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Bible References 

Revelation 9:6-8 

During those days people will seek death but will not 
find it; they will long to die, but death will elude them. 

The locusts looked like horses prepared for battle. On 
their heads they wore something like crowns of gold, and 
their faces resembled human faces. Their hair was like 
women’s hair, and their teeth were like lions’ teeth. 

__________________________________ 
 
Exodus 10:3-10 

So Moses and Aaron went to Pharaoh and said to 
him, “This is what the Lord, the God of the Hebrews, says: 
‘How long will you refuse to humble yourself before me? Let 
my people go, so that they may worship me. If you refuse to 
let them go, I will bring locusts into your country tomorrow. 
They will cover the face of the ground so that it cannot be 
seen. They will devour what little you have left after the hail, 
including every tree that is growing in your fields. They will 
fill your houses and those of all your officials and all the 
Egyptians—something neither your parents nor your 
ancestors have ever seen from the day they settled in this 
land till now.’” Then Moses turned and left Pharaoh. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 

TWO YOUNG MEN sat in the shade of a cinderblock wall 
to escape the scorching heat of the small island nation of 
Dominica beating down on them. The friends did not hear 
the quiet and persistent digging sound behind them because 
they were much more interested in gossip and drinking. The 
nondescript building that was their refuge from the sun was 
like a dozen others in the commercial zone outside Roseau. 
The young men did not know or care what went on inside 
the building. They only knew that the building housed a 
foreign company, as they all were, taking advantage of 
Dominica’s cheap labor and lax regulations, making goods 
to be sold in England, Canada, and America, but not in 
Dominica. When they discussed such things between long 
swallows of rum they became angry and blamed foreigners 
for all manner of ills in their country. Blaming someone else 
was easy, and it transferred responsibility for their poverty 
and excused the pointless life they seemed doomed to live. 

The pair fell silent, sipping from the shared bottle, 
giving in to the oppressive afternoon heat. Depak was the 
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first to notice the sound of digging coupled with a strange 
buzzing, and he brought it to the attention of Finbar. “Did 
you hear that?” 

“Hear what?” 
“That buzzing and digging noise.” Finbar listened for 

a moment and then dismissed Depak’s alarm. 
“Mon, you gonna get worked up over some bug 

noise? Everything here buzzes and flies and bites.” 
“Naw, this is different.“ Depak insisted. “It’s like 

current inside the wall.” 
Finbar snorted in reply, tipping the brim of his hat 

over his eyes, signaling his intention to take a nap. Depak 
was still curious and a little uncomfortable with the noise 
and pressed his ear against the wall to listen. 

He clearly heard buzzing, like angry bees or electric 
current, and stood to inspect the wall. Depak picked at 
various places on the wall in an attempt to discover the 
source of the sound. He found a soft spot in the mortar 
between blocks and rubbed with his finger until little bits of 
the mortar fell to the ground. The buzzing sound became 
louder. Looking around for a tool to use in his excavation, he 
spotted a stick lying in the brown dirt a few feet away. He 
walked to the stick and then returned to his spot at the wall.  

Depak used the sharper end of the stick for his 
probing and soon made a significant hole between the 
cinderblocks. He leaned down to inspect his handiwork and 
blew out the remaining dust in the hole. He noticed the 
buzzing had stopped and thought it curious, but he 
continued digging into the loose mortar. The hole was soon 
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large enough for his finger, which he poked into the hole 
and was rewarded with a sharp bite for his effort.  “Hey, 
mon! The wall bit me!” This roused his friend, Finbar. 

“What did you say?” But Depak wasn’t responding. 
He pulled his finger from the hole and found a bug attached 
to his digit. It wasn’t like any bug he had ever seen and that 
frightened him all the more. 

“A scorpion or something. Get it off me!” 
“Stop it, you baby,” Finbar said. “Let me see.” Depak 

held up his hand to show the attached creature. Finbar 
jumped up in alarm. “Oh, mon, that’s not like any scorpion I 
ever seen. Get that thing off you!” 

Depak shook his hand vigorously, but the creature 
would not relinquish its hold; instead it thrust its tail stinger 
into his hand. “It hurts, Finbar. Please help me.” 

Finbar was reluctant to touch the strange looking 
creature, and cried out when he looked closely. “It looked at 
me mon. This thing has a face and teeth!”  

Depak, thoroughly frightened, began running and 
shaking his hand to dislodge the unwanted guest. Finbar ran 
after him, calling out for his friend to be calm, but Depak 
was in full flight and would not be reasoned with. Finbar 
caught up and tackled him to the ground. Depak picked up 
a flat stone and began striking the creature on his hand but 
only succeeded in injuring his finger. The bashing continued 
until the bug was finally squashed; its guts smelled putrid 
and oozed out its body with an odd yellow color.  



 

 5 

Depak cried out in pain, and Finbar realizing that 
even though the bug was clearly dead, its jaws still held on 
tightly to Depak’s finger. 

The strange bug must have injected poison into Depak, 
thought Finbar, because he seems woozy. And then his friend 
stopped screaming.  

Finbar did not know what to do and stood 
desperately looking around for help, but there was no one in 
sight. He pulled Depak, now unconscious, to the shade of a 
banana tree, propped him up against the trunk, and ran off 
to find help.  

“Don’t worry! I go for help!” Finbar said to his friend, 
even though Depak was beyond hearing, then dashed off 
toward the city. He didn’t notice what was happening at the 
hole Depak had dug in the wall as he ran past. 

There was a furious buzzing as, first, one and then 
more of the creatures popped out of Depak’s hole in the wall 
and escaped to freedom. Soon there were a dozen creatures 
on the ground, circling, seeming to search for their leader. 
The last creature to emerge was different from the others, 
larger in size and its carapace swept up over the head 
creating a ridge that looked like a crown. 

All the creatures had faces and had long hair flowing 
back over their iridescent green backs. Each was about six 
inches in length. Below the “face” was a fierce looking 
mouth with dagger-like teeth, and each bug’s tail displayed 
a deadly, venomous stinger. 

As soon as the “queen” joined the group, the 
creatures swarmed and then settled. As one they spotted 
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Depak lying not far away against the banana tree. They 
sensed Depak was dying and rose up into the air on 
glistening wings and flew to the inert human, settling on 
and then attacking the stomach area, the softest and so the 
easiest way inside. The creatures burrowed into the still 
twitching body of Depak to feast and flourish.  

It would be some time before the creatures’ escape 
was discovered. 

 
Hannah Ahmed sat in the comfortably appointed waiting 
area of the Vauxhall Cross office of Alex Younger, Chief of 
the British Secret Intelligence Service. Hannah still mourns 
the death of her father, a tenured professor of Oriental 
Studies at Oxford. She followed his lead and studied at 
Oxford.  

Although born in England, her father and mother, 
Egyptian immigrants, made sure she grew up knowing her 
heritage and speaking Arabic. Hannah was considered a 
true Egyptian, tracing her lineage back to the era of kings the 
Muqawqis, before the time of Mohammed and the incursion 
of his Islamic Caliphate. In her mid-30s, her long dark hair 
was pulled back from her oval face and wrapped on the back 
of her head in a complicated plait. This only enhanced her 
clear, pale skin and alarmingly blue eyes. 

Despite her natural beauty she never had a serious 
relationship. There had been boyfriends, but none lasted. 
With no siblings and both parents deceased, she was aloof 
and devoted to her work. She was recruited into the 
Counter-Terrorism Protective Security Service division in 
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MI5. When she uncovered an al-Qaeda suicide bombing 
plot, reminiscent of her mother’s death when she was twelve 
years old at the hands of an IRA terrorist, she was invited to 
join SIS. The agency developed her skills and assigned her to 
intelligence-gathering and identifying threats to England. 

The attendant sitting at the desk before the inner 
office door answered the soft trill of her desk telephone, 
murmured something unintelligible, and placed the handset 
in its cradle. “Agent Ahmed, you may go in.” She smoothed 
her dark gray skirt and straightened the matching jacket 
before entering the office. 

Known to all within the SIS as C, as were all his 
predecessors, Alex Younger was a distinguished looking 
gentleman. He wore a fine Saville Row tailored suit and 
muted Cambridge school tie. He projected an air of maturity 
with his salt-and-pepper hair, and his bearing was one of 
quiet confidence. Alex Younger was everybody’s image of a 
proper English gentleman. 

She stood a few steps inside, waiting for C to lift his 
head from the papers he was studying. He looked up after a 
moment. “Aah, there you are Agent Ahmed. Please, make 
yourself comfortable.” Hannah took the center of three 
chairs in front of his desk. “I’m sorry to keep you waiting, 
but the PM called, and, well, when he calls…” 

“Yes, sir. I understand.” 
“Right, then. Now, to the reason you are here.” He 

shuffled through the papers on the desk, extracted a folder 
and opened it. “You have some experience in the West 
Indies, I see.” He went through a few pages and then closed 
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the folder. “You had successful missions in Jamaica, Guyana, 
and St. Lucia.” 

“Yes, sir. Mostly cases involving drug trafficking.” 
“In light of your recent adventure in Egypt and 

America, something has come up that I believe will benefit 
from your, ah, unique perspective.” 

She frowned slightly and raised one delicately shaped 
eyebrow. “Perspective, sir?” 

“We have received a report of something rather 
disturbing. A death in Dominica, which, I’m sure you know, 
is a member of the Commonwealth.” 

“Wouldn’t the local police or Scotland Yard be better 
suited to investigate something like this?” 

“Normally, yes. However, there are peculiarities 
suggesting something bigger in play.” He dug through the 
stack of papers and extracted another folder. “Read this.” 

Hannah took the folder and began reading. After 
several minutes she closed the folder and handed it back to 
C. “I can see why this is no ordinary case. There is more 
unsaid than said, but it obviously avoids the question of 
who or what may be behind what happened.” 

“Indeed. At first I thought it some Carib Indian ritual. 
But the young man involved was not an ethnic Carib, and 
this took place far from their holdings on the island. It is, 
perhaps the suggestion of something, shall we say, 
supernatural, at work that caught my attention.” 

Hannah said, “And you thought of me.” 
“Right. I want you to go straightaway to Dominica 

and look around, quietly of course, and see if there is 
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anything more to this event. If there is nothing, we’ll hand it 
over to Scotland Yard.” 

“And if I find something…more?” 
“Just see what is going on. We can plan from there.” 
“Yes, sir. When?” 
He smiled. “Today, if possible. This needs 

investigating before the body gets cold, so to speak.” 
 
Late that afternoon Hannah found herself in the crowded 
passenger lounge at Heathrow, waiting for what promised 
to be a very long trip. The first leg would take her to New 
York’s JFK airport, then she would fly on to Puerto Rico, and 
finally to Marigot Field in Dominica. There is some good news 
here. I can ring up Adam while I’m in New York and catch up. 
She fondly remembered the few days Adam and she spent 
together after the Merlin Box affair. Even after making calls 
to the police, the airport authority, Scotland Yard, SIS, and 
MI5, there was nothing to be done. Kamenwati, the elusive 
Egyptian mystic behind the scheme to steal drones and start 
a world conflict, was not to be found.  

After sharing their disappointment, and perhaps one 
or two more drinks than were absolutely necessary, Dekker 
asked her to stay for a few days to show him some of the 
local sights. She agreed and they began with a tour of 
Stonehenge, which he had not previously visited. She 
surprised herself when, after touring Stonehenge, she held 
his hand as they walked back to the car. Hannah had not 
cared for a man as she did for Adam Dekker. He was tall, 
strong, and handsome. She enjoyed talking with him and 



 10 

sharing stories, and it felt like they had known one another 
for a long time. 

Eventually they ended up staying for the night at a 
tiny village inn, in separate rooms, where they spent the next 
two days hiking through the English countryside and 
enjoying each other’s company. 

On the third day, when Adam was scheduled to leave 
for home in America, Hannah was startled when bent and 
kissed her goodbye. She touched her lips now, as she flew 
toward New York, remembering his kiss, which was soft 
and respectful. She wondered for the hundredth time if it 
meant there was more. Will he still be interested? I guess a 
phone call during my layover will answer that question. 

After her scheduled layover at JFK and the call to 
Adam, her mind would not stop spinning. The call went 
well. Better than well; it was great. They talked right up to 
the minute she boarded her flight to Puerto Rico. It was like 
they had never been apart. 

During their phone call she briefly explained that 
Dominica was her final destination and that she was looking 
into a situation there. 

“Maybe I could meet you,” he said. “I hear the scuba 
diving is terrific.” She demurred but didn’t say no. 

Where is this going? I care for him but he’s thousands of 
miles away in America. These were the thoughts that had 
consumed her for the last twenty hours. Now on the last leg 
of her trip and only a half hour from Dominica, she was no 
closer to an answer and her head ached. 
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Finger combing her long, dark hair, she felt positively 
grimy. “I don’t care how tired I am. A good soak is the first 
thing I’m going to do.” A light came on, indicating seatbelts 
must be fastened, and a pretty West Indian flight attendant 
moved down the narrow aisle of the propeller-driven 
aircraft, checking that everyone was buckled in. 

Gazing out the aircraft window at the endless ocean, 
she sighed. “Almost there.”. 
 
Adam Dekker placed the cell phone in his pocket, his 
thoughts and emotions swirling. He stepped through the 
French doors leading to the back patio of his Territorial style 
home in New Mexico and looked without seeing the blazing 
orange orb of the sun setting over the Jemez Mountains. He 
was on leave from his office at the National 
Counterterrorism Center in McLean, Virginia, which was 
typical for him after an operation. As one of the few special 
operators for the NCTC he was given wide latitude 
regarding time off; his close relationship with Assistant 
Director Jim Lynch gave him more flexibility to determine 
when he worked and when he didn’t. 

He looked up and finally noticed the serene beauty of 
the mountain setting, reflecting on how peaceful and soul-
filling it was. This was also a place of memories, both good 
and bad. He wandered around the grounds with no 
particular destination in mind, thinking of Kelly, his wife, 
dead nearly two years. The grief over losing her, and 
especially the way she was taken from him, remained a dull 
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ache in his chest. He thought about the conversation with 
Hannah, how it had lifted his spirits and brightened his day. 

Dekker found himself in a stand of oak trees and 
beneath the largest tree of the lot, the spot where Kelly was 
buried. He looked with fond memory at the gravestone and 
stepped over the low picket fence to clear away the small, 
shriveled bundle of wildflowers he had placed on her grave 
the month before. His caretaker duties complete, he stood 
solemnly before the grave. 

The conversation with Hannah had confirmed 
something in him; there was no way to explain what he was 
feeling, but that phone call somehow signaled something 
new. The way he was feeling, he told himself, wasn’t a 
betrayal of Kelly, who would always remain in his heart, but 
he realized it was time to move on and unconsciously he 
came to the gravesite to explain it to his deceased wife. 

“Kelly, I think my time of grieving is over. Somehow I 
think you know this and you are pleased. I’ve met someone. 
She’s British, and I think you’d like her. Her name is 
Hannah, an SIS agent. I know. I know. You’re saying, ‘How 
can that work?’ But the fact is, we actually have a lot in 
common. She’s smart and she’s tough and beautiful. Did I 
mention she’s an ethnic Egyptian, descended from the 
pharaohs? She helped me with the whole Merlin Box 
situation. In fact, I wouldn’t have survived if not for her. She 
called me today on her way to the Caribbean and we talked 
for an hour.” He paused and looked up. “It was like we’d 
never parted even though months have gone by. Kelly, I 
think I love her and I want your permission.” Dekker hung 
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his head and was quiet for a long moment. His posture 
firmed up and he once again became the determined man-
of-action he had always been. “Goodbye, Kelly, and may 
God keep you. There’s somewhere I need to be.” 

He walked away from the gravesite, a place of 
memories and reflection, a representation of the past that 
would always be with him. But now he was headed to the 
future. 

“What do you suppose Dominica will hold for me, for 
us?” 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWO 

 
 

HANNAH AWOKE FEELING refreshed after sleeping 
more than twelve hours,. She opened the shutters to let the 
sea breeze in her room and took a deep breath. “This is 
nice.” Another thought intruded. “Too bad there’s a death 
that needs investigating.” After she showered and dressed 
she realized she was hungry. She would have a bite of 
breakfast and then begin her investigation at the 
constabulary office in Roseau. Where she went from there 
would depend on what the police report had to say. 

After a full breakfast of a poached egg, toast, and an 
assortment of local fruits, she asked the concierge to call a 
taxi. Soon a tiny Suzuki minibus with a hand painted taxi 
sign on its door, pulled up. She opened the sliding door and 
got in. 

Sitting in the rear of a taxi, Hannah thought of 
Dekker. I wonder if he was serious about coming here? It would 
be lovely to see him again. 
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Her visit with the Roseau police gave her very little to 
go on. After presenting her British government credentials 
the officer at the counter became quite differential, but 
unhelpful. He was unable to provide more than the young 
victim’s name. “No address?” Hannah asked. 

“No, mistress. But we think he comes from outside 
Roseau.” 

“Are there any friends or family I might speak with?” 
“There is the fellow who reported the incident.” He 

looked through several pages of a log book. “His name is 
Finbar.” 

“Where will I find Finbar?” 
“I’m not sure, mistress. The best place to find anyone 

on this island is in the market. Ask around there. Maybe you 
will find him.” 

The open air market was in impromptu affair in 
Lindo Park where vendors set up tables and booths daily, a 
place where locals spent their time equally divided with 
commerce and socializing. The market was never the same 
from day to day, varying in size depending on what was 
offered, but Friday and Saturday were typically the busiest 
days. This was Wednesday so Hannah wandered through a 
smaller but still vast array of fruits, vegetables, furniture, 
handcrafts, and textiles. The market reminded her of Cairo 
with its smell of spices and flowers combined with the 
aroma of animals and charcoal smoke. 

She purchased a few small items, gently asking each 
vendor if they knew Finbar. Most of the locals operating the 
vending stalls spoke Creole, the local patois, but many had 
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some knowledge of English. It may not be the Queen’s English, 
but at least I can get my question across, she thought. It was a 
frustrating morning going from stall to stall with no leads 
that might help her locate Finbar.  

She sat at a small table before a stall where she could 
order a drink. “Passion fruit, please,” she said to the young 
woman who came to attend her. In a few minutes she was 
sipping the sweet nectar from a plastic cup. Hannah decided 
this line of inquiry was a long shot at best, and she stood to 
leave, taking her empty cup with her. She stopped and 
called over to the young woman who served her. “Would 
you know someone named Finbar?” 

“Why, yes, mistress. He is my cousin.” 
“Wonderful! I want to speak with him. Do you know 

where he is?” 
The young woman thought for a moment. “He’s 

usually in Gilley’s place, a rum shack on the side of Valley 
Road just out of town.” 

“Thank you. You have been most helpful.” 
Hannah decided renting a car would give her more 

flexibility, and she walked across the botanic gardens to the 
Avis Dominica office on King George V Street. While renting 
a car she asked about Gilley’s place and was told it was a 
short way up the road. She thanked the rental agent, took 
the keys, and setting into motion a series of events she could 
never have possibly imagined. 
 
Much to the irritation of the few other drivers on the road, 
Hannah drove slowly past small homes and guest houses, 
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carefully looking at each structure. There were no signs 
announcing the name of an establishment, and she realized a 
person just had to know where something, or someone, was 
located. Without any paved shoulder areas there was little 
room for passing, so whenever possible, she pulled over. 
The local drivers were something less than observant of 
rules of the road and passed her with a honk of the horn that 
was more of a greeting than a reprimand. 

Eventually, she came to a building that could only 
have been Gilley’s place. The faded “Carib Beer” sign nailed 
crookedly to the outside wall was the giveaway. There was 
no parking lot, only the edge of the road, so she pulled off as 
far as possible and got out. The establishment door was 
propped open and she saw several men sitting inside. No 
women, she said to herself. An old boombox sat on a shelf 
pumping out distorted Dub music at a level that made 
conversation almost impossible. All eyes followed her as she 
approached the counter on one side of the open room. 

“May I speak with the proprietor?” Hannah had to 
shout over the music. Someone turned off the music. The 
silence was both sobering and awkward. 

The middle-aged man behind the counter gave her a 
suspicious look. “I own this place. I’m Gilley. Wacha want?” 
She knew he had voiced the question everyone in the place 
was thinking. 

“I am looking for a man named Finbar. Do you know 
him?” 

“Dunno. Why you want him?” 
“It is rather private. I was told he comes here often.” 
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A young man stood up from a table and walked over 
to Hannah. “I’m Finbar.”  

The man looked to be in his early twenties. He was 
lean and wore old clothes and he was barefoot. “Mr. Finbar,” 
said Hannah extending her hand. “My name is Miss Ahmed. 
May we speak in private?” 

Finbar gave a look around and led her to a stained 
and flimsy table, stopping to grab his half empty glass of 
rum. “This is as private as it gets.” Everyone in the room 
followed them with their eyes, eager to know what the 
strange foreign woman wanted. 

As she sat, Hannah noticed Finbar’s eyes were 
bloodshot and he sat unsteadily, suggesting intoxication. 
“Mr. Finbar…” 

“Just Finbar.” 
“As you wish, Finbar. I want to ask you about your 

friend Depak.” 
“He dead.” She showed him her SIS credentials and 

his eyes went wide. He needed no entanglement with the 
authorities, especially from England, and immediately 
cooperated. 

“Yes, I know. And you have my sympathy, however 
I’m trying to find out what happened. I understand you 
were with him when he died.” 

“No. When I left he still alive.” 
“Why did you leave him?” 
“He were all messed up. I went for help.” 
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“How was he messed up, Finbar?” The young man 
gave her a boozy stare and downed the remaining drink in 
his glass. 

“It was the bugs. He got bit on his finger and he was 
poisoned or somethin’ so I ran off to find help and when I 
got back they was crawling’ like, in and out of his belly.” 

“Was this a local bug, Finbar?” 
“Ain’t like nothin’ I ever seen. It was big—and it had 

a face.” 
Hannah paused and lowered her voice. “A face? Like 

what?” 
“It looked like some kinda demon with teeth and a 

stinger and even a crown. It scared me. I thought it was 
some sort of devil bug or something.” 

“Did they all have faces?” 
“I don’t know. Probably, but when I got back he was 

surrounded by other people. It looked like people from 
inside the building. They was all wearing like white suits, 
you know, like space suits.” 

“Do you mean hazmat suits, clothing to protect them 
from exposure to something?” 

“Yeah, I guess so. They was busy collectin’ up the 
bugs and then they notice me and sent me away.” He leaned 
in to Hannah and lowered his voice conspiratorially. “But I 
saw Depak, or what was left of him. It looked like his whole 
belly was eaten from the inside out.” He closed his eyes and 
shook his head, trying to dispel the memory. He snapped his 
eyes open and looked straight at Hannah. “You gonna find 
out what those bugs are?” 
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“Yes, I am Finbar.” His account confirmed the rumors 
from the initial report C had given her. 

“You mentioned a building. Where is it and who was 
in the building?” 

He looked at his empty glass and then to Hannah. She 
got the message and motioned Gilley to bring more rum. 
After refilling the glass and taking Hannah’s money Gilley 
retreated to his counter. Finbar took a drink and then 
another, emptying the glass. 

“I don’t read so well. But I did see a sign. It had a big 
G on it.” 

“And where was this?” Hannah was reluctant to buy 
any more rum for this already intoxicated young man, but it 
was the only leverage she had. She motioned for Gilley, who 
once again poured and took Hannah’s money. 

“Finbar, where is this building?” Finbar stared down 
at his drink and twirled the glass around. 

“Valley Road. Up toward the end.” 
“Thank you, Finbar.” She stood and left a $20 EC bill 

on the table. “You have been most helpful.” 
She stepped out the door, and she heard the music 

start again as she walked briskly, with a determined stride to 
her car. A face like a demon? What sort of bug has a face? 
 
Hannah, now with a real lead to follow, drove on with more 
confidence. She knew there was a building, a commercial 
structure with a sign, and it was at the end of Valley Road. 
The road was beautiful, stretching through the tropical 
rainforest, occasionally meeting up with the Roseau River 
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and then losing it again. There was a primitive, pristine feel 
to the road, as if she were transported back in time. She 
laughed softly to herself at the thought she might be 
ambushed by wild Carib natives. 

No cars came from the opposite direction. Odd, she 
thought. If there is a big industrial building in this direction, it 
seems there would be more traffic. Coming to the end of the 
paved road, she slowed to a stop, confused. There was no 
building, only a dirt track continuing on through the forest. 
She got out and looked around, and then she saw the hint of 
a roofline—a low building through the thick foliage. “And 
there’s the entry drive,” she said aloud, spotting a small cut 
through the forest. 

Returning to her car and not knowing what to expect, 
Hannah drove carefully on the rough track that made a 
quick dogleg turn and continued through the forest. She 
came out in a clearing and saw an unexpectedly large 
building with no windows. There was only a single set of 
front doors, and just as Finbar said, there was a sign 
mounted to the right of the doors featuring an ornate G with 
copy beneath reading Genesis Microbiology. “It is a 
bioengineering company. Now that is interesting.” 

No other vehicles were parked in front, and so she 
pulled up to the doors. “I wonder where the staff parks?” 
She got out and looked around, the rainforest a solid wall 
surrounding the property. “They must have a car park in 
back.” She stepped to the front doors, but heavy tinting 
prevented seeing inside. It looks unoccupied, almost abandoned.  
The doors were locked. Okay, I guess this is not so unusual, 
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that the place is shut tight. After all, there are no other buildings 
out this far. She looked on either side of the door and spotted 
a small rectangular plate with a grill and a button. Hannah 
pressed the button. Nothing. She pressed again. 

“Yes? How may I help you?” 
“My name is Hannah Ahmed. I’m from England and 

I’m looking into a death near your facility.” There was no 
reply, but after a long pause there was a soft click from the 
front doors. Hannah pulled one of the doors outward and 
entered. 

The entry lobby was relatively small when compared 
to the overall size of the building. A large room, really, with 
a small reception station and a door on either wall. The room 
was stark white, including the tile on the floor. A sign hung 
behind the receptionist identifying this as the offices of 
Genesis Microbiology. There were no chairs. Hannah looked 
around thinking, They don’t get many visitors, I’d guess. 

A woman in a white lab coat stood behind the 
reception desk and smiled as Hannah stepped forward. 
“Welcome, Miss Ahmed. I apologize for the wait outside. 
You see, we don’t have need for a full time receptionist and 
so we rotate the duty. I am Margaret Combings.” Hannah 
nodded and shook her hand. 

“Are you a doctor here?” 
“An engineer.” She touched the white collar of her lab 

coat. “We all wear these here.” She let loose Hannah’s hand. 
“You said something about a death?” 

“Yes. A young man who seemed to have died under 
rather unusual circumstances.” 
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Margaret thought for a moment and then lit up, 
remembering the incident. “Oh, yes. I heard about that, but I 
wasn’t on duty that day.” 

“I see. Is there anyone who can tell me about the 
matter?” 

Margaret’s smile vanished, replaced with a suspicious 
look. “You said you are from England?” 

Hannah reached into her bag and offered her SIS 
credentials. “Yes. I’m from SIS. Now, is there someone else I 
can speak with?” 

“Just a moment,” said Margaret. She picked up the 
desk telephone, pressed a button and murmured quietly, her 
free hand covering her mouth. She nodded slightly in 
response to something said on the other end of the line and 
hung up. 

“Let me show you to Dr. Matthias’ office.” She 
walked briskly to the door on the right side of the lobby, 
Hannah rushing to keep up. 
 
Hannah was escorted to an office equal in size to the 
reception area. The office, unlike the reception area and the 
hall leading to it, was anything but sterile in decor. Rich 
tropical hardwood paneling covered the walls, and the floor 
was exquisite tile. Mediterranean? she wondered. The wall 
behind the large desk was entirely glass, but whatever was 
beyond was covered by drawn curtains. A large Persian rug 
was positioned under the desk along with another defining a 
conference area furnished with a low oval glass table and six 
carefully positioned leather chairs on the opposite side of the 
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room. Soft lighting from standing floor lamps and wall 
sconces created a warm and inviting office. 

Margaret, her escort duties complete, showed 
Hannah into the office and promptly turned and closed the 
door, leaving her without an introduction to the man sitting 
at the desk with his head down, studiously reading a 
document. He was a slightly balding, middle-aged man, 
with horn rim glasses, a little paunchy and, unlike Margaret, 
and everyone else—if Margaret’s assertion that all those who 
work here wear lab coats—he was dressed in a coat and tie. 

Hannah remained standing quietly, but she thought 
leaving her standing was rude. She politely cleared her 
throat. The man looked up as if he had no idea she was in 
the room. What kind of act is this? Hannah wondered. He 
stood up and walked around his desk. 

“I apologize. There are so many things to manage 
when running a facility like this.” He stepped toward 
Hannah with his hand extended. “I am Doctor Victor 
Matthias, Director of Genesis Microbiology.” He motioned 
to the round table. “Please, shall we sit?” Hannah nodded 
and followed Matthias to the low oval table. 

“Margaret tells me you are with the Secret 
Intelligence Service.” 

Hannah produced her credentials. “Yes, I am.” 
“Why in the world is the SIS interested in what can 

only be seen as a local police matter?” 
Hannah needed to regain control of the meeting. 

“Would you mind telling me about the death? It will be 
helpful in our decision to pursue this matter.” 
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Matthias shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “Well, 
there is not much to tell. One of our security guards found 
the body under some banana trees. I didn’t see it myself, but 
it was apparently quite a mess.” 

Hannah said, “The other young man, friend to the 
one found on your property…” 

“Oh, no, he wasn’t on our property. You see, our 
grant is only for the open area around this building and the 
drive leading from Valley Road.” 

“Okay, the body was found outside your property.” 
Hannah was beginning to get annoyed with this man. “It is 
my understanding the body was surrounded by several of 
your people.” 

“I suppose so…” 
“In hazmat suits?” 
He paused. “Uh, yes. They were taking precautions.” 
“Precautions from what, exactly?” 
Matthias paused again and squirmed uncomfortably. 

“If you must know, they are workers in the lab and they all 
wear protective clothing. When we heard about the incident, 
it was our lab employees who responded.” 

“Without getting out of their bulky gear?” 
“It seems so.” 
“Right then. And what precisely did they find, 

Doctor?” 
“Hold a moment, would you?” Getting to his feet, 

Matthias went over to his desk, pulled out a folder, and 
returned to his seat. He opened the folder reading silently 
for a moment. “Ah, yes…”  
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Extending the folder to Hannah, “It’s all here, in the 
report.”



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
 

DR. MATTHIAS WATCHED the SIS woman leave his 
office, and as soon as the door closed he dropped the cool, 
unconcerned façade. His eyes darted back and forth as he 
attempted to predict the woman’s next move. When he 
accepted this position he didn’t ask too many questions of 
the mysterious foreigner behind it all. His journey here 
began with an envelope from an unknown sender delivered 
to him at the Medical Entomology Centre in 
Cambridgeshire, England. It contained a cryptic note 
outlining all his grievances with life and the dead end 
direction his career had taken. You should be the world’s most 
important entomologist, renowned for your insights and 
breakthroughs. I can give you the opportunity to realize your full 
potential, unfettered by rules and regulations.  

Matthias agreed with both the assessment of his 
perception of the dead end he was headed toward and his 
potential, and was intrigued by the opportunity offered in 
the letter. He made the decision on the spot to accept the 
offer from this unknown person who seemed to know all 
about him, and he was anxious and find out where this 
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opportunity would take him. “Finally, someone has 
recognized the truth,” he told himself, “and is willing to do 
something about it.” 

His negotiations were all carried out by post, a little 
cumbersome but in the end, quite successful. The backer, he 
discovered, was Egyptian, or at least that is where his 
correspondence originated. The terms were simple: Matthias 
would run a facility recently purchased by his benefactor. In 
return, Matthias was to produce a certain insect hybrid 
based on the Rocky Mountain locust, which had devastated 
much of America a century before with its massive swarms, 
eighteen hundred miles long and one hundred miles wide. 
The last sighting of this locust was in 1902, and somehow his 
benefactor had recovered the strain. 

He felt privileged to be chosen to supervise a 
bioengineering project that promised to change the world. 

After signing NDAs and intellectual property 
agreements, he was sent to Dominica, a remote island in the 
Caribbean where he found a remarkably modern and well 
equipped facility. He congratulated himself on negotiating 
such a deal. 

Only later did Matthias discover what sort of insect 
the Egyptian wanted, but by that time he was in much too 
deep to extract himself. Besides, he told himself, I could never 
make seven figures anywhere else. If the man wants little 
monsters, I will provide them. Besides, if I don’t do it someone else 
will. 

Matthias’ rationalization reflected his myopic, self-
centered view of the world, but now his little kingdom was 
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threatened by this visit from a British official and he did not 
know what to do. Having read the sanitized internal report, 
would the SIS woman leave the death of the man just 
beyond the boundaries of the facility alone and go home? He 
hoped so; he prayed so. But perhaps she would continue 
investigating. He called his chief of security. 

Less than five minutes later, Wesley Cole, Genesis 
Chief of Security, entered the office. Cole had been with the 
facility when Matthias arrived, and it was his responsibility 
to oversee operations and maintain order among the thirty 
engineers and scientists who lived and worked at the 
Dominica facility. Cole took a hard look at him as he walked 
through the door of his office. The man carried himself like a 
soldier, no, more like an SAS operator, which was his 
previous career. He wore no uniform but looked as if he 
were born to one. He was sly, his eyes always darting with 
suspicion. Matthias, despite being his superior, was fearful 
of Cole. 

“Please, Mr. Cole, take a seat.” Matthias gestured to 
the chairs before his desk. Cole looked around the office and 
Matthias couldn’t help but wonder if he was looking for 
hidden threats.  

When Cole was seated, Matthias began. “I was just 
visited by an agent from SIS.” Cole’s eyes narrowed but he 
said nothing. “She wanted to know about the death of that 
boy out in the forest.” He handed Cole the business card he 
received from Hannah. 

“A woman, you say? What did you tell her?” 
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“Nothing. I let her read our official report on the 
incident.” 

“You didn’t let her keep it or copy it?” 
“No. I told her it was an internal document and, 

absent a subpoena, I could not let it out of the building.” 
“And you said nothing beyond that?” 
“I told her that the young man died beyond the 

boundaries of our property and we had no idea what caused 
his death.” 

“How did she respond?” 
“She asked why our people who dealt with the body 

were in protective lab clothing.” 
“How did she know about that?” 
“She said the young man’s friend, a man named 

Finbar, came back to help and saw us.” 
“And your response?” 
“I said, our lab people merely responded to the 

emergency without changing.” 
“Did she buy that?” 
“She seemed to. She read the report and left.” Cole 

thought about the incident for a long moment and Matthias 
became more uncomfortable. “Do you think there is 
anything to worry about?” 

The security chief gave his director a penetrating 
gaze. “Yes. SIS doesn’t casually show up to investigate the 
death of some local. Did she tell you how they got onto this 
case?” 

“Not really. She said it was an impromptu inquiry, 
not even an investigation.” 
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Cole had a concerned look. “The SIS does nothing 
unconsidered. If they are here, they suspect something.” 

“Surely we can’t be connected to that boy’s death.” 
“I wouldn’t be so certain, doctor. I warned you about 

these creatures. They are dangerous and they are smart.” 
“Nonsense. How can a locust possess intelligence?” 
“I don’t know, but intelligence is what I have 

observed; and I warned you about the lax discipline among 
your workers. You recall what happened at the facility on 
the eastern side of the island?” 

“Yes, yes, and I’ve instructed the entire staff to 
exercise more care when handling the broods.”  

Cole was silent for a moment before continuing. “To 
the issue of the death: were all the creatures recaptured?” 

“Yes. We used the smoke to incapacitate all but one of 
them, which was apparently killed by the victim. Its jaws 
were still attached to his finger.” 

Cole looked around as if an assault force might break 
down the door any moment. “We can expect another visit, 
this time less casual. The representatives of whatever agency 
they send will want to inspect the entire facility.” 

“What do we do?” Matthias asked with a slight panic 
in his voice. Cole, still cool and calculating, was considering 
options. 

“We have two choices: destroy the broods or find 
somewhere safe to hide them until this blows over.” 

Matthias was shocked by his security chief’s 
suggestion. “We can’t destroy these broods! We could never 
recoup the investment in time and resources, and besides, 
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our investor would never allow it.” Matthias shook his head. 
“No, we will definitely not destroy the broods.” 

“That leaves us with the alternative. We must find 
somewhere safe to store them, and we must do it quickly.” 

“Perhaps we can dig a pit? Or maybe bury them 
below the dormitory” 

“You know better than I that broods need constant 
monitoring and feeding.” 

Matthias, flustered and grasping, accepted the 
rebuke. “You’re right, of course. Can we return them to the 
facility on the other side of the island?” 

Cole thought for a moment. “You weren’t here when 
this facility was built. There is another site not far from here. 
When the original company was granted a charter they built 
in both places.” 

“That sounds promising, Mister Cole. I will put a 
team together to move the broods.” Matthias began to relax. 

