghans and none for the CAW teams.  It was a huge victory indeed for the assault force.
 
   The Afghans began dismantling and confiscating everything in the control rooms and going through the entire base, preparing each section for the controlled demolition that would take place the next day.  This would no longer be a base that could be used by the Taliban.
 
   Missy and Team Twenty-Two went back down and Grimes checked in at the TOC.  They were all exhausted and it was late.  LTC Magwood told the captain to let his team get some rest and then check back in again in the morning.  How were things going at Kandagal?  Not so good.  Team Twenty-Two might be needed up there.  But, for now?  Eat some food and get some sleep.
 
   -----
 
   July 26, 2019
 
    
 
   General Blake asked Colonel Chory how things looked.  They were on a secure line and he wanted more details than what had been coming back through normal channels.  In addition, he wanted to know how Team Twenty-Two was doing.
 
   Colonel Chory said, “The Taliban base was destroyed this morning, as planned.  Everything went just great, both with the Afghan combat assault into the valley and with how all the CAW teams in there performed.  Unfortunately, things for the convoy that’s supposed to join up with them are not going very well.”
 
   “That’s what everyone back here is all focused on, Colonel.  The Battle of Kandagal is now the big news.  Campaign Angel’s Wing is overshadowed by that, since the big victory might end up a huge defeat if that convoy can’t get through.  What happened with that, anyway?  I thought the CAW teams you sent in there to secure the road had that under control.”
 
   “Oh, they did, but that was only intended to hold the Taliban back initially.  Once the convoy came along with all those Afghan vehicles and troops, they were supposed to provide their own security for the entire route.  Then, once they link up with the assault force, they can manage an orderly retreat back to Asadabad for everyone.  That allows all the Afghan forces that were dropped in by helicopter to make their way back out, bringing their prisoners, without being overwhelmed by the Taliban forces all around them.”
 
   “So, what went wrong?”  General Blake really needed to understand the problem.  He was being asked to provide a detailed analysis of the situation and there was a press conference scheduled.  He was now tasked with explaining all of this to the American people.  Originally, the press conference had been scheduled for the President to talk about the big Afghan victory.  Now, he was the one who had to talk about whether Afghanistan might still be getting overthrown.
 
   “It turned out that some of the Afghan units in that convoy were being led by men who sided with the Taliban.  They managed to delay things, completely blocking the road and allowing the Taliban forces to move in.  Now, it’s a huge bottleneck.  The only way for the rest of the convoy to get beyond Kandagal is to somehow fight their way through.  Since the convoy is spread out all along the road for several miles, that’s not an easy task.”
 
   “Can’t you reinforce that effort by maybe bringing some of the assault forces up from the valley?  I realize we have our CAW teams now deployed all over the place, so we can’t really use them as an assault force, can we?”
 
   “It’s a Catch 22, since any further reduction of the Afghan forces out in the valley would result in the Taliban out there being able to win decisively.  Only by having the reinforcements in that convoy link up with them is there much hope for their ever getting out.  They can no longer provide a secure LZ for any helicopters to get back in.  They’re now surrounded by a couple thousand Taliban who are very upset about their base being destroyed.”
 
   General Blake realized the irony of this.  While his plan had been to isolate the base, with a relatively small number of Afghan forces holding off a much larger Taliban force long enough for the base to be destroyed, now it was the Taliban who were isolating those same Afghan forces by delaying their reinforcements from getting beyond Kandagal.  The Afghan vehicles and troops that had been positioned in Asadabad were simply not capable of charging down the road the way U.S. forces would have done.  It wasn’t at all surprising that so many cities had fallen over there.
 
   “Colonel, how long before this all goes to hell in a hand basket?”
 
   “That’s hard to say, General.  If the convoy can break through and regain control of the route, this might still end up the way we’d planned.  The Taliban blocking things at Kandagal can only delay things.  Unfortunately, if they succeed in delaying things long enough, it’ll be too late for the assault force.  The ability of that convoy to break through is what’s really the big unknown.  I’ve ordered all available CAW teams to get up there and help.  There’s still some hope but to answer your question, things will probably all go to hell by this time tomorrow if there’s no breakthrough.”
 
   “Is Team Twenty-Two one of the teams you’re got headed up there?”
 
   “Of course!  Based on their last report, they should be just about up there by now.  Of course, it’ll be getting dark over here very soon.  I’m not sure how much will get accomplished before morning.”
 
   “And, any news about Private McCrea?”
 