Cole gave Matthias a stern look. “And you must 
remove all evidence of the locust research.” 

“Yes, of course. Now, how do we deal with the 
woman from SIS?” 

“You manage the transfer of the broods. I will deal 
with the woman.” Cole looked at the business card again 
and placed it in the pocket of his military-style khaki shirt. 
 
As Hannah drove back to Roseau she went over the 
interview with Dr. Matthias. She was a little put out by the 
report he had given her to read. “‘Internal documents may 
not leave the facility.’ What rubbish.” She knew there was no 
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legal authority for demanding the report, but there wasn’t 
much in it that could prove useful anyway. The report said 
the body was found in the forest and had been there less 
than a day, perhaps hours. The damage to the thoracic 
region was attributed to indigenous scavengers, and the 
corpse was handed over to the local police. The investigating 
officer, one David Samuels, the report said, had agreed with 
the Genesis conclusion before his people took the body 
away.  

Hannah said aloud, “I’ll need to speak with Officer 
Samuels.” 

When she was back in Roseau proper, Hannah 
referred to the map she received from the rental agency and 
found the location of another police station in Yampiece. It 
was a short distance across town. Parking was a problem, 
but after a few turns around the block, she was able to catch 
another car just leaving. She parked, got out, and spotted the 
sign for the police station. The building had a small door like 
one would find on a residence, and she wondered if she 
should knock before entering. It is a public building, after all, 
she rationalized, and she entered. It was a small space with 
chairs lining the walls, several occupied, and what was 
obviously a main desk directly opposite the door. She 
walked up to the desk. 

“May I speak with Inspector Samuels?” 
The young officer at the desk looked at her like she 

had just landed from Mars. “Not here.” 
Not to be put off, Hannah responded. “May I ask 

when he will return?” 
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“Soon come, mistress.” Hannah knew from her 
previous assignments in the West Indies that soon come 
meant Samuels might return in an hour or a day. Time is 
certainly reckoned differently here, she thought. 

“Let me leave you my card, and tell him I will come 
back in the morning.” The young officer took her card and 
opened his eyes wide with surprise when he saw she was 
with SIS. 

“Yes, mistress. I will tell him as soon as he returns.” 
Hannah headed for the door but stopped a few steps 

from the desk and turned back to the officer seated behind it. 
“Is there a hall of records in Roseau?” 

The young officer looked up and pointed. “Yes, 
mistress. Straight upstairs.” 

Hannah thanked the officer and climbed the narrow 
wooden stairs to the first floor. 
 
Hannah had a thought as she left the police office below. 
Why did Genesis Microbiology set up a laboratory on this 
remote West Indian island? Upstairs she found an open 
room, its walls lined with five foot-tall file cabinets that 
looked as if they came from World War II. There were 
several tables clustered in the middle of the room and 
occupied by several individuals taking notes and pouring 
over files. 

An elderly gentleman sat at a small desk positioned 
on the far wall. Unlike most of the residents of Dominica 
who dressed in very casual clothing, the old man wore a 
coat over an open collar shirt. It was clear this was his 
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domain and no one entered or rifled through files without 
his permission and approval. He looked up, surprised to see 
the attractive foreign lady enter the room. Taking off his 
small reading spectacles, he stood. 

“May I help you?” Hannah walked to the old man 
and held out her hand. The old gentleman was at first 
reluctant to shake her hand but then meekly took it. 

“Good day, sir. I wish to get some background on a 
company.” Hannah gave him her best damsel-in-distress 
look. “Is this the correct place?” 

The old gentleman sputtered and almost fell over 
himself getting around his desk. “Yes, yes, this is the place. 
How may I help you?” 

“I’m looking for records on Genesis Microbiology.” 
“Oh yes, the new place up Valley Road. What do you 

want to know?” 
“I’m interested in their incorporation papers, how 

long they have been operating here, things like that.” She 
waited for the man to direct her to a file cabinet but instead 
he asked her for her permit. 

“Permit? You mean like a library card?” Hannah did 
not expect this sort of obstacle. The old gentleman nodded. 
Hannah took a breath and thought for a moment. 

“I’m sorry, but I have no permit. Surely the 
information I am looking for is public record.” 

“That may be, mistress, but I am afraid you need a 
permit before I can allow you to look at our records.” 

“Where may I obtain a permit?” Hannah asked with a 
considerable amount of sarcasm. 
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The old gentleman seemed unfazed and pointed to 
the stairway. “Ground floor. The police station.” 

Hannah went back down to the officer at the desk, 
annoyed he had sent her upstairs knowing she would need a 
permit. “Officer, I need to acquire a permit to access the 
public records upstairs.” 

The officer looked up at her and then pointed to a 
small sign on the wall behind him: Permits & Licenses Issued 
Monday and Wednesday Only—9:00 to 12:00. “You will have to 
come back, mistress.” She rolled her eyes and left without 
another word. She was afraid if she said something it would 
be inflammatory and slow down the bureaucratic process. 

Drawing a breath, Hannah told the officer she would 
return in two days. What in the world will I do for the next two 
days?  

Adam Dekker would provide that answer. 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER FOUR 

 
 

DEKKER WALKED ACROSS the tarmac toward the small 
terminal building. He looked back at the tiny aircraft that 
had just transported him and seven other people San Juan, 
Puerto Rico to Dominica. He was glad to have landed. The 
approach to Marigot Field is frightening, a steep mountain 
on the left and the open ocean on the right. The single 
runway is hardly three thousand feet in length, unable to 
accommodate larger jet aircraft, and the winds often bounce 
landing aircraft mercilessly. 

After passing through Customs and Immigration he 
found a taxi and gave the driver the name of the hotel where 
Hannah told him she was staying. It was only about a three 
mile drive, but the narrow and poorly surfaced road made it 
a thirty minute experience. Besides dodging potholes, the 
taxi driver was forced to navigate around carts and 
pedestrians; but when they finally reached the city, they 
made much better progress.  

The taxi pulled up to a delightful wooden structure 
with sea-blue trim and a large peak with a carved cluster of 
white palm trees over the front entrance, and below that was 
a sign: Fort Young Hotel. This was the original hotel on 
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Dominica, he learned from the desk attendant, and he was 
directed to the rear where the hotel building overlooked the 
bay. Dekker found his room and unpacked. He knew better 
than to overpack for a trip like this. Shorts, flip-flops, and a 
bathing suit were all he really needed. He lifted the handset 
of the room telephone and asked the operator for Hannah 
Ahmed. The line rang many times, but there was no answer. 
“She must be out,” he mused. “I guess I’ll have to entertain 
myself.” 

Dekker wandered back toward the patio and decided 
to enjoy the tropical atmosphere while having a drink. He 
looked at the thick clouds over the island and the sea, clouds 
heavy with rain. A bit different from home, he thought. His 
mind drifted as he waited for the Scotch he ordered to soften 
the edges. He wondered idly about Hannah and how she 
would react when she discovered he was actually here in 
Dominica. 
 
Hannah pulled the rental car onto the roadway and was 
irritated to find there was nowhere to turn around. She 
pulled into the traffic and continued up the street until she 
came to a less populated area where she could turn around 
and head back to the hotel. In her continuing frustration, 
Hannah hadn’t noticed a car following well behind, and 
when she made a U-turn, the other driver sped up, aiming at 
Hannah. The narrow road hardly allowed enough room for 
two small cars, and she steered as far over as she could. But 
the other driver was speeding down the center of the road, 
aiming straight for her. “Hey! Get over!” She waved one 
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hand as she shouted, but the other driver continued on. 
Hannah had no choice and steered off into a shallow ditch, 
becoming stuck. “Perfect conclusion to this day,” she said. 

She looked through the rear window to see where the 
crazy driver went, but there was only an empty road. 
Hannah climbed to the edge of the ditch to inspect the 
accident. “At least there’s no damage. The car is just stuck.” 
She hadn’t seen any sort of service station as she drove out 
of town, and she wondered where she would find a tow. 
Remembering the rental contract, she went back to the car 
and retrieved the document, inspecting it for a telephone 
number. “There you are,” she said, then climbed back to the 
road.  

Her handbag was a simple leather design, not large 
but big enough to carry the things she needed like her 
service weapon and cell phone. Retrieving the phone from 
the bag she dialed the number, remembering to add the 
country code 767 to the string of numbers. After several 
rings the call was answered and she gave the particulars to 
the attendant on the other end of the line. She was assured 
someone would be along soon to pick her up and return her 
to the hotel. She thanked the man and ended the call. “Now 
what do I do?” She looked up and down the road and saw 
only one woman on the opposite side, walking with a large 
basket on her head. The woman gave Hannah a curious look 
as if saying, What is a white woman doing standing there? 
Hannah smiled at the woman, who hurried on her way. “I 
suppose she could not have helped anyway.” 
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During the exchange of looks with the woman, 
Hannah had not noticed a car pulling up. She was startled 
when the driver gave a quick honk of the horn. She spun 
around and looked at the driver through the windshield. 
“That was quick.” Curiously, the driver was not a local 
islander, and the large vehicle seemed somehow unusual for 
a rental agency. He stepped out and looked Hannah over. 

“You needing a ride?” The driver was tall and 
muscular. 

“Are you with Avis?” 
The driver hesitated and then answered, “Yes, I am 

with Avis. Please get in.” 
Hannah had a peculiar feeling, but she ignored it and 

got into the Mitsubishi Pajero. She noticed the big SUV was 
somewhat battered and scratched, an unusual state for 
something from the rental agency. Inspecting the driver she 
noted his strong jaw and short-cropped hair. Looking 
around the interior she saw no Avis insignia and the driver 
wore only a dark Polo shirt and khaki shorts. Odd uniform, 
she thought. The driver did not talk, which was fine with 
Hannah until she noticed he was not going back into Roseau 
but out into the country. 

“Hey, where are you going?” Hannah spun around to 
look out the rear window, her alarm growing. Without 
warning the driver struck her full on the jaw with his large 
fist, knocking her into unconsciousness. He gave a small 
sneer at the slumped figure sitting beside him, and then he 
returned his attention to the dirt track he was following. 
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“Rest easy, sweetheart. We’ll be there in a short 
while.” 
 
Dekker watched the sun set into the sparkling Caribbean 
and wondered again where Hannah could be. A waiter came 
to place a small candle on his table. “May I bring you 
another drink, sir?” Dekker looked up at the waiter and then 
down to his empty glass. “No, thank you.” The waiter lit the 
candle and continued with his evening duties. Dekker stood 
and walked back into the hotel, returning to the registration 
desk to inquire about Hannah. 

“No, sir. I have not seen Miss Ahmed return,” said 
the desk clerk. “Perhaps you would like to leave a note?” 

“Sure, I’ll do that.” Dekker scribbled a quick note and 
gave it to the clerk. He watched as the clerk turned around 
and placed the note in a small box that made up a wall rack, 
one for each room. He noted the room number and turned 
away from the counter. 

In a few minutes he was standing before Hannah’s 
door, checking up and down the hall. Empty. He knelt and 
inserted a small tool into the door lock, happy hotels in 
Dominica still used metal keys instead of electronic key 
cards. A soft click signaled his success and he entered the 
room. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for but hoped 
there would be some indication of where she had gone. The 
dresser surface had a tent card promoting the hotel 
restaurant and several small flyers sat beside it, each offering 
a different activity. He checked the bathroom and found it 
surprisingly free of what he considered typical female 
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clutter: jars of moisturizer, perfume, makeup, and the like. 
The counter held only a small tube of toothpaste and a 
toothbrush in a travel container. 

Back in the room he sat on the edge of the bed and 
picked up the pad of notepaper next to the telephone. It was 
blank, but holding it at an angle he saw the indentation of 
Hannah’s writing. “It looks like an address.” He opened the 
drawer of the side table and found a hotel pen. “I hope this 
works.” He was just about to begin a light tracing when he 
stopped. “I’ve got a better idea.” 

He went back to the dresser and opened the top 
drawer. He found a Bible, more flyers for local attractions, a 
short candle, and a candle stand. Dekker knew the power 
went out frequently on these islands and the management 
stocked each room with candles and a small box of matches 
for the guests’ convenience. Dekker lit the candle and placed 
it in the center of the small dish, and then he retrieved the 
notepaper. He held the paper several inches over the flame, 
waiting for the soot to reveal what was written on the page. 
He kept the piece of paper moving so it wouldn’t catch fire, 
and soon an image began to appear. 

As he thought, an address. After congratulating 
himself on his cleverness he blew out the candle and rewrote 
the address on the notepad. “Now I’ve got a place to start,” 
he said as he closed the room door behind him. 

Dekker returned to the front desk and, showing the 
clerk the paper, asked where the address was located. The 
attendant took the paper, inspected it closely, and then lit 
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up. “This is a constabulary here in Roseau. It is not far, just 
down the road.” 

“Would they be open now?” Dekker asked, knowing 
most offices closed at night here, even the police. 

“Yes, sir. They will be open. Would you like me to get 
you a taxi?” 

“Yes, I would appreciate that.” 
In a few minutes Dekker stood before the desk in the 

local constabulary asking if the officer remembered seeing 
Hannah. “She was probably asking about an incident, a 
death, near a business.”  

“And your interest in this matter, sir?” asked the desk 
officer. 

“I am, uh, helping with her investigation. I arrived 
late and I’m trying to catch up with her.” 

The desk officer looked closely at the foreigner 
standing before him and seemed to make up his mind. He 
lifted the telephone handset and punched an intercom 
button. After a short conversation the officer turned back to 
Dekker. “You can take a seat over there,” he said, motioning 
with his head to several empty seats along the wall. 
“Someone will be out shortly.” 

Dekker followed the officer’s instructions and sat 
down. It took a full thirty minutes before a man in plain 
clothes came out and spotted Dekker. “You were asking 
about the death at Genesis?” 

This was a new bit of information, and Dekker went 
with it. “Yes.” 
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“There’s not much to tell. A young man died and 
scavengers got to his body.” 

“How does Genesis fit into this?” 
“It was in the forest behind the Genesis Microbiology 

building.” 
“Where will I find this building?” 
“At the end of the Valley Road,” the officer pointed 

vaguely, as if Dekker should know Valley Road, and left 
him. 

Dekker noticed a large map of Roseau and vicinity 
mounted on the wall across from him, and he checked it for 
the Genesis location. After a few minutes of inspection, he 
found Valley Road and traced the route to the end with his 
index finger. He turned to the desk officer. “I’d guess there’s 
no point in going tonight and it would be best towait until 
tomorrow.” 

The officer gave Dekker a shrug and returned to his 
paperwork. 
 
The next morning Dekker confirmed Hannah had not 
returned to the hotel, first checking her room and then 
visiting the front desk. The desk attendant had no idea 
where she might be saying, “It happens. Visitors go out, 
meet up with the locals, and spend the night partying. Not 
to worry though. Your lady will return.” Dekker’s concern 
for Hannah’s safety grew despite the desk clerk’s rationale. 
He knew she was not likely to engage in anything like the 
attendant suggested.  
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His best lead was Genesis Microbiology, and he 
rented a car, one with four wheel drive since it was probable 
he would be engaging in some off-road driving. 

Finding Valley Road was not difficult. It was one of 
the only paved roads leading out of Roseau, providing 
access to residences and businesses alike. The farther he 
traveled, the number of residences along the road dwindled 
and the forest on either side came closer to becoming an 
unbroken canopy. The road had a wild, untamed feel, and 
he could imagine ancient Carib natives hiding behind each 
tree or bend in the road. 

Dekker came to the end of the road and stopped. He 
looked around a little confused. “Where is this Genesis?” He 
considered continuing ahead on the dirt track through the 
forest but then realized any sort of facility was not likely to 
be out there. He turned the car around and saw another 
small road leading to the right. Funny. I didn’t see that on the 
way up the road. I guess the forest masked it. He drove down the 
single-lane gravel drive through the dense forest, and when 
he turned a corner, coming to a large open area with a low 
modern building. There were no other cars parked in the 
narrow strip of gravel serving as a parking lot, which struck 
him as unusual. He pulled up to the front doors, the only 
visible opening in the long expanse of walls. “I hope this is 
the right place,” he said while getting out of his car. 

A small sign mounted on the wall identified the 
building as Genesis Microbiology. He found the intercom 
button, pressed it, and waited. He was just about to leave 
when the intercom came to life. 



 46 

“Yes?” The disembodied voice of a woman came 
through the box. 

“Hello. I almost thought nobody was home. My name 
is Dekker. May I come in?” 

“I’m afraid not, Mr. Dekker. We are temporarily 
closed and there is no one to help you.” 

Dekker thought for a moment before replying. “I’m 
looking for someone, a woman. She visited here yesterday. 
Her name is Hannah Ahmed.” 

“I’m sorry Mr. Dekker, but I don’t recall seeing her. 
Perhaps you’re mistaken about her visiting Genesis.” 

The woman was obviously stonewalling him, and she 
wouldn’t even let him inside to get a sense of the place. 
There was no use arguing the point and so Dekker gave in. 
“Sorry to disturb you.” He looked closely at the intercom 
box and saw it had a small camera lens that allowed the 
receptionist to see who was at the door. It no doubt also 
gave the person inside a wide field of view, covering a good 
deal of the parking area. If he was to investigate further, he 
would have to make it look like he’d left the premises. 
 
Margaret Combings watched on the small black and white 
monitor, making sure Dekker was leaving. She watched him 
turn slowly, walk to his car, and drive away. Once he was 
gone she picked up the telephone and dialed Dr. Matthias. 

“We just had a visitor, Doctor.” 
Matthias was silent for a long moment, and he 

thought, This is happening much quicker than I thought. 
“Did you let him in? What did he want?” 
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“No, he did not come in. I told him we were 
temporarily closed and there was no one who could help 
him.” 

“Did he seem convinced?” 
“Yes. He looked more like a tourist than some 

official.” 
“Was there anything else?” 
“He was looking for the woman who was here 

yesterday, Hannah Ahmed. I told him that I did not recall 
her visit.” 

“And he bought that?” 
“I think so. I just watched him leave.” 
“Good work, Margaret.” Matthias hung up without 

waiting for a reply and punched several numbers on his 
phone. He became annoyed that it took three rings to be 
answered. 

“Cole, here.” 
“Mr. Cole, we’ve had another visitor and he was 

looking for the woman. Please tell me you have taken care of 
her.” 

“I have it handled. Who was this visitor?” 
“I’m not sure. He didn’t say he was from any 

government agency. Margaret said he looked like a tourist.” 
Cole thought for a moment. “She only made one call 

that I know of, and that was to the car rental agency. It’s 
possible she called someone before I caught up with her, but 
there hasn’t been enough time for someone to get here from 
England.” Matthias could almost see Cole thinking this 
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through. “No, this man was already here in Dominica. I’m 
guessing he’s a boyfriend, nothing more.” 

“That’s a relief, Mr. Cole.” 
“Don’t relax too much. That fellow was the first but 

he certainly won’t be the last.” 
Matthias’ brow furrowed. “How are we doing with 

the transfer of the broods?” 
“All of the bugs will be in storage by tonight.” 
“Good. Once they’re out of this facility we will be in 

the clear. And the girl? What are you doing with her?” 
“I’m bunking her with the bugs for the time being. 

They’ll be good guard dogs, don’t you think?” 
Matthias thought about Hannah, imprisoned with the 

most dangerous creatures that ever existed. “Yes, that is a 
good place for her. I approve.” 

Cole said nothing. He didn’t care what Matthias said. 
He was no leader. A thought began to form in Cole’s mind, a 
thought about the future. This thing’s going south and I know 
how to make this pay. 

When Matthias received no response from Cole he 
realized the conversation was over. “Carry on then, Mr. 
Cole.” 
 
Dekker drove down the access road to a point where it 
turned and the Genesis building was out of sight. He pulled 
the small four-wheel drive Suzuki off the track behind a 
stand of tall palms with wide, fanned leaves. He took the 
precaution to groom his trail from the road so there would 
be no visual evidence of his hidden car. The foliage was 
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thick and he didn’t relish the idea of making his way 
through such dense rainforest, but this was his only lead. He 
was sorry he didn’t have a machete but realized it wouldn’t 
have been much help since the noise of his chopping and 
hacking would give him away. Looking down the road 
toward the Genesis building, he decided the easiest route 
was hiking just inside the forest line. 

Reaching the cleared area around Genesis, he 
continued through the foliage to the rear of the building. 
“This must be where those boys were sitting, the one who 
died and his companion.” There were no windows 
anywhere on the building, and so Dekker felt confident 
about approaching. He walked down the entire back wall 
and turned, looking back the way he came. 

“There’s nothing here. Maybe it’s a dead end.” 
Despite his declaration, however, he felt differently. Leaning 
against the block wall, Dekker began sensing turmoil, and it 
was coming from inside Genesis. For as long as he could 
remember he had an ability to sense other people and their 
emotions. It was when the Iceland mystic Galdur entered his 
life and introduced him to Magick—which is a way of 
thinking that looks to invisible forces to influence events, 
effect change in material conditions, or present the illusion 
of change—that he further developed the ability. 

Dekker was in fact a good student, but it was because 
of his natural abilities in this mystical sphere that Abaddon 
was defeated. His skills were serving him well again as he 
probed into the turmoil beyond the wall. There was a deep 
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sound, like a strong, pulsing electric current. “What is 
happening in there?” 

He heard voices, and they were coming in his 
direction. Dekker ran the short distance separating the rear 
of the building from the forest and just made it before a 
group of six people came around the corner. He watched 
with interest as the party moved rapidly, four of them 
carrying what looked like a litter. No, it’s more like the Ark of 
the Covenant, he thought. Of course, there’s no gold or angelic 
figures, but it sure looks like the Ark. The group walked along 
the rear of the building and crossed the narrow open space, 
disappearing into the forest. 

What the hell? Dekker couldn’t believe they had 
vanished. He left his hiding place and ran to the end of the 
building where he found a small trail leading into the 
rainforest. He centered himself, probing for more people 
coming or going. He sensed only the group of six moving 
farther away. Where can they be going? He hesitated only a 
moment and then set off in pursuit. 
 
The path through the dense forest was narrow, but it seemed 
to have been recently cleared. Dekker wondered where the 
men were going and what was inside the box they carried. A 
thirty minute walk ended at a building in a small clearing. It 
was nowhere near the size of the main Genesis premises, but 
a small sign mounted on the corrugated metal walls 
identified this as a Genesis site. The four men carrying the 
box on the litter stood waiting for one of the others to unlock 
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the door. The rear escort stepped up beside the men holding 
the litter. “This is the last of them.” 

One of the litter-bearer said, “I’m glad. This duty 
gives me the creeps.” 

His partner on the same side of the litter nodded. 
“Yeah, this is too close for comfort.” 

The lead man looked back at the techs carrying the 
box. “This brood is perfectly safe. We smoked them first so 
they’re harmless.” 

“Yeah,” said the first bearer. “But I heard the smoke is 
becoming less effective.” 

“Stop complaining and get that crate in here,” 
ordered the leader. 

Dekker thought it odd they never put the litter on the 
ground while waiting. And what are they talking about that this 
is harmless when, what did he say, they’re smoked?  

The escort leader fiddled at the door with a set of 
keys. When he found the one he was looking for, he looked 
around to verify no one was watching and inserted the key. 
He swung the door outward and held it open for the litter-
bearers, who passed quickly into the interior gloom. One 
more look across the impenetrable forest and the escort 
leader closed the door. 

Dekker stepped from his observation position to 
inspect the building. Circling around, he noticed another 
path on the back side of the building. It was wider than the 
track they followed from the main Genesis site. “It looks 
wide enough for a car or small truck to pass. I wonder where 
it leads.”  
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There were no surveillance cameras to be found 
anywhere on the building, and returning to the only entry, 
Dekker stood and stared at the door, concentrating on the 
people inside. He identified the six men he had followed, 
but there was something else. It was unsettled, roiling 
with…emotion? No, not emotion or even instinct, he thought. It 
seemed wilder, more primal, and vicious. The sense he was 
receiving had a singleness of focus but seemed to be made of 
many parts. “What in the world?” He could tell there was an 
appetite driving whatever was inside. More than that, an 
insatiable drive and desire to attack, kill, and consume. 
Dekker focused his mental attention and discovered the 
nature of the animal. No, it’s bugs! He sensed a swirling, 
ever-moving mass of creatures with a single, deadly desire: 
attack and consume. 

“Oh, my God! Is this what killed that boy?” Dekker 
backed away, disengaging from the swarm inside. 

He felt the other men doing something they 
considered dangerous. Probably moving whatever that swarm is 
inside the box, he thought. He was about to disengage when 
he felt someone else. The feeling was indistinct, and he 
directed his attention to this new source of energy. The 
thoughts were incoherent, as if the person were just 
emerging from a drugged state. He waited a little more and 
then realized who it was. 

“Hannah.” 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER FIVE 

 
 

DEKKER REALIZED THAT charging in to rescue Hannah 
would never work. There’s only one way in, and I have to 
assume those boys will be armed. He studied the building one 
more time, and he even went a short way down the track on 
the opposite side of the structure. It seemed to go in the 
general direction of Valley Road. “Probably connects to that 
dirt path at the end of the paved road.” 

He returned to his hiding place to watch and listen. 
He also concentrated on sensing the people inside. They 
seemed relieved now that their task was complete. Dekker 
also felt Hannah, whose mind was now clear, and he prayed 
she would remain still and pretend to be drugged. He 
needn’t have worried since the men didn’t bother checking 
on her. I wonder why?  

The door to the building opened and Dekker ducked 
lower under his jungle cover. He listened as the group left 
down the same path they had followed to the building, and 
he heard the door slam shut behind the last man. Their 
mood was considerably lighter going back and he heard one 
of the men say, “I’m glad that’s over. Getting those things 
into a new containment is scary.” 
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Another said, “You’ve got that right.” 
As the group moved farther away, Dekker stole a 

look and saw they no longer carried the box. They 
disappeared around a corner, the chattering conversation 
lost in the distance. He waited another fifteen minutes before 
moving, and then he walked to the door. It was locked and 
he hadn’t carried his lock pick pouch, never thinking this 
little holiday would require such equipment. Earlier, when 
he entered Hannah’s room, it took only a simple bread knife, 
but this was something else. 

He looked around and found a large flat stone. He 
inspected the stone and decided it would do for his 
purposes. “Here goes nothing.” He lifted the stone over his 
head and aimed for the door handle. He put all his weight 
into the strike and was rewarded with the clatter of the 
round handle falling to the ground, neatly sheared by his 
crude instrument. 

He couldn’t be certain a security system was not in 
place so he would have to move fast. After pulling the door 
outward, he went in low and rolled to one side. Dekker’s 
practiced eye swept the area. He did not see any threat, and 
looking back to the wall by the door, he saw a security 
system control panel but it was inactive. Looking to the 
opposite wall, he saw two doors, both closed. He moved 
carefully across the floor to the door on the left. This door 
was a different from the other: it was steel and set into a steel 
doorframe. There was also a small box mounted on the door 
with ten buttons, clearly for gaining access. He tried the 
handle but found the door locked. “Here’s where they’ve got 
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security.” He listened at the door and felt, rather than heard, 
a tumult from within. It’s the bugs they were talking about, he 
thought. And they don’t seem too pleased about their new 
accommodations.  

He moved to the other door, this one a simple 
wooden affair with a normal handle. The door was 
unlocked. It opened onto a long hallway with a number of 
doors on both sides; it looked very much like a dormitory. 
Sensing Hannah in the last room on the left, he headed for it. 
 
Hannah lay on the steel-frame bed in the almost monastic 
room, her right wrist chained securely to the bed frame. The 
chain was long enough to provide some freedom of 
movement but not long enough to allow her to move off the 
bed. She did not know how long she had been unconscious 
but as she shook off the effects of the drug she became 
angry. She admonished herself for being so careless, for 
getting into a stranger’s car. Massaging her jaw where the 
big man had struck her, she realized it was quite swollen. 
This could only be the work of Matthias, she thought. I didn’t 
think he would move so fast to cover his tracks. 

As she contemplated her predicament she heard 
people talking in the distance. A man was giving orders, and 
there was a good deal of scraping. I wonder what is going on, 
she thought, and where exactly am I? I must still be on 
Dominica, but why am I still alive? The questions had no 
answers, and so she attended to her binding, A solidly 
forged steel chain. If she had a hasp or hacksaw she might, 
with time, be able to free herself. But she had no such tool. In 
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fact, they had taken everything from her person, including 
her carry-sack. That’s a shame, she thought. I rather liked that 
pouch. 

The activity beyond her door stopped and became 
quiet. She listened for any sound of life, and then she heard a 
buzzing through the wall. What in the world could that be? She 
sat up and placed her ear against the wall. She heard a 
distinct buzzing, a sound that seemed to thrum and move in 
pitch and intensity. Hannah had never heard a bee hive, but 
she imagined this is what it must sound like. What are these 
people doing here? 

Hannah sat back on the bed, angry, frustrated, and 
intrigued. As she considered her next move, she noticed the 
door handle across the room. It was turning slowly. She sat 
very still, every muscle in her body coiled and ready to 
spring. 

The door opened a crack and she saw someone 
looking in. Her eyes narrowed with a hard look. The door 
opened more and a head came through. 

“Adam!” 
Hannah was so relieved to see Dekker that she forgot 

about her binding. She jumped up from the bed and lunged 
toward Dekker only to be brought up short by her chain. 

“Whoa. Hold on,” said Dekker. “I see you’ve 
managed to find trouble even in this tropical paradise.” 

“Ha, ha,” she replied sarcastically as she rubbed her 
wrist. “Would you mind getting me out of this?” 
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“Not at all. Let me look around for something to use,” 
he said, inspecting the chain. “There’s got to be something 
around here. You sit down and I’ll be right back.” 

Hannah watched Dekker leave the room. She was 
relieved he miraculously appeared but she had a hard time 
sitting still and waiting. 
 
Dekker moved down the hall and peeked into several rooms 
before realizing this was a residence wing. The rooms were 
sparse like those in a college dormitory: simple beds, a 
dresser built into a small nook in the wall, and a door 
accessing a closet. “I’m not going to find anything here,” he 
said aloud, and he returned to the front room. No longer 
concerned about an ambush he looked around more closely. 
“The first order of business is a light switch.” The gloom was 
deep and he was reduced to feeling the wall for a switch. It 
wasn’t long before he found a switch and flipped it on. He 
was standing at a long group of switches and he had flipped 
the first one on. He toggled the other switches and found the 
fluorescent fixtures mounted across the ceiling provided 
even illumination. 

He quickly spotted the box the men carried to this 
facility. The poles had been extracted and the top was ajar. 
“Now that looks promising,” he said. He made his way to 
the box. “This is odd,” he said peering into the open box. It 
was lined with what looked like stainless steel. There were a 
few scuff marks, but otherwise the box was empty.  

He reached for one of the ten-foot carry poles. It was 
made of wood but reinforced in the center section with metal 
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sheeting. Out of curiosity he ran the pole into the circular 
mounts on the box and found the metal cladding matched 
up exactly with the length of the box. He looked at the 
locked metal door and asked himself, “What have they 
created here?” 

There were no other tools laying around, but Dekker 
thought the pole would do. He returned to Hannah’s room 
and found her sitting patiently, waiting for his return. Her 
eyes went wide when he walked in with a ten-foot pole. 

“I guess I expected something…smaller. And 
sharper.” 

Dekker apologized, “This is the best I could come up 
with in a hurry.” 

He went to the metal frame headboard where one end 
of Hannah’s chain was wrapped and secured with a small 
padlock. 

Hanna asked, “Can you just pick the lock?” 
“Sorry. Left my burglar kit at home.” 
Dekker fitted the narrow end of the pole into the gap 

between the chain and the bed frame. He continued to work 
the pole down until a portion of the metal cladding was 
between the chain and the bed. “Here goes nothing!” He 
began rocking the pole back and forth, creating more space, 
until the pole slid down to the floor. With a mighty heave, 
Dekker pulled back on the pole. At first nothing happened, 
but with continued pressure, the chain burst and several 
links flew into the air. 
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“Hooray!” Hannah shouted, and then she looked into 
Dekker’s eyes. “How did you get here, Adam? How did you 
find me?” 

“Let’s get out of here first. We can share stories later.” 
Hannah gathered up the length of chain and gave a 

look of resignation. “I suppose we’ll have to wait until you 
can find something more suitable than that pole.” 

Dekker grinned and took her other hand in his, 
leading her out of the room and out of the building. 
 
They stopped at the edge of the clearing. Hannah looked 
back and commented, “I have no recollection of this place. 
Where are we?” Dekker led her around the building to the 
narrow road through the forest. “We are about one half mile 
from the Genesis Microbiology building, and if I have 
figured correctly, this other path will take us back to Valley 
Road.” 

Dekker led the way, and after a few minutes 
commented, “This path is clear, and it looks like it’s seen 
recent use.” 

Hannah looked around and nodded agreement. “The 
rainforest would overgrow this track in no time.” She 
pointed to a dried patch of mud on the path. “Look, tire 
tracks.” 

“That means I’m right. This will take us to the end of 
Valley Road.” 

“And when we get there, what then?” Hannah asked. 
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“I’ve got a car pulled off the access road to Genesis. 
This way is much safer than trying to go back around that 
building.” 

Hannah stopped and grabbed Dekker’s arm. “Quiet. I 
think I hear something.” 

“You’re right,” said Dekker. “It’s a car, and it’s 
coming our way.” 

Concealment was not a problem in the dense 
rainforest. Dekker and Hannah moved off the road under 
the cover of a great fern and crouched. In a few moments 
they saw a small van appear on the track. It was mud-caked 
and heavily scratched. Dekker snuck a look and whispered, 
“Looks like they’ve got four or five people in there. Do you 
know any of them?” 

Hannah changed places with Dekker. She held 
perfectly still and whispered, “Oh, my God!” Dekker knew 
better than to respond, choosing to wait until the van passed 
to find out what had startled Hannah. 

The sound of the van disappeared in the distance. 
And when they could relax Dekker asked, “What did you 
see?” 

“Adam, the driver was the man who kidnapped me.” 
She rubbed her jaw. “The man who gave me this.” 

“I guess that settles it. Genesis is behind your 
kidnapping and drugging.” 

“And the death of the young man, Depak, it seems 
safe to assume, since they’re going to such lengths to end 
our inquiry.” 
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They stepped back onto the track, and Hannah looked 
back the way they had come. “It’s not going to take them 
long to find I’m gone.” 

Dekker agreed. “Let’s double-time it out of here.” 
Without another word they set off at a steady jog to put 
distance between themselves and Genesis. 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER SIX 

 
 

DR. MATTHIAS SAT at his desk cross-referencing between 
a stack of papers and his computer monitor. He was so 
focused on his task that the knock on his office door was 
ignored. Another knock, and this time he looked up. 
“Come,” he said. Wesley Cole stepped in and walked up to 
the desk, his bulky and muscular figure in stark contrast to 
the decidedly unfit Matthias. 

“Yes? What do you need? I have to get through all 
this data before someone shows up to further the inquiry the 
woman began.” 

Cole stood, cool and seemingly unaffected by the 
Director’s plight. “The team has returned from the last brood 
transfer.” 

“So everything has been moved to the auxiliary 
facility?” 

“Everything but the server farm.” 
“I’ll give you the go-ahead as soon as I finish here. 

Meanwhile, why don’t you go to the other facility and 
double check that the broods are comfortable. Take Margaret 
Combings and her team with you.” 
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Matthias returned his attention to the computer, 
which annoyed Cole, but he said nothing and left. 

Cole had no intention of taking the scientist with him. 
No, this was an opportunity too good to pass up. He had 
been thinking long and hard about options and came to the 
conclusion that these bugs Matthias had created were worth 
money. A lot of money, to the right people. He wasn’t 
certain what Matthias, or his sponsor, had in mind for these 
vicious little creatures, but it certainly was not good. In fact, 
what they were doing was probably illegal. Why else 
conduct the breeding on this obscure island? 

The more he thought about it, the clearer his plan 
became. These things have to be some sort of weapon, he 
reasoned, and that is something I understand.  

He would eliminate Matthias, and the few others left 
on the premises, and take the broods for himself. He would 
return to England where he had contacts, criminal contacts, 
and see what these creatures—this weapon—would fetch on 
the open market. 

Cole went alone to the annex. 
 
Wesley Cole was furious. He stood in front of the annex 
building holding the front door knob in his hand. He knew 
in an instant what happened, and his first instinct was to 
lash out and punish someone. Cole asked one of the 
technicians, “What about the woman?” 

“She’s gone, sir.”  
Cole wanted to grab the tech and choke him to death 

for allowing the woman to escape, but he knew the man had 
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no part in what took place. “How did this happen?” The 
technician led Cole inside and down the hall to Hannah’s 
room. 

“It looks like she managed to break her chain. See? 
That long pole was how she did it.”  

As he stood in the room doorway fuming, Cole was 
also thinking. He knew her bindings were secure, having 
placed them himself. It was the carry pole from the brood 
crate that caused him to stop and think. He inspected the 
bed frame where Hannah’s chain had been and picked up 
the remains of shattered links. The pole was leaning against 
the bed frame and he saw scratches and denting in the metal 
sheath. He went back to the lobby area and checked the 
laboratory door. It was untouched. Cole could not imagine 
how the pole got from the lobby into the last room, or how 
the woman managed to get the leverage needed to break the 
chain. 

“She had help,” Cole said to himself. 
He looked around at the others, all of whom looked 

away sheepishly under his gaze. He couldn’t imagine why 
any of these people would help the woman, even if they 
could. “It was someone else,” said Cole. “But who?” 

There was no response to his rhetorical question, and 
the support staff watched in disbelief as Cole ran out of the 
building and took off in the van. One shouted as Cole 
climbed behind the wheel, “Hey, what are we supposed to 
do?” 

Cole’s normally stoic features had changed. His 
eyebrows were drawn and his eyes narrowed into a look of 
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deep concern. He had to get back and start a search as 
quickly as possible. He knew the woman was SIS, but he had 
no idea if she was a field operative or an administrator. He 
hoped the latter, but he must be prepared for the former. 

After twenty minutes of bouncing down the dirt track 
at an unsafe speed, bottoming out in potholes and adding to 
the already dented and scratched paint job by brushing 
roughly against tree branches, Cole brought the van to a 
sliding halt in front of Genesis. He jumped out and 
anxiously pressed the intercom button. Finally someone 
answered and let him inside. He rushed down the hall to Dr. 
Matthias’ office. He didn’t stop to knock, but pushed the 
door open and found the Director in much the same position 
as when he left. 

“The girl is gone,” Cole said without preamble. 
Matthias looked up at him, not quite comprehending 

what his security chief said. 
“I said the girl is gone. Someone broke her out.” 
Matthias’ eyes went wide and Cole saw fear in them. 

“What do you mean?” He was stalling for mental processing 
time. 

Cole knew it was time to take charge. “That woman is 
SIS. Do you know what division?” 

Matthias struggled to remember. “She only said she 
was with the Secret Intelligence Service. What difference 
does it make?” 

“The difference between getting out of this relatively 
clean and big trouble.” Cole leaned on the edge of the desk, 
bringing his face within inches Director Matthias’. “If she is 
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just an administration flack, it will be easy to find her and 
take care of her. But if she is a trained field operative, that 
will be an entirely different proposition.” 

Matthias pushed back in his chair. “I see what you 
mean. She showed me her credentials, but I didn’t look 
closely. I’m sorry.” 

Cole stood up and began pacing. “The containment 
lab was untouched, so it is probable she has no idea that we 
moved the broods back in there.” 

“Or that there are even broods to begin with,” 
Matthias added. 

“Yes, the project may still be safe, at least for now.” 
Cole stopped his pacing and grabbed the doorknob. 

“Where are you going?” Matthias questioned. 
“We need to find that woman and whoever is helping 

her. The dense forest of the interior will hide their bodies, 
and none will be the wiser.” He looked the Director directly 
in the eye. “I will search for her. You get the data thing 
you’re working on done and bring it out to the annex. 
Tonight.” 

Cole slammed the door shut behind him. 
 
Hannah and Dekker weren’t able to move as quickly as they 
would have liked, but they were covering ground. They 
stopped when they once again heard the sound of the van, 
but this time it sounded like the engine was being pushed to 
extreme RPMs. They almost didn’t make it off the track 
before the van burst down the road, splashing in puddles 
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and scraping its sides against tree branches, passing by so 
quickly they couldn’t make out who was inside. 

“If I had to guess,” said Dekker, “I’d say it was your 
boyfriend, and he certainly was in a hurry.” 

Hannah punched him in the shoulder and said 
haughtily, “Hardly my boyfriend Mister Dekker.” 

They came to a tight curve and found it was the end 
of the track leading to Valley Road.  

Hannah exclaimed, “We made it!” 
Dekker held her back. “Let’s not get too enthusiastic. 

We don’t want to walk into a trap.” He lifted the length of 
chain hanging from her wrist. “Besides, with this on your 
wrist, you look like a Devil’s Island escapee.” He sat her in 
the covering foliage along the track. “My car is stashed 
down there on a road you can’t quite see from here. I’ll get it 
and return for you.” 

“You’d better or I will become very angry.” Hannah 
grabbed his arm, stopping him. She drew close and gave 
him a long kiss. “Thank you,” she whispered. 

Dekker didn’t want the embrace to end, and he held 
on as long as he thought prudent. “Gotta go.” 

He moved quickly, heading for the small access road 
on the right. There was no other traffic, but he stopped 
nonetheless to listen when he reached the turnoff. Nothing, 
he thought. Still wary, he moved silently down the small 
access road to the spot where he had pulled his car into the 
bush. He approached the rented Suzuki SUV, suspicious that 
it may have been found and booby-trapped. He circled the 
vehicle first from a distance of about ten feet. Seeing nothing 
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overtly suspicious he circled again, this time about three feet 
from the SUV. With no obvious signs of tampering, Dekker 
went to the driver’s side door and opened it. He gave a sigh 
of relief when nothing happened. He checked carefully 
beneath the dashboard, the accelerator, brake, and 
emergency brake. 

Before leaving he had one more inspection to make: 
the engine compartment. He checked the fuel line, the 
carburetor, and the spark plug wires. The motor was clean. 
He wasted no more time and got back in, started the engine, 
and drove back to Hannah. 

Hannah got into the Suzuki before Dekker could even 
stop. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, looking back at the 
track through the forest. Dekker spun the little SUV around 
and headed down the road. After a few minutes Hannah 
began to relax and turned to Dekker. 

“I was thinking, while you were collecting up this 
marvelous transportation, that we may want to play this a 
bit cagy.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“They’ve discovered my escape, and they no doubt 

know I had help. They are not sure which direction we went 
but someone will figure that the only way out of this remote 
area is Valley Road.” 

Dekker braked the car to a rapid stop. “And that 
means they will begin patrolling.” 

“Correct. I suggest we pull off and observe for a 
while.” Dekker found a spot that offered good camouflage 
and pulled in. They did not have to wait long. The van that 
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rushed past them earlier came careening down the road, 
making great haste toward Roseau. Dekker and Hannah 
both slid down in their seats, keeping only their eyes above 
the dashboard. There were several people inside, but the 
man in the front passenger seat had his window rolled down 
and looked intently along the rainforest barrier along the 
road. The van continued on and was soon out of sight. 

Hannah said, “That was Matthias, the Director, and 
Cole was driving.” 

“Did that look like Genesis evacuating their staff?” 
“You may be right, Adam. And that gives me an idea. 

If they are leaving, what is happening to their experiment?” 
“I believe we should go back and find out,” said 

Dekker. 
The little Suzuki easily navigated the narrow track at 

the end of the paved road, and they soon arrived at the 
facility that was so recently Hannah’s prison. 

Dekker said, “Let’s not make this too easy for them if 
they return.” He blazed a trail into the forest and, satisfied 
the Suzuki could not be seen, they climbed through 
vegetation and stood once again at the door to the small 
building. 

“They didn’t even fix the door,” Dekker said. “That’s 
convenient for us.” He pulled the door outward and let 
Hannah go ahead of him. Everything seemed to be in place, 
except for the box the men carried in. 

“It’s gone,” said Dekker. 
Hannah looked around, puzzled. “What is gone?” 
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“The crate they carried here from the main building. 
It’s gone.” 

“Okay, there must be an explanation, but first we 
need to get this shackle off my wrist.” 

A table against one wall held several tools. Dekker 
said, “This looks promising.” He picked up a hammer and a 
small chisel-like implement. Hannah laid her wrist on the 
table, and Dekker placed the chisel between the closed ends 
of the shackle. “Here goes!” 

A few strokes of the hammer were all it took to free 
Hannah, who massaged her wrist. “Thank you again, 
Adam.” 

With a new focus, Hannah walked straight to the 
security door, inspecting both the key pad and the door. 
“Hmm…Rather modern stuff, and this door is made of steel. 
It’s not going to be easy getting in.” 

Dekker had been considering this very problem since 
they decided to return. He thought about a frontal assault, 
but then dismissed it as hopeless without the proper tools 
and equipment. “I was thinking maybe we shouldn’t storm 
the front gates, so to speak, and look for another 
alternative.” 

Hannah thought for a moment about Dekker’s idea. 
“You are right, and I may have the answer.” She led Dekker 
down the residence hallway. 

“This runs parallel to whatever space is behind that 
security door, and if I’m right, they share a wall.” She 
entered the room where she had previously been 
imprisoned, and Dekker close behind. She looked at the bed 
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and noticed the pole was missing. “The pole you used to 
break the chain is gone.” Dekker looked around the small 
room and agreed. 

“I recall hearing something as I was coming out of my 
drugged state.” Hannah went to the wall and placed her 
hand on it. “I heard buzzing, and it was coming from behind 
here.” 

“Hold on a minute,” said Dekker, who left the room 
and returned a minute later with the hammer and chisel.  

“Stand back.” 
Knowing what he intended, she stepped back. 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER SEVEN 

 
 

IT TOOK UNDER fifteen minutes, but Dekker managed to 
open a hole in the wallboard. He leaned in and touched the 
material on the other side of the hole. “More wallboard.” 
Hefting the tools, he struck the second wall and was 
surprised the chisel didn’t pass right through. Leaning into 
the hole, he picked away small bits of the particle board. 
“This is strange.” He stepped back and struck the opposite 
wall again, and as before, he only managed to dislodge a few 
bits of the wall. 

Hannah asked, “What’s wrong?” 
“It seems there is some sort of sealant, or even 

another wall beyond this one,” Dekker answered, striking 
again. He continued striking the wall until finally piercing it. 

“I’ll be damned. Metal!” 
“What do you mean?” Hannah was confused. 
“It looks like the wall is sheeted in some kind of 

metal. Stainless steel, I’d guess.” 
“Why in the world would they do that?” 
Dekker thought for a moment and then realized the 

answer. “That box they were carrying, the inside was 
covered with the same material.” 
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“And you think the room opposite is covered in the 
same way?” 

“I do, and I think it has to do with the occupants of 
that box. It must be a protective measure. Good alternative 
to the front door, Hannah. Let’s see how hard it is to break 
through.” 

Dekker tested the metal with the hammer. “This is 
good news. It’s only a thin sheet.” He applied the chisel and 
soon opened a seam. Pushing on the metal, he found he was 
able to pull back a piece of the stainless steel and soon had 
an opening large enough to stick his head through. 

“Be careful, Adam. You don’t know what lies 
beyond.” He looked back at Hannah and grinned. 

“You’re right,” he said and pulled back. He searched 
through his pockets and soon extracted a small Maglite. He 
leaned back into the hole and aimed the small flashlight 
through the open section of metal sheeting. “I can’t see 
much, but it seems empty.” 

Another ten minutes of work opened a hole large 
enough to crawl through. Dekker led the way and helped 
Hannah through, although she clearly didn’t need 
assistance.  

 The room had a strange echo, and Hannah 
commented on it. “Must be the sheeting on the walls.” 

Dekker said, “Let’s find a light switch.” 
A short search along the wall revealed a plate with 

two switches. “Here we go,” said Dekker, toggling both to 
the on position. Six fluorescent fixtures in the ceiling flooded 
the room with light. 
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“Wow!” Hannah said. “It certainly is bright.” 
The room had almost no furniture, and as Dekker 

suspected, the walls, floor, and ceiling were covered in 
silvery metal sheets. Across the room from the hole they had 
opened in the wall were a series of containers that looked a 
little like industrial ovens. Dekker moved across the room 
and Hannah followed. He inspected the stacked containers 
without touching them. Hannah reached out her hand to 
grasp a handle and Dekker stopped her. “Just a moment. We 
need to be sure these are empty.” 

There was a control pad next to a small window on 
each container, much like a microwave, including a touch 
key labeled “Light.” Dekker touched the key and a light 
illuminated the interior of the container. “Empty,” he said. 
Hannah turned on the interior lights of all twenty-four 
containers and peered inside. 

“They’re all empty, Adam.” 
Dekker looked at the stack of metal containers and 

shook his head. “I’m afraid they moved whatever they were 
keeping here.” 

“I know what they were, and you won’t like it,” said 
Hannah. 

Dekker had a concerned look. “Let’s go back to the 
main facility. Maybe we can find some answers there.” 
 
The drive back through the forest to Valley Road gave 
Hannah the opportunity to tell Dekker what she knew. “This 
company, Genesis Microbiology, is somehow connected to 
the death of a young man named Depak. I spoke with his 
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friend, Finbar, who told me they were attacked.” Dekker 
looked over at her, his question obvious. “By bugs, he said.” 

“That can’t be so unusual here in the Caribbean, can 
it?” 

“Finbar said they weren’t local insects. They had 
faces. They looked like demons.” Dekker gave her an 
incredulous look. “That is what he said, and it confirms 
what was in the original report that caused C to send me 
here.” Dekker was silent, trying to take in everything 
Hannah said. 

They came through the dense foliage, bumping onto 
Valley Road. They quickly turned right onto another track, 
this one not as narrow as at the end of the paved road. They 
drove on in silence until they broke through the thick forest 
into the open area occupied by Genesis Microbiology. As 
before, there were no vehicles parked in front and Dekker 
pulled up directly before the front entrance. “Let’s see if 
anyone is home. You should stay down and out of sight. I’ll 
be right back.” 

Dekker climbed from the vehicle and made his way to 
the door, pushed the intercom button and waited. He 
punched the button again, this time holding it down for 
several seconds. There was only silence. He rattled the door 
handle, but the only entrance to the building was locked up 
tight. He returned to the Suzuki and told Hannah she could 
sit up. “It seems our Genesis friends have bugged out, if you 
don’t mind my pun.” He looked through the windshield, 
wondering out loud, “Where have they gone? Do you think 
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they have another site here on Dominica, or have they taken 
their bugs somewhere else?” 

“There hasn’t been time to get off the island, not yet, 
at least. It couldn’t have been more than an hour ago we saw 
the large van go by.” 

“Where can we find out more about Genesis?” 
Hannah thought for a moment and then had an idea. 

“I think I know a place to start. Why don’t you let me 
drive?” 
 
Hannah pulled the little SUV into an open spot in front of 
the police station. “This is where it began for me,” she said. 

“A police station?” Dekker was a little puzzled. 
“Not just a police station,” Hannah said. “There is a 

hall of records above the station. I found it quite by 
accident.” 

They entered the doors leading into the police station 
waiting room but went right to the stairway. The upper 
room was much as Hannah left it, sparse furniture occupied 
by a few people and the attendant’s desk against the back 
wall. Hannah walked up to the elderly man sitting at the 
desk, the same man she encountered before. 

“Pardon me, but we need a little help.” The attendant 
looked up and recognized Hannah. 

“Ah, the English lady looking for…what was it?” 
“Genesis Microbiology.” 
“Yes, of course. What may I do for you today?” 
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“I need to know more about that company.” Hannah 
showed her government identification to the records 
attendant, whose eyes went wide with understanding. 

“I am not sure there is much more than I showed you 
before.” 

“Please look,” said Hannah. “It’s important.” 
The records keeper first consulted a rolodex, an 

anachronism in the digital age. He pulled one of the cards 
from the hundreds in the rolodex and moved with agonizing 
slowness to the wall of file cabinets. To Dekker it seemed to 
take him forever to scan the cards on the front of each 
drawer, but he finally found what he sought. After pulling 
out a drawer, he began rifling through file folders until 
coming to the one he was looking for. “Here you are,” he 
said. 

Turning from the file cabinets, he held the folder 
tightly to his chest and looked between Hannah and Dekker. 
“I’ll not give this to you until a withdrawal card has been 
filled out.” He used his chin to point to a small stack of cards 
sitting on a nearby table. 

Hannah stepped to the table and took one of the 
cards. “Have you a pen?” 

“All out,” replied the attendant. “New ones are due 
next week.” 

Hannah felt like screaming but held herself in check. 
She turned to Dekker. “Adam, do you have a pen in that 
bum bag of yours?” 

Dekker smiled and rummaged through the small 
pack strapped to his waist like a belt, found what he was 
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looking for, and offered it with a satisfied grin to Hannah. 
She took the pen and filled out the card, leaving the card on 
the table for the attendant, who placed the folder down and 
took the card away. 

“I guess every bureaucracy creates its own little 
kingdoms,” said Dekker with a smile. 

Hannah pulled out the single chair at the table and sat 
down to read the file before her. Dekker looked over her 
shoulder. 

“Give me that pen again, please. And I’m sure you 
have a little notebook in there too.” 

Dekker dug through the pack again and produced 
both items Hannah asked for. “Your wish is my command.” 

Hannah began writing, hardly hearing Dekker. He 
soon tired of crouching over Hannah’s shoulder and looked 
around for another chair, but the few scattered around the 
room were occupied. “I’m going downstairs for a moment.” 

“Hmph,” was all Hannah managed to say. 
 
Dekker found himself looking at the various display boards 
mounted on the police station wall. Every so often he looked 
to the stairs, then returned his attention to the various 
reports and notices pinned to the cork surface of each board. 
The material was layers thick, and he guessed it went back 
years. He thought about his archeological hobby at home in 
New Mexico and realized this was much the same. He began 
paying closer attention to what he was reading and found it 
a fascinating cross section of life in Roseau. 
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He found the message board was also a virtual 
community center, open to all, for any communication the 
posting party wished, from lost goats to missing heirlooms. 
Dekker continued digging through the cards and scraps of 
paper until something caught his eye. It was typewritten, 
which is what got his attention, since everything else on the 
message board was handwritten. Dekker lifted the layers of 
paper above the object of his interest until he could read the 
entire message, and as he read on he became increasingly 
excited. “I’ve got to show this to Hannah,” he said as he 
carefully extracted the card from beneath the clutter above it. 

With not a little pride he walked up to Hannah who 
was inspecting some documents. “Ah hmm,” Dekker cleared 
his throat. Hannah turned around and gave him a glorious 
smile. 

“You don’t do that enough.” 
“Do what?” 
“Smile like that. You look very pretty when you do.” 
“Well, thank you, Adam. Let me tell you what I’ve 

found about Genesis.” 
“Okay, but I’ve found something too.” 
“Downstairs? With the police?” 
“Yup, and I think it shows us where the Genesis 

people went.” He handed Hannah the card. “It’s 
instructions. How to find something called Site B and it 
seems to be on the eastern side of the island.” 

“Site B? That could be anything.” 
“First, it is typewritten, the only item on the bulletin 

board downstairs that wasn’t penned by hand. Then, look at 
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the bottom: it is signed ‘Cole.’ Isn’t that the name of the thug 
who kidnapped you?” 

Hannah began reading the note. Dekker was right. It 
looked suspicious. “It says to take the coast road south to 
Soufriere, then up the mountain road toward Berekua. Once 
arriving in Berricoa, look for the road to Pichelin, and about 
one half mile before reaching it is a small village where you 
take a right turn, and a short way up the hill you arrive at 
Site B. And you are right, Cole’s name is at the bottom.” She 
looked up at Dekker. “So, there is another facility.” 

“I think we are going on a road trip,” said Dekker. 
Hannah replaced the documents she had been 

studying and stood. “I’ll tell you what I found while we 
drive.” 

 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER EIGHT 

 
 

MATTHIAS LOOKED ANGRILY across his desk at Cole. 
He wanted to scream at him, but he was more than a little 
fearful of his security chief. His fear won out and he 
tempered his tone. “This is a disaster, a complete disaster. 
What are we going to do now?” Matthias was clenching and 
unclenching his fists at his side, a bit of body language not 
lost on Cole. 

Cole gave the Director a hard, sinister look that made 
Matthias’ blood run cold. “She’s SIS. She managed to escape 
from captivity and she has resources. ” 

Matthias nodded his head. “Yes, I see your point.” 
Cole said, “We have viable broods but we can’t keep 

them in crates forever.” 
“No, we can’t. I need to compile all this data before 

we can move.” 
Cole turned away and said over his shoulder, “You’d 

better make it quick.” Matthias watched the security man 
leave and released his balled fists. 

Matthias completed the compilation of data and 
placed it all on a portable hard drive in thirty minutes. He 
stood and looked around his office with sadness, and then 
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with a resigned look walked out. He found Cole in the 
lobby. 

“I’m ready, Mr. Cole.” 
“It’s about time. We’re the last. Now let’s get over to 

the annex.” 
They got into the waiting van, Cole driving and 

Matthias in the front passenger seat. Cole put the van into 
gear and slammed down the accelerator, creating a hail of 
pebbles as they drove away. 

Arriving at the annex, Cole gave Matthias an order. 
“Stay here. I’ll get the broods and the others.” Matthias, still 
fearful of his chief of security, nodded acceptance. 

Inside the building, the staff was ready to transport 
the broods. Two crates were waiting, and the men were 
standing around nervously as if expecting a SWAT team to 
descend upon them at any moment. Cole saw their 
discomfort and sneered disdainfully at their fear. “Pick up 
those crates and put them in the van.” He grabbed a large 
glass container in a milk crate, which also held a pressure 
spray canister, a mask, and gloves. “I’m going to need this,” 
he murmured. 

The van, now filled with the tech staff and locust 
broods, drove rapidly away from the annex. 
 
Wesley Cole had a plan. He was perhaps the only person left 
at Genesis who knew about the site located on the eastern 
shore of Dominica. It was long abandoned, having served its 
purpose for the original owners. But now he had a new role 
for the small building. He looked into the rearview mirror, 
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inspecting his six passengers and the two crates held snugly 
in place in the rear of the van. 

Cole was in a hurry and drove wildly down the dirt 
track through the forest, bumping and sliding almost the 
entire way to Valley Road. The passengers were shaken, 
each holding onto support straps or the seat before them, 
their faces white with distress. If the passengers were rattled 
by the dangerous driving, the broods locked in the crates 
were thoroughly stirred up and the noise of their discomfort 
filled the close environment of the van. 

Matthias, clutching the handhold on the dash before 
him, was terrified Cole would drive them into a tree and not 
only kill them all but scatter their cargo. “Please, Cole, slow 
down.” 

Cole looked at the Director and sneered. “Are you 
afraid? Well, you just take care of that hard drive and I’ll 
take care of the driving.” Cole turned his attention back to 
the road, eager to get on with his plan. 

Now driving on a paved road, the van reached 
Roseau without further incident. Matthias relaxed and 
peered out the window as they rushed down Valley Road, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of the SIS woman, but he knew the 
closer they got to town the less likely it was he would see 
her. Matthias was surprised when they drove straight 
through town and turned south, heading along the coast. He 
asked, “Where are you taking us?” 

Cole looked over and replied calmly, “Somewhere 
safe.” 
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Matthias was confused. “But the airport is the other 
way.” 

“I know,” said Cole. “Just sit tight.” 
The journey took them to Soufriere and then up the 

mountain. Matthias insisted, “Cole, I simply must know 
where we are going!” 

“Relax, we need to hide out for a day or so while I 
make arrangements to get us off this island without 
interference.” 

Matthias sat back, a little comforted by Cole’s 
reasoning. “Thank you, Cole. I need to rely on your cool 
head in this situation.” 

Driving on in silence, Cole smiled, thinking how 
surprised Matthias would be when he realized the fate he 
planned for them all. 

After crossing the mountain and descending into 
Berricoa, the van took a turn away from the Caribbean and 
back up a hill. When they reached the tiny hamlet of 
Pichelin, Cole announced, “We’re almost there.” Everyone in 
the van breathed a sigh of relief.  

“Thank God,” came a soft response from the rear 
seats. 

The ride had been long, the close compartment and 
proximity with the vicious hybrids angrily buzzing every 
time they hit a bump, which was often, made the journey 
almost unbearable. Cole turned off, taking a track past the 
hamlet and up a hill. On the other side, in a narrow ravine, 
sat Site B. “That’s it?” Matthias quipped. “This is where 
you’re taking us?” 
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“Uh-huh,” Cole responded, and he drove down to the 
metal building. 

Once stopped everyone got out, stretching sore limbs 
and tired backs. The staff members wandered over to the 
building and commented on its steel construction. “Prefab, 
ordered from the States,” said Cole. “Get your stuff and 
come inside,” he said, unlocking the padlocked door. 

While the five staff members and the Director 
inspected the facility, Cole backed the van up to the door. He 
opened the rear doors, exposing the two transport crates, 
and heard someone inside complain about the windowless 
building. He smirked and said to himself, “You won’t have 
to worry about that much longer.” 

Cole peeked inside to be sure no one was standing 
close to the door, and he was pleased to see the group had 
moved into the interior room. “Perfect!” He lifted one of the 
crates with his powerful arms and carried it to the inner 
room, placing it just inside the door. Everyone’s back was to 
him as they inspected racks and equipment in the room, 
speculating on the purpose and use of each piece. Cole lifted 
the hatch on the top of the container and quickly closed the 
door. 

Cries of astonishment inside the room soon turned to 
shouts of fear as those trapped inside with the flesh-eating 
locusts realized what they faced and made an ineffectual 
attempt to fend off their attackers. Gunshots rang out, and 
Cole smiled at the futility of such a defense. “Now, if you 
had a shotgun, that might make a difference.” He thought 
for a moment. “On second thought, it would make no 
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difference at all.” He went out the only door to the building, 
padlocked it closed, and sat back in the van, waiting for the 
creatures to do their job. 

The cries from inside the building were horrible, but 
in time they stopped. 

Cole went to the rear of the van and took out the 
large, thick glass bottle held in a milk crate. Placing the 
bottle on the ground next to the van, he next retrieved the 
metal spray container, much like a gardener or an 
exterminator might use. He carried the container to a nearby 
stream where he opened and filled it almost to the top. 
Returning to the van, he placed the container next to the 
bottle, unscrewed the cap, and filled the remaining space 
with the thick chemical liquid. 

Sealing both the bottle and the spray container, he 
calmly unlocked the building door and went inside. He 
knew all the creatures were contained in the interior room 
and were probably feasting. Still, he took care and looked 
carefully for any indication they had moved into the open 
area of the prefab building. 

At the inner room door he saw several holes gnawed 
by the creatures, a lucky break for Cole since the door was 
tightly sealed along the top and bottom. He placed the 
nozzle in one of the holes and began pumping, releasing a 
thick fog into the room. He continued pumping until all the 
liquid was gone. It was much more than necessary, but he 
would take no chances with these creatures. 

Extracting the nozzle and donning a gas mask and a 
pair of rubber gloves, Cole unlatched and pulled the door 
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open. What he saw inside shocked even his battle-hardened 
nerves. Bodies were scattered among toppled warehouse 
shelving. Beyond the disarray, the bodies were most 
horrible, eaten through, flayed, and the exposed midsections 
exposed. 

Blood was everywhere and Cole noticed the inert 
creatures scattered around each human body. Cole nodded 
his approval, extracted his cell phone, and took several 
photos of both the locusts and the result of their attack. He 
then picked up each large locust and carefully placed it in 
the crate. The task of searching to be certain he found all the 
locusts took two hours, but he successfully completed the 
job and sealed the metal-lined crate. He picked up the crate 
and moved it out to the main room where he took off his gas 
mask, tossed it on top of the crate along with the now empty 
pump sprayer, and carried it all out to the van. 

As he sat in the driver’s seat, Cole was not sorry 
about Matthias and the others. They were simply casualties 
of war, not to be mourned or even considered. But he did 
consider the threat still represented by the SIS woman and 
whoever was helping her. It was getting late in the afternoon 
and he was tired. He drove back up the hill and found a 
small guest house in Pichelin where he paid for a tiny sparse 
room with no shower or toilet. He dropped himself on the 
wood frame bed with only a thin mattress and looked up to 
the ceiling. “Damned West Indies,” he said, “always 
inconvenient and uncomfortable.”  

He would return to Roseau the next day, he thought, 
and using the considerable latitude given Genesis by the 
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Customs office of Dominica, would transport the broods to 
Jamaica and then on to London. It was a good plan and he 
went to sleep dreaming of the riches to come. 
 
Dawn breaks early in the West Indies, especially on the 
eastern side where the sun rises. Cole awoke slowly, his 
feeling of contentment having comforted him through the 
night. There was no remorse over killing his colleagues, 
which was simply a matter of taking advantage of an 
opportunity and those people were in the way. His 
rationalization firmly in place, he got out of bed and stepped 
to the small window. He did not notice the beauty of the 
sunrise or the tropical surroundings; his thoughts were 
thousands of miles away, lining up meetings, making deals, 
and becoming a wealthy man. 

Several minutes passed with Cole standing still, 
staring out the window, before he realized he was hungry. 
People were beginning to move around outside, so he 
dressed and left the guesthouse. Outside he intercepted an 
old man shuffling down the dirt road, barefoot and carrying 
a cutlass, the universal agricultural tool of the West Indies. 
He asked where he might find a bakery, and the old man 
pointed to a small shack down the road. Cole thanked the 
man and walked to the bakery, the aroma of fresh-baked 
bread more pervasive with every step. Inside was a rough 
counter and behind it several baskets filled with hot loaves 
of bread. Cole asked for a half dozen of the small, oblong 
loaves, gave the owner five East Caribbean dollars, and 
returned to the guesthouse. 
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Sitting in a chair on the porch, Cole idly consumed 
the breads as he considered his next move. “I’ll return to 
Roseau and arrange shipment of my crates to England.” He 
knew the Genesis Microbiology concessions from the 
government of Dominica included unrestricted, and 
uninspected, shipments. It was a preferential allowance he 
planned to use. 

Cole was in no hurry, and no one knew about this 
remote site. He reasoned the local authorities would be 
looking half heartedly into Genesis, searching the main 
building where there was nothing to find. He had the seed 
broods and he had the data that Matthias so thoughtfully 
brought along on the portable drive. He was a man content, 
sure of himself, and secure in his plans. 

Midday found him still sitting on the guesthouse 
porch and hungry once again. He stepped inside and found 
the owner, a large woman with a happy disposition. He 
asked her where he might find something to eat. She lit up 
and eagerly told him, “Just there, behind the house, sir, at 
the roti stand.” 

Cole thanked the proprietress and walked around the 
small house, quickly spotting an open hut. There were 
several other men standing around, eating. He stepped up to 
the rough table set before the stand and ordered a roti, 
something like a burrito made with chicken and peppers 
stewed in some sort of brown sauce, ladled onto a thin 
round “skin,” and wrapped for ease of handling. Another $5 
EC completed the transaction and he consumed the tasty 
street food. 
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There wasn’t much to see in Pichelin, and Cole 
decided it was time to leave, but something caught his eye: 
movement on the road. There had been no vehicles traveling 
up or down the road since the night before, only people 
walking. Now there was a vehicle approaching, and he paid 
close attention. He was surprised when the little Suzuki SUV 
turned into the hamlet and continued up the hill. Cole’s 
countenance darkened and his serene mood changed in an 
instant. “What the hell?” 

He thought about driving the van to see what this 
intruder wanted, but he thought better of it. He set out on 
foot, following a footpath up the hill. When he reached the 
top he saw a man and a woman standing at the locked door 
to Site B. Looking more closely, he recognized the woman.  

It’s that damn SIS woman! How could she find out about 
this facility so quickly? 

Cole watched as the pair opened the door and entered 
the building, and he quickly developed a plan. Since he did 
not have a brood container with him, he could not repeat 
yesterday’s attack; but he could, at the very least, buy 
himself some time. “Besides,” he told himself, “it is fortunate 
that I delayed overnight. If I hadn’t, these two would raise 
an immediate alarm.” 

He moved down to the building as quietly as possible 
and pushed the only entrance closed, re-setting the padlock 
which he discovered had been picked, not broken. He 
tugged on the lock to make sure it was set, smiling at his 
cleverness, and walked away. He stopped at the Suzuki 
SUV, thinking he might just drive back down, but the keys 
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were not in the ignition. He shrugged and went back to the 
footpath, returning to the hamlet of Pichelin. 

Cole checked his cargo in the van’s rear, closed the 
doors and drove off, knowing he had many hours head start. 
“Or they may never escape,” he told himself. “That would 
be lovely.” 

The Genesis van took off in a cloud of dust.   



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER NINE 
 
 

USING THE INSTRUCTIONS found on the police bulletin 
board, Dekker and Hannah followed the coast highway 
south to Soufriere. It was not a long trip, only ten miles, but 
the road was increasingly less maintained and so the drive 
took almost an hour. Hannah filled the time relating her 
findings regarding Genesis Microbiology. 

“It seems Genesis was originally a US biotech startup 
trying to get ahead by developing their technologies in a 
place that is, shall we say, less stringent about regulations.” 

Dekker asked, “They were taking short cuts?” 
“It is hard to tell from the records, but I can’t imagine 

another reason a company like that would set up in the 
Caribbean.” 

“So what happened?” 
“It looks like their IPO didn’t get much traction and 

the company was faced with a tough decision: close up and 
go home or find a new direction and a new buyer.” 

“I guess we know which choice they made,” said 
Dekker. 
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“A British microbiologist named Matthias came out of 
the blue and purchased the company, and for only a fraction 
of the original investment.” 

“Wait a moment. How does a microbiologist put 
together the money to buy a biotech company, regardless of 
the deal?” 

“Dr. Matthias was only the front. Someone else 
provided funds, and the lax banking laws here give us no 
way to find out who the real backer is.” 

“So Matthias was in control…” 
“And he quickly discharged almost all of the original 

staff.” 
“Sweet guy. Sounds like he could be the poster child 

for corporate raiders.” 
“He took over the government land grant, as well as 

shipping and customs concessions, and then went to work.” 
“It would seem his business was none too legal, 

either.” 
They rode on in silence, Dekker concentrating on the 

challenging road and Hannah trying to imagine what 
Matthias’ end game might be. 

The fishing village of Soufriere was quaint, brightly 
painted open boats pulled up on the beach and fishing nets 
draped across their gunwales to dry. The buildings in town 
were constructed entirely from wood, none more than two 
stories, and many painted with bright colors. The men of the 
village wore simple clothing without much life, while the 
women were much more colorful in their full-length Afro-
Caribbean Quadrille-style dresses and head scarves. 
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The main road went through a surprisingly busy 
town. Small cars and vans honked and zoomed around 
slower moving vehicles, especially horse-drawn carts, 
creating an unexpected frenzy as cart drivers ignored the 
motorized traffic and pedestrians were forced to jump out of 
the way. Dekker was careful to avoid multiple accidents as 
they moved up the road, breathing a sigh of relief when they 
left Soufriere proper. “That was some experience,” he said, 
relieved to be on a more open road leading into the hills and 
mountains forming the village backdrop. 

“You big baby,” said Hannah. “It was only a few 
blocks.” 

Dekker mumbled, “It felt like thirty miles.” 
“How do we know they went this way?” Hannah 

asked, referring to the Genesis van. 
“I guess we don’t, not really. But where else are they 

going to go, unless their destination is off-island? And if I’m 
not mistaken, they haven’t had time to develop an escape 
strategy for their bug colonies.” 

Hannah said, “Or the bugs haven’t matured enough 
to leave.” She turned in her seat to face Dekker. “And where 
do you suppose the final destination for the bugs might be? I 
can’t imagine it is here.” Dekker nodded. 

“I’ve been wondering that myself, but I have focused 
more on the who rather than the where.” 

“Okay, who in the world could be behind Genesis?” 
“You’re going to think I’m crazy, but I get this 

niggling in the back of my brain. There’s something about 
this operation that reminds me of someone.” 
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“I can’t even imagine who that may be,” said Hannah. 
Dekker looked over to the British agent. 

“Kamenwati.” 
Hannah shook her head. “How do you reach that 

conclusion? He completely disappeared from England, and 
he hasn’t turned up in any Interpol or FBI alerts.” 

“I told you, it’s a feeling. There is something sinister 
underlying the development of these bugs. I mean, what is 
the purpose of these creatures? If the attack on that boy is 
any indication, they feed on flesh and they’re not picky what 
kind.” Dekker swerved to avoid a large pothole. “And then 
there’s the metal sheeting on the walls in that lab and in the 
crates they were using for transport. Why metal?” 

“I suppose it is something the bugs can’t eat 
through,” said Hannah. “So we’re back to the original 
question: why breed such a creature?” 

Dekker thought for a moment and then pulled the car 
over to the side of the dirt road they were following. “Do 
you know your Bible?”  

Hannah nodded, “Yes, I suppose so.” 
“I have been especially interested in the Book of 

Revelation. Specifically the reference to Abaddon, a name 
that also means Destroyer.” 

Hannah said, “And the spirit that you said has control 
over our friend Kamenwati.” 

“Exactly. What I know from the Scriptures is this 
Abaddon will unleash a plague on the earth.” He looked at 
her with earnest. “A plague of locusts.” 
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“So that must be what they are developing at 
Genesis,” said Hannah. 

“I think so, and the text describes those creatures.” 
Hannah asked, “But why locusts? Why now?” 
“That spirit has been stopped on three different 

occasions in its effort to interfere with history. If Genesis 
Microbiology is creating some version of what the Bible 
predicts, this very particular plague, we’ve got to stop it 
before it gets out of control.” 