   “From the reports that I’ve seen, your girl has really impressed the hell out of everyone.  Nothing magical or supernatural, really … just one damn good soldier, by all accounts.”


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirty-Five
 
   July 27, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy once again roused herself, with all her senses fully awake.  Yeah, it was oh-dark-thirty … again … and her team needed to get going.  She’d helped them avoid detection yesterday while they’d traveled all through enemy territory to reach Kandagal.  Then, they’d spent half the night just getting into position.  Two days ago, they’d been defending the blockades they’d created.  Now they were tasked with somehow breaking through a blockade the Taliban had created.
 
   Two of the convoy’s lead units had sabotaged all their own vehicles and then had deserted, right at a key intersection in the middle of Kandagal.  By the time all the damaged vehicles had been cleared away, the Taliban had established a very strong line of defense with heavy weapons positioned in several buildings overlooking the main roadways.  When the convoy attempted to run the gauntlet, it quickly was again stopped, pinned down by Taliban forces.  It would take much too long for the convoy to reroute around all of this, which of course was the enemy’s strategy.
 
   Grimes had explained how several CAW teams had all been getting ready, just as Team Twenty-Two had done.  Each team had a specific sector, with several buildings along their assigned section of road that needed to be neutralized.  If they could clear away the Taliban bottleneck and get the road open again, today, there was still hope.  Otherwise, it wouldn’t matter.  Every man on this team was determined to go all the way, no matter the risk.  She was really impressed by that.  There was a camaraderie out here on the battlefield that was really special.  Only by experiencing what they each had been through, together, was it possible to really understand that.
 
   While they all were serving their country, that wasn’t what drove them now.  No, they now were striving to accomplish a common task, a team task, depending on one another and concerned about one another.  That was the focus now.  Get the job done and do that without letting the team down.  They were doing this for the team.  All else was secondary.
 
   Missy was easily able to recall the three M’s:  Mission, Men and Me.  Those were the priorities, in that order.  It’s what all military leaders were taught and she was proud to now be out there, part of this.
 
   While no one was saying anything, she was now usually being teamed with Town and Carter or, occasionally, with Town and Heimbold.  These three men were all very comfortable with having her at their side and knowing she had their back.  It went beyond mere trust.  She stopped trying to analyze it; she just knew it was the way things were out here.
 
   She heard Grimes get called on the radio.  Sure enough, a moment later he gave them all the heads up.  They got ready.  And then, just as the light of day was breaking, they went.
 
   They got within throwing range of some open windows where they knew the Taliban were positioned with heavy weapons.  These windows were in a large one story building that overlooked the road and this particular building was their initial target.  It was the largest one in their sector and was also centrally located.  They knew the Taliban forces were prepared to stop any vehicles that might come along but, hopefully, they might not be expecting an attack by soldiers coming at them on foot.  Suddenly, further down the road, they heard gunfire.  Heimbold and Carter then tossed hand grenades through several windows and they all charged up to the doorway and waited outside.  Once the grenades exploded, they moved quickly, smashing through the doors and racing inside to check the rooms for survivors.
 
   Missy was with Carter and together they rounded a corner, with their rifles ready as they entered one of the rooms.  They noted several bodies but a few in there were still moving.  Missy fired at those on the left while Carter fired at those on the right.  This room was now neutralized.  They moved to the next room and cleared that in a similar manner while the other rooms were being cleared by the rest of the team.  Their attack had indeed been a complete surprise and this initial objective was easily subdued.
 
   As they exited the rear of the building, there were a few shots being fired in their direction.  These mostly came from a side window of a small building over on their left.  Although the CAW teams no longer had the advantage of surprise, the Taliban really weren’t well positioned to defend these buildings from ground attacks coming at them from behind.  As a result, Team Twenty-two only faced minimal resistance as they quickly raced out to continue their attack against the other buildings in their sector.
 
   While the rest of Missy’s team headed off towards several buildings on the right, she and Carter raced towards the buildings on the left, with Town right behind them.  There were two more buildings after this first one for the three of them to clear.  The buildings beyond that were in another sector, assigned to a different CAW team.  After clearing their three buildings, they were supposed to work their way back, searching through their own sector for whatever resistance might still be there.  Likewise, the other team members would be doing the same … if everything went well, they’d all be meeting back up again in the middle.
 
   She ducked down to avoid being a target for whoever was still firing out that open window.  As the three of them approached the building, she asked Carter to toss her a hand grenade … she was in a better position.  She then threw that through the window and once the grenade exploded, the three of them moved forward quickly.  Carter smashed through the door and they went inside.  More bodies, more movement, more firing by the two of them.  Town called it in to Grimes using their commo gear; another building neutralized.
 