“And you think Kamenwati is behind this?” 
“The more I think about it, yes.” 
Hannah gave him a puzzled look. “Assuming you are 

correct, how do we go about finding Kamenwati?” 
“We have to find Dr. Matthias. He’s the connection.” 
Hannah asked, “And the bugs?” 
“Yeah, the bugs. That’s the other part of this equation. 

Whatever this guy is cooking up, it can’t be good, especially 
with Kamenwati behind it.” 

Dekker put the SUV into gear and continued up the 
mountain road. 
 
Dominica is a small island with mountainous terrain that 
keeps most of the seventy-two thousand inhabitants living 
in a few coastal towns. The distance from Soufriere to their 
destination on the eastern side was only about four miles as 
the crow flies, but the winding trip through the rainforest 
added many more miles and it took them an hour even 
though the dirt road was maintained. Surprisingly, there 
was traffic coming and going. Granted, when an oncoming 



 

 97 

vehicle approached, Dekker was obliged to pull over 
allowing the other driver to pass, but there was a pleasant 
spirit about it all with the passing driver tooting his horn 
and waving. 

Hannah spent the drive focused on the locusts 
Genesis was developing. Dekker, concentrating on driving, 
let her speculate and carry on a decidedly one-sided 
conversation. 

They finally emerged on a hillside overlooking the 
coastal town of Berricoa. The Caribbean Sea sparkled in the 
distance, a clear aqua blue expanse extending to the horizon. 
Berricoa was somewhat larger than Soufriere, with a 
population of about twenty-two thousand, and no less 
active. After passing through town they came to the coast 
road and turned north. 

Dekker said, “Now we look for the road to Pichelin.” 
Hannah consulted the rental agency map that she found in 
the compartment on her door. “It should be just up here, on 
the left,” she offered. There were no street signs, and so they 
had no idea what the road name might be, but there were 
only so many lanes intersecting the coast road and they soon 
found their way. 

Hannah consulted the directions found at the police 
station. “It says we will come to a tiny village on our way to 
Pichelin. We turn, go up the hill, and we should be there.” 

Dekker said, “I think we want to take care 
approaching this place.” 

There was only one tiny village, a collection of small, 
roughly constructed homes clustered on the side of the road. 
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Turning onto a track that seemed to lead up the hillside 
behind the village, they soon came to a crest and stopped. 
Beyond was a clearing and a large metal building, much like 
the annex structure outside Roseau. 

Hannah said, “Looks like our destination.” Dekker 
pulled off into a cluster of trees. It was a tight fit, and 
Hannah was forced to scoot across the seat and get out on 
the driver’s side. 

Looking at their objective, Dekker laid out a plan for 
Hannah. “Let’s split up. You go right and I’ll go left. Keep to 
the cover of the forest until you reach the narrow side of the 
building.” Hannah nodded and set off, her light and stealthy 
steps once again surprising Dekker. Looking to his left, he 
crouched down and made his way to the opposite side of the 
building. 

Dekker couldn’t see Hannah, but he knew she should 
be in place by now. Crouching to present as low a profile as 
possible, he moved from the protective cover of the forest 
and ran as quickly as possible across the open space around 
the building. As he left the trees, Hannah emerged from her 
position and moved to the opposite end of the building. 

There were no windows in the metal structure, and 
spying around both corners, Dekker was confused because 
there were no doors in evidence. There must be a door on the 
other end, on Hannah’s side. He moved down the long wall 
and rounded the corner, spotting Hannah, who was 
inspecting a single door, carefully running her hand along 
the doorframe. She spotted Dekker and waived him over. 
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Dekker looked at the door, which was not much more than a 
sheet of metal with a hasp and padlock. 

Hannah whispered, “Any other entrances?” Dekker 
shook his head. They both pressed ears against the door to 
listen for activity inside. After a moment Dekker looked at 
Hannah. “No one at home.” 

Hannah asked, “And what does your famous sixth 
sense tell you?” 

Dekker concentrated, but he hadn’t felt anything as 
he approached the building. “Nothing. I don’t think there’s 
anyone inside.” 

Hannah inspected the padlock. “Looks simple 
enough. Would you mind if I borrow your knife?” 

Dekker handed her the multi-tool he carried in his 
pocket and looked on as Hannah selected a narrow blade 
and soon had the lock open. “Nice work,” he said. She lifted 
the lock out of the hasp and pulled the handle riveted to the 
door. Sunlight streamed in through the open door, 
illuminating much of the interior. It was like the other 
building, except this one was smaller and had no sleeping 
quarters. Hannah walked across the open area to the single 
door providing access to the remainder of the building. She 
bent down, touching several holes in the simple plywood 
door. “These aren’t clean holes,” said Hannah. “Look, they 
seem chewed, like termites burrowed through the wood.” 

Dekker got down on one knee and placed his finger in 
one of the holes. “Damn big termites.” 

They stood and swung the simple gate latch out of its 
seat. Dekker said, “Not very high-tech, is it?” He pulled the 
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door outward. “Shall we?” It was dark inside and there was 
a terrible smell. Dekker soon produced his tiny Maglite. 
Twisting the bezel to the widest setting, they looked on a 
scene of chaos. 

Hannah asked,“What happened here?”  
Scattered across the floor were six bodies, all 

unrecognizable. The flesh was torn from head to toe, and the 
bodies looked like something exploded inside them. The 
smell was awful. Dekker climbed over several empty 
warehouse-style shelves that toppled onto the floor. 

Dekker asked, “Does this look like the description of 
Depak’s body?” Hannah looked at him and nodded. 

“Whatever happened here, it’s over now.” 
“I’m not so sure,” Hannah said skeptically. 
Hannah sifted through the scattered refuse while 

Dekker looked over the vacant container stands. Hannah 
rustled around and struck her foot on something, letting out 
a small cry, but then she found something else under a pile 
of cardboard. “Adam, I may have found something.”  

Dekker stepped through the scattered piles of trash. 
“What is it?” She lifted a large metal box. “Let’s see what’s 
inside,” said Dekker.  

Hannah placed the box, which was about eight inches 
by twelve inches, on an open spot on the floor. There was a 
single latch which she flipped up and opened the top. There 
were documents inside that she lifted out and began 
inspecting. 

“These seem to be from after the Matthias acquisition. 
Photocopies of the originals.” After more thumbing through 
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documents, Hannah put the papers down. “Mostly legal 
documents; not much help, I’m afraid.” 

Dekker picked up a small box of .38 cartridges. 
“Empty. That’s interesting, and there’s no pistol in here.” He 
looked at the disorder around them and spotted small holes 
in several of the crates. “These aren’t the same as the holes in 
that door. These are bullet holes.” 

Hannah asked, “What do you suppose someone was 
shooting at?” 

“I would guess the bugs—the locusts.” Dekker swung 
the flashlight around, looking for any other clues that might 
have been left behind. “It seems we’ve found the occupants 
of the Genesis van.” 

Hannah looked around the room. “But where are the 
locusts?” 

At that moment the light from the outside door cut 
out, leaving them with only the small flashlight. Through the 
interior door they heard the door slam and heard the 
padlock being latched. 

“What the…” said Dekker as he rushed back to the 
exterior door. He rattled it a few times, but it was securely 
latched outside. 

Hannah walked up behind him. “What now?” 
 



 

 
 
 

 
 

CHAPTER TEN 
 
 

TRAPPED INSIDE SITE B, Dekker handed the flashlight to 
Hannah and said, “Hold this.” He began feeling around the 
seams of the door looking for a flaw or opening. He found 
none and moved down the wall to the corner of the metal 
building, touching, probing, seeking any weakness. Hannah 
walked along with him, lighting the way as he progressed. 

Hannah said quietly, “We’re trapped in here, aren’t 
we?” Dekker looked at her, his countenance firm with 
resolve. “For the moment, yes, but we’ll get out.” 

Hannah got a hard look on her face. “I’d like to find 
out who knew we were coming and why they locked us in 
here.” 

Dekker turned away from the walls and faced 
Hannah. “I don’t think someone knew we were coming.” He 
looked toward the inner room door. “They came here to kill 
those people and we stumbled on it before they could 
leave.” 

“But the locusts are gone,” Hannah said. “How did 
whoever killed these people do that? Or will they come back 
to finish us off in the same way?” 
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Dekker shook his head. “No, those people in there 
were clearly lured into that room, and maybe they knew that 
a container of locusts was in there with them and maybe 
they didn’t. The surprise was when the box was opened.” 

“It is a horrible way to die, to be eaten alive.” Hannah 
shuddered slightly at the thought. 

“Yes, it is. And my question is: what is Matthias’ end 
game? It could only be Matthias who did this.” Dekker 
turned back to the wall and continued his tactile search. 
“Let’s find a way out first. Then we can think about our 
options.” 

The building was constructed of individual panels of 
corrugated metal, each ten-foot panel overlapping the next 
and secured with rivets about every two feet. As they moved 
down the wall Hannah noticed a small spot of light. “Adam, 
look at this.” They went to the place on the wall, about four 
feet from the floor. 

Dekker said, “I’ll be damned.” 
Hannah had an idea and went back to the pile of 

desks, equipment, and other materials in the center of the 
room. She left Dekker standing in the dark wondering what 
got into her and watching as the flashlight beam moved into 
the interior room. His curiosity got the best of him and he 
shouted to her, “What are you looking for?” 

“Just a minute. There’s something I remember that 
will help.” Dekker shrugged and waited. 

There was a sound of scraping and moving, items 
being lifted or shifted, as Hannah continued her search. 
After a few minutes she exclaimed, “Eureka!” and returned 
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to Dekker. She was holding a short tire iron, the sort that 
would be stowed in a compartment on a small car or 
minivan. 

Dekker was impressed. “How did you find that?” 
“When you were busy looking around over there,” 

she said, pointing vaguely to the interior door, “I was 
poking through that pile of rubble. I accidentally kicked this 
and didn’t think anything of it—until now.” 

“You are amazing, Hannah. Let’s see if we can make 
our own door.” 

The corrugated steel was not especially thick, and 
Dekker soon had a significant portion of the wall bent back. 
The hole was still not big enough to squeeze through, but 
they both knew it was only a matter of time—and muscle. 
Hannah pitched in, spelling Dekker and continuing the 
work of prying the wall segments apart. It took more than an 
hour, but finally the sections were parted enough to shimmy 
through. 

It was late in the afternoon, and the pair was relieved 
to be out of the makeshift prison. Taking a deep breath of 
fresh air, Dekker quipped, “Some romantic island getaway, 
huh?” Hannah rolled her eyes and put her arm in his. “Let’s 
get away from here.” 

They found the Suzuki SUV where they left it, 
untouched. Dekker jangled the keys. “Without these, there 
isn’t much they could do.” 

Hannah asked, “Where to now?” 
Dekker thought for a moment. “Does SIS you have an 

office here in Dominica?” 
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“No, it’s much too small for a permanent presence by 
the British government. The nearest embassy is in Barbados 
and then Jamaica.” 

“I thought as much,” said Dekker. “The US 
government doesn’t have anything here either.” He was 
quiet for a moment, thinking. 

“We need to get back to Roseau. I’m afraid Matthias 
could be on his way to almost anywhere by now. We’re 
going to need some help to track him down.” 

“Help? From who?” Hannah asked. 
Dekker grinned. “Why Dennis, of course. Do you 

remember him?” 
“Ah, your young computer expert,” she said. “I do 

remember him, quite well.” 
“The sooner we get back to Roseau, the sooner we get 

Dennis on the case.” 
“And the sooner I can report what has happened to 

SIS.” 
They jumped into the small SUV and headed back 

down the mountain and on toward Roseau. 
 
Dennis was surprised to receive an email from Dekker who 
said he was in Dominica. Dennis wondered, “What in the 
world is he doing there?” Reading the message, his concern 
grew. He finished the email and then read it again, shaking 
his head in wonderment. “You can find trouble anywhere, 
can’t you? Even on a beautiful Caribbean island.” As he 
tapped out a quick reply and hit send, Dennis knew he was 
becoming entangled in yet another Dekker adventure. With 
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a sigh, he set to fulfilling the first request: finding someone 
named Matthias. It wasn’t an official NCTC inquiry, so 
Dennis had to do the work off the books. He turned to the 
array of computers in his office, all connected to the Cray 
XC40 supercomputer, the heart of his information operation. 
“Now, Mr. Matthias, let’s see who you are.” 

The search of government databases was easy work 
for the Cray and required only a moment to give back a 
report on the subject. The only problem was, information 
ceased more than a year before. No air travel, no passport 
activity, no property transfers or sales; in short, Matthias 
disappeared. Even knowing his subject was in Dominica, 
Dennis was unable to find any reference to his presence in 
the country. “Now that is a problem,” he mumbled. More 
digging offered no more information than the first pass. 
“He’s got to be moving around on a fake passport,” Dennis 
thought. “Or he’s paid off some official down there. Either 
way, it’s a dead end.” 

Dennis sent another email to Dekker, giving a report 
on his findings. He assured Dekker that he would put a trace 
marker on the name and let him know if anything turned 
up. A few minutes later he received a reply thanking him for 
looking into the matter. Dennis looked at the array of 
monitors around him and shook his head. “I have no way to 
know where in the world this guy is going.” With a sigh he 
turned to other NCTC business. 
 
Dekker looked at the old-style computer monitor and 
dropped his head. “No luck, Hannah. Matthias is in the 
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wind.” Hannah, standing close behind him, leaned down to 
read over his shoulder. “This is a problem,” she said. Dekker 
remained silent for a minute before logging out of his 
government email account. 

“This is going to require a different approach, and I’ll 
need help.” Hannah gave him an expectant look. “Not your 
help, I’m afraid.” Hannah was a little hurt by the comment, 
her subtle reaction not lost on Dekker. “Somehow this is all 
connected to Kamenwati and that means it goes back to the 
Abaddon spirit.” He turned and took her hand. “I need the 
sort of help you can’t provide. I need to contact Galdur.”  

The pair left the tiny business office in the Ft. Young 
Hotel and found a quiet corner off the lobby. Hannah knew 
enough about Dekker’s peculiar abilities to give him the 
quiet space he needed to enter the Flows, which as he 
explained to her are the unseen rivers of energy crossing the 
world. She took a seat across from him, almost standing 
guard to make sure he was not interrupted. Dekker was in a 
trance for a long time, almost an hour. Hannah saw him 
open his eyes and then look around as if trying to focus, his 
gaze stopping finally on her. He gave her a grim smile, 
stood, and walked over. 

“You’ve been here the whole time?” She nodded. 
He sat next to her. “I guess you want to know what 

happened.” She nodded again, her blue eyes open wide with 
expectancy. “The short version is that we can’t find 
Matthias. He’s not a practitioner and so he doesn’t use the 
Flows, and Galdur has been unable to locate Kamenwati.” 
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Hannah looked down, clenched her fists and said, 
“There must be another way.” 

Dekker’s brow furrowed and his eyes filled with 
determination. “There is. I’ve just got to figure it out.” 

Hannah said, “You mean we have to figure it out.” 
Dekker saw the determination on her face. 

“I apologize, and you’re right. We have to come up 
with a new angle on this problem.” She crossed her arms 
with a satisfied look on her face. “Maybe we start from the 
beginning.” Hannah’s look turned quizzical. “We go looking 
for Kamenwati. We go back to Egypt.” 

Hannah hesitated. “I’m not sure we have to go that 
far. This all began when I was hijacked on the road by that 
man I pointed out. Maybe, if we can find him, we can get 
some answers.” 

Dekker said, “We need to know who he is.” 
“And I know where to go to find out,” Hannah said. 

“We go back to the records office where we should find a 
complete listing of everyone  for whom the company 
petitioned the government for work permits.” 
 
They drove to the police station, parked, and walked 
upstairs where, with the help of the same elderly attendant, 
they soon found what they were looking for. “Here is a list 
of all the work permit holders,” said the attendant. Hannah 
inspected the document. “They are all scientists or 
engineers, except this one.” She placed her index finger on 
the name, Wesley Cole. Dekker leaned over her shoulder 
and nodded understanding.  
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“Security Chief,” he said. 
Hannah sat back. “It shouldn’t be too hard to find 

him on an island.” 
Dekker said, “You’re right. Let’s begin downstairs.” 

Hannah gave him a quizzical look. “At the police office.” 
The Genesis Microbiology documents were returned 

to the attendant, who wished them a good day, and they 
went down to the police office. Their inquiry was not as 
successful as hoped. The officer at the main desk did not 
know Cole and only vaguely recognized the company, 
Genesis Microbiology. He suggested they visit the facility to 
inquire there. Dekker almost jumped all over the officer, but 
Hannah held him back, thanking the officer and assuring 
him they would take his advice. 

Outside Dekker could no longer hold in his 
frustration. “Doesn’t that guy know that Genesis is 
abandoned?” 

Hannah patted his arm. “Now, Adam, how would he 
know that? He hardly knew the company, much less that we 
have already been there.” 

Dekker calmed. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Sorry.” 
Hannah said, “Now it’s time for Plan B. We check 

with the airport authority.” 
Dekker gave her an odd look. “The airport? Wouldn’t 

you rather meet with the Prime Minister?” 
“I don’t think so.” They began walking back to their 

car. “Genesis is a pretty big deal for a country the size of 
Dominica, a country that has primarily an agricultural 
economy. Their main export is bananas.” 
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“Bananas?” Dekker replied in surprise. 
“Yes, and almost all of their harvest is purchased by 

Great Britain. So a company focused on microbiology and 
looking to locate here would be a very big deal, at least to 
the top echelon.” 

“Like the Prime Minister.” 
“Exactly. I don’t know what concessions were given, 

but you may be certain there were many, and the only 
person who could grant those and agree to a deal is the 
Prime Minister.” 

Dekker nodded in understanding. “I see. So going to 
him would raise the alarm that something is wrong.” 

“And he would be less than forthcoming with 
information because of the potential blow-back,” said 
Hannah. “But I have a theory: Matthias and his few closest 
people will be trying to leave the country.” 

Dekker said, “And we know they’ve taken the 
locusts.” 

Hannah nodded as they got into the car. “And how 
will we find out where they are going with such a dangerous 
cargo?” 

“The airport,” said Dekker. 
“That is why we need to get to the airport manager as 

quickly as possible. My SIS credentials will cut through any 
red tape.” 

Dekker drove off toward Marigot and the Douglas-
Charles airport. “I only hope we’re not too late.” 

Hannah said, “Me too.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 
 

KAMENWATI WAS CAREFUL about interacting with the 
world. Years before, as a deep practitioner of Magick, he left 
the Brotherhood and obtained a perpetual concession from 
the Egyptian government for a small island above the 
Aswan Dam, which he developed into a sprawling retreat. 
His withdrawal was complete, although he continued 
monitoring the Brotherhood, especially those managing the 
origin point of the Flows in ancient Babylon. They possessed 
the ability to block and even stop the Flows, a significant 
point of power within the Brotherhood. 

He watched with growing interest as the spirit of 
Abaddon arose within the Brotherhood, slowly taking 
control of one coven after another until finally dominating 
the worldwide community. Kamenwati was shocked at the 
ease with which the ancient spirit infiltrated the group, but 
he eventually realized he shouldn’t have been surprised. 
Abaddon is a force with great authority and power. He 
realized he should have been shocked only if men were not 
deceived, controlled, and doing the will of such a spirit. 
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Kamenwati began imagining such control, and a deep lust 
for power grew within him. 

From afar Kamenwati watched the defeat of 
Abaddon, and he realized the spirit was not invincible. In 
fact, the spirit was defeated by a disaffected Adept, an 
unschooled American, and Galdur, a fellow practitioner of 
Magick. Together this group managed to confine the spirit 
and its earthly host within a Merlin Box. This realization 
caused a deep envy in Kamenwati and slowly moved to the 
forefront of his thinking, indeed, of his very being. 

Great jealousy, combined with a newly unleashed lust 
for power, led Kamenwati to concoct a truly evil scheme: he 
would release the man Kambrian from his confinement and 
control both him and the spirit possessing him, and he 
would begin his own grand plan to rule. But he could not do 
it overtly. Kamenwati, refined and smooth, would ingratiate 
himself with Kambrian, gain his trust, and when the time 
was right, Kambrian would be eliminated. 

His plans came to nothing when, once again, the 
unschooled American prevailed against the spirit, casting it 
out of Kambrian and into the void. 

The memory caused Kamenwati’s anger to boil up. 
“Dekker,” he hissed, but the anger subsided as he recalled 
the aftermath of that defeat. He remembered how he ran off 
the great agate platform in the heart of Krugerschloss, 
fearful for his own life and uncertain where to go. With his 
mind in a cloud he stumbled through passageways, ending 
in Kambrian’s private chambers. There he felt a presence, a 
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specter. It was the Abaddon spirit, and soon he was the one 
possessed. 

The spirit guided and protected him during this 
period of confusion, showing him how to escape 
Krugerschloss and return to his island refuge without 
detection. Once in his familiar surroundings, Kamenwati set 
about making new plans. The Abaddon spirit was 
instrumental in setting his objectives, all of which echoed the 
spirit’s plans to subjugate mankind and rule the world. It 
was lofty, heady stuff, and actually devising a plan to 
accomplish all that made him ecstatic. 

What Kamenwati did not recognize was how the 
spirit was becoming increasingly important to his life and 
thinking. 

He was most proud of his plague scheme, something 
Kamenwati began before considering traveling to Germany. 
His original vision was much too narrow and limited, even 
though he had recruited the microbiologist and set him on a 
path to create a new type of locust. Kamenwati’s original 
vision was to visit havoc and destruction on Egypt, saving 
only the true non-Arab Egyptians, just as the plagues of 
Moses once saved the Jews. 

The spirit of Abaddon was most pleased to find this 
new human host able to conceive such a plan and persuaded 
him to think bigger and wider. You should afflict the entire 
world with this creation and rule as the pharaohs of old, the spirit 
told him. 

To rule as a pharaoh had a deep appeal for 
Kamenwati. His ascendency would correct centuries of 
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decline and abuse, and he would create a beautiful world 
from the rubble his creatures left behind, one dependent on 
him for every aspect of life. 
 
Since Kamenwati’s union with Abaddon, the spirit provided 
masking around his island on the Nile. The island was not 
invisible, but anyone sailing by on the river or passing on 
the shore would simply not notice the small island, and if 
they were asked about seeing an island, they would have no 
recollection. Such was the power of the Abaddon spirit. 

The isolation suited the Egyptian mystic; his 
surroundings were serene and his compound comfortable. 
At intervals he sent out followers to acquire necessary goods 
from nearby farmers, and occasionally they made the one 
hundred mile trip to Aswan or beyond to Al Madiq. The two 
followers recently sent to the city returned much sooner than 
expected, and they explained why. 

“Master, our apologies,” said one. “We were making 
the regular stops, including the train terminal where we 
planned to collect the shipment of cabling you ordered.” 
Kamenwati nodded acknowledgement. “I was looking 
through an international newspaper and saw this small 
article.” The young man handed Kamenwati a Herald, 
folded to the story. “Teacher, it mentions the Genesis 
company you have been so focused on. It says several 
people associated with the company were found murdered.” 
Kamenwati grabbed the newspaper and read the small, 
single paragraph article for himself. “This seemed 
important, unusual at the least, so we decided to return.” 
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Kamenwati’s brow furrowed and his countenance 
darkened; the two men standing before him grew afraid. 
Turning away from his followers, he dropped the 
newspaper on his desk and went to the window facing 
across his island to the western shore of the Nile. The two 
followers looked to one another and silently agreed to leave.  

Kamenwati, consumed with anger, did not hear them 
close the door. He stood at the window without moving for 
many minutes. He spun around, went to his desk, and began 
writing a telegram to His Excellency, Lucien Choisieul, 
Prime Minister of Dominica, the man he paid so handsomely 
to smooth the way for his enterprise.  

The followers were recalled and handed the sheet of 
paper. “This must be sent as quickly as possible,” said 
Kamenwati. “And you will wait for a reply.” The two men 
nodded and left the room. 

He turned back to the window and whispered to 
himself, “What is happening to this operation? And what 
about our broods?” Kamenwati stood thinking the situation 
through. He originally wanted ten broods before unleashing 
this plague on the world, but now…What could have 
happened? There were no answers. He would have to wait 
for the reply from the Prime Minister. He then realized the 
Abaddon spirit would have to be informed about this 
setback, and he was suddenly gripped by fear. The spirit 
warned about failure, and he now had a greater fear than 
losing Genesis. He feared losing his life.  

“No, I’ll not mention anything just yet.” 
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One week passed before Kamenwati’s followers returned 
with a reply from Dominica. They handed the small 
envelope to their teacher and quickly left his presence. 
Kamenwati waited for the two followers to leave before 
opening the envelope and then eagerly ripped it open. After 
scanning the message, he looked to the ceiling in disbelief, 
and as if something in the message would change, he read it 
again. 
 
Honorable Sir, 

I regret to inform you the news reports you have seen 
relating to the strange deaths here, and more specifically, the 
deaths of Genesis Microbiology staff, are true. Our pathologist 
inspected the remains of the six individuals discovered near 
Pichelin and determined Dr. Victor Matthias was among the 
victims. These results will, of course, be confirmed by tests now 
under way in England. 

As you requested, I sent a team of police to the Genesis site 
and they found it deserted. 

You inquired about insects being studies at the facility; no 
insects of any kind were discovered on the premises, although it did 
appear it was hastily abandoned. 

It seems the Genesis project has come to an untimely and 
tragic end. Will you continue the arrangement with our 
government? I await your reply. 

The Right Honorable Lucien Choiseul, Prime Minister 
Kamenwati’s thoughts were in riot. Matthias dead? 

What was he doing so far away from the facility? Where was 
the rest of the staff? Who did this? And most importantly, 
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where were the broods? He churned the questions over and 
over before gaining control of himself. Sitting behind his 
desk and taking deep breaths, he slowed his heart rate and 
began focusing on the details that he did know: Matthias 
and five others were dead and the remaining staff 
unaccounted for, and the broods had disappeared. After 
considering these facts for several minutes he came to a 
disturbing conclusion: Genesis had been attacked. Why? It 
could only be to acquire the broods. After asking himself the 
obvious question regarding who would want the broods, he 
realized any number of entities could capitalize on the 
release of the locusts. 

This was a disaster, and one he must correct as soon 
as possible. He wrote out another cable message.  

Mr. Prime Minister, 
Thank you for your efforts on my behalf. I am troubled that, 

other than the six bodies found, no other Genesis staff have been 
located. I ask you to assure me they will be found and if they are 
attempting to leave the island, detained for questioning. Should 
they all have fled Dominica, I wish to know their destinations. 

You may be assured that, for the present, payments will 
continue. 

K. 
Recalling the followers, Kamenwati handed them the 

message. “Send this out immediately.” They mumbled but 
quickly departed. He stood and went again to the window, 
looked across the placid waters flowing by, and wondered 
how his pharaonic ancestors would have dealt with this act 
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of thievery and murder. “Decisively, ruthlessly, and 
quickly,” he said as he clenched his fists. “And so will I.” 

Kamenwati could not use the Flows for fear that the 
Abaddon spirit would discover his failure. He knew the only 
place to start an investigation into who was to blame for this 
breach was in England. He called in two of his most senior 
followers and informed them that they were to accompany 
him to England. 

“When, Teacher?” 
“Immediately.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
 

WESLEY COLE STOOD before the Customs officer in the 
Airport Director’s outer office. The officer was looking 
through Cole’s paperwork. For the third time. Cole’s fury 
was building but he knew he must keep his emotions under 
control. This useless bureaucrat can’t understand what he’s 
looking at or who I am. Cole checked his watch and then 
cleared his throat. 

“May I suggest you take the papers into Mr. Chandu? 
He knows me and my company.” 

The officer did not look up from the papers and said 
officiously, “You wish to subvert our procedures, Mr. Cole?” 

“Of course not. It’s just that I’m on a tight schedule 
and the flight will be leaving.” 

As he spoke the inner office door opened and Mr. 
Chandu, the airport director, a middle-aged man, stepped 
out. He wore a suit jacket with an open shirt. Chandu 
noticed Cole standing before the Customs desk and shaking 
his head in annoyance said, “Mr. Cole, it is good to see you.” 
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The Customs officer looked between the two, not sure 
what to do. 

Chandu asked, “You are leaving us?” 
“Only briefly.” He looked at the man sitting at the 

desk. “I’m trying to get some samples cleared.” 
Chandu stepped over to the officer’s desk and held 

out his hand for the papers. There was no choice but to hand 
them to Director Chandu who took the forms, gave them a 
cursory look, and handed them back. “Please stamp these as 
cleared for transport, Officer…” He looked at the name 
badge on the man’s chest. “Officer Baptiste.” 

Baptiste took the forms and began stamping each. In a 
moment the job was done and Cole was on his way. 

“Bon Voyage, Mr. Cole,” said Chandu.  
Cole took the papers. “Thank you, Mr. Chandu.” 
In a few minutes he was waiting in the passenger 

lounge and his two crates were safely checked as baggage. 
He sat down, able to relax for the first time since he locked 
the SIS agent and her companion in the building that he 
hoped still held them. “This is going to work.”  

Twenty minutes later his flight was called and he 
boarded the small aircraft. 

On takeoff, Cole looked down at the turquoise sea 
below, Dominica fading in the distance. “I’m done with you, 
old girl, and good riddance.” 

The thousand-mile flight to Kingston, Jamaica took a 
little over two hours, and in that time Cole consumed three 
drinks. He was feeling loose when he stepped up to the 
British Airways counter and confirmed his flight to London. 
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He handed his passport to the agent, and she verified his 
identity and handed the passport back. “Thank you, Mr. 
Cole. Do you have other luggage?” 

“No, just an overhead roller bag.” 
“Your flight doesn’t leave for another five hours. You 

may wish to wait in our VIP lounge.” She gave Cole a 
brilliant smile. “When you go through Immigration, follow 
the signs. You can’t miss it.” 

Cole pocketed his passport, picked up his bag, and 
headed to the Immigration line. 

He passed the five hours in the VIP lounge drinking, 
and by the time the London flight boarded, he was drunk. 
Taking his seat in first class, he wasted no time asking for 
another drink and boozily confided to the stewardess, “I’m 
gonna be a rich sonofabitch, honey.” 

The stewardess shook her head and went back to the 
galley and said to her co-worker, “I’ve got a good one in 3C, 
Sally.” The other stewardess looked around the curtain that 
masked off the galley. 

“It doesn’t look like he’ll be a problem, Alice.” 
Alice looked around the curtain and saw Cole with 

his head back and snoring. “I guess I can forget that drink. 
Thank goodness!” 
 
Cole awakened when the aircraft bumped on the tarmac at 
Heathrow. He wiped his hand across his face, felt the 
stubble of his beard, and the dried bits at the corners of his 
eyes. He realized he had slept the entire nine hour flight 
from Kingston, but he didn’t feel rested. He felt stiff, and he 
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stretched to ease the sore muscles in his back. Peering out 
the small window, he remembered his euphoria and how it 
led to altogether too many drinks. Wiping his hand across 
his face again, he moaned, “A hangover. Great.” 

After exchanging money inside the terminal, he began 
looking around for a pay telephone which was scarce since 
the almost universal adoption of the cell phone but could 
still be found but one has to be willing to look. In this 
circumstance a land line was considerably safer for Cole. He 
spotted a small bank of four telephones in an out-of-the-way 
corner. He was pleased no one else was making a call. 
Digging through his pockets, he extracted his business card 
and turned it over to read a hand-scribbled number. Feeding 
sixty pence into the slot he dialed the STD code and number, 
then waited for an answer. After a dozen rings Cole was 
ready to give up, but then the call was answered. “H’lo?” 

Cole turned into the negligible privacy of the 
telephone stall and covered his mouth so nobody could 
overhear. “This is Cole. Do you remember me?” 

There was a moment of silence, and then, “Yeah, I 
remember. You’re the bloke I moved that load of weapons 
for. What can I do for you?” 

“I have a proposition, some new merchandise I need 
brokered. Can we meet?” 

Silence again as the man on the other end of the line 
considered the risks that may be associated with a meeting. 
“You still with that company…” 

“Genesis Microbiology.” 
“Yeah, Genesis.” 
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“I’ve recently terminated my employment, and that’s 
why I need to see you.” 

“Ah, you walked out with some kind of proprietary 
material.” 

“Sort of. We need to meet so I can give you the full 
story.” 

“I take it this material is not altogether legal?” 
“Let’s meet and you can decide whether to take the 

offer.” 
The man on the other end of the line proposed a 

meeting for the next morning at a location outside London. 
Cole didn’t want to wait that long and insisted they meet 
that evening. After a back-and-forth exchange, the man 
agreed and Cole hung up, satisfied he was now on his way 
to unimaginable wealth. 
 
Cole stepped out of the taxi in the run-down Hackney area 
of London. The streets were dirty and the buildings looked 
as if they still had not recovered from World War II. Every 
street corner seemed populated by groups of dangerous-
looking men looking for a fight. As an experienced military 
man and security specialist, Cole was unafraid—but that did 
not mean he was unaware. His senses were on high alert, 
and his eyes darted all around as he assessed threat levels. 
Cole’s bearing made him only of casual interest to the thugs 
scattered around; they were only interested in easy marks, 
and clearly this man was not one of those. 
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Checking the note in his hand, Cole found the address 
he was looking for. He didn’t bother knocking at the 
scratched and battered do 

or, but opened it and went inside. 
There was nothing remarkable about the row house 

from the street. It was one of a long stretch of similar 
structures, all dilapidated and in need of care that would 
never be given. Inside was a different story. The entire 
ground floor was open with all walls removed. Cardboard 
boxes, crates, and shelves filled with various contraband 
items filled the space. 

Cole’s contact sat on a small couch in the center of the 
room, and as he entered, the man gestured for him to sit in 
one of the two chairs opposite the couch. Cole looked 
around in admiration and then wondered how he managed 
to keep all this merchandise safe in such a rough 
neighborhood. 

“Mr. Rees,” Cole extended his hand. 
“Please be seated, Mr. Cole. It has been some time 

since our last encounter.” 
“One you found successful,” said Cole. 
Rees nodded his head. “The weapons you nicked 

from your military were well received, but I am a busy man. 
May we get down to business?” 

Cole answered, “Of course. I have a biological item to 
move.” 

Rees raised one eyebrow. “Do you mean nerve gas, or 
is it a virus?” 

“No, this is different. It is locusts.” 
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Rees sat back, clearly signaling his disinterest. “Bugs? 
I’m afraid you’ve come to the wrong man.” 

“These aren’t just any bugs.” Cole reached into a 
pocket for his cell phone. “These locusts are unique, and 
they are a weapon. Let me show you.” Rees took the 
smartphone and scanned through the photos Cole had 
taken, his disinterest quickly disappearing as he went 
through the images. “Is this for real?” 

Cole nodded. “Yes.” 
“How many of these are there? Where did they come 

from?” 
Cole took his phone and placed it back in his pocket. 

“These beauties come from a highly secret laboratory, and I 
am in possession of two broods, each with a population of 
about a dozen.” Cole leaned toward his host. “And as you 
saw, they do not eat crops. They feed entirely on flesh.” 

Rees gave him a troubled look. “What possible use 
can these things be? You said they are a weapon. What did 
you mean?” 

“These creatures are deadly. They have no conscience 
and no instinct other than to attack and eat. They are the 
perfect killing machine. Imagine one of your client 
organizations releasing these locusts in a crowded capital, 
say London, Paris, or Washington. Think of the terror and 
the destruction they would cause.” 

Rees was obviously interested but still not convinced. 
“You have only two groups of these creatures? Where are 
they? How does that become an overwhelming plague?” 
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Cole smirked. “The broods are small because they 
multiply so quickly. At present they are separated, males 
from females, to avoid interaction for that very reason. 
When combined they breed quickly and soon become a 
thick, ravenous swarm. As to their location, I have them 
safely stored but accessible.” 

“From your pictures it seems these creatures are 
dangerous. How do you control them?” 

“There is a vapor used to subdue them. It is easily 
produced and applied.” 

Rees considered the opportunity but remained 
hesitant. “If such a swarm were released, what happens?” 

“These locusts can decimate an urban area. From 
what I’ve seen, they leave no one alive.” 

“And how do you stop a swarm once it’s released?” 
“You don’t. The swarm will continue to grow while 

there is food. The higher the human population, the quicker 
the swarm expands. But in the end, either the elimination of 
their food source or their limited lifespan will stop them.” 

Rees was now obviously impressed. “This is a terror 
weapon unlike any other.” 

Cole agreed. “It is, and it is perfect for one of your 
clients. They can deliver death and destruction far beyond 
what was seen at the World Trade Center, and they need no 
particular technology. Your clients only need my broods.” 

“When a swarm is done, all the locusts dead, then 
what?” 

“It’s over. This is a one time, single-use weapon, and 
that is why my price is high.” 
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“Let’s discuss terms for this sale.” 
They talked long into the night and arrived at an 

acceptable fee for both parties. The men shook hands, and as 
Cole was leaving, Rees had one more point to make. “Give 
me a couple of days to line up bidders, but they will want a 
live demonstration, some way to verify what you claim.” 

Cole stood on the front stoop and waved off the 
stipulation. “I will be happy to show the broods, and should 
they not perform as I have promised, all money will be 
returned.” 

Rees was impressed. “A money-back guarantee will 
be an additional enticement.” 

Cole turned and entered the taxi that was waiting for 
him, never looking back at Rees. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 

AS HANNAH CLOSED the door to Director Chandu’s 
office, she spotted Dekker, who sat waiting in the outer 
office. Officer Baptiste sat at his desk, head down and staring 
at paperwork, ignoring both Dekker and Hannah. Looking 
at Dekker, she shook her head, signaling a negative result. 
He stood, went to her side, and the pair walked silently out 
of the office. Baptiste did not even look up to acknowledge 
their departure.  

Once in the hallway, Dekker asked, “We struck out?” 
Hannah looked into his eyes and responded, “Yes. 

Director Chandu was most helpful,” the word was said with 
sarcasm, “but said he was sorry, he had not seen Mr. Cole.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” said Dekker. “And if he happens to see 
him he’ll notify you, right?” 

“Pretty much,” she replied. “He was lying of course. I 
think Genesis has spread a great deal of cash around this 
island and Chandu is one of the recipients.” 

They walked outside the terminal toward Dekker’s 
rented SUV. As they settled in their seats, Dekker asked, 
“Now what?” 
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Hannah, struck by the scope of the local corruption 
apparently connected to Genesis, was developing a theory. 
“We know Cole is gone, that much is clear. What we don’t 
know is where he went.” 

“Or what his final destination might be,” added 
Dekker. 

“Just so. We also don’t know if he is alone. Do you 
suppose Matthias is with him?” 

“It is possible, but it is also likely that Matthias is one 
of those mutilated bodies we found. That whole scene was a 
very messy massacre.” 

Hannah considered his suspicions and offered a 
rebuttal. “Wouldn’t Matthias be the one man to be kept 
above all this, or could he have been one of the bodies?” 

“That’s a thought, but I’ve been thinking about your 
boyfriend, Cole.” Hannah scowled at his continued reference 
to her abductor. “He was the company’s muscle, their 
enforcer. Your abduction and imprisonment are evidence of 
that.” He started the car and headed back to Roseau. “We 
need to check out one more thing. Meanwhile, I’ll contact 
Dennis and have him dig into Cole’s background.” 

“And I will have SIS look for evidence of Cole’s 
movements.” 
 
Dekker drove up Valley Road, taking the turnoff just before 
the track leading to Genesis Microbiology. Having made his 
research request to Dennis, he remained quiet while Hannah 
spoke with her superiors in SIS. Her process seemed to take 
longer than his would have had he contacted his superiors, 
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but she was able, with C’s consent, to order a worldwide 
transportation search for Wesley Cole. 

Hannah looked again with wonder at the modern 
building set in the middle of the rainforest. “It looks 
deserted,” she observed. 

Dekker parked and they went to the front door, the 
only door to the building. He pulled on the handle several 
times, but it was securely locked. He remembered Hannah’s 
performance with the door at the site on the other side of the 
island, and he gave her a sweeping gesture, offering her the 
opportunity to deal with this door too. Hannah smiled and 
stepped to the control pad. “Probably a simple code, like a 
birthday or something.” 

Dekker thought for a moment and then offered, 
“How about the date Matthias took over?” 

“That would be simple enough, and easy for 
everyone to remember.” She looked up to the brilliant blue 
sky and shook her head. “If only I could recall that date.” 

“Hold on. I’ve been inspecting the articles of 
incorporation and the date of transfer. I looked at that 
document fifty times…” 

“Do you remember the date?” 
“Just a moment, please.” He went over to a large, 

shady tree on the edge of the parking area and sat down. 
Closing his eyes, he seemed to be settling in for a nap, but 
Hannah knew better. It was his trance state, like she watched 
in the hotel lobby, and she knew better than to disturb him. 
This time he was still for only a minute before jumping up 
and proudly announcing, “I think I remember!” 
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He gave Hannah the date that she entered on the 
keypad. The device did not release the door. Its tiny LED 
light remained red. 

“Nuts!” Dekker exclaimed. 
“It was a good try, Adam. Don’t worry, we’ll figure 

this out. Like I said, it must be something simple, probably 
four digits. How many combinations can there be?” 

Dekker scratched his head. “Let’s see, there are ten 
choices for each of the four numbers. We multiply ten to the 
fourth power…that’s ten thousand.” He looked at Hannah. 
“If you restrict it to one digit per key, the possibilities go 
way down.” 

“Down to what?” 
“Oh, a little more than five thousand.” 
“I’m afraid we don’t have time for that. We need to 

blow it or break in.” 
That set Dekker to thinking. “How about we try 

something different.” 
“Sure,” Hannah said, returning his sweeping gesture 

from earlier and allowing him to step up to the keypad. 
Dekker pulled his multi-tool from a pocket on his leg 

and set to work. First he tried prying the cover from the 
keypad, but it was a single unit, tightly secured to the wall. 
Not to be denied, he began tapping the wall around the 
keypad with his ear to the wall. Every now and again he 
used the knife blade to make a small mark, stopping finally. 

“This building is cinderblock and stucco and painted 
over to give it a clean finish.” 

“And that means…” 
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“I was hoping for wood frame and plywood walls, 
something I could dig through.” 

“So we’re back to our ten thousand possible 
combinations?” 

“I didn’t say that, only that it would have been 
easier.” Dekker went across the parking area and picked up 
a large edging stone. “This should do the trick.” Stepping 
back to the wall, he checked his marks. “These show me 
where the blocks are, and assuming they are standard, I 
want to avoid the center of each.” He pointed to a shorter 
mark between two long ones. 

He selected a spot on a block above the keypad and 
hammered his rock into the surface. It required several 
blows and he had to replace his striking stone twice, but he 
finally broke through. “That was a little harder than I 
expected.” 

Hannah beamed with pleasure. “A mathematician 
and a grunt. How lucky can one girl get?” Dekker laughed 
and dug into his pouch for the Maglite. 

“Let’s see if I opened the right place.” He aimed the 
beam to the dark interior of the cinderblock. “This is 
promising. The block is offset over the keypad, so this hole 
goes straight down.” Dekker poked his hand in the hole and 
aimed the beam of light downward. “There it is, a standard 
electrical box with a bundle of wires leading in.” He dug his 
hand in, felt around, and pulled the bundle of wires out of 
the hole. He turned his back to the wall and opened a new 
tool from the knife. 
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Hannah asked, “Is everything okay? I mean, can you 
get to the keypad?” 

“Yeah, it’s just gonna take a little contortion.” He 
reached back into the hole in the wall, angling his arm in an 
unnatural manner. Cheek pressed to the wall, he had to do 
everything by feel. After a few minutes he extracted his 
aching arm. “I got one off!” 

Hannah stepped up to the hole and held out her 
hand. “Let me have a go at it, would you? My arms are 
smaller than yours and they say women are much better at 
fine work than men.” Dekker admired her determination 
and handed over the multi-tool. 

With pliers from the multi-tool in hand, Hannah 
reached into the hole and began working. Dekker found 
himself admiring the grit of this amazing woman, and 
somehow, even sweating in the tropical heat, she looked 
beautiful. Hannah continued, concentrating on her task. 

Ten minutes later she pulled her arm from the hole 
and grinned at Dekker. “There you go, sir.” 

Dekker used the flashlight to peer down the hole and 
saw Hannah had indeed freed the box, having pulled down 
the wire bundle and leaving the keypad interior exposed. 
“These electrically controlled locks have a failsafe: if they 
lose power, they default to open. And given this is the only 
door and the frequency of power outages here, it makes 
sense that’s how this is configured.” He shut his eyes and 
pulled on the exposed wires, lifting the now-freed bundle 
out of the hole. 
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There was a distinct click in the door and Hannah 
noticed it move slightly. 

Dekker once again gave a, sweeping motion. “After 
you.” Hannah pulled the door open. 
 
The lobby was dark but otherwise undisturbed. “It looks like 
they could be out to lunch,” said Dekker. He had never been 
in this facility and so he followed Hannah, who led him 
through a set of doors to Matthias’ office. She shivered 
slightly when she opened the office door, remembering her 
interview with the scientist-turned-director. The office was 
in disarray: papers covered the large desk, several 
accounting boxes littered the floor, and a laptop was left 
open on the credenza behind the desk. 

Dekker walked in behind her and said, “Wow! Did 
the Russian cavalry charge through here?” 

Hannah gave him a withering look and began 
inspecting the papers on the desk. Dekker shrugged, went to 
the laptop and hit the spacebar. Amazingly the screen lit up. 
“Hey, no password,” he said. Hannah turned her head to see 
what Dekker was up to, and then she spun the executive 
chair around to face the computer. 

Hannah said, “Let’s see what we can find.” Her quick 
inspection of the computer proved fruitless. “It’s empty.” 

“What do you mean, empty?” 
“There are no files or folders. They’ve all been 

deleted.” 
“Or moved,” said Dekker. “What about email?” 
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Hannah opened Outlook and found only routine 
messages between Matthias and other staffers. “This doesn’t 
look to have much information.” 

“Any messages to or from Cole?” 
“Let me search,” she said. 
A moment later she had a very short list of messages.  
Dekker said, “He didn’t talk too much to Cole, did 

he?” 
“No, and these messages seem to be Matthias making 

excuses for one thing or another.” Hannah looked up to 
Dekker, who was leaning over the laptop screen.  

“Do you think he was afraid of Cole?” Dekker asked. 
Hannah pondered the question. “I can tell you from 

firsthand experience Cole is a hard man and I can imagine 
he would intimidate a scientist like Matthias.” 

Dekker asked, “So where did the data go?” 
“It seems unlikely an entire facility’s research would 

be stored on a laptop. No, that would all be on server 
blades.” 

“Let’s find the server room, or better yet, let’s locate 
the actual hives, or whatever you call a collection of locusts.” 

They left Matthias’ office and began exploring. “I 
never went beyond the lobby and Matthias’ office,” Hannah 
said. “Perhaps we should separate.” 

“Good idea. Do you want to look for servers while I 
poke around for anything else?” 

Hannah agreed and they parted. 
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Hannah moved down a long hall with numerous doors. 
Most were offices with nothing especially interesting inside. 
When she reached the end of the corridor, she faced a set of 
double doors. “This looks promising,” she said. Opening one 
side, she stepped into a large room with racks of computer 
modules lining both walls. “Here we go.” 

The computer racks were dark. Only a single red LED 
glowed on each of the units, creating an eerie glow. Hannah 
searched for a light switch, and finally locating one flipped 
the three switches. The room was suddenly bathed in cool 
fluorescent light from the fixtures overhead. “That’s more 
like it.” 

Moving into the room, she ran her hand across the 
faces of several computer modules before reaching the 
workstation on the far wall. The array of monitors was dark. 
Sitting in the cheap desk chair she pressed the spacebar on 
the wireless keyboard, causing the monitors to light up. She 
was no computer expert and the complicated desktop, 
spread across the three monitors before her, was 
intimidating. “I could use Adam’s friend Dennis right about 
now.” 

Hannah took a deep breath and began opening 
folders, looking for what, she didn’t know. 

Several minutes of searching proved unproductive 
and frustrating. “I need to approach this differently.” She 
looked around the workstation and discovered a small 
computer array tucked under the desktop, an array with 
three drives and the top drive slot was empty. “Now that is 
interesting,” she said. Moving back to the monitors she 
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found the root directory and scanned it, looking for the 
outboard array. “There you are!” The array was listed as a 
shared device. With a mouse double click she opened that 
connection and found directories for three drives, and 
selecting the first, opened a listing of activities going back 
more than a year. Hannah was interested only in the last 
entry dated three days before, which indicated a tremendous 
volume of data had been compressed and downloaded to 
the multi-terabyte drive. What that data contained, she had 
no way to discover, but it was clear critical files had been 
moved to that single drive and removed. 

“I hope Adam is doing better than I am.” 
Hannah left the computer room in search of Dekker. 

 
Dekker went across the front lobby to a set of double doors 
he noticed when they entered. There was no sign indicating 
what lay beyond, and so he pushed both doors inward. It 
was dark in the room, the only light coming from the doors 
he had just opened. He found a long switch plate on the 
wall, let the doors swing closed, and felt his way to the bank 
of switches. He flipped the first one and looked at the room. 
“This is the laboratory.” 

The open room occupied the full length of the 
building and had many work areas, stations, and meeting 
pits; and there was one large, enclosed room. He walked 
slowly through the room, stopping at various places to look 
for documents. Computers were everywhere but all were 
dark. Unlike Matthias’ office, the entire room seemed to 
have been shut down in an orderly manner. Dekker made 



 138 

for the enclosed room. He knew this is where the locusts 
would be held. 

Manual slide bolts were mounted across the door, 
and they were in the open position. He muttered to himself, 
“Not very promising, is it?” He noticed a light switch on the 
outside, adjacent to the door. He flipped it and pulled the 
door open, which he noted was not the norm, doors usually 
opening inward. The room was a larger version of the 
facility on the other side of the island. Dekker assumed the 
other facility was probably a testing site for this permanent 
structure. He wandered past a series of large containers, a 
dozen, all metal-clad. Each container had gauges to monitor 
heat and humidity. The first two containers were open and 
empty, and his inspection of the others showed they were 
empty as well but had never been used. Two groups gone, ten 
waiting. It looks like we interrupted their production schedule. 

There was nothing more to see and he left the room 
just as Hannah entered the main doors at the other end. 
They stood together in the center of the room, Hannah 
looking around as Dekker told her what he found. 

“Here’s my theory: that alternate building you were 
taken to in the forest was a staging point for Genesis to 
gather their assets and then leave before anyone discovered 
their hasty exit. When they found you gone, they accelerated 
their timetable.” Dekker looked at his partner and said, 
“When we saw them, they were leaving, locusts, and data 
and all.” 
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Hannah thought for a moment and then replied, “Yes, 
that makes sense. Cole must have had a plan in place long 
before this.” 

Dekker said, “And he couldn’t afford any witnesses, 
so he had to go to a remote place, one where he knew 
containment was possible.” 

Hannah picked up the train of thought. “And that 
was the original test facility. Somehow he lured the others 
into the building and then unleashed the locusts on them.” 

“We showed up unexpectedly,” said Dekker, “and 
unable to duplicate the earlier ambush, he simply locked us 
in. It didn’t matter if we were discovered or not. Cole knew 
he could leave the island long before we figured all this out.” 

“What about Matthias?” 
Dekker said, “Given what we saw in those emails, I’d 

say Cole’s plan included only himself. Matthias was a 
liability, not an asset.” He looked at Hannah. “I believe 
Matthias was one of the bodies we found.” 

Hannah dropped her head and shook it. “A horrible 
way to die.” She looked up at Dekker, thinking out loud, 
“And what do you suppose Cole is planning for those 
creatures?” 

Dekker said, “I can’t even imagine. If they are let 
loose, the loss of life will be staggering.” He looked around 
the vacant room. “Let’s get out of here.” 
 
The sky was darkening as they left the Genesis building. 
“It’s been a long day,” Hannah commented. 
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Dekker nodding agreement said, “I could use a drink. 
How about you?” 

“Umm, sounds tempting.” 
The drive back to Roseau went quickly as they 

rehashed their theories about Genesis, Matthias, and Cole. 
Arriving at the Ft. Young Hotel, Dekker went straight to the 
patio, Hannah following closely behind. They sat in the soft, 
cushioned seats, both grateful for the comfort. They ordered 
drinks, which came with a bowl of banana chips. 

After a healthy sip of his Scotch whiskey, Dekker 
settled back in the chair. “Okay, we’re in agreement that 
Cole is running his own operation. He used the locusts to 
kill Matthias and the others, and he has most likely left the 
island.” 

Hannah agreed. “Yes, that’s about it. We are left with 
the question of where he might have gone.” 

Dekker’s cell phone rang in his pocket and he gave 
Hannah a quizzical look as he drew the phone out. He 
looked at the caller ID on the screen and nodded, a slight 
smile on his face. 

“Hello, Dennis. I didn’t expect to hear from you so 
soon.” Dennis launched into a lengthy report while Dekker 
silently nodded. Soon he pulled the phone away from his ear 
and ended the call. 

“How is Dennis?” asked Hannah. 
“Oh, he’s Dennis, of course, so who knows; but let me 

see if I can summarize what he told me.” Dekker grabbed a 
handful of banana chips and took a drink. “It seems Cole is 
one of yours, well, almost. He’s former SAS and saw action 
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almost everywhere. He had a reputation for reckless 
missions and ruthless activities mixed with a healthy dose of 
insubordination.” He took another drink. “Then, in 
Afghanistan, he went berserk in some village and massacred 
a dozen or so civilians he believed were aiding the rebels. 
That was it for his superiors, and they ran him out on a 
general discharge.” 

Hannah asked, “How did he end up with Genesis?” 
“Where does a tough guy, and probably a sociopath, 

go after a less than sterling military career?” Dekker let the 
question hang a moment. “Why, into private security of 
course. He joined a large international security firm that 
wasn’t too picky about his past; in fact, they were looking for 
someone with his special skill set. The security firm was 
hired by the original Genesis owners, and they assigned 
Cole as one of their security officers. When Genesis changed 
hands, Matthias hired Cole on with the company so he could 
remain on his security chief.” 

Hannah nodded in understanding. “And as the head 
of security, Cole had access to every part of the Genesis 
research.” 

“Exactly, and when he discovered what Genesis was 
doing he got an idea…” 

Hannah picked up the thread. “To steal the Genesis 
invention and sell it.” 

Dekker said, “He certainly had the contacts, all the 
criminals and fences in Europe.” 

“So we need to track Cole and find out who he’s 
selling these creatures to,” said Hannah. 
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“Or through,” added Dekker. 
“Do you think he knew how dangerous those locusts 

are?” Hannah asked. 
“Yes, he did. He had to know because he used them 

to kill his colleagues in that warehouse.” 
“Does Dennis have any ideas about who he would go 

to with such a weapon?” 
“The only logical answer would be a terrorist 

organization.” 
“And that suggests he would use a middleman, a 

‘fence’ as you call it.” 
Dekker finished his drink and motioned the waitress 

for another. “Here’s the problem: once he’s got the 
merchandise in England he can move it without restriction 
throughout Europe, where it can be easily transferred to 
some jihadi group.” 

“What is Cole’s endgame? Why were these creatures 
ever created?” Hannah asked with concern. 

The waitress returned with Dekker’s drink and more 
banana chips. He grasped the glass and swirled the ice 
around in the deep amber liquid and leaned forward. 
“Hannah, do you recall I had a feeling about this whole 
thing?” 

“Yes, I do. You think Kamenwati is behind it.” 
“More than him, this whole thing has the stink of that 

spirit all over it.” 
“You mean Abaddon?” 
Dekker nodded and leaned back in his seat. Hannah 

sipped her drink. “Oh, my.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

 
 

THE NEXT MORNING Dekker was up early, roused by 
another telephone call from Dennis Allende. “It looks like 
your Mr. Cole was on a flight from Kingston, Jamaica to 
Heathrow.” 

Dekker asked, “When did he land?” 
“Yesterday,” said Dennis. “I’m afraid there’s no way 

to tell where he went from there.” 
“Thanks, Dennis. You’ve been a big help. Oh, and let 

Jim Lynch know I’ll be heading to London with Hannah.” 
After ending the call, Dekker went to the hotel’s tiny 
business office and logged onto the computer. With only an 
old-style modem, the connection took longer than he was 
accustomed to. He sat drumming his fingers while the little 
device went through its series of whistles and bleeps, finally 
connecting to the Internet. He entered a search for flights 
from Roseau to Heathrow and found a flight on Liat Airlines 
leaving that afternoon for San Juan, Puerto Rico, and from 
there a Delta flight to New York and onward to London on 
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Virgin. It would be a long day, he knew, but they were 
already far behind Cole and there was no time to lose. 

With reservations made, Dekker went to the lobby 
and sat by a house phone. He asked the hotel operator for 
Miss Ahmed’s room and waited for Hannah to answer. He 
was about to hang up when she lifted the receiver. 

“Hello?” 
“Hannah, it’s me.” 
“Oh, Adam. Sorry, I just got out of the shower and 

I’m standing here wrapped in a towel.” Dekker squeezed his 
eyes, picturing her in a towel, drops of water glistening on 
her skin and hair. The image was surprisingly arousing and 
he had to gather his thoughts and focus on the day. 

“Meet me in the patio restaurant.” 
Hannah entered into the restaurant thirty minutes 

later dressed in a breezy print dress that looked stunning. 
She twirled around, showing Dekker the dress. “Like it?” 

“Very much. You look beautiful.” 
“I saw this in the hotel boutique before all this began 

and bought it just for you.” 
“I’m flattered, but I’m afraid you won’t get to wear it 

much longer. I’ve made some plans.” Hannah sat down 
across from Dekker with a slightly pouty expression. “We’re 
going to London.” 

She looked around the open patio restaurant, out to 
the sparkling aqua sea that turned a deeper shade of blue as 
it extended to the horizon. 

“Have I time for breakfast?” 
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“Of course. Our flight doesn’t leave until two 
o’clock.” 

It was almost five the next evening when they landed 
at Heathrow. They were tired from the travel, but Hannah 
was eager to get on Cole’s trail. During the layover in New 
York she had contacted SIS and filled them in on what 
Dennis found about Cole. Her superior assured her SIS 
would begin searching for Cole right away. 

Hannah wanted to go directly to SIS headquarters 
when they reached London, but Dekker was not so inclined. 
He looked at his watch and shook his head. “It’s already five 
o’clock, and it will take us at least an hour to get through 
Immigration and catch a taxi into London. How about we 
just get some rest?” She thought about that for a moment 
and then reconsidered. 

“Perhaps you are right. I am keen to take up the 
chase, but I am tired.” She placed her hand on Dekker’s arm. 
“You haven’t anywhere to stay, and I have a spare room at 
my flat. Why not stay with me? That way we can get an 
early start in the morning.” 

Dekker was slightly uncomfortable with the 
suggestion and struggled to come up with a good excuse not 
to go with her. He did want to deepen the relationship, 
which was, after all, why he dropped everything and flew to 
Dominica. Hannah intrigued him. She was beautiful but 
there was much more to her, a toughness and intelligence 
that matched his own. He realized he did not want to lose 
her, or miss a chance that doesn’t come around too often. He 
counted himself lucky beyond measure to have met and 
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married Kelly and thought there would be no woman who 
could ever take her place, until Hannah. He went to 
Dominica to tell her all these things, but circumstances 
prevented it. 

Now Hannah was offering to take him into her home, 
and he didn’t know what to say. 

“I, uh…” 
“Don’t worry, I won’t bite. This is the most pragmatic 

solution, and I would like you to come.” 
Dekker acquiesced. “Sure. You’re right.” 

 
Hannah unlocked the door to her first floor flat, Dekker 
reminding himself that throughout Europe the first floor is 
the ground level and the floor above, what he knew as the 
second floor, is called the first floor. Inside he saw it was not 
a large apartment but he supposed she spent little time here 
and so a larger space was unnecessary. 

She pulled curtains back across a large window in the 
living room, revealing a pleasant view of a city park across 
the street. Dekker walked to the window. “Nice view.”  

Hannah had moved to the small kitchen and was 
rummaging around in drawers and cabinets. She shot a 
question over her shoulder. “May I get you a drink?” 

“That would be great,” Dekker said as he moved to a 
couch. 

Hannah opened the small refrigerator and shook her 
head. “Sorry, but there’s not much to eat.” She bent over and 
held up a package of string cheese. “Will this do?” 
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Dekker laughed. “No, thank you. I really am still full 
from the flight. They fed us well, didn’t they?” 

Hannah opened a bottle of red wine, grabbed two 
glasses, and sat next to Dekker. 

An hour of small talk led to an empty bottle of wine. 
Placing his glass on the coffee table, Dekker said, “I guess it’s 
time to turn in.” He looked into Hannah’s eyes, thinking 
how startlingly blue they were. “Where would you like me 
to sleep?” 

Hannah stood and took his hand and led him to her 
bedroom. “With me.” 

“Ooh, okay.” Dekker needed no more invitation from 
this beautiful woman. 
 
Dekker stood looking up at the massive building in Vauxhall 
Cross on the South Bank of the River Thames. Hannah, long 
since over the power the huge structure conveyed, moved 
up the stairs to the front doors. Dekker noticed she had a 
sassy sway in her gait and he smiled, remembering their 
night of intense lovemaking, both partners needing to 
release the tension built up during their time in the 
Caribbean. 

“Come on, Adam. C won’t wait forever!” Hannah 
called out. Dekker moved to her side and they entered SIS 
headquarters. 

After Dekker signed in and Hannah showed her SIS 
identification, they took the elevator to the executive offices 
and presented themselves to the administrative assistant 
standing watch over Alex Younger’s office. They were 
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ushered in and stood before the SIS Chief, waiting for him to 
look up from the large stack of papers he was inspecting. 

“Damn computers were supposed to eliminate all 
this,” he said, head still down.  

Dekker half suppressed a laugh at the Chief’s 
comment. 

C looked up at his visitors. “Agent Ahmed. Mr. 
Dekker. Welcome. Take a seat, please.” As they sat he got 
straight to the business at hand. 

“We have been searching for your Mr. Cole, but he 
seems to be a slippery fellow. A background check revealed 
he has a rather sketchy past and seems to have been 
associated with a number of unsavory characters, some here 
in the UK but mostly on the Continent.” C dug through 
papers on one side of his large desk and pulled a folder from 
the pile. “Here is a summary of known over the last several 
years.” 

Hannah took the folder, opened it, and glanced over 
the information. “Thank you, sir. This is what we need to 
begin tracking him.” 

As they stood to leave, C offered more information. 
“It may just be coincidence, but we have a report that Mr. 
Dekker’s friend, Kamenwati, has been sighted in Cairo.” 

Dekker said, “In my experience there are no 
coincidences, sir.” 

“You are right, Mr. Dekker. It is peculiar that this 
Kamenwati character has emerged at the same time Cole 
absconds with the locusts.” 
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Dekker asked, “Did your source say what Kamenwati 
was up to? Is he traveling?” 

“Unknown. At the moment it is only a point of 
interest and something you should take into consideration as 
you track down Cole.” 

Dekker thanked the Director and shook his hand. 
Hannah remained standing and did not presume to shake 
the Chief’s hand. 

As they rode down the elevator, Dekker said, “I guess 
we’ve got some legwork to do.” Hannah nodded in 
agreement. “Let’s go to my office and begin parsing this list 
between us.” 

They got off the elevator on the third floor, which 
featured a large open space with scattered furniture and 
cubicle walls, the floor space surrounded by small offices. 
Hannah led Dekker to one of the offices and invited him in. 

“So this is home for you,” he said. 
“Yes, it may be small but it is functional. Now, let’s 

get down to business.”  
The list contained thirty-nine names, some 

individuals and others organizations but all represented the 
seedy underbelly of society. They discussed each name on 
the list, weighing the relative interest each might have in 
what Cole was offering. 

Hannah sat back with a dark look on her face. “If 
those locusts got into the hands of any one of these, I can’t 
imagine the chaos such a weapon would cause.” 
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Dekker agreed. “I think we can eliminate several. 
Cole is going to want a broker for this deal. He has no 
personal agenda except to make money.” 

Hannah said, “He will have to demonstrate what 
these creatures can do, won’t he?” 

“He will.” Dekker then gave her a quizzical look. “Do 
you think he will set something up here in England or 
somewhere else?” 

Hannah thought for a moment. “I don’t know.” She 
leaned forward and asked, “How do you suppose 
Kamenwati figures into this?” 

“As I told you before, I am pretty sure Kamenwati 
was somehow involved in the development of this hybrid 
bug from Hell, and if Cole has stolen these creatures from 
him, that would be a good reason to come out of hiding.” 

Hannah looked again at the list, now narrowed down 
to just a few possibilities. “I think we should split up on 
this.” 

Dekker agreed, saying, “Fine. Which ones do you 
want?” 

She shook her head. “No, I think you should track 
down Kamenwati and I will investigate our top contenders 
on this list.” 

“Kamenwati,” said Dekker. 
“You have a history with him, and with your 

expertise in the Flows, you are probably the only person able 
to find him.” 

Her logic was sound, and Dekker agreed they should 
divide their efforts. “I’ll take the next flight to Cairo. Does 
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that folder give you the name of the contact who saw 
Kamenwati?” 

Hannah looked through the documents and found the 
one she was looking for. “Yes. He is a CI who often does 
work for SIS. His name is Abdel-Dayem.” 

Dekker stood and placed his hand on her shoulder, 
giving her a warm look. “Wouldn’t you know it. Just when I 
was getting comfortable…” 

“Adam, stop that! Now get out of here. We’ll have 
plenty of time when this is over.” 

Dekker looked serious. “I wonder,” and left the office. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
 
 

HANNAH SPENT THE next two days digging into the life 
of Wesley Cole, and what she found confirmed her 
suspicions that he could very well have a personality 
disorder. She made an appointment with Dr. Amanda Sykes, 
one of the staff psychologists, who looked over the materials 
with a clinical eye. 

“From these notes, it seems this man may have a 
paranoid personality disorder.” Dr. Sykes flipped through 
the pages. “Yes, that diagnosis seems to fit best, although I 
would need to see this man to be sure.” 

Hannah asked, “What does that mean, exactly?” 
Dr. Sykes sat back in her chair and tented her fingers. 

“The paranoid personality views the world as dangerous 
and himself as mistreated. He views others as malevolent, 
and he is secretive. The paranoid personality will suddenly 
and without warning attack others, either verbally or 
physically. He accuses others of malfeasance and sees their 
motives as malevolent. This person will exhibit out-of-
proportion hostile behavior or be unreasonably controlling.” 
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“That is a lot of pathology, Doctor.” 
“Indeed, and the paranoid personality will validate 

his paranoia with beliefs such as, ‘You can’t trust anyone,’ 
‘Nothing is what it seems,’ and ‘They can’t do this to me.’ 
Some examples of this disorder would be Joseph Stalin, the 
American President Richard Nixon, or the famous FBI 
Director J. Edgar Hoover.” 

“I believe I understand, Doctor.” 
“You should be careful Agent Ahmed. This person 

you are chasing views himself as righteous and views others 
as interfering, devious, treacherous, and covert.” 

“So this man has trust issues,” said Hannah. 
“In a word, yes. But it is more than that. You are 

dealing with someone who will have no misgivings about 
harming you.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” Hannah stood and took the 
folder from the psychologist, who looked at her and said, 
“Agent Ahmed, Hannah, you must be careful. Such a 
personality disorder among a member of the general 
citizenry would be a problem, but a criminal with this 
pathology is much more dangerous.” 

Hannah looked down to the folder in her hand and 
then up to the psychologist. “I will.” 
 
Back in her office Hannah began thinking about her next 
move. There were four names on her list that seemed to fit 
Cole’s needs, all well-connected brokers and all on law 
enforcement watch lists. All were connected to not only to 
international terror groups but had reach within 
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governments throughout Europe and the Middle East. “It 
won’t do to go poking one of these snakes too hard,” she 
said to herself. “I will need some help with this.” She picked 
up her cell phone and scrolled through the contacts until she 
found the one she was looking for: Clayton Poole, a 
confidential informant who had proven most valuable the 
last couple of years. 

Hannah’s call that rang only once before being 
answered. A voice whispered, “Can’t talk now. I’ll call you 
back.” Poole hung up without waiting for a reply, but that 
did not bother Hannah. She knew he would call her. 

While waiting she made another call, this one to a 
man named Negm. He lived in London but she first 
encountered him in Egypt. At the time she was posing as a 
dancer in a club frequented by certain members of a rebel 
faction operating out of the Sinai who came to Cairo for R 
and R. Negm seemed to be known to all the rebels, so her 
focus shifted to him. Negm had no idea she was SIS. To him 
she was a pretty dancer who paid attention to him. 

When she had extracted sufficient information on the 
various rebel groups, Hannah had him arrested. Negm had 
been taken completely by surprise, and when Hannah laid 
out his options, a firing squad or working for her, he sprung 
at the chance to change allegiances. With the information 
Negm supplied, Hannah was able to stop a coordinated car 
bombing attack and she gained a valuable new conduit into 
the radical fringe in the Middle East. 

Negm was a little slow to answer her call, but he did 
pick up. “Agent Ahmed, so good to hear from you.” 
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Hannah said, “I’m sure it is, Negm. It’s been too long 
since we last did business. Are you interested?” 

“I am always interested in serving your needs, Agent 
Ahmed.” Negm was busy imagining Hannah in the flowing, 
sexy sheets of translucent cloth used in her dance act. He 
was surprised when she interrupted his daydream. “Negm, 
stop thinking what I know you are imagining and listen to 
what I want.” 

Hannah quizzed him for fifteen minutes about the 
groups he was involved with and expressed surprise at the 
number he claimed to have. Negm was proud, as if 
entanglement with a growing number of disaffected and 
violent people was an accomplishment. Hannah mentioned 
two men of particular interest, both middlemen for terror 
groups. “I will investigate for you, Agent, and call you 
back.” 

No sooner had she ended the call with Negm than her 
cell phone rang. It was Poole returning her call. 

“Agent Ahmed, I apologize for earlier. I was with a 
customer.” 

“I see,” she said. “I need you to look into a couple of 
people for me.” 

“No problem. Who are they?” Hannah gave him the 
names. “Oh, I know these men. Well, I don’t exactly know 
them. I know of them. This won’t be easy.” 

“If it was easy I wouldn’t need you, would I?” She 
went on to express the urgency of the situation and ended 
the call. 

Now Hannah would wait.



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

 
 

THE TRIP TO Cairo began with a bus ride to Aswan, where 
Kamenwati changed into a Western suit. From there it was a 
thirteen hour train ride to the Ramses Station in Cairo. He 
was met by two of his followers. Kamenwati did not notice 
the little man sitting in the station listening to their 
conversation. 

The followers had purchased an airline ticket for 
Kamenwati and escorted him to the train to Cairo 
International Airport, where he boarded a flight to 
Frankfurt. Exhausted from the travel, he took a hotel room 
for the night. It felt like he had just fallen asleep when there 
was an insistent banging inside his head. He held his head 
with both hands and groaned with an agony unlike any he 
had felt before. Kamenwati was being summoned in the 
Flows, and none too politely. 

It was the Abaddon spirit, a contact Kamenwati had 
been avoiding. 

My master. I apologize but I was asleep. 
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Where have you been? Why have we not communicated for 
days? There was a pause and then a darker, more sinister 
question was put to Kamenwati. Has something gone wrong? 

Kamenwati struggled to assure the spirit that all was 
well. Our program is moving forward. I haven’t contacted you 
because I am totally focused on a problem… 

And what problem might that be? 
It was at the laboratory site in Dominica… 
Dominica! I can’t imagine why you chose such an out-of-

the-way place. And now you say there has been a problem. 
Master, I took advantage of an opportunity. That is the 

only reason we are in Dominica. 
Tell me of the development. How are the broods? 
Kamenwati hesitated, his skull still aching, and 

searched for the right way to phrase his response. My master, 
that is the very issue that consumed my attention. You see, there 
was an accident of some kind that has impacted our timeline. 

What sort of accident? 
I do not know, and that is why I am en route at this 

moment. Kamenwati looked around his hotel room as if 
Abaddon might somehow be looking at him and know he 
was nowhere near Dominica. It was a ridiculous notion, but 
his distress was very real, and so his eyes darted around the 
room. I planned to wait until I knew what the situation was before 
contacting you. I apologize if I have erred, but at this moment I can 
tell you no more. 

Very well. You will contact me the moment you have 
information. 
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Kamenwati breathed a sigh of relief. It will be as you 
wish, Master. He felt the spirit withdrawing. The pressure 
inside his skull diminished and finally disappeared, leaving 
him weak and spent.  

Speaking to the empty room, Kamenwati said, “I 
must find that man and the broods.” 

Shuddering at the thought of failure, he packed 
quickly and left the room. He would waste no more time. 
 
Dekker stood on a rooftop patio overlooking Cairo, a city of 
more than twenty million people. He had been waiting for 
an hour, but he was prepared to wait another hour or more. 
He was meeting with Abdel-Dayem, the man who claimed 
to have seen Kamenwati, and from previous experience he 
knew confidential informants tended not to be the kind of 
people for whom timeliness was important.  

He leaned on the rooftop wall, taking in the sight of 
the Pyramids in the distance and recalling Hannah’s belief 
that these structures were not tombs at all, but had some 
other purpose. He closed his eyes and felt the Flows 
emanating from the Pyramid of Khufu, and he theorized 
that the nexus point in the Pyramids was probably not its 
only purpose. Hannah was right, they served another 
purpose, something even he, with his knowledge and 
awareness of Magick, could not imagine. His reverie was 
interrupted by a voice behind him. 

“Mr. Dekker?” 
He turned around to find a strange little man of 

indeterminate age. His short stature and traditional 



 

 159 

gallibaya made him almost invisible in Cairo’s sea of 
humanity. His dark, weathered face had no expression and 
he did not blink. 