   Other team members were equally as effective as they began clearing more and more buildings.  Their early morning attack had caught the Taliban by surprise.  It was not anything the Afghan forces would ever have done.
 
   It would later be learned that the CAW teams really made a difference that morning, forcing the Taliban out of the positions they’d established for themselves, all along the roadway.  Within forty minutes, enough Taliban soldiers had either been killed or had moved back in retreat that the way was clear.  The lead elements of the Afghan convoy were able to move forward and as they did so, more elements came up behind.  Slowly, over the next few hours, the Afghan forces regained control of the road and established adequate security for the continued movement of their vehicles.
 
   And later, as those vehicles finally reached the Afghan assault forces down in the valley -- still holding off hundreds of Taliban soldiers -- the big Afghan victory was complete.
 
   A leisurely, organized retreat of all Afghan forces took place over the next several days, bringing out their four hundred or so POW’s.  And, as the U.S. strategists had hoped, that turned the tide.  For months afterwards, the news would be about the various cities that were being freed from Taliban control and concerns about the overthrow of any governments gradually ebbed away.
 
   But, for Missy … she was hit by a bullet just as she came out of their last building.  She was hit on her right side, on her lower abdomen.  The bullet went in but did not go out.  She dropped to the ground, momentarily stunned.  Then, she blocked out the pain and got back up.  Town was behind her and she heard him advising Grimes that all three of their buildings had been cleared but they now were taking some fire.  Then, she saw Carter go down twenty-five yards ahead of her.  She raced over to where he’d fallen and was relieved to find him still alive, but bleeding heavily from a wound in his chest.  They were both exposed in the middle of an alleyway between buildings, and there were bullets flying all around them.
 
   She grabbed Carter by the collar and began dragging him forward, out of the line of fire and towards one of the buildings in the rear, well away from the road.  Town was still back at the last building, pinned down.  Yeah, there was indeed some resistance in their sector now.  She finally managed to get Carter to a position with some cover, around the corner of the rear building and out of sight from any windows.  He was conscious but in a great deal of pain.  She pressed her hand over his wound and focused, drawing energy from all around.  It was time for her to do her sparkly eyes thing.  She pushed enough healing energy into Carter to both stop the bleeding and alleviate much of his pain.  As he sank back, in obvious relief, she called it in to Grimes and Town.
 
   Up ahead but way off to her right, she saw Harold go down in the middle of a roadway.  He was especially exposed, unable to get to safety, and about a hundred and fifty yards away.  Team Twenty-Two was fighting hard but the effort was taking its toll.  She heard Harold calling out for help.  The Taliban had managed to establish some firing positions in a few of these rear buildings and no one could safely get to Harold.
 
   She popped up and took aim at the open windows of two buildings where most of the gunfire seemed to be coming from.  After firing a few rounds, she stood up and advanced forward in a crouched position, continuing to fire shots at both windows.  She somehow made it most of the way there … pausing to fire after every twenty yards or so and then continuing forward … she was able to move very fast but she was out in the open.  Suddenly, she was hit in the left shoulder.  Twice.  Both bullets went in, somewhere below her collarbone and one of them went through and out, leaving her bleeding heavily from the two entrance wounds in front and the exit wound in back.  That knocked her down.  She found she no longer could use her left arm.
 
   But, now she was only ten yards away from Harold.  She crawled over there, determined to reach him.  Just as she climbed up next to him, he was hit in the left leg, high on his thigh.  She knew she had to get him out of the exposed position where he’d fallen.  He had a head wound where a bullet had grazed him and he was bleeding quite a bit from a stomach wound.  Damn!  That didn’t look good.
 
   Missy had to really focus, again drawing energy from all around.  She placed her right hand over Harold’s stomach wound and pushed as much healing energy into him as she could.  Then, she grabbed his collar and began crawling backwards, dragging him behind her.  It seemed to take a long time, but she finally reached another building.  She could feel herself starting to fade, probably due to all the blood she’d lost, but she blocked out everything and managed to get Harold out of sight of the windows where all those shots had been coming from.  Then, she keeled over and collapsed.
 
   -----
 
   July 28, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy woke up in a hospital room in Kabul.  Marsha was sitting in a chair next to her bed.  She looked around and began checking herself out, taking inventory.  There was a tube running down to a needle in her right arm, she had bandages on her abdomen and on her shoulder, front and back.  And, yeah … there was a lot of pain.  She blocked that out and sat up.
 