“Yes, I’m Dekker. You are Abdel-Dayem?” 
“At your service, sir.” The strange little man bowed 

slightly. Dekker invited him to his side. 
Dekker said, “I understand you have seen 

Kamenwati.” 
Abdel-Dayem nodded. “Yes, I have seen him and 

reported it to my contact at the British embassy. They said 
you wanted to meet me, and  they said when you have made 
sure I tell the truth, you will pay my fee.” 

Dekker was surprised at the request for payment, 
assuming the Brits would have taken care of that. Then 
again, it didn’t matter. If this man had seen Kamenwati, 
Dekker would be happy to pay him again. He nodded 
agreement and said, “Go on.” 

“It was three days ago. I was in the Ramses Station 
and happened to overhear two men greet another who just 
arrived on a train from the south.” 

“And what did they say?” 
“The two men seemed most humble before the new 

arrival, as if greeting a high official. The man was quite 
distinguished in a tailored suit, and he held himself as if he 
were a newly arisen pharaoh. They greeted him in the 
Egyptian manner and addressed him as Master Kamenwati. 
He hushed them quickly, telling them not to speak his name. 
This, of course, made me more suspicious and I went 
straight away to the embassy.” 
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Dekker said, “Three days ago you say?” Abdel-
Dayem nodded vigorously. “Do you know where the men 
went?” 

“They headed toward the airport train.” 
“You’ve done well,” Dekker said, and he pulled out a 

wad of Egyptian pound notes, peeled off several, and gave 
them to the informant. 

Abdel-Dayem said, “Thank you, sir. If I can be of 
further assistance…” 

“Thank you. I’ll keep you in mind.” 
Dekker watched the little man leave and turned his 

attention to the matter at hand: tracking Kamenwati. He 
pulled out his cell phone and dialed Dennis at NCTC. As he 
waited for Dennis to answer, he remembered the time 
difference. Cairo is six hours ahead of Washington, DC, and 
so the day was just beginning for the young computer 
genius. 

After several rings, Dennis answered, greeting 
Dekker with enthusiasm. 

After catching up on recent events, Dennis said he 
was surprised that Dekker was in Egypt. “Didn’t we deal 
with that guy already?” 

“No, Dennis, we didn’t deal with Kamenwati. He fled 
England before we could catch him and he’s been off the 
grid since—until now. I just met with a man who saw 
Kamenwati.” 

“No way!” 
“He was seen at the train station here in Cairo three 

days ago. He was observed going to another train that goes 
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to the airport. Will you check the passenger lists of all 
departing flights and see if you can find him?” 

“Of course. But if he used a false name, it will be 
difficult to find him.” 

“You’re right, but I think he will go somewhere in the 
EU and then travel on to England.” 

Dennis said, “Oh, yeah, once he’s in Europe there are 
no travel restrictions.” 

“Exactly. So look for flights to Europe, especially 
Greece, France, or Germany,” said Dekker. “Call me right 
away when you find something.” 
 
Twelve hours later Dennis called back. Dekker was sitting 
quietly in the hotel bar, nursing a drink, uncomfortable with 
his inability to do anything to track Kamenwati. When his 
cell phone rang he dug into a pocket and answered. 

“Dennis, what do you have for me?” 
“I followed your line of thinking, that Kamenwati 

would get back to England through an EU country. I figured 
he wasn’t dumb enough to use his correct name…” 

“He used an alias,” said Dekker. 
“That’s what I was counting on. So I began searching 

flights from Cairo, looking for passengers with Egyptian 
passports and unusual names.” 

“What do you mean, unusual?” 
“Names that are non-Arabic.” 
“Like what?” 
Dennis moved into his lecture mode. “Kamenwati 

means ‘Dark Rebel’ in Egyptian and comes from pre-Arabic 
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times. So, extrapolating, I made a list of other names that 
mean the same thing or might point in the same direction, if 
you take my meaning.” 

“I’m with you so far,” said Dekker. 
“Well, virtually all of the passengers going to 

European destinations on Egyptian passports had Arabic 
names. Except one.” 

Dekker was becoming impatient. “And…” 
“There was one person who fit the bill. I actually had 

to research name origins, but this one hit the mark dead-on.” 
“Dennis, the name please.” 
“Dunstan. It’s an Anglo-Saxon name composed of the 

elements ‘dun,’ which means black or dark, and ‘stan,’ 
meaning stone. Hence, ‘black stone’ or ‘dark stone’.” 

“You don’t think that’s stretching it a bit?” 
“Not at all, especially considering I found a Dunstan 

traveling to Frankfurt.” 
“Now that is interesting, Dennis. Were you able to 

track him from there?” 
“That’s not so easy. Airlines keep passenger manifests 

but other forms of transportation don’t.” 
“So Kamenwati/Dunstan could take a train, for 

instance, and travel undetected?” 
“That’s right. We know he went to Germany, but his 

movements after that are not clear.” 
Dekker thought for a moment, then said, “I need to 

get ahead of him.” 
“How will you do that? You don’t even know where 

he’s going.” 
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“That’s the funny part. I think I do know where to 
find him. He’s going to London. He needs to find Cole—and 
the broods.” 

 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
 

HANNAH SPENT THE next day and a half digging up all 
she could on her four chief suspects, two British and two 
Ukrainian. The first Brit was Peter Shaw, a dark character 
who cared nothing for his people or homeland. He operated 
on the fringe of society, traveling often to Eastern Europe 
and occasionally to the Middle East. The two Ukrainians 
operated entirely in the former Soviet bloc, and while they 
had deep roots in all  types of crime, their business seemed 
mostly rooted in arms trading. 

The second Brit was Dalton Rees, a so-called 
businessman operating somewhere in London. He had 
oblique connections to criminal and terrorist groups. 
Researching the two Brits led her to conflicting conclusions. 
On the one hand, Shaw was clearly involved with criminal 
elements.  On the other hand, Rees was involved in a variety 
of business transactions, not all of them illegal. 

Looking more closely at the two, she couldn’t make 
up her mind which might be handling Cole’s merchandise. 
She would have to wait. 
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Hannah busied herself with administrative work that 
had piled up on her desk. Lost in mind-numbing details, she 
also lost track of time and was startled back into the here-
and-now by a knock on her office door. 

“Ma’am? There is a telephone call for you,” said the 
administrative assistant. 

Hannah looked up, a little confused. “Humph?” 
“A call.” The admin pointed at the telephone on her 

desk. “For you.” 
She thanked the woman and looked curiously at the 

telephone. “I never get calls on this.” She punched the 
flashing button and answered. It was her CI, Clayton Poole. 

“I may have something for you,” said Poole. “One of 
your targets, Dalton Rees, seems to be making strange 
inquiries.” 

“Strange? What do you mean?” 
“The word is out he’s selling some kind of weapon 

that is not conventional.” 
“Do you know what the weapon is?” 
“That’s just it. I’ve only heard ‘unconventional’ or 

‘strange’ and ‘new’ to describe it. More than that, I can’t 
say.” 

Hannah exclaimed, “This has to be our man.” 
Poole was confused. “How can you know that?” 
“What I’m looking for, what Cole stole, could only be 

described that way. Can you tell me how to find this man 
Rees?” 

“I’ll see if I can get that for you.” 
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Hannah hung up and sat back in her chair. “Now 
we’re getting somewhere.” 
 
Hannah wandered the streets of Inner London, searching 
out the three general locations Poole had given her as 
possible sites for Rees’ operations. They were all in the 
Hackney area, an East London borough in transition from an 
industrial, working-class neighborhood to a gentrified 
collection of restored Victorian mansions and warehouses 
converted to high-end condominiums. The areas she was 
directed to had not yet seen the new money or development, 
the buildings dark and rundown and the area populated 
mostly by gangs and Muslim immigrants. 

She had never been in this part of London, and now 
standing on a corner looking from one building to another, 
she realized why Poole could not give her addresses. There 
were none, at least not in this area of Hackney. The 
abandoned or run-down Victorian era row homes were 
surrounded by small warehouses and factories, all long since 
out of business. It was a dreary area where hope seemed far 
away. 

Unable to identify the buildings she was looking for, 
Hannah was forced to ask people on the street. She knew 
this would create suspicion among the locals and could 
possibly be dangerous, but there were few options. She 
looked for other women on the street, but all she found were 
prostitutes, and they were not given to answering questions. 

After wandering narrow streets with no success, she 
felt someone looking at her, not just looking but 
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concentrating. It was strange, but it was a sense she had 
since childhood and came to trust. She stopped and turned 
around, looking for the source of her feeling. Her eyes fixed 
on a broken window across the street and saw the dim 
outline of an observer. The figure in the window pulled back 
out of sight, and Hannah moved across the street to the 
building entrance. 

“Hullo?” Hannah said, announcing her entrance into 
the abandoned building. “Come out. I know you are in 
here.” 

A distant scuffling of feet gave her a bearing on the 
observer. Moving with practiced stealth, she made her way 
to the left in a slight crouch. She heard something bump 
ahead, moving deeper into the dark interior of the shuttered 
building. Following the sound, she found herself at the 
threshold of another room where she hesitated. 

This isn’t feeling right. I’m being led farther inside. Now 
frozen in place, Hannah turned to begin a retreat back to the 
street but her right foot struck some debris with a gentle 
scrape. To Hannah the sound was deafening. Chastising 
herself for being so careless, she lifted her foot and placed it 
carefully before her, but before she could move another step 
there was a rush around her. Hands grabbed her, strong 
hands, she observed, and more than one person. 

Hannah attempted to break the hold on her, but she 
could not. She felt foolish for walking into a trap, and she 
was determined not to make it easy for them. Squirming and 
kicking, she fought with all her strength. 
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An evil smelling sack was put over her head and 
someone grabbed her legs, lifting them off the ground and 
effectively ending her ability to resist. She felt herself being 
carried. Three men, she told herself, and they seem disciplined. 
She heard a muted order from another person ahead of 
them. No, four. A door slid open. We’re going outside, she 
thought. Perhaps this kidnapping will be seen by others. But her 
hope was short lived. Almost immediately she was tossed 
into what she assumed was a lorry or transport van, and she 
heard two of her abductors climb in too, and then they sat in 
silence. 

The van quickly moved away. She tried keeping track 
of their turns, but the tortured maze of streets and alleys in 
this part of London made it impossible. All she could do was 
lie still and wait to see what these kidnappers wanted. 

After thirty minutes of driving, the vehicle came to a 
stop. She listened as a door in the cab opened and shut, and 
she heard a man hail someone else. “Oye! Over here!” 

Hannah listened as someone approached. She 
thought, A man, presumably, but she was unable to hear most 
of the conversation. After the initial shout the conversation 
between the men was low. She could tell there was some 
sort of negotiation going on, the man from the truck 
becoming angry with the other. At one point voices were 
raised and she was able to make out what they were saying. 

“I told you we’d grab the woman, and we did. We 
agreed on a price, and now you want to change it?” 

There was an indistinct reply. 
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“Waddaya mean, you want us to make her 
disappear? That’ll cost you more. Much more.” 

There was another quiet reply that Hannah was 
unable to hear, but clearly the two men had come to some 
agreement. 

The man from the transport opened a rear door and 
addressed the two guards sitting on either side of Hannah. 
“New plan: the whore will be taken to the buyers for a 
demonstration.” The two men inside grunted their 
understanding. “And there will be a bonus in it for all of us.” 
That seemed to please the men. 

The door closed with a slam and soon the van was 
moving. Hannah had no idea where they were taking her, 
but she was able to understand the subtext: she was going to 
a site where Cole, or his middleman, was setting up a 
demonstration. A demonstration of what? She thought again of 
the discipline of her abductors, driving a complicated route, 
and maintaining silence in her presence. This could only be a 
show for buyers. And for her, a final, deadly performance. 
And I’ve conveniently made myself their test subject.  She knew 
the lethality of the locusts, had seen the horror of their 
attack, and she now understood she was to die in an 
agonizing and cruel manner, eaten alive by hybrid locusts. 

Hannah simply had to find a way to escape; her only 
alternative was death. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

 
 
 

KAMENWATI DID NOT notice the German countryside 
passing by his railcar window. His thoughts were 
uncharacteristically unfocused, even scattered, as he 
struggled with the unforeseen circumstances of his situation. 
On the one side was Abaddon, a spirit whose influence he 
had accepted in a moment of defeat and confusion, a spirit 
almost all-powerful who had conferred a good deal of that 
power to him. On the other side he was filled with doubt 
and fear for his very life. The spirit was demanding more of 
him now, expecting its thoughts or ideas to be acted upon 
without hesitation or question. That very expectation was 
counter to Kamenwati’s nature and was driving him to his 
present line of thinking: how to get out of this unholy 
relationship, no, this ungodly alliance, and retain his life. 

He realized his nose was bleeding, as it seemed to do 
more often now, and he pulled out a handkerchief to wipe 
the blood away. Kamenwati rubbed his temples in an 
attempt to sooth a growing headache, realizing these were 
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symptoms of stress. How dependent have I become on the spirit’s 
advice and direction? 

It seemed, with every day that passed, he felt like he 
was falling into a bottomless hole. He went for days without 
eating, and as for sleep, the strange ether that formed the 
Abaddon spirit’s existence sustained him. The longer he was 
“submerged,” as he came to think of it, the harder it was to 
“surface” and come out of it. He knew what Kambrian, that 
sad previous host, had experienced at Abaddon’s hand. 
Kamenwati shuddered to think his predecessor had that 
spirit in control for one hundred years before being driven 
out. 

As he was emerging from his last episode with the 
Abaddon spirit, Kamenwati had a moment to consider his 
situation, and none of the options looked especially 
promising. When he learned of the incident at the Dominica 
facility, a plan began taking shape. Perhaps not a true plan, 
but at least an opportunity for him to follow. 

Days before he had deduced it was the security officer 
who stole the broods, and given the man’s background, it 
followed he would sell the locust broods on the black 
market. “He will no doubt promote this as a new weapon, 
one that is easily deployed. But does he realize these 
creatures are infused with an evil spirit, one that will not be 
contained, and once let loose, like the fabled genie, will 
never get back into the bottle? I think not.” He left the two 
acolytes in Germany with instructions to spread the word 
through the scattered, but not entirely defunct, Brotherhood 
seeking information on the traitor Cole.  
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Kamenwati gazed out the window for a moment 
before voicing a new idea. “This is perhaps the angle I seek. 
Those broods may be my best bargaining chip with the 
Abaddon spirit.” 

He wiped another trickle of blood from his nose. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 

 
 
 

DEKKER STEPPED OFF the flight from Cairo, eager to tell 
Hannah that Kamenwati was indeed on the move and 
apparently heading to England. He took a taxi to SIS 
headquarters and, after going through the guest check-in 
procedures, was told Agent Ahmed had not been heard 
from. “But that is not unusual for a field agent, Mr. Dekker,” 
explained the woman delivering the disturbing news. “She 
will often go days or weeks without contact. It goes with the 
job.” 

He thanked the lady and asked her for Hannah’s last 
report. 

It wasn’t much, just a list of four names and possible 
connections to them. Dekker studied the names and their 
locations, as well as their known affiliations. You found 
something, Hannah and that’s the reason you haven’t reported in. 
The more he thought about it, the greater his concern. He 
turned to the only method he could think of to find her: 
Magick. 
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He checked in with Frank Braithwaite, a supervisor of 
some sort, and asked to be shown to Hannah’s office. 
Brathwaite gave Dekker a look that seemed a little 
uncooperative, but in the end he agreed. 

Sitting in her chair, Dekker first turned around and 
closed the blinds on the small window. The single desk lamp 
cast a pool of light across the desktop. Dekker sat back and 
closed his eyes, settling his emotions and clearing his 
thoughts. Soon he discerned the familiar flow of energy that 
allowed him to operate on another plane of existence. The 
Flows are neither good nor bad but a neutral force flowing 
from point to point across the world and those schooled in 
their use are able to communicate, search, and learn. 

Slipping into the Flows, Dekker concentrated on 
emitting an image of Hannah, hoping to locate her. The 
Flows operate on images, colors, emotions, and shapes, not 
on verbal exchanges. Those skilled in communicating in the 
Flows, like his friend and mentor, Galdur, are able to carry 
on what may be considered a conversation, but Dekker 
could do little more than frame an image and trust the 
person receiving it could correctly interpret his meaning. 

The image he was transmitting was simple, his 
memory of Hannah’s face, but he hoped she would, or 
could, respond. She had the basic skills to communicate in 
this unusual way, and in moments of extreme stress, she had 
connected with Dekker. He concentrated on holding 
Hannah’s image for one quarter hour. It was difficult to do, 
holding a single image in his mind and not getting 
distracted. Fifteen minutes stretched to twenty, and he was 
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about to give up when, like a tiny light on the horizon, a 
point of focus appeared. In his mind, in the Flows, Dekker 
flew to the faint glow until he was upon it. He reached out 
gently uttering her name. 

Hannah? 
He waited and asked again, Hannah? Can you 

understand me? You’ve done this before. Just give in to the Flows. 
You can do it. I know you can. 

There was a disconcerted response, something 
Dekker recognized as confusion. Hannah was trying to 
speak instead of using images. 

Hannah. Dekker framed the picture of himself sitting 
at her desk. Use pictures. Can you show me where you are? 

He began to see a murky out-of-focus image of a 
room with a single door. No, it was double doors on an 
adjacent wall. Where the hell was she? Hannah, can you show 
me your hands and feet? 

The image shifted and he saw hands bound with 
black electrical tape. Good. I can see your hands are bound but 
not your feet. Do you have any means of breaking your bonds? He 
fashioned an image of a knife slicing through the black tape 
to communicate the last question. 

While Dekker was able to communicate more 
complex thoughts and feelings, her only means of conveying 
an answer was to concentrate on her hands and spread them 
outward at the wrists in a gesture of submission. 

I understand and see you are trapped. Can you give me 
anything on your abduction, on how they got you to the place 
you’re in now? 
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Hannah concentrated, conjuring images of men 
grabbing her, tossing her into a van and driving. She then 
created the image of one of the locusts, its teeth gnashing, its 
claws grasping, and her fear she was to be a demonstration 
subject. 

I sense your fear, Hannah, and I will come to you. But you 
need to give me a clue to your whereabouts. 

Hannah recalled the forceful pushing, men leading 
her out of the van and into a building, and the hood being 
pulled off her head. The image of her brief view of a room 
and windows came through clearly to Dekker. He focused 
on the things he saw through her memory of the window: 
water, presumably the Thames, and a portion of a looming 
white dome with spikes sticking up from it. 

Of course! It’s the O2 arena. That’s why it caught your 
attention. Good work, Hannah. Stay calm and know that I will 
find you. 

Dekker ended the session, opened the blinds, and 
searched for a map of London. 
 
Dekker no sooner ended the communication than the door 
of Hannah’s small room slammed open. The noise startled 
her, but she soon regained her composure. The man 
standing in the doorway was not tall, and despite the 
bandanna wrapped across his face, she recognized him as 
Arab and suddenly knew what Cole was up to. 

The man stood in the door staring at her. Then he 
pulled down the bandanna, and she realized he was leering. 
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Hannah knew she had to take charge and said in Arabic, “Is 
that a smile, or are your lips sliding off your teeth?” 

The leering look vanished, replaced by surprise and 
then annoyance. He obviously wasn’t expecting the woman 
to address him in his native tongue, and certainly not with 
that tone, and it put him on the defensive. He wanted to 
strike her. 

Hannah sat against the wall with a look that could 
scorch paint, a look that clearly said, “Don’t even think 
about it.”  

The man got the message. He grabbed Hannah’s arm 
and led her out of the room. There was no attempt to cover 
her head as before. 

Hannah was bolstered by her communication with 
Dekker and looked carefully at her surroundings. 
Unfortunately, there was little to see, the walls plain white, 
no windows, and the floors polished concrete. There were 
other doors in the wide hallway she was being escorted 
through, but none were open and there were no signs or 
markings. Not much to show you here, Dekker, she thought. 

They reached the end of the hall and entered a 
doorway on the right. 

The room was large, like a conference room, but 
instead of a meeting table and chairs the decor was gaudy. 
Colored fabrics hung from the walls, braided rugs covered 
the floor, and there were several low, thick-cushioned 
couches placed at odd intervals. Lighting came from several 
floor lamps, each with the shade covered in a different 
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colored silk cloth. Hannah thought it looked like someone’s 
idea of an Arab brothel. 

There were no windows in this room, and she 
thought, Not much to see here either, other than the obvious, but 
that won’t help Dekker. 

A man was seated on a couch. The small pool of 
yellow light from the lamp behind him created odd shadows 
on his features. Hannah did not speak but stood proudly, 
waiting for the man to speak first. There was a long interval 
while he looked at her, taking her measure. 

“You have pried into something you should not 
have,” he said. “I am afraid you will have to pay for that.” 

Hannah stood firm. “Who are you?” 
“That is unimportant. What you need to know is I am 

holding you, and there is no escape.” 
Hannah asked angrily, “What are you going to do 

with me?” 
The man laughed softly and said, “If you must know, 

you are to be part of a demonstration.” He leaned forward 
for emphasis. “In fact, you are the star, the main attraction of 
this exhibition I’ve set up for certain interested parties.” This 
confirmed what she suspected. 

“I’m not going to be the main attraction for 
anything.” She looked around and saw her escort team still 
standing behind her, arms crossed. “I don’t even know why 
you’ve kidnapped me. I was doing some research for an 
article on the resurgence of the Hackney area. I was told to 
find someone named Dalton Rees.” 
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The man stood and walked up to her, but he was 
obviously being careful to remain beyond her reach. “You 
have found me, and I don’t believe your story for a 
moment.” Rees circled around her. “I don’t know what 
police agency you are with, but it doesn’t matter. Tomorrow 
you will die.” 

Hannah stiffened. This is far more than a threat, she 
thought. He’s not even looking for ransom or anything else. My 
only hope is Dekker, and I pray he is truly coming.  
 
A taxi pulled up to the building on the Thames and 
disgorged its passenger. The man looked up at the 
nondescript building and entered. He was met by a young 
man, who acknowledged him with a nod and turned to lead 
the way to his superior. 

The gauzy fabric covering the walls parted and 
Wesley Cole entered a room he could hardly believe. 
Looking around at the wall coverings, rugs, and furniture, 
he could only shake his head. “Nice,” he said with sarcasm. 

Dalton Rees did not stand but gestured for Cole to 
join him. “Come, come. Do you like my little getaway?” 

Cole accepted the invitation and moved to a low chair 
adjacent to Rees’ couch. He sat with knees uncomfortably 
elevated. He said, “Your message said you had something 
for me. What is it?” 

Rees gave him an evil smile. “I have arranged a buyer 
for your ‘weapon,’ and I have also managed to arrange a test 
subject.” 

“Test subject?” Cole was surprised. “Who? Where?” 
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“As you suspected, a militant Muslim group is most 
interested in your product, but they will not pay until they 
see how it works.” 

Cole replied, “I anticipated this. But what about this 
test subject?” 

Rees sat back. “It was all quite by chance, but the 
opportunity was too good to pass up. A woman, some sort 
of policeman I believe, was combing the streets of Hackney 
looking for me. I obliged her desire to find me, and now 
she’s here, ready to take part in your demonstration.” 

Cole was suspicious. How had someone linked Rees 
to him? And how did it happen so quickly? “Who is this 
woman?” 

Rees looked upward, trying to remember. “We found 
a driver’s license on her indicating her name is Hannah 
Ahmed.” 

Cole’s features darkened. “You fool!” 
Rees recoiled at the rebuke. 
“I know this woman. In fact, I thought I had already 

taken care of her.” Cole was trying to remember exactly how 
he left her and the man with her in Dominica. “She couldn’t 
have escaped.” 

Rees saw the confusion on his client’s face and said, “I 
see.” 

Cole said, “She’s been a thorn in my side, and you 
should know she is an SIS officer.” 

Rees’s eyes opened wide. “Oh, you never said 
anything about SIS being involved.” 

“I told you I thought I had that handled.” 
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Rees squinted. “Apparently not.” 
Cole looked around and asked, “Where is she now?” 
“She’s locked in a storage room at the end of the hall.” 
“Who else knows she’s here?” Cole asked. “Did she 

contact anyone?” 
Rees thought for a moment. “No, she spoke to no one. 

As I said, she was looking around the streets of Hackney. 
My people said she never made a cell phone call.” 

“Were your men followed here? Any sign of 
pursuit?” Rees shook his head. 

Cole relaxed slightly. “Good, good. That means she 
was operating alone. And now that I think of it, she is the 
perfect subject for the demonstration.” 

Rees said, “We lack only the product. When may I 
expect it? The client is scheduled to come tomorrow.” 

Cole stood. “I will bring one of the broods here. You 
must have a sealed room.” He looked up at the ceiling, 
pointing to an air vent. “And I mean totally sealed. We 
wouldn’t want one of my ‘subjects’ getting loose.” 

Rees stood as well, saying, “I will make the 
arrangements, both for your ‘subjects,’ as you say, and the 
viewing arrangements for the client.” 

As Cole left the broker he was thinking about the 
possibility the entire project could be derailed. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY 
 
 
 

DEKKER HAD NO trouble finding O2, London’s premiere 
entertainment and concert venue. Based on the small portion 
of the roof Hannah saw through the window, he was able to 
calculate her approximate location.  

A search on Google Earth revealed she was across 
and up the Thames, giving him a good idea where to begin 
searching. He left immediately for Lower Lea Crossing, a 
route that would take him to Dock Road and then the 
waterfront, his final destination. 

The area was strangely deserted and appeared 
neglected. “Except for that building,” Dekker said. He was 
looking at a two-story structure, freshly painted in light 
pastel tones, with windows at regular intervals facing the 
Thames and at O2, across the river. 

“Bingo!” said Dekker. 
Despite the absence of people, he looked to confirm 

no one was around, at least outside the building. He knew 
there were others in the building from his earlier 
communication with Hannah, but how many and how they 
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might be armed was not known. He had no idea Wesley 
Cole, the man they chased half way around the world, left 
thirty minutes before. 

Dekker approached the building with caution. There 
were no doors on the river side, and so his reconnoiter 
would be on the opposite side. He concentrated on 
extending his awareness ahead, something he called a “sixth 
sense,” a sensitivity to danger that saved him more times 
than he would like to admit. It was this ability that became 
the foundation of his indoctrination into the world of 
Magick, thanks to the tutelage of the Icelandic mystic, 
Galdur. 

Closing his eyes, Dekker reached ahead with his mind 
and, receiving no feeling of danger, moved to the corner of 
the building. He noticed several parked cars, but still there 
was no sense of danger. Moving to the front entrance, 
Dekker found a set of glass doors that were tinted, forcing 
him to get very close to peer inside. Empty. 

He tested the left hand door and found it locked. 
Damn, I sure hope they don’t keep both their doors locked. They 
didn’t. The right hand door opened. He slipped inside and 
stepped to the right. No one’s around, I wonder why? 

Voices came from a hallway across the main lobby, 
and Dekker slid into the opposite doorway. The talking 
became more distinct as two men entered the lobby. 

One man, the younger of the pair, said, “Hey, don’t 
yell at me! It wasn’t my job to lock up after he left.” 
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The other responded, “You were told to return the 
woman and then come out here and lock the doors. Why is 
that so hard?” 

“I got distracted, okay? She put up a fight as we got 
her to the room. Look. See this gash on my arm? I had to 
clean it up first.” 

The second man answered mockingly, “Yeah, yeah, 
blah-blah-blah. You got nothing but excuses, Mick. One day 
they won’t work any more and you’ll be sorry.” 

Dekker peeked out the slightly ajar door and 
observed the pair now standing at the front doors. 

The young man, Mick, pulled a key ring from his 
pocket and locked the door Dekker had entered. 

“There. Are you happy now?” 
The older of the pair tested the doors to confirm they 

were locked. “Let’s go,” he said. “Mr. Rees called a meeting 
and we are late.” 

Dekker watched as the pair left the lobby, and he 
realized how lucky he had been to get in. He was left with a 
lingering question about who exactly “he,” the one who left 
earlier, was. A meeting had been called and that meant most, 
if not all, of the building staff would be in one place—his 
opportunity to find Hannah. 

Dekker followed Mick and his older companion 
down the hall. They continued bickering until reaching a 
doorway where the elder man shushed Mick, knocked, and 
entered. 

When the door closed, Dekker approached, wary that 
others might be coming, but Mick and his companion 
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seemed to be the last. Pressing his ear against the door he 
heard only low tones, and it seemed to be from a single 
person. That must be Rees. It sounds like he’s giving instructions. 
Reaching out with his mind, Dekker sensed six additional 
people listening intently to the speaker. He had no idea how 
long the meeting would last, and so time was of the essence. 

The hallway continued at a right angle, and he 
decided that way, toward the rear of the building, was 
probably where he would find Hannah. He stopped at each 
door along the corridor, listening and testing for activity 
with his mind. 

It wasn’t until the last door on the left that he felt 
Hannah. He sensed her anger, her frustration, and her fear. 
The door was locked, but a few moments with his multi-tool 
opened the door. He discovered Hannah sitting on the floor 
against the back wall. Her hands were bound in electrical 
tape and she was attempting to cut through it with her teeth. 

Dekker said, “May I help?” Scrambling to her feet, 
she rushed to Dekker and thew her bound hands around his 
neck and passionately kissed him. “Dekker!” 

He slowly disengaged, pulling her bound wrists over 
his head. “There’s a greeting I won’t soon forget.” He took 
her hands and held them up. “But I think we’ve got another 
priority at the moment.” Using the blade in his multi-tool, 
Dekker sliced the tape. 

Hannah pulled the remaining tape off while he 
explained their situation. “Whoever these characters are, 
they’re in a room up the hall. That’s good news for us 
because they are all in one place.” 
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“What’s the bad news?” 
Dekker escorted her to the doorway. “The only door 

out of here, the front door, is now locked. In other 
circumstances that wouldn’t be a problem: a simple kick 
would open it. But I don’t know how sturdy the doors are, 
and my sense is they won’t give way on my first kick.” 

Hannah, understanding the dilemma, said, “If it 
requires multiple bashes, they will come running.” 

Dekker nodded. “And probably with guns blazing. 
Did you see any other outside doors?” 

Hannah thought for a moment and then lit up. “Yes, I 
believe I did.” She turned around and pulled Dekker back 
into the storage room being used as her cell. She pointed to a 
pair of double doors on what must be the outside wall. 
“These were never actually opened, but given this is some 
sort of a storeroom and that…” she said, pointing in the 
general direction of the doors, “is presumably the outside 
wall, I would guess that is our answer.” 

Dekker smiled. “You are a wonder, Hannah.” 
Stepping to the double doors, Dekker got down on 

one knee and began working on the simple lock with his 
multi-tool. Hannah went back and closed the door leading 
into the hall, and very soon she heard a click. Dekker looked 
back to her and said, “I hope they don’t have an alarm.” 

Hannah shrugged. “Can it be any worse than trying 
to crash our way out the front door?” Dekker turned the 
knob and pulled the door inward. Light from outside 
streamed in, causing him to blink, but he heard no alarm. 

“Let’s go!” 



 

 187 

Hannah ran outside with Dekker following. Haste 
wasn’t necessary since it would be several hours before the 
escape was discovered. 
 
Mick sat quietly, listening to the boss go on about security, 
watching out for strangers, and other items of little 
importance to the young man. He hated this sort of thing, 
and his body language said very clearly he was not at all 
pleased to be sitting in this lecture. 

In truth, the boss, Rees, was not given to much public 
speaking and so wandered around each of his points. This 
only irritated Mick all the more, causing him to slouch down 
in his chair and cross his arms over his chest. 

Mick tuned in enough to hear the boss talk about a 
demonstration the next morning and how they all needed to 
make preparations. He thought to himself, What kind of 
demonstration? And why all the elaborate steps, like sealing air 
vents in the room? It was all a mystery to Mick, and he 
quickly reverted to his own thoughts, mostly about pubs 
and girls. 

The meeting finally came to an end, and Mick was 
glad to get up and leave. 

One of the others caught up to Mick in the hallway 
and began talking about their various assignments for the 
next day’s event. “Hey, Mick, you ready to do your part?” 

Mick answered, “Yeah, I’ll do it all right.” He looked 
around and said quietly, “By the way, what am I supposed 
to do?” 
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The other man gave him a disappointed look. “You 
gotta learn to listen, Mick. The boss isn’t very forgiving.” 

Mick looked back toward the doors. “The boss kind of 
scares me. I mean, you never know what’s going to set him 
off.” 

“Exactly, so you’d better learn to pay attention.” 
“Okay, so what is my assignment?” Mick asked. 
“You gotta go get some rubber seals for all the doors 

in that storage room and then put ‘em on.” 
Mick shrugged. “Oh, okay. I can do that.” Looking to 

his companion he continued, “Where do I get that stuff?” 
The man gave an exasperated sigh. “I don’t know, 

Mick. Use your head for a change. Go out and find a store.” 
He pushed on ahead leaving young Mick to figure out this 
problem on his own. 
 
Rees waited until his people left the room. He liked to call 
them “my people,” as if they were a staff, like at a company. 
In reality they were an assembly of thugs and toughs from 
Hackney and being paid to provide protection for the 
upcoming negotiation. 

The cell phone in his pocket chirped and he answered 
the call. “Yes?” 

The caller did not identify himself, asking only, “Is it 
ready?” 

“It will be. Tomorrow, ten o’clock, at the location I 
gave you earlier. Is that acceptable?” 

There was a long moment of silence before the caller 
replied, “It is.” 
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Rees asked, “How many should I expect? I want to be 
certain everyone can view the demonstration.” 

“Twelve.” Rees did not expect such a large group and 
was trying to figure how to accommodate them all. 

“That is more than expected. May I set up a video 
feed?” 

“Yes, as long as we may personally verify the 
results.” 

“That won’t be a problem. I will make the 
arrangements.” 

The call ended, and Rees looked around the opulent 
surroundings. He wondered if the Islamic fanatics might 
find it objectionable. No, on second thought, he was certain 
they would see the room as decadent and self-indulgent. 

He decided to set up the video feed in a room on the 
opposite side of the building, and he pushed the telephone’s 
intercom button to give instructions to the only man he 
trusted, his brother. 

Two hours later the doors to Rees’ office burst open. 
His brother, breathless, wore a frantic look on his face. Rees 
was immediately concerned. “What is it, brother? What has 
happened?” 

“The woman…” 
“What about her?” 
“She’s gone.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 
 

THE TRAIN FROM Frankfurt allowed Kamenwati to 
connect with the Chunnel Train linking Paris and London. 
He thought this a perfect means of transportation: fast, 
comfortable, and anonymous. The train would not only be 
his way into England, but also his means of escape. 

There was no one to meet him upon arrival, but that 
was no concern. He planned to use the Flows to find the 
locust broods, carefully of course, monitoring in a passive 
manner to avoid detection. He got a strong sense of the 
locusts’ presence the moment he stepped from the train. The 
locusts were near, certainly in the city. 

Kamenwati, a deep practitioner of Magick, was 
experienced in various methods to control and manipulate 
the world around him, including the Flows. To most within 
the Brotherhood the Flows were simply a method of 
communication; a little clumsy because they conveyed only 
images and, for the more proficient, feelings as well. But for 
Kamenwati and a handful of others, the Flows were much 
more: they provided focused power and control, and it was 
this property that he would use to direct the massive swarm 
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of vicious locusts that was to come. “But first I must retrieve 
the broods from Cole.” 

Tracking the broods took him along the River 
Thames, through the heart of London, and into an industrial 
area. He left the taxi and continued on foot, knowing his 
objective was close. The feeling of the locusts’ presence 
continued to grow, and he began planning his next move. 
“The traitor Cole will be dealt with harshly when I find the 
broods, and then I will return to Egypt.” 

Kamenwati stopped in his tracks and looked upward 
in confusion. “They’ve moved.” He concentrated more 
deeply. “And they are in motion. That can only mean a 
vehicle of some sort.” 

Realizing he was one step behind Cole, Kamenwati 
returned to the main road and hailed a passing taxi. 

The taxi driver asked, “Where to, gov’ner?” 
Kamenwati pointed ahead. “That way.” 
The driver was a little confused. “Any particular 

destination?” Kamenwati looked through the windscreen 
and ordered, “Just drive.” 

The taxi sped off down the road. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

 
 

THE AFTERNOON WAS going badly for Dalton Rees. The 
SIS woman had indeed escaped somehow, and he was 
becoming frantic on two fronts. First, where was she, and 
was an SIS squad descending on his building even now? But 
his second concern was the demonstration of Cole’s 
“weapon.” His test subject was now missing, and he must 
find a suitable substitute. 

The afternoon dragged into evening, and with no sign 
of SIS or the London police, Rees’ fear of a raid took a back 
seat to the need for a new subject for the demonstration, now 
only hours away. The room had been prepared as Cole 
instructed: all doors sealed and all ventilation blocked. Rees 
also had a simple video camera set up and transmitting a 
wireless signal to the room now set up for viewing. All was 
in order, everything ready. He only needed someone to put 
in the demonstration room, but who? 

Rees thought through his people, all petty criminals 
and all expendable, unless trouble arose. “No, I need them 
all.” He pondered a moment longer. “Except one. The young 
one, what’s his name? Mick, yes that’s it. Mick.” An evil grin 
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washed over his face. He called John, his brother, into the 
room. 

“I have a solution for our demonstration, brother.” 
John responded with a curious look. “Cole will be here soon 
with the weapon he wants demonstrated, and I have a 
solution for the missing woman.” The brother now looked 
hopeful. “We will have to sacrifice one of ours.” 

John looked concerned, saying, “If you take one, 
won’t the others stop you?” 

“They have little loyalty to one another, and I do not 
think the one I have in mind will be missed.” 

“Who?” 
“The troublesome young one, Mick.” John thought 

about the man selected for sacrifice and nodded his head in 
approval. “Find him and keep him around until it is time. 

“As you wish, brother.” 
 
Cole went down the stairs to the basement of his small West 
London home, which had been in his family for three 
generations, a backpack slung over one shoulder. He placed 
the pack on the ground. 

When he returned from Dominica he cleared out the 
old basement refrigerator, pulling out shelves and stacking 
them on the adjacent table, and placed the two brood 
containers inside. He set the temperature to cool, a trick he 
learned in the Genesis laboratory as a means to keep the 
locusts quiet. Before closing the refrigerator door he looked 
at the shiny stainless steel containers, imagining for a 
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moment the devastation they would cause. Cole closed the 
door gently. “Now you must wait, but only for a while.” 

Once again standing at the refrigerator, Cole was 
cautiously optimistic and imagined the wealth to come. 
After opening the door he selected one brood container, set 
it on an old table, and closed the refrigerator door. 
Inspecting the container he found no faults or flaws, and 
pressing his ear to the vessel, he heard nothing. He knew 
that would change as the locusts began warming up. 

He picked up the backpack and set it beside the 
canister, then placed the canister inside the pack. He also put 
in the spray canister to subdue the locusts once their feeding 
was done. Lifting the backpack with care, he placed one 
strap on his shoulder and left the basement. 

Cole’s car, an older model Range Rover Defender, sat 
on the packed gravel drive that set his home apart from the 
one next door. He opened the rear door and set the backpack 
on the seat. He used the seatbelt to secure it in place. A 
couple of tugs on the strap satisfied him the canister was 
secure, and then he opened the right side front door and 
settled in behind the wheel. 

Before pulling into the street, Cole checked the time. 
Nodding his head slightly, he said, “Nine o’clock, right on 
time.” 

He set off across town, heading for the Thames and 
the demonstration that would bring him unimaginable 
wealth. 
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Rees checked his wristwatch and then looked out the glass 
front doors, expecting Cole to arrive any minute. John, his 
brother, stood next to him. “It is time to get our volunteer 
ready,” said Rees. John looked over, nodded, and left. 

Mick was sitting in the break room, slouched down in 
one chair, leg thrown over another chair. John looked at the 
young man who had only a short time to live and thought 
once again, This was a good selection. Walking up behind 
Mick, he said, “Mick, come with me.” The young man was 
startled by the command given from behind. He sat up a 
little and saw who it was. “Right, Mr. Rees.” 

The two men walked back through the lobby and 
down the hall to the room prepared for the coming 
demonstration. Mick opened the door and entered with John 
following. John was taller than Mick by six inches, and he 
was considerably stronger. As Mick stepped into the room, 
his head suddenly exploded with stars. “What the…” and he 
fell unconscious to the floor. 

John looked satisfied with his work. Pocketing the 
large automatic pistol he used to strike the young man 
squarely behind the right ear, he was pleased the blow had 
resulted in almost immediate unconsciousness. Mick would 
remain that way for a while, but even after regaining 
consciousness he would be disoriented and wobbly. 

Cole drove up to the building and parked the 
Defender directly in front of the doors. Reese stepped 
outside to greet him. 

“You have it?” asked Rees. 
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Cole gave the broker a sneering look and said, “Of 
course, and I need to get it in place quickly.” He opened the 
rear door and carefully extracted the backpack from its 
tethering. Rees held one door open and followed Cole into 
the lobby. 

Rees gestured to the hallway on the left. “This way, if 
you please.” Cole hefted the pack on his shoulder and went 
down the hall where he found John standing before the last 
door. 

“This is my brother and he will assist you as 
necessary,” said Rees. He looked at his wristwatch. “Our 
customers are about to arrive, so I will leave you to it.” 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

 
 

JIHADIS FOR THE Establishment of the True Caliphate 
(JETC) is an especially vicious sect of Islam. Under the 

blood-red banner with black script reading,   they 
commit countless acts of unspeakable torture, murder, and 
mayhem, in the name of their God. The argument 
for religious legitimacy in their Salafist doctrine is simple: 
theirs is an absolutely uncompromising pursuit of Koranic 
doctrine, and they are supremely confident the 
group interprets Islam correctly, unsparingly handing down 
judgments of heresy against those who disagree. Their 
motivation is simple to understand: unreasoning hate for 
anyone who does not subscribe to the JETCs views. 

The JETCs leader, Muhammed al-Saadi, successfully 
grew his tiny fringe organization into what is now 
considered a worldwide movement with thousands of new 
recruits pouring in to the home base in western Iraq, as well 
as cells in North Africa, Afghanistan, Malaysia, Indonesia, 
and many others scattered across the globe. 

The toxic mix of religion and conquest taught by al-
Saadi preys on young, ignorant, and disaffected Muslims 
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who believe every word he speaks about jihad, infidels, and 
cleansing the world for Allah. These followers have no 
commitment to anything beyond killing, and their leader 
gives them license to do just that. Through their doctrine and 
fervent belief system the JETC has become a force to be 
reckoned with. 

Al-Saadi successfully cowed surrounding Muslim 
nations through his incendiary rhetoric, staging frightening 
mass executions and outright invasions. He believes it is 
now time to strike a blow against Israel and its Western 
allies, especially the United States of America. It is America 
that stands in the way of a worldwide Caliphate and the 
offer from the English arms broker, Rees, was a gift from 
Allah.  

Rees, through a series of intermediaries, offered an 
entirely new type of weapon with the potential to land the 
blow al-Saadi long desired. He became excited when he 
learned the weapon was a non-grass eating locust, fitting 
nicely into the prophecy stating that it will be locusts from 
the Muslim world that invade the earth and bring about the 
end of days. 

Muhammed al-Saadi learned the Prime Minister of 
Israel would be traveling to America and addressing a joint 
session of Congress, a perfect opportunity to strike a blow 
for his movement and create such a scar that all nations 
would submit to his power. It was a propitious opportunity 
only Allah could have orchestrated, and one al-Saadi would 
not miss. He dispatched a trusted lieutenant and a select 
team to get a first hand look at the new weapon to verify the 
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broker’s claim of its destructive capability. Over the period 
of one week the team of terrorists traveled to England by 
twos and waited for the lieutenant to make the final 
arrangements. 

The JETC terrorists arrived at the demonstration site 
in much the same manner as they entered the United 
Kingdom, by twos. Muhammed al-Saadi’s lieutenant took 
care to scout the meeting location before hand and, 
arranging for six cars, planned different routes of approach 
for each. Now that the demonstration was coming together, 
and the lieutenant, like his leader, began envisioning the 
blow that would, in one stroke, eviscerate their hated 
enemies. He smiled an evil grin as he pulled in next to the 
Range Rover Defender and the other five cars pulled in 
beside him. 
 
Rees, looking through the double glass doors, watched first 
one and then several nondescript cars pull up to the 
building. He knew it was the delegation from the Islamic 
Caliphate and stepped outside to greet them. One man stood 
forward and was quickly flanked by the remaining eleven 
terrorists. Rees greeted the man in front, the obvious leader. 

“Welcome. I trust your journey was uneventful?” 
The leader said, “It was. May we begin?” 
Rees was a little startled by the brevity of the 

exchange. Arabs typically engaged in lengthy small talk 
before getting down to business. He nodded and responded, 
“Follow me, please.” 
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The JETC delegation was escorted to the room 
prepared for viewing the locusts. Comfortable chairs were 
set in a curve in front of a large video monitor. A table 
against one wall was prepared with urns of coffee and hot 
water, a selection of teas, a plate of cookies and one of cakes. 
The jihadis grazed the buffet before taking their seats 
waiting for the show to begin. 

Across the building Rees entered his opulent office 
where Cole was waiting. “Are you ready, Mr. Cole?” 

Cole lifted the backpack onto one shoulder and, with 
a gesture of his free hand said, “Let’s get on with it.” 

The two men walked down the hall where John 
waited for them outside the room with a newly constructed 
door jutting into the hall. Facing John, Cole asked, “Is 
everything prepared as I instructed?” 

John replied, “Everything is ready. The doors are 
sealed, as are the air vents, and the video is being fed by 
WiFi.” 

Cole nodded in satisfaction. “And the test subject?” 
Rees jumped in, saying, “We have that covered as 

well.” 
Cole asked, “Who is it?” 
John answered, “It is one of ours, a young man with 

not much future. He volunteered for this demonstration.” 
His smile was meant to indicate the irony of his statement. 

“Very well,” said Cole. “Close this outer door when I 
get inside. Once it is sealed, I will go into the room and open 
the canister.” 
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Rees said, “I will begin the video feed while John 
closes the door after you.” He left to join the jihadis on the 
other side of the building. 

John opened the outer door and closed it as soon as 
Cole stepped inside. John listened at the outer door, heard 
the inner door open and close, and then nothing. Inside the 
room Cole unzipped the backpack and lifted the canister 
out, cradling it against his chest.  

It seemed a long time to John, but in fact it was less 
than a minute before he heard the inner door open and close, 
and then the outer door opened. He gave a questioning look 
at Cole, who said, “The young man was sitting up and 
holding his head, and he seemed disoriented. He tried to 
stand when I entered but couldn’t. He asked what I was 
doing, but I didn’t answer. I just opened the canister and 
left.“ Cole looked around. “Do you have another monitor to 
watch? I don’t want to be too close to the customer.” 

John answered, “Of course. We can go back to my 
brother’s office and use the monitor there.” 

Rees entered the visitors’ room and went to the video 
monitor, turned it on and waited for the picture to clear, and 
then turned to the assembled watchers. “This is another 
room in the building. As you can see, the test subject is alive 
and well.” 

The jihadis leaned forward as Rees stepped aside to 
provide a clear field of view of Mick. He was on his feet and 
shouting. The camera’s built-in microphone picked up not 
only the young man’s demands for release but also a low 
and increasing buzzing. Mick must have heard the buzzing 
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as well because he stopped shouting and looked 
questioningly at the canister. 

Rees offered an explanation for his guests watching 
with rapt attention. “That is a brood container. It holds 
approximately one dozen creatures.” 

The jihadi lieutenant asked, “Why do you call it a 
brood?” 

Rees answered, “These creatures are the most 
voracious eaters ever to live on earth, and they only eat 
flesh. We separate them into male and female brood groups 
because they would breed nonstop, that hunger growing 
exponentially as their numbers go up. This is how we 
control their numbers until such time as we want many of 
them to be used as a weapon.” 

The first locusts began climbing out of the canister. It 
was difficult to see in the wide video shot, but it was clear 
they were monstrously large, about six inches in length, and 
the end of their body had an evil looking stinger, more like 
that belonging to some strange wasp or scorpion than a 
locust. Mick saw the creatures as well and recoiled in horror. 
He ran to the opposite wall and found the double doors 
locked and sealed. No amount of banging or pulling opened 
the doors. 

Mick’s back was to the canister, and when he turned 
around, the locusts were moving around in circles, the noise 
of legs rubbing on abdomens now very loud. He backed 
slowly to the wall behind him, abject fear on his face. He 
looked around for something to use for defense but found 



 

 203 

nothing. In desperation he undid his belt and prepared to 
use it as a makeshift swatter. 

The locusts’ noise came to a crescendo and stopped as 
the creatures flew upward and, as a group, swooped down 
on Mick. He tried desperately to hold off the attack by 
swinging his belt around, but it was a vain attempt. The 
locusts descended on him with talons and teeth, ripping the 
flesh off his face and moving down his torso. Mick cried out, 
a pitiable wail lasting a long time. He fell to the floor still 
trying to pull the creatures off or swat them away. 

Mick finally stopped crying out and curled into a fetal 
position as the locusts ate him alive. In ten minutes the 
locusts finished feeding, although it seemed much longer to 
Rees. The jihadis in the room were silent, their sight never 
wavering from the video screen.  

When the locusts lifted from what was left of the 
corpse, Mick’s body was hardly recognizable as human. 
Almost all the flesh was torn from the bones and his clothing 
lay about in tatters and strips. Oddly, there was not much 
blood as the satiated creatures swarmed and then settled on 
the floor. 

Rees stood and addressed the jihadis. “This is just one 
dozen of the creatures. Imagine a swarm of one million!” He 
stepped to the monitor and turned it off. The JETC 
lieutenant objected. “What are you doing? We need to see 
how the creatures are put back into the container.” 

Rees replied in a conciliatory tone, “Be assured they 
will be returned, but we are not prepared to reveal the 
method until full payment has been made.” 
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“Muhammed al-Saadi has ordered verification,” said 
the lieutenant. “I must see the body myself.” 

During the time Rees was sparring with al-Saadi’s 
man, Cole moved quickly to contain the locusts. He pulled 
another device from the backpack, the small canister he used 
in Dominica to subdue the locusts. He went back through 
the outer door, closed it and opened the inner door a crack, 
pushing the nozzle through the slight opening. He began 
pumping. Soon the room was filled with an odd smelling 
smoke. 

Cole waited five minutes before fully opening the 
inner door and signaling to John to enter. John was 
immediately struck by the lingering odor. “What is that 
smell?” 

Cole laughed lightly. “Cannabis.” 
John looked at him in disbelief. “You mean to say you 

use pot to control these creatures?” 
“Sure,” said Cole. “It works pretty well on people, so 

why not locusts? We discovered this by accident in 
Dominica. There is no shortage of pot there.” 

“I’ll be damned.” 
Cole said, “Come on, you can help me collect them 

up.” Holding a mask out for John he said, “Here, put this on 
unless you want to end up on the floor with the locusts.” 
John grabbed the mask and followed Cole into the room, 
where they made quick work of collecting the locusts and 
carefully placing them back in the canister. 

“I’ll get the ventilation going,” said John. 
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Cole looked back as he left the room holding the 
canister tightly. “Good idea. Your brother will want to show 
the visitors the results here. Tell him I will meet him at his 
other office with both broods, once I have confirmed receipt 
of my payment.” 

Retrieving a step ladder, John cleared the ceiling grate 
and turned on the ventilation system.  
 
Rees waited for the agreed upon length of time before 
escorting the jihadis to the demonstration room. Cole had 
already departed, and his brother John stood once again 
outside the makeshift outer door. As the group approached, 
he opened the door and they filed into the room. 

Watching Mick’s death on video was not the same as 
seeing the results right before them. The body was a gory 
mess and even these men who had participated in 
beheadings, burnings, drownings, and all manner of 
torturous executions had difficulty looking at what 
remained on the floor. 

The lieutenant said, “I am satisfied. I will 
communicate with al-Saadi and he will authorize payment.” 

Rees said, “Very well. I will notify you where and 
when to retrieve the broods, once payment is confirmed.” 

The other men were circling around the remains, 
some toeing here and there, and whispering to one another. 
To Rees, everyone seemed satisfied. This is going easier that I 
thought. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

 
 
 

KAMENWATI USED THE Flows passively to locate the 
broods, but he perceived the creatures were 
uncharacteristically docile. I wonder why? He put the thought 
out of his head and concentrated on the target. He was in a 
dangerous position and knew it, but the Flows were the only 
means to follow the locusts. If he actively reached out, the 
Abaddon spirit would know and his plan for recovery 
would be exposed. 

“A little more and I will have them,” he said. 
The taxi driver heard him and asked, “What’s that, 

gov’ner?” 
The Egyptian did not realize he had spoken out loud, 

but he suddenly discerned a change in his target’s direction. 
“Take the next right,” he ordered. The driver complied and 
the chase continued. 

Kamenwati had no clear idea of the destination, and it 
seemed the other car was taking a complicated route. Where 
is he going? 
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Thirty minutes later he had the answer. He felt the 
movement stop via the Flows, and then, pulling around a 
corner, he saw a gray Range Rover Defender backing into a 
drive beside a house. “Stop here, driver.” The taxi pulled to 
the curb as ordered and Kamenwati got out. 

The driver asked, “Should I wait, sir?” Kamenwati 
looked back as he headed for the house. “No.” 

As the taxi pulled away, leaving behind what the 
driver considered an “odd bird,” he said, “Good riddance.” 

The house was like all the others in this working-class 
neighborhood, small and well-kept. The Egyptian 
approached with care, looking about the street to see if 
anyone else might be around. The street was clear in both 
directions, and he walked down the drive, squeezing around 
the Land Rover, finally reaching the back of the house. 

A chain link fence enclosed the tiny back yard that he 
assumed had once been pleasant but now was a patchwork 
of dead grass and dirt scabs. A single door with a tiny 
cement slab for a stoop was the only entry, and Kamenwati 
tried the handle. It was open. He must have gone in this door. 
He reached out to sense the man’s presence, and he felt him 
but he was not beyond the door and so Kamenwati opened 
it and stepped inside. 

He did not pay attention to the tiny kitchen he 
entered. Instead he concentrated on Cole’s presence. He is 
below me. There must be a basement.  

Moving quietly down the narrow hallway toward the 
front of the house, he came to a door and sensed this was the 
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way down. Probing outward he felt Cole in the basement 
below—as well as the locust broods. 

Kamenwati smiled as he opened the door and 
descended the stairs. 
 
Kamenwati stepped off the last stair and stood in the empty 
room. It was an unusually barren basement: a refrigerator, a 
small worktable, an old metal chair, and nothing else. 
Kamenwati focused on the refrigerator and knowing this is 
where the broods would be held, he stepped quickly to the 
appliance. With his hand on the refrigerator handle he 
totally forgot about Cole, his entire attention on the broods. 
Finally! I can now report to the spirit that I have succeeded in 
finding the broods. 

Kamenwati opened the refrigerator door and leaned 
down and smiled with satisfaction, imagining the accolades 
the spirit would shower on him, when out of the shadows he 
sensed, rather than saw, movement. It was too fast for 
reaction. In a moment he lay face down and unconscious, 
Wesley Cole standing over the inert body with a heavy pipe 
in his hand. 

Rolling Kamenwati over, Cole looked closely at his 
face. “Dunno who you might be, but you sure chose the 
wrong house to snoop around in.” The man was at the 
refrigerator holding the locust broods and knew in his heart 
he didn’t just happen into his house. “I guess you somehow 
found out about the creatures and planned to nick ‘em.” 

He found some rope and tied Kamenwati’s hands and 
feet. “Up you go!” Cole hoisted the Egyptian over one 
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shoulder and marched up the stairs. His strong frame had 
no problem carrying the older man. In fact Cole was 
surprised how light the load was. He carried Kamenwati to 
the Range Rover, opened the hinged rear door and rolled the 
still unconscious man into the cargo space. After getting 
behind the wheel, he stopped. “What do I do with him 
now?” 

Cole sat there running through different options and 
not arriving at any great idea. “This would have been a 
whole lot easier in Dominica.” Then his face lit up and he 
snapped his fingers. “Of course, why didn’t I think of that to 
begin with?” 

He started the Defender and drove off, heading out of 
London. 
 
Kamenwati clawed his way back to consciousness and found 
himself bound hand and foot in a small dirt room. His head 
throbbed and he was unable to massage the lump on the 
back of his head due to the rope binding his wrists. He was 
sitting with his legs outstretched. “I must correct this.” He 
bent over to work on the ankle binding. His head almost 
exploded with pain when he leaned over, and he sat back up 
and took several deep breaths before another attempt to 
undo his feet. 

He found sitting against the wall and pulling his 
knees to his chest lessened the pain, and because his hands 
were in front of him, he was able to worry the knot off his 
feet. He got up, but not without some effort. He was, after 
all, an old man and this sort of treatment taxed his strength. 
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Lifting his hands to his mouth, he bit at the rope until he 
eventually freed himself. 

“This is a good first step. Now I must find a way out, 
and more importantly, find those broods.” 

A low wooden door and frame were set into the 
packed earth of the underground room, locked of course, 
and Kamenwati laughed at the puny obstacle. He first 
lightly rubbed the swollen lump on the back of his head and 
then concentrated his attention on the door. Holding his 
hands at chest level as if carrying something precious, a 
glowing ball of energy took shape. The energy ball grew in 
size and intensity, pulsing and glowing. With a two-handed 
thrust Kamenwati propelled the ball of energy at the door, 
blowing it to pieces. Patting dust from his clothing, 
Kamenwati stepped to the stairs leading upward toward 
freedom. 

He emerged from a run-down farm building on the 
edge of a bog. The main building, about one hundred feet in 
front of him, was a burned-out hulk, and it looked 
abandoned. As he patted some dust from his trouser cuffs, 
he hoped the conjuring of an energy ball would not be 
noticed by anyone, especially the Abaddon spirit. 
Kamenwati set off to find a road and a way back to London. 

From the brief time spent in Cole’s basement, he 
remembered the old refrigerator and knew that was where 
the broods were kept. The West London house was his 
destination. 

He wandered into a lane and did not have to wait 
long for someone to drive by, an elderly farmer in a lorry 
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whose good days were far in the past. The old man stopped 
and picked up the hitch hiker. Kamenwati explained his 
need to get to London, and the old gentleman said, “No 
problem. There’s a train station in town that will get you 
there.” Kamenwati thanked the farmer and sat back for a 
slow ride into the small town. 

He relaxed on the train to London. He had escaped 
with only a lump on his head and, thankfully, no other 
wounds. Sitting with eyes closed, he thought once again 
about his use of Magick to escape, wondering if it had been 
noticed. He decided if there was no backlash by now none 
was coming. 

The movement of the train and exhaustion put all 
thoughts out of his mind and he slept. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
 
 
 

THE JETC PAYMENT came faster than Cole expected. 
Contacting his bank in the Cayman Islands, he was 
surprised to find one half of his price delivered. He guessed 
whatever they wanted the locusts for, it was important. He 
was not concerned about JETC holding back half of his 
payment, that was SOP until the merchandise was in hand. 
Even so, the money that had been delivered was enough to 
finance him into a very fine retirement. 

The incident with the intruder still had him rattled, 
but he was relieved the transaction was moving so quickly 
because someone else knew about the bioengineered locusts 
and, more importantly, knew about the seed broods. Cole 
wondered aloud, “Is it that SIS woman I left locked in the 
Dominica building. It doesn’t seem possible she escaped, but 
it seems she must have somehow. She doesn’t know who I 
am, or does she? Beyond the SIS woman and her boyfriend, 
who could possibly know of my involvement?” He stroked 
his chin, thinking as he spoke. “Perhaps there is a third party 
involved, although I can’t imagine why. Maybe she has told 
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her superiors and that was their first gambit. Or could it be 
she is freelancing, looking to make some money out of this?” 

Clearly somebody else knew about the insects, as 
evidenced by the old man he found in his basement. Who 
was he? How did he find my house? He didn’t know but he 
took action. He didn’t kill the man outright; too much 
evidence would be left behind. Instead, he followed a well 
established path for getting rid of someone: he took the old 
man outside London to a deserted dairy farm and locked 
him in a root cellar. Cole believed the man would simply 
starve to death, a crime that could never be traced back to 
him. Still, there was a sense of urgency in his gut. 

Cole sent a text message to Rees to tell him JETCs 
money was in place and that he should set up the meet, and 
the sooner the better, and only the leader of the group 
should come. The reply text came within minutes, Rees 
suggesting a meeting that evening. Cole returned the 
message to confirm the meeting. Looking around the tiny 
house he said, “No more existing like this. Now I’m gonna 
live like a king!” 

He went down to the basement to prepare the broods 
for transport. 
 
Abdul-Malik, al-Saadi’s lieutenant, was driven by two of his 
men to Dalton Rees’ office. Malik was stopped in his tracks 
by what he saw. What is this place? It was gaudy, self-
indulgent, and ugly, the perfect example of what is wrong 
with Western society. Looking around with suspicion, the 
lieutenant stepped with care into this riot of color and fabric. 
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The broker, Rees, sat on a comfortable couch surrounded by 
an avalanche of pillows. He stood to greet his guest. 

“Welcome! You have arrived on time, a quality I 
value in a relationship.” 

“We have no relationship. I have come for the 
locusts.” 

“Of course. I have them right here.” Rees stepped 
around the couch and lifted two backpacks, placing them on 
the low coffee table separating the two men. 

Malik looked around the room. “Are we alone here?” 
Rees spread his arms and said, “Yes, as you can see.” 
“Where is the man who provided this weapon?” 
Rees gave his guest a theatrically sad look. “I’m afraid 

he is not here.” 
The lieutenant stepped to the coffee table, peered 

inside the backpacks and knocked, first, on one container, 
then the other. The light rap on the lids set off angry buzzing 
from inside. Malik looked up at Rees. “This is all of them?” 

“It is. As I told you previously, the locusts are 
separated by gender to prevent reproduction.” 

“I wish to speak with your client. I have questions 
about transporting, feeding, and handling the creatures. 
Also, I wish to know what to expect when the two groups 
are joined.” 

Rees took a sheet of paper from his inside coat pocket 
and handed it to him. “He left these instructions for you. I 
assume you read English.” 

“I was educated in England.” 
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“I see. My apologies, but my client said everything 
you will need to know is written there.” 

Malik looked the document over, nodded, and put it 
into his pocket. “May I use your computer? I need to send a 
message to my superior.” Rees gestured to the laptop sitting 
on a side table. “Be my guest.” 

The lieutenant logged on to a social media account 
where he left a message. “Now we wait.” 

“Then, please have a seat.” Rees offered several 
clustered around the room. “Anywhere you like. By the way, 
may I offer you some refreshment?” 

“I will wait right here, and no refreshment,” Malik 
said, pulling up a straight-back chair and sitting down. 

Rees raised an eyebrow. “As you wish.” 
Malik sat looking at the screen, the social media site 

open, waiting for word from Muhammed al-Saadi. They had 
sat, neither speaking, for almost one hour when the jihadi sat 
up and said, “It is done. The balance of the money has been 
transferred.” He re-packed the backpacks and hoisted one 
over each shoulder. “I believe our business is concluded.” 

After Abdul-Malik left, Rees called out, “He’s gone. 
You can come out.” 

Cole stepped from behind one of the heavy curtains 
and went directly to the laptop. “I’ll just double check.” He 
accessed the password-protected website the bank had for 
customers, entered the proper code, and inspected his 
account. He went to the transfer funds tab on the site and 
asked Rees for his account number. Entering the information 
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and the brokerage fee amount, he hit send and said, “We’re 
done here.” 

Rees smiled. “It has been a pleasure doing business 
with you again.” 

The two men shook hands and Cole left. Rees let out a 
long breath. “Now, I think, it’s time for a little celebration.” 

Pulling aside a drape on the wall revealed a small 
kitchen setup. He opened the refrigerator and pulled out a 
bottle of champagne. Rees poured a single glass of the 
expensive wine, lifted it slightly, and took an appreciative 
sip. 

“Here’s to another successful transaction.” 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

 
 
 

MUHAMMAD AL-SAADI entered the room where a dozen 
of his high-level advisors were huddled in hushed 
conversation. When al-Saadi entered, all eyes went to him 
and everyone stood to attention. The response pleased al-
Saadi. There was nothing he hated more than an 
undisciplined follower, and nothing pleased him more than 
respect. He moved to the head of the table while the others 
scurried to find their places. 

Al-Saadi beheld the room for a long moment in 
silence, letting his gaze brush over each man. 

“We are presented with a unique opportunity to 
strike a mighty blow to our enemies, and in the process, 
fulfill a prophesy given long ago. This is the time we will 
usher in the Last Days, the final conflagration, and see 
Paradise come!” His audience was at first aghast and then 
broke into loud applause. “The European Union is at a 
tipping point; it will take only a push in the correct direction 
to start the collapse and we will sweep in and occupy it all. 
We will install a new governmental system, our system, 
Sharia. There is only one thing standing between us and our 
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final objective: the United States of America. Eliminate the 
American influence and support, and victory is ours.” 

Again the group broke into loud applause. After 
settling the men down with a wave of his hands, al-Saadi 
continued. 

“The Prime Minister of Israel is planning a trip to 
Washington, DC, where he will address a joint session of the 
United States Congress.” One of his advisors, an older man, 
raised his hand and interrupted al-Saadi, who recognized 
him. “Speak, my brother.” 

“We have had similar opportunities in the past but 
were forced to abandon our plans for many reasons, not the 
least of which was security.” 

“You are right, Asim. Our previous plans came to 
nothing, and do you know why?” Asim shook his head. 
“Because we did not have the correct weapon.” 

“I beg your tolerance, but what weapon are you 
considering?” 

Al-Saadi stood and looked at each of the men seated 
before him. “We are now in possession of a weapon sent 
straight from Allah.” 

“Is it an atomic bomb?” another asked. 
“It is much better than a clumsy bomb. This is 

something so natural to a desert people, so simple, and yet 
so terrible that the world will follow us.” 

A third man asked, “Tell us, what is it?” 
“Locusts.” 
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Asim cleared his throat and seeing the disbelieving 
looks on the faces of his fellows, tried to strike a tone that 
would cool the fire in their leader’s soul. 

“Great leader, your fervor and vision are legendary, 
and we all want to see Islam cover the world, but 
I…we…suggest going slow and considering your plans 
carefully.” 

“I sense your disbelief, Asim, and I understand, but 
let me show you our new weapon.” Al-Saadi took a smart 
phone from his pocket, plugged it into the small video 
projector, and opened his video application. “Here is a 
demonstration of the effect just a dozen of these creatures 
have.” As the screen came to life, al-Saadi added, “This took 
place yesterday.” 

The advisors switched their attention from their 
leader to the screen. They sat through the video in silence, 
and when it ended, Asim spoke. 

“Great leader, I apologize. You are correct, this is a 
mighty weapon.” 

Al-Saadi closed the smart phone and sat down, an 
evil smile on the edge of his mouth. “Asim, this is the perfect 
weapon. It is biological, and therefore undetectable. It is self-
guided, and in sufficient numbers, unstoppable. I tell you, 
Allah does not watch stock markets or blood moons or any 
of man’s insanity. He sends his army: locusts.” Addressing 
the others then, al-Saadi said, “We need only get a small 
number into Washington with sufficient time to produce a 
swarm, and then we let them go.” 

“Then we must prepare the way,” said Asim. 
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“I have already begun. Our contact in the American 
capital city is seeking a suitable facility.” 
 
Leaving his advisors in excited discussion, al-Saadi went to 
his office. He told his lieutenant to stay in place, and at all 
costs to protect the broods, while al-Saadi developed his 
plan. He had the beginnings of one but it needed more 
filling out. It was just approaching noon, the time for Zuhr 
prayers, and so he went to a south-facing window and 
spread a prayer rug. Al-Saadi, a devout man, was persuaded 
the world was to have one language, one world religion, 
Islam, and one world government, Sharia. And Allah had 
chosen him to bring this about. 

Going through the motions of his prayer routine, he 
felt, no he heard, a voice speak to him. Halting and looking 
around, he saw no one, and yet the voice persisted. 

“Who is that?” 
I have been watching you, al-Saadi, and I am here to help 

you. 
“Help me, how?” 
You have come into possession of something you are not 

equipped to handle unless I intervene. 
Al-Saadi stood and stepped off the prayer rug. “Who 

are you?” 
Let us say I come from your God. 
“You are an angel then?” 
Yes, I am an angel, and the man I chose before you to carry 

out this important prophetic task has failed me. But I see you are 
better suited to the task. 
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“Thank you, Lord.” 
I ask only that you accept my presence and influence. In 

return, all your dreams of conquest will be realized. 
“As you wish, Lord.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
 
 
 
 

HANNAH WAS HAVING a hard time getting the SIS 
bureaucrats to listen, which was frustrating but she did not 
let it show. Dekker, on the other hand, was going into a slow 
boil. “Why are we sitting out here, waiting, instead of going 
back with a team?” Hannah sat patiently, hands folded on 
her lap, and explained again, “Adam, I told you, SIS cannot 
operate domestically without a series of approvals. It’s like 
your CIA…” 

“Yeah, yeah, I know, but I just don’t like it. The longer 
they take, the more likely it is those characters get away.” 

“You heard me tell them about my abduction, and 
your amazing rescue by the way, and what they are 
planning. I’m afraid it all sounded a bit farfetched, but C is 
on it now and we simply have to wait.” 

Dekker said, “I don’t do waiting so good.” 
“So I noticed.” 
Fifteen more minutes passed, and finally the door to 

Alex Younger’s office opened. The Chief himself stepped 
out, and both Hannah and Dekker jumped to their feet. C 
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raised his hand and said, “Agent Ahmed. Mr. Dekker. We 
have approval to proceed to the warehouse building with a 
small team.” 

Dekker said, “Great!” 
C continued, “But you will go in an observatory 

capacity with the London police.” 
Hannah said, “Sir…” 
“I know what you are going to say, Agent, but this is 

how it must be. You may rendezvous with the police team at 
the plant on the Leamouth Peninsula.” 

Hannah asked, “When sir?” 
C looked at his wristwatch. “In fifteen minutes. You’d 

better get going.” He re-entered his office, closing the door.  
Hannah looked at Dekker and said, “Not the best 

outcome, but it will do for the present.” 
 
The police squad was waiting as promised, outfitted in 
SWAT gear. Dekker thought they looked tough and ready 
for action. Their leader, Sergeant Whitlock, greeted them. 
“Agent Ahmed, my name is Whitlock. We’ve been briefed 
on the strike location. Are you able to add any more 
information?” 

Hannah went through her story again, Whitlock 
nodding in silence until she finished. “Very good. Here’s 
how we will approach this target.” He explained the 
deployment of his team and added, “You and this 
gentleman will remain outside the active area until we have 
called the all-clear.” 
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Hannah said, “Of course.” Dekker was not so 
comfortable letting others take action while he just sat in the 
car. 

The strike on the warehouse was textbook. The SWAT 
team deployed one unit to the rear of the building and the 
other two burst through the front doors. The front door units 
scoured the building while the rear entry unit blew the rear 
shipping doors. That SWAT unit walked into what looked 
like a slaughterhouse. 

When the team reassembled, Hannah and Dekker 
were called in. Whitlock was apologetic, saying, “The facility 
was empty, except for the mutilated remains in the back 
room. Whatever they were doing here, it’s over. I’m sorry.” 
Hannah looked around, trying to remember her 
peregrination through the building. Her memories were 
disjointed, but as she walked with Whitlock down the hall 
toward her holding room, she remembered. “This is it. I was 
held down here,”she said, indicating the end of the hallway. 
They walked to the newly constructed outer door, now 
open, and looked inside. Even Dekker was taken aback by 
the slaughter that had taken place. “Oh, my God.” 

Whitlock instructed one of his men to call in a 
forensic team. He looked at Hannah and said, “This looks 
like a straight police matter now.” She nodded and walked 
back to the lobby with Dekker. 

“Where to now? They could be anywhere,” she said. 
Dekker stared out the glass doors and didn’t answer. 
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As he stood in front of Cole’s house once again, Kamenwati 
was determined not to make the same mistake. This time he 
would use Magick to bind Cole, grab the locust broods, and 
return home. It was a good plan, a solid plan; and once back 
in Egypt he would report to the Abaddon spirit that, despite 
some setbacks, he saved the broods and was prepared to 
move forward. He hoped the spirit would be understanding. 

Kamenwati began his assault on the house by creating 
a cloud to render himself all but invisible. It was not true 
invisibility, which was not possible, but a way to trick the 
mind of anyone who happened to be around, causing them 
to overlook his presence and have no remembrance of him. 

With the cloud in place, he moved to the front door 
and into the front room where he faced not Wesley Cole but 
an indistinct vapor form. As he looked wide-eyed, the form 
took shape, the shape of a man. No, it was no man. As 
features emerged, it became a truly horrible face followed by 
a body, dark and streaked with blood-red stripes. It was 
huge, perhaps eight feet tall, and it was surrounded by a 
dark mist, no, it smells like smoke, Kamenwati thought. The 
physical presence was so imposing Kamenwati fell to his 
knees. Seeing the physical manifestation of the Abaddon 
spirit he so willingly accepted, Kamenwati knew there was 
no hope, but he would try nonetheless. 

On his knees with eyes down, Kamenwati began his 
supplication. “Master, you honor me with your presence. I 
am here to retrieve the locust broods.” 

“And I am here to tell you that your time of service is 
over,” replied the spirit. 
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“Master, you don’t know what I have been doing. 
There was trouble in Dominica. The facility was seized and 
the seed broods were stolen by the man who lives in this 
house, a man who was supposed to provide security for the 
operation. Instead, he killed our scientist and escaped here 
to England, where I have tracked him down.” The fear on 
Kamenwati’s face was real and his only hope of surviving 
was to calm the spirit somehow. 