   “How long have I been out?”
 
   Marsha said, “Welcome back, Missy!  It’s only been about twelve hours since they brought you in here but there were several hours before that.  It took your team quite a while to get to you and then they had to wait a long time before any Medivac helicopter could safely land out there.  You were given blood, the universal type … and the IV you have in you now is for nutrients.  But I wouldn’t let them give you anything else.  No drugs … I know how your body fights those.”
 
   “Thanks, that’s good.  I appreciate that.  Did they remove the bullets?”
 
   “Oh, yes!  One from your stomach and one from your shoulder.  There was a third bullet that went completely through.  No vital organs were hit, thank goodness.  I think you stayed unconscious because of all the blood you lost.”
 
   Missy nodded.  She knew going into a deep sleep was what typically happened when her body needed time to heal and regenerate.  She still felt somewhat drained of energy.  She really needed to Shift but she wasn’t sure she had enough energy to do that yet.
 
   “What about …?”
 
   “Carter is fine and I hear Harold is going to make it also.  Thanks to you.  Everyone else from your team is okay.  Heimbold was shot in the arm and Hernandez was grazed … a minor head wound, I think.”
 
   “And the mission?  Did that convoy ever get through?”
 
   Captain Grimes walked in.  He’d been hanging around, checking on everyone there at the hospital.  When he heard voices coming from Missy’s room, he came right in.  “The mission was a huge success, Private McCrea!  The Afghans are now in full control and the Taliban are in complete disarray.  Once they failed to stop things at Kandagal, they just couldn’t put together any other strategy that was effective.  Many of their key leaders were in that base, of course, and were either killed or else are now POW’s.”
 
   “That’s great news, Sir!”  Missy sat back and let this all wash through her.  It was really over.  And, everyone on her team had made it.  “Hey, I didn’t even do any obvious magic, so my secrets are still safe, right?”
 
   Marsha nodded and said, “Yes, but you probably need to take a few days before you let the doctors notice how quickly you’re getting all healed up.  Can you manage that?”
 
   “I can and I will … besides, I’m feeling rather drained right now … I think I used quite a bit of my healing energy on the guys, so maybe it’ll take me a bit longer anyways.”
 
   Grimes said, “Sergeant Murphy was wondering why none of you bled out.  Especially that stomach wound Sergeant Harold received … that normally would never have stopped bleeding like that.  Murphy keeps asking me … about you and whether you did anything … he knows how special you are.”
 
   Missy smiled.  “Well, they all do know that about me.  They know I’m not a normal girl.  But, they’ll keep my secret and keep quiet about that, right?”
 
   -----
 
   July 29, 2019
 
    
 
   Missy suddenly woke up.  She’d been in a deep sleep but the surge of energy she felt jolted her awake.  She knew immediately what she was experiencing and why.  Mike, it’s so great to feel you again!  They told me you were flying over here … have you landed yet?
 
   Mike was thrilled to once again be getting her mental messages.  They continued to communicate back and forth for the rest of his flight, which took two more hours.  Les met him at the airport and cleared him through customs and immigration.  Then, thirty minutes later, he entered her room and there she was.
 
   Missy was so happy to see him when he walked into her room that she began to cry.  She couldn’t remember ever crying like that but the tears of happiness just wouldn’t stop.  Once again, she was complete.  Her energy level was back, stronger than ever.  She knew she’d have no problem Shifting, now that Mike was there.  That, of course, would accelerate her healing and she’d be good as new.
 
   Well, with a few more scars of course.  But, the one on her abdomen was low enough … below the belt, actually, almost like she’d had her appendix removed … and since her left shoulder and back were already scarred?  She figured all of these new bullet hole scars would hardly even be noticed.
 
   The two of them stayed like that for a long, long time.  Just hugging one another, while Missy cried.  They both experienced yet another of their Missy and Mike moments.  Finally, Mike stretched out beside her on the bed, pulled her back down into his warm embrace and a minute later, she was in a deep sleep once again.  Mike remained wide awake, just holding her tight while she slept.  As the hours went by, with doctors and nurses coming and going, Les and Marsha kept watch and made sure they weren’t disturbed.


 
   
  
 

Epilogue
 
   Aug 17, 2019
 
    
 
   The Acceptance Day Parade was very meaningful for Missy this year.  She was back, having returned from convalescent leave the day before.  The Superintendent had been quite happy about accepting her back into West Point.  Her “P” Branch buddies had even managed getting her close friend Tracy assigned as her roommate for the first half of the year.
 
   They’d told General Blake how that would maybe help … in case Missy experienced any PTSD.  While she was a supernatural and everything, she was also a nineteen year old girl who had just returned home from some recent combat.  The General had been very glad to make a few calls.  If there was anything else he could do for Missy, just let him know.
 
   Missy had flown home two weeks earlier and had really enjoyed herself ever since.  She and Mike had spent a lot of time together and somehow their relationship had gone to yet another whole new level.  Their bond, whatever it was … whether a mating bond as she sometimes had believed or else perhaps a supernatural spiritual bond as her enhanced senses and instincts all seemed to be telling her more and more lately … it was now a stronger bond than ever.
 
   As Missy marched with the Corp of Cadets out onto the Plain, one of the thirty three hundred upperclass cadets who were about to welcome the twelve hundred or so new plebes to join them, she was happy.  Once again, she was where she was supposed to be and she felt a whole gamut of emotions.
 
   They were all wearing their short-sleeve white shirts, white cross belts with polished brass breastplates, grey trousers, white gloves and white hats.  They carried M14 rifles and moved in orderly precision, marching out while the band played.  It was an impressive ceremony and one that she was able to appreciate now, much more than she had a year ago when she’d first participated in all this as a plebe.
 
   Ceremonies were an important part of being in the military.  Her Special Forces team had insisted on a ceremony, just to say goodbye to her.  They’d all come over to the hospital in Kabul, mostly so Sergeants Carter and Harold could be brought outside in their wheelchairs.  Hernandez and Heimbold had already been released, as had she.  Five wounded out of the nine on her team, but all making full recoveries.
 
   There had been some casualties for the other CAW teams, with over two dozen wounded and three dead.  Captain Godfrey from Team Nineteen had been one of those killed.  While the loss of these three lives would probably not be considered as very significant in the overall scheme of things and Campaign Angel’s Wing was now over, its objectives fully met, Missy was deeply moved by how great a sacrifice her fellow soldiers had made.  They’d saved Afghanistan and probably Pakistan as well … at least for a little while.  They’d died serving their country, as so many other soldiers had done in the past.
 
   Colonel Chory had said some nice things about her during the goodbye ceremony and had even talked about the awards she’d eventually be receiving.  In addition to the Purple Heart and Afghan Campaign Medal, she had been put in for a Bronze Star with “V” Device.  The “V” Device was for valor and her actions in pulling Carter and Harold out of the line of fire had been written up in the citation as the reason why she had earned this medal.
 
   She had been presented with one award which she’d been entitled to receive immediately.  Colonel Chory was very pleased to be the one giving this to her.  The Combat Infantrymen Badge, or CIB.  This had a three inch wide rectangular bar with infantry blue background for a silver musket, all of which was superimposed on an elliptical oak-leaf wreath, also silver.  The musket dated back to the War of Independence era.  She would now wear this badge just above any of her service medal ribbons, with her Parachutist Badge positioned above that.
 
   In many ways, Missy felt the CIB was her most important award.  This award went to all those in combat and assigned to an infantry or Special Forces unit, but until recent years, women had not been assigned to such units.  She was wearing it now and she knew it would always have tremendous meaning for her.
 
   Mike had been at the ceremony, along with Les and Marsha.  Major Flament had also been there.  What she remembered about the ceremony was how difficult it had been to say goodbye.  She knew these men would all have been very pleased to have her stay and continue serving with them.  But, they’d all assured her how important it was for her to return to West Point.  They’d all wanted her to go back and earn her commission as an officer.  When they’d told her she was special, she really had laughed at that.
 
   So, today Missy was indeed feeling all sorts of emotions and other things.  Love from her Mike, her family and her friends; pride about what she’d accomplished; excitement about being back at the academy; and special.  Yeah, the guys on Team Twenty-Two had definitely made her feel special.


 
   
  
 

From the Author
 
    
 
   Thank you for reading Missy’s First Mission, my third book about Missy.  I hope you enjoy reading about Missy and her friends as much as I enjoy writing about her.  I’ve always loved stories about female characters with special powers along with stories about witches and werewolves.  Future books in this series are planned, so keep checking on Amazon.
 
   I hope you will consider leaving a review for Missy’s First Mission on Amazon, letting others know what you think about this book and this series.  Word-of-mouth is crucial for any author to succeed.  Your kind words, even if only a line or two, will help others decide to read about Missy and inspire me to keep this series going for many more books.  That would make all the difference and be hugely appreciated.  Thanks in advance!
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