“Surely you know my loyalty to you, great Abaddon. 
I have done everything you’ve asked, and more.” He 
gathered his courage and faced the manifestation before 
him. “The man who lives in this house, Cole, is a traitor and 
I believe he will attempt to sell the broods.” 

The spirit loomed to an even greater height, filling the 
room with his dark presence. Kamenwati fell to his knees 
knowing his fate was sealed. 

“Fool! He has already sold them, and his customer, 
the self-styled leader of the JETC, turns out to be a much 
better means of accomplishing my objectives than you. He 
already has a plan that will bring about the chaos and 
destruction I seek.” 

“Master, please. I have not wavered…” 
“You failed me. No more!” With that pronouncement, 

the Abaddon spirit spread his arms. Flames flashed between 
clawed hands and he clapped them over Kamenwati. The 
Egyptian flattened as if caught in a giant press. His crushed 
and burned body shot blood and organs in all directions, 
painting the wood floor in gore. With a wicked smile on its 
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face, the spirit held his hands together for a long moment 
over the all but unrecognizable form. 

Opening his arms slowly, the spirit disappeared in a 
swirl of smoke and fire, leaving Kamenwati’s crushed body 
where it lay. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTERR TWENTY-EIGHT 
 
 
 
 

JEFFREY KIFF WAS American born but had no loyalty to 
his country; he cared only for himself and, of course, money. 
He promoted himself within certain circles as an 
“organizer,” someone who, for a price, could arrange almost 
anything, from stolen cars to hit men. Kiff had helped the 
JETC on several occasions in the past, so it was no surprise 
they contacted him today. 

This job is a little odd, thought Kiff. They want to rent a 
building in Washington, DC, somewhere close to the Capitol. He 
shrugged and said, “Makes no difference to me why they 
want it. I am just happy they called Jeff Kiff.”  

He left his suburban Virginia home to visit a 
colleague he had relied on several times in the past to 
arrange untraceable safe houses. This job was a bit different, 
but he was certain Curtis Stone would be able to help. 

An hour later, after traversing the brutal District 
traffic, he pulled up to a nondescript storefront real estate 
office. There were a few faded flyers taped to the window, a 
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sad commentary on the state of the real estate market. Kiff 
entered the office that had not been updated in years. Two 
desks sat empty, adorned with equally cheap office chairs, 
and a table on one side of the office had small piles of papers 
on it, real estate offerings, he supposed. There was a smaller 
table with an old Mr. Coffee machine and two glasses 
stuffed with sugar and creamer packets. No one was around, 
so Kiff called out, “Curt, are you here?” 

There was a muffled sound of a toilet flushing, and a 
moment later Curt Stone stepped out of the bathroom. 

“Sorry, Jeff. Nature calls, you know.” Stone laughed 
lightly at his own joke. Kiff declined to shake his hand. “It’s 
been a while. What have you been up to?” 

Kiff said, “Lots of stuff since we hid that white 
supremacist last year.” 

Stone said, “I read he was captured not long ago.” 
“Yeah, what a dumbass. He left the safe house. What 

did he think was going to happen?” 
“So how can I help you today, Jeff?” 
“I need something in DC, somewhere near the 

Capitol.” 
“A warehouse, or could you take an older house or 

condo?” 
“It doesn’t matter, just something with a large open 

space, not too many windows, and of course, anonymity.” 
Stone scratched his head in thought. “This will take 

some looking, but it’s not impossible. Can I call you when 
I’ve got some prospects lined up?”  
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Kiff again declined to shake the real estate man’s 
hand. “Of course, but don’t be long about it.” 

On the drive back home, Jeff Kiff wondered how, 
after finding a property, he would be able to fulfill the other 
odd requests. “It doesn’t matter if I don’t have the answer 
right now. I’ll figure it out. I’m the organizer, and I always 
produce.” 
Curtis Stone scoured through the dozens of listing reports, 
home buyer offerings, home finder ads, and commercial real 
estate offices in the greater Metro area. He made a list, 
prioritizing by proximity to the Capitol building as Kiff 
requested. Using Google Earth, street maps, and listing 
pages, Curtis found what he believed was the perfect 
property. It was a small building on East Capitol and Sixth 
Streets, behind the William Penn House. The property had 
been vacant for years. 

Stone located the property with Google Earth, and it 
looked to be in poor shape but fit the bill perfectly—it was 
only one half mile from the Capitol. He would have to visit 
to confirm the condition of the building, but he felt confident 
enough to begin his “stealth real estate” negotiations. Curtis 
had done this many times for a number of clients, and in 
fact, if he did not engage in these “off the books” 
arrangements, he would have no business. 

It was a simple process: he would first contact the 
agent handling the property to get a feel for how anxious 
that agent might be to sell or lease the building, and then he 
would suggest he might have a buyer interested. A 
desperate listing agent was best. 
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The initial call went well. He found the agent had a 
small business, and Stone guessed it was about the size of 
his own or possibly smaller. The man complained about the 
property, telling Stone his sad story. “I picked it up when 
the market was hot. I thought I’d turn it quickly, but then the 
bottom dropped out and I was left holding the bag. I don’t 
usually purchase properties, but I thought this might be 
turned quickly and I’d cash in big.” 

Stone said, “Didn’t happen, huh?” 
“Nope, and like a fool, I actually bought the building 

in an estate sale and so I carry the paper on it.” 
“Well, this may be your lucky day, Mr. Washington. I 

have a client looking for properties that are, shall we say, 
distressed.” 

“That’s good news, Mr. Stone. When would you like 
to see the building?” 

“How about this afternoon?” 
Washington hesitated but then apparently decided a 

fish on the line shouldn’t be denied. “Sure, I can meet you at 
two o’clock.” 

“Two it is.” Stone hung up and immediately dialed 
Kiff. 

It took only two rings for Kiff to answer. “Stone? Do 
you have something for me?” 

“I do, and I think you’ll like it. The building has been 
vacant for several years. It’s a little run-down, but I don’t 
imagine that matters to you.” 

“No, it doesn’t matter.” 
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Stone continued. “It was bought by an agent in an 
estate sale. He was looking to score with a quick flip, but the 
housing market went bust and he couldn’t move the 
property.” 

“Sounds great,” said Kiff. 
“But the sweet part of this is that the property is only 

half a mile from the Capitol.”  
There was a long silence before Kiff responded. “That 

is good. You’ve done well. Will you get me photos? And will 
this one work like before?” 

“Yes, I’ll get photos and yes, this will work like the 
last time. I’ll give you letters of incorporation, false of 
course, that you can use to open a bank account. I will, upon 
your approval, begin negotiations.” 

“Send me the corporate documents with the photos, 
and I’ll let you know.” 
At two o’clock Curtis Stone turned onto Sixth Street 
Northeast and found the building. He saw Mr. Washington, 
and African-American man, standing in the doorway 
holding what looked like a large flashlight. As he pulled up 
to an open spot at the curb, Stone looked his counterpart 
over. Just what I expected, he thought. An older man, probably 
retired, selling real estate as a sideline. 

Leaving his vehicle he greeted the waiting agent. “Mr. 
Washington? I’m Stone.” He looked at the building with a 
practiced eye. It was turn-of-the-century on a street of 
similar homes. This one, however, was run down with 
windows boarded up and foliage that hadn’t seen a trimmer 
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in years. “Not much to look at, is she? When was it built, 
1900?” 

Washington shook his head. “1928 actually, just 
before the Crash.”  

Stone took a small digital camera from his pocket and 
began taking shots of the building exterior. “For my client,” 
he said. Washington nodded, gesturing him to enter. Stone 
looked at the bulky object in his left hand and asked, 
“Flashlight?” 

Washington looked down and said apologetically, 
“Yes, it’s a lantern. The power’s been turned off and so we’ll 
need it inside.” 

It was dark inside the building, despite the bright 
sunlight outside. Washington clicked his lantern on and a 
bright beam shot across the floor of the empty townhouse. 
Stone asked, “Are all the windows boarded up like those on 
the front?” 

Waving the beam of light back and forth, Washington 
said, “I had them all boarded up, but that can be fixed.” 

Stone asked, “No, that won’t be necessary. Who lived 
here?” 

“As I told you, I purchased the building in an estate 
sale. The man who owned it had some kind of plastics 
business. There used to be a lot of furniture, but it was all 
sold off separately. I just bought the building.” They walked 
further into the interior and Stone could see places on the 
floor where equipment had been mounted. 
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“Doors?” The older agent whipped the flashlight 
across the back wall, illuminating another door in the rear of 
the kitchen area. 

The inspection lasted an hour. Stone looked at every 
feature, from floor to ceiling, taking photos as he went. He 
was most pleased to find a basement with no windows, only 
stone walls.  

When they were again outside Stone thanked the 
agent, telling him that he would be in touch, and drove 
away. 

“I think Kiff will love this place.” 
 
Kiff heard the ding of an arriving email on his smartphone. 
He opened the mail program and saw the message was from 
Stone and it had a zipped folder attached. “Perfect!” he said 
after reading the cover note which detailed the condition of 
the property and, most importantly, revealed there was an 
enclosed basement with no windows, only a furnace exhaust 
port. He was not in the office, and so he had to wait until 
returning before he could view the photos, but he was 
certain it was what his client wanted. 

An hour later the building photos were repackaged 
and sent to his client. He would have to wait for the go-
ahead, but meanwhile he printed the corporate resolutions 
Stone had sent along with the photos. These he took to a 
bank in Maryland and, with one hundred dollars, opened a 
business account. 

The next day Kiff received the order to proceed with 
the lease along with a direct deposit to his new bank. He was 
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also instructed to complete the interior preparations in one 
week, which didn’t concern him. The renovations would 
only take a couple of days.  

He called Stone to arrange one of his famous two 
stage leases: an initial period of two months, paid by 
cashiers check, to see if the property would serve the new 
client’s needs, followed by a year-to-year lease. 

Stone had no intention of paying more than the initial 
deposit because in thirty days the client would be gone and 
the owner would have no knowledge of what had 
happened. The owner would try to circle back to Stone—
they always did—but he would innocently claim no 
knowledge of who the client was or where the client came 
from. It was a dead end, and other than a confused owner, 
no one would be the wiser. 

Next Stone contacted an ex-con and former building 
contractor who was happy for work, any work. The 
contractor, being a convicted felon, had no license so this 
project was strictly “off the books.” 
 
Abdul-Malik, lieutenant to Muhammed al-Saadi, sat back in 
his chair with a pleased look on his face. The contact his 
leader had given him to find a facility in Washington, DC 
had come through. He was skeptical that a non-believer 
would work for JETC, but this man, Kiff, had produced 
results. He supposed the man was a true mercenary, driven 
only by selfish greed. Money was not on the list of his own 
motivations, but in this instance, the man’s greed worked 
well for JETC. 
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The email message was forwarded to his superiors for 
a decision, and until he received notification, he was to 
remain in place. He looked around the small apartment he 
was given to use. The furnishings were sparse but adequate, 
but he was still forced to endure the decadent environment 
of London. There was nothing for him to do except keep the 
seed broods quiet, and so he followed the advice in the note 
Dalton Rees, the broker, had given him, including storage of 
the brood canisters. 

Abdul-Malik used the small refrigerator for the 
canisters. Unfortunately they took up most of the room and 
he was forced to eat only dry or canned foods. There was no 
stove in the apartment but there was a hotplate. He didn’t 
mind too much; after all, he was on an important mission, 
one his superiors promised would change the world. How 
could he not accept such an assignment? He gladly came to 
London to do the will of Allah, and he would remain as long 
as necessary. 

Only one day passed before receiving a reply to his 
email. “Praise be to God,” he said after reading the 
decrypted message: 

 You have done well Abdul-Malik, servant of your 
master. You are to confirm the facility in Washington, DC with 
the stipulation it must be renovated within one week as instructed. 
In seven days you will transport the specimens to Washington, 
DC. Once there you will go to the property and deliver our 
package to the team waiting for you. Finally, you will be briefed on 
the details when you arrive. May Allah be with you. 
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Abdul-Malik notified the American contact to 
proceed with securing the building, reminding him that it 
must be ready as previously detailed, in one week. The 
affirmative response came fifteen minutes later along with a 
bank routing and account number for him to deposit funds.  

Phase I of the operation, acquisition of the locusts, 
was complete, and now Phase II, securing a facility and 
transporting the specimens to the site, was under way. He 
did not know what the final phase would be, but he would 
find out soon. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
 
 
 

DEKKER WAS AT a loss about how to find the locusts as he 
and Hannah rode back to SIS headquarters. They entered the 
parking garage beneath the SIS building, parked, and soon 
found themselves staring out Hannah’s office window. She 
broke the silence. “I can’t believe we followed this trail 
through so many twists and turns only to have it come to an 
end here.” 

“It’s not over, Hannah. We’ve just encountered a 
small obstacle.” 

“Small obstacle? The trail has gone completely cold.” 
“I’ve been thinking about this, and I’m not so sure 

we’ve lost those locusts.” 
Dekker stood and walked to the window, then 

turned, to face Hannah. “As I told you before, Kamenwati is 
behind the Dominica operation, and that means Abaddon 
must be driving the whole thing. Think about it. These flesh-
eating locusts just show up like some kind of Biblical plague, 
which certainly falls into Abaddon’s wheelhouse.” 

Hannah said, “Okay, I follow your line of reasoning 
so far.” 
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“I think that, somehow, through genetic engineering 
or employing supernatural techniques, these locusts have 
been bred to accomplish something quite beyond what we 
can imagine. And if Cole has done what I think, he’s loosed 
a scourge on this world that is nothing short of apocalyptic.” 

“I don’t think I quite follow you,” said Hannah. 
Dekker gathered his things and said, “I’ll meet you 

back at your place. Right now there’s something I need to 
do.” 

Hannah had to rush to the door to catch up with 
Dekker. “Wait! What are you talking about? What is it you 
have to do?” 

“I have to get to a library. It’s important.” 
“Then you’ll need to go to the London Library. It’s 

not far from here.” 
“Thanks, Hannah. See you tonight.” 
Hannah closed the office door and shook her head. 

She did not understand this man, but she appreciated his 
instincts. 
 
The London Library was only a few minutes from the SIS 
building on St. James Square. The taxi drove into a square 
surrounded by the dignified and beautiful buildings 
comprising the library. Dekker got out and walked up the 
few steps to a simple wooden door. He expected something 
grander, but looking around at the historic buildings, he 
decided it was appropriately understated. 

Inside he found a maze of rooms but managed to spot 
what looked like a service desk. He stepped up to the 
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counter and was ignored by the elderly lady at the desk who 
was busying herself with, well, he didn’t know with what. 
After a moment he cleared his throat, but still the librarian 
was heedless of his presence. Growing impatient, he rapped 
his knuckles on the counter, and that got her attention. “Sir, 
please refrain from that noise!” 

Dekker decided not to point out her rude attitude. 
“My apologies. I am an American and so I don’t know 
exactly how to find my way around your library.” The 
librarian demurred and seemed to forgive Dekker. 

“How may I help you?” 
“I need to find everything you have on plagues.” 
“I see. Would that also include pandemics?” 
“Yes. Modern, ancient, even legendary plagues,” said 

Dekker. Then he added, “Oh, and Biblical too.” 
Dekker was directed to a section of the library that 

was a little difficult to find, but in the end he located it. He 
found a great deal of information on pandemics, and most of 
the books and articles centered on bacteriological sources, 
like cyanobacteria, which, he discovered, had been around 
for more than three billion years. Beyond cyanobacteria’s 
deadly attributes, it is an important provider of nitrogen 
fertilizer in the cultivation of rice and beans. Dekker also 
learned that the oxygen atmosphere we depend on was 
generated during the Archean and Proterozoic eras by 
cyanobacteria. Previously the atmosphere had a very 
different chemistry and was unsuitable for life as we know it 
today. “Interesting, but not what I’m looking for.” 
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He found most material regarding plagues focused on 
the ten plagues of Egypt found in the Bible. There were all 
manner of explanations for the catastrophic events that took 
place in Egypt thirty-five hundred years in the past, but his 
interest was in the eighth plague: locusts. This infestation 
came from the east, the massive swarm riding a strong wind. 
The locusts destroyed crops and trees, anything growing. 

“Fine,” said Dekker, “but what about flesh?” 
He gave up on the Egyptian plagues and looked for 

modern locust infestations. He found numerous occurrences, 
including in Madagascar, Russia, Argentina, and most 
notably, the United States. The Great Plains plague of 1874 
was truly devastating. He read accounts of Rocky Mountain 
locusts scouring fields of crops, leaves from trees, and every 
blade of grass. They even ate the wool off sheep, the 
harnesses off horses, the paint off wagons, and handles off 
pitchforks. “The locusts,” farmers grimly quipped, “ate 
everything but the mortgage.” 

The Great Plains was infested with and estimated one 
hundred billion locusts that devastated two million square 
miles. And then, after such a destructive sweep, the Rocky 
Mountain locust simply disappeared and no one could 
explain why. 

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” said Dekker. 
“These Rocky Mountain insects have many of the same 
attributes I saw in Dominica.” 

His next line of inquiry took him back to the Bible, 
but not the account in Exodus. He found a reference in 
Revelation 9 to a new sort of creature sent from hell to 
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torment mankind, and the description strongly resembled 
the locusts he saw in Dominica. And then the biggest shock 
of all was in chapter eleven: “They have as king over them 
the angel of the bottomless pit. His name in Hebrew is 
Abaddon, and in Greek he is called Apollyon.” 

Oh, my God. That spirit is trying to bring the Apocalypse 
down on us! Somehow Abaddon coerced that bioengineer, 
Matthias, to create a new strain of locust and then infused his own 
spirit in the seed broods. He closed all his reference materials 
and looked down with deep concern on his face. And who 
wants to make the Apocalypse a reality? Replacing the print 
materials, he went to one of the many computer kiosks 
scattered around the building, inserted a credit card, and 
began searching the Internet for Islamic extremism. 

Many articles came up and he began reading. He 
knew about the extremist position, but only superficially, 
and the web pages he surveyed clarified much. He learned 
that radical Islamists are attempting to install a one world 
language, a single worldwide religion, and one world 
government under Sharia law. Even Muslims who are 
strongly opposed to the radical agenda can see that terrorist 
groups like ISIS are accurately quoting Islamic teachings to 
justify its actions. 

Dekker had the answer to his question. Radical Islam 
wants to bring on the Apocalypse, and chief among them is JETC. 
He read this group was experiencing exponential growth 
and was led by a half holy man, half military leader who 
believed repeated attacks of terror all over Europe will lead 
to a European civil war and eventually allow the Caliphate 
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to enter Europe itself and conquer the symbol of their 
enemy, Rome. 

Somehow Dekker knew JETC and its leader, 
Muhammad al-Saadi, was who Cole approached with the 
deadly creatures, and it was that group Hannah was 
supposed to “entertain” with a horrific death. But I got to her 
first, thank God. 

Clearly someone else was found to serve as a 
demonstration of the vicious power of the locusts, as 
evidenced by the bloody remains found in the very room 
where Hannah had been held. 

A soft ding was heard throughout the library, the 
signal the institution was about to close. Dekker checked his 
watch and realized he had spent the entire afternoon and 
early evening in the library. He logged off the computer and 
left the library, a hundred thoughts swirling through his 
mind. 
 
Dekker found Hannah at home when he arrived. She greeted 
him with a question. “Were you successful? I was getting 
worried.” Dekker plopped himself into an overstuffed chair. 
“Yes and no.” Hannah sat on the couch across from him. 
“Now that’s a little vague; perhaps you can fill in the large 
gaps between ‘yes’ and ‘no’.” 

Dekker nodded in agreement and said, “First, I need a 
drink. You better get one for yourself, too.” Hannah went to 
the kitchen, fixed drinks, and handed Dekker a Scotch neat, 
then sat next to him with a glass of Claret for herself. 
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The conversation was mostly one sided, Dekker doing 
much of the talking. Hannah listened and sipped her wine, 
following his lines of investigation and his conclusions. His 
drink was hardly touched. 

Hannah placed her now empty wine glass down. 
“This is what I think: you have done a remarkable job of 
investigation, a regular Sherlock Holmes, and I agree with 
your conclusions. Cole sold the locusts, probably through a 
fence, and it is likely the buyer is the Islamic Caliphate. 
We’ve been trying to stop their kidnappings, rapes, and 
massacres, but it seems we are always a step behind them.” 

Dekker said, “If your laws are anything like ours, I’ll 
bet your problem is there.” 

Hannah nodded. “That plays into this, and it can’t be 
helped. But I have some news for you too: I know where to 
find Cole.” 

Dekker jumped up, exclaiming, “What? Why didn’t 
you say something?” 

“It was clear you had something on your mind and I 
wanted to hear what you had to say first.” 

“Well, let’s go. Cole is the key to this whole thing.” 
Hannah stood, grabbed her coat, and went to the 

door, where she stopped and turned. “Are you coming, 
Adam?” Dekker, startled by her sudden action, stood and 
followed Hannah out the door. 
 
They parked across the street from the luxury hotel Wesley 
Cole checked into the day before. “Not the sort of place one 
would expect to find someone looking to bring on the 
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Apocalypse,” said Hanna. They left the car in the parking 
garage and went to the front desk. After Hannah presented 
her SIS credentials the desk clerk was happy to give them 
the guest’s room number they were looking for.  

Dekker knocked on the door and waited. There was 
no response. He used the master key card given to them by 
the desk clerk and opened the door. 

They found a snoring Wesley Cole asleep in a lounge 
chair with two empty bottles next to it. Hannah took up a 
position at the door to prevent escape. Even without a 
weapon, Dekker thought, she was a formidable opponent. 

“Cole! Wake up.” Dekker, who was standing a few 
feet in front of the sleeping man, shouted. 

The reaction was much faster than Dekker expected. 
Without opening his eyes, Cole rolled to the right out of the 
chair and into a tight crouch. He was next to a fireplace and 
grabbed a poker. Cole scanned the scene quickly and 
recognized Hannah. The large man who roused him was 
unfamiliar, but then he remembered there was a man in the 
old Genesis facility in Pichelin. A wicked smile moved 
across his face. “I guess you two didn’t die after all.” 

Cole moved with surprising quickness at Dekker, 
attacking with the fire poker. Cole was fast but out of 
practice, and Dekker avoided a blow that would certainly 
have disabled him, but he was unable to grab the weapon 
and now faced his opponent in a crouched position with 
both hands held forward. He didn’t wait for Cole to attack. 
Instead, he rushed a clearly deadly opponent. With no time 
to swing the poker, Cole instead tried to use it like a spear, 
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holding it forward in hopes his opponent would impale 
himself. But Dekker swerved and moved to a position beside 
Cole, unleashing a blinding series of chops and punches. 

Hannah could do nothing. Dekker and Cole were 
entwined in a brutal fight, and she recognized Dekker was 
using the Krav Magna fighting technique, a contact-combat 
martial art combining many skills, an aggressive street 
fighting system emphasizing threat neutralization with 
simultaneous defensive and offensive maneuvers. And she 
could see Dekker used it well. 

Cole was obviously an experienced fighter, landing a 
number of blows, but Dekker kept the upper hand. Cole 
dropped the fire poker and picked up a heavy glass ashtray 
and swung it at Dekker. The blow glanced off Dekker’s 
head, leaving an open gash that bled down his cheek. 
Dekker countered with crossed wrists followed by a blow to 
the gut, causing Cole to double over. 

The exposed position gave Dekker his opening. 
Interlacing his fingers, Dekker delivered a crushing blow to 
the back of Cole’s neck, sending him crashing to the floor, 
unconscious. 

Hannah came to Dekker’s side. “Is he dead?” 
Dekker shook his head. “No, at least I don’t think so.” 

He reached out to check the man’s pulse and confirmed he 
was alive. Hannah said, “I’ll call my people. I don’t think we 
want the London police involved.” She found a telephone 
and dialed SIS. 

She returned to Dekker, who had found clothesline in 
a round silver dispenser in the bathroom and bound Cole’s 
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wrists and ankles, although it looked like he would be out 
for some time. “A team is on the way,” said Hannah. Dekker 
looked up, his face still bloody and his shirt ripped in 
several places. “And it looks like you need some tending to.” 
She retrieved a washcloth from the bathroom and stanched 
the flow of blood and then checked for other injuries. “You 
seem to have come through that in one piece.” 

Dekker looked at Cole’s unconscious body. “Barely. 
He’s tough and experienced, but not practiced. If he were 
still in fighting shape I’m not sure how this would have 
turned out.” 

Hannah put a hand on his shoulder. “You’re being 
modest. I recognized your use of Krav Magna, and Cole 
never had a chance. By the way, where did you learn Krav?” 

“Years ago when I was a young officer in the US 
Army Rangers, we had a special instructor, an Israeli 
Defense Forces officer, who introduced us to their technique 
for engaging in close combat situations. The style resonated 
with me and I continued to study the art. It turned out to be 
very handy in my search-and-rescue days, where 
confrontations were less about rifles and bombs and more 
about hand-to-hand incidents requiring a quick and 
relatively quiet resolution. I’ve kept it up ever since.” He 
glanced down at Cole. “And glad I did.” 

Twenty minutes later, there was a knock at the door. 
Dekker answered and four men dressed in white jumpsuits 
climbed out. Inside the room the leader looked down at the 
figure on the floor. “This is him then?” 
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Hannah answered, “Yes. He is dangerous so please 
have him confined properly.” The leader pointed to two of 
the others who pulled proper restraints from their pockets 
and put them on Cole’s wrists and ankles. The fourth man, 
carrying a field stretcher, placed it beside the man on the 
floor. Two others lifted Cole onto the stretcher and carried 
him out. 

“Thank you, gentlemen. We will be along shortly.”  
They closed the door as they left and Hannah 

returned to tending Dekker’s wounds. 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY 
 
 
 

HANNAH TOOK DEKKER to the medical facility in SIS 
where an attendant placed two butterfly stitches across his 
head wound. “That looks just fine,” said the medical 
attendant upon inspecting his handiwork. Hannah looked at 
the stitches as well and nodded her approval. She spun 
Dekker around on the medical stool and said, “Wait here for 
a moment, will you?” 

Dekker moved to a chair and sat with nothing to do 
except to begin feeling aches all over his body. “Great,” he 
said to the empty room. “The adrenaline is bleeding out of 
my system.” He looked at an adjacent table where the 
attendant had left a vial of pain killers. He opened the small 
container, swallowed two pills, and returned to his seat to 
wait for Hannah. 

It seemed an hour to Dekker, but Hannah was gone 
only twenty minutes. She opened the examining room door 
and smiled, handing him a plastic bag. “Here, you need 
something more than that tattered shirt,” she said. 

He found a light pullover sweater in the bag and, 
holding it up against his chest, nodded his approval. “Looks 
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like it will fit.” He took off the ripped shirt and pulled the 
sweater over his head. 

“Okay, let’s go upstairs and report,” said Hannah. 
They sat outside C’s office waiting to meet with the 

SIS Director. Dekker said, “Are you sure he sent for you? It 
seems like he would have bigger fish to fry.” 

Hannah said, “Yes, he asked for me and I invited you 
along, so mind your manners.” 

The administrative assistant sitting at the desk beside 
the door to C’s office called to them. “He’ll see you now.” 

Alex Younger, or C as he was known in the agency, 
greeted them as they entered the office. After shaking hands 
and polite small talk he got down to business. “Now, Agent 
Ahmed, it seems you have been busy during the last few 
days.” 

Hannah collected herself and said, “Yes sir, I have. 
You will recall after our last meeting that I went to work 
tracking down Wesley Cole’s business acquaintances. After 
some legwork I found a dealer who handles, how should I 
say, items of questionable provenance. It became clear to me 
this was Cole’s fence, and before I could get out, I was taken 
hostage. They put a bag over my head, tossed me in a van, 
and drove a route that was impossible to discern with my 
head covered. 

“I was led into a building where they took the bag off, 
but there were no identifying markings anywhere. I was 
locked in a storage room.” Hannah looked over to Dekker. 
“Later Mr. Dekker found my location and managed to free 
me.” She looked back to C. “You know about that, of course, 
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along with the subsequent raid that turned up nothing. No 
locusts, no buyers, only the mutilated remains of someone 
who was no doubt forced to take my place to demonstrate 
the locusts’ capabilities.”  

Hannah took a breath, then continued, “We were at 
our wits end, but Mr. Dekker had another angle he wished 
to pursue while I got on my computer and scoured 
databases looking for Cole’s address, which I did ultimately 
find. But Mr. Dekker’s efforts now come to bear on the 
situation.” She looked to Dekker, handing the narrative over 
to him. 

“I wanted to know more about plagues and 
pandemics. It’s not something I’d ever studied, so it seemed 
a good time to get smart on these topics. On Hannah’s, uh, 
Agent Ahmed’s recommendation, I went to the London 
Library where I found a great deal of information on 
plagues, and in particular, locust infestations. There was an 
instance in the United States in 1874 when a series of natural 
events caused the Rocky Mountain locust to flourish and 
devastate two million square miles.” He let the fact sink in. 
“And here’s the strange part: this particular locust strain 
disappeared. After numbering more than one hundred 
billion, they vanished. I thought if somehow Kamenwati or 
someone else managed to get their hands on some of these 
locusts and then bioengineered them, well, that could be the 
source of a creature that doesn’t eat crops and vegetation but 
flesh, human flesh. 

“Then I went back to the Bible, but not to the plagues 
in Egypt. I went to a section in Revelation that indicates one 
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of the punishments visited on mankind in the Last Days is a 
plague of locusts, creatures that consume flesh instead of 
vegetation. I wondered who Cole, or his middleman, would 
approach with such a creature. Who would want to hasten 
the Last Days, Armageddon? I concluded it had to be a 
radical Islamic group, one believing it is their duty to do 
Allah’s will and bring on the end of days.” He looked at 
Hannah, then to C. 

“The Islamic Caliphate.” 
Alex Younger sat forward across his desk and said, 

“Those buggers? They’ve been a thorn in our side, in 
everyone’s side, since they came on the scene two years 
ago.” He sat back and tented his fingers. “So, tell me, how 
does this story end?” 

Hannah took over. “Sir, we found Cole had checked 
into a luxury hotel, and after a discussion with a front desk 
attendant, we found him in one of the rooms there. There 
was a small altercation.” She looked to Dekker, who gave a 
self-deprecating shrug. C could see the butterfly stitches on 
Dekker’s head and said, “Small, indeed.” 

“Well, sir, the long and the short of it is we captured 
Cole and are waiting for him to revive so we can question 
him as to the location of the locust broods.” 

C stood, signaling the meeting was over. “Excellent 
work, Agent, and you too Mr. Dekker. Please keep me 
informed.” 

Hannah and Dekker stood and left the office. The 
administrative assistant at the outer office desk got 
Hannah’s attention. “Ma’am, medical operations wishes you 
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to know that the subject you brought in is reviving.” She 
handed Hannah a post it note. “The holding cell is number 
eight.” 
 
Cole sat on the edge of a small bed, hunched over, elbows on 
knees and holding his head with bound hands. His foot 
restraints had been removed and a security officer stood in 
the corner of the holding cell watching his every move. Cole 
was being treated as the dangerous criminal he was. Dekker 
and Hannah stood in front of Cole, ready to question him.  

“Cole,” said Dekker. “Cole!” The man looked up at 
Dekker with glazed eyes. 

 Cole said, “You two were supposed to be 
dead.” 

Hannah replied, “Sorry to disappoint you, Mr. Cole, 
but we’ve got a few questions for you.” 

Dekker jumped in. “Beginning with, where the locust 
broods are?” 

Cole gave Dekker a “go-to-hell” look and assumed his 
previous head-in-hands position. 

Hanna moved closer and spoke softly to Cole. “Mr. 
Cole, I don’t think you appreciate your position. You are in 
an SIS holding cell. The walls are electrified.” She gave a 
look to the guard, who touched a wall with his sidearm. A 
shower of sparks shot into the room. “So don’t think there’s 
a way out of here, and lest you think there is some domestic 
law enforcement out, you should know SIS considers you a 
terrorist  who has provided material to a terrorist 
organization, Jihadis for the Establishment of the True 
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Caliphate.” Cole moaned softly as Hannah’s remarks sank 
in. “Now Mr. Cole, you can significantly reduce those 
charges, and get out of this holding cell, by telling us where 
the broods are.” 

Cole shook his head. 
Hannah continued. “This is probably your last chance 

to hear a calm, rational voice. If you will not talk to us, I am 
sure you know we have more aggressive methods and we 
will not hesitate to use them.” 

Cole looked up at the SIS agent, his expression filled 
with hate. He had been so close, if only he had left the 
country right away instead of thinking he had cleverly 
covered his involvement and could celebrate in a fine hotel. 
Now these two had crushed his dreams of riches, of living a 
life of luxury and excess. He hated them. No, it was more 
than hate, which is just a passionate dislike. His feeling was 
a deep loathing, and despite the woman’s soft words he 
would never help them. “Give it your best, bitch. I won’t 
help you.” 

Hannah showed no reaction as she straightened up. 
She simply looked to the guard and nodded. The guard 
looked from Hannah to the prisoner, his expression steely, 
and returned her nod. 

“Come on, Adam. This man has an appointment 
waiting for him.” Once outside Cole’s cell Hannah said, 
“Well, it was worth a try.” 

Dekker said, “There’s one more angle we can look 
into.” Hannah raised a questioning eyebrow. “The broker. 
What was his name?” 
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“Rees. Dalton Rees,” said Hannah. 
“There won’t be an audience like there is here.” He 

looked at her conspiratorially. “There’s no time like the 
present. But first I’d like to stop in your medical office. 
There’s something I want to bring along.” 
 
Dalton Rees was pleased with himself. The deal, so 
successfully and rapidly concluded had made him a rich 
man. Logging into his offshore bank account for the third 
time, he basked in the new wealth this settlement provided. 
He gave no thought to his buyers or the reason they wanted 
the “property,” only that he received his commission. That is 
how he rationalized his business to himself: he received 
commissions on sales, like a real estate broker. He made no 
moral judgments, and expected none in return. He was a 
businessman, and there was nothing wrong with that. 

The knock at the front door startled him out of his 
reverie. He closed the Internet connection with his bank in 
Panama and waited for his manservant—that is how he 
liked to think of James, as his manservant—to answer the 
door. In reality James was a bodyguard and something of a 
companion. But isn’t manservant what the bloody aristocrats call 
their help? 

There was some mumbling from the entry. No doubt 
someone looking for a handout, he thought. He didn’t pay 
attention, assuming James would take care of whoever was 
trying to pester him. He was just about to check his bank 
account again when he heard strange sounds, like a struggle. 
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Rees was confident James could defeat whoever this was. 
After all, he was a large and muscular man. 

The sounds continued, now punctuated with the 
sound of flesh striking flesh, very fast. “What in the world?” 

There was a loud thud and Rees knew the conflict was 
over. He stood to check on James and came to a quick halt 
when he saw another man enter his sanctuary. “Who the hell 
are you?” Without warning a woman came from behind the 
man. Rees recognized her and his eyes went wide with 
surprise. “You!” 

Hannah stood with her arms crossed. “Your 
hospitality hasn’t improved since my last visit.” She looked 
over her shoulder in the direction of the front door. Turning 
back, she looked toward her companion. “This is Mr. 
Dekker. I don’t think you’ve had the pleasure of meeting 
him.” 

Dekker said, “That little reception ended badly for 
your man, I’m afraid.” 

“What did you do to James?” Rees began to panic. 
Dekker answered, “I think your man will need a 

hospital when he regains consciousness.” 
“Oh, my God,” Rees said. As he looked from the large 

man to the SIS woman and back, he tried to wiggle out of 
this situation. “Look, miss, I am very sorry about what 
happened before, but it was just business.” 

“You gave me to those men to get rid of me and any 
connection to the terrorists.” Hannah stepped close to him, 
unflinching. “You offered me as a demonstration subject.” 
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Dekker came to her side, shoved the soft little man 
backwards into an overstuffed chair, and stood directly 
before him. “Now, I’m going to make this simple for you. 
First, you are going to tell me where the locust broods are, 
then you will tell me exactly who your client was, and last, 
you will leave England, permanently, and terminate your 
business.” 

Rees could see the big man was quite serious. He’s 
military, certainly, he thought, and he bested my manservant 
without so much as a bruise. This is a man not to be trifled with. 
“You’re asking quite a lot, mister…” 

“Dekker.” 
Dekker crossed his arms, mirroring Hannah. “Start 

talking,” he said. 
Rees was beginning to perspire along his hairline as 

he looked around in desperation. “I don’t know where those 
damn bugs are. You’ve got to believe me! I was just the 
middle man.” 

Hannah said, “For Wesley Cole. Yes, we know. He is 
in our custody.” Rees’ eyes went wide. 

Dekker continued. “We want to know who your 
client is: his name, what he looks like, and where we can 
find him.” 

Rees squirmed in his seat, wishing some of his other 
men would return. But they would not come back. They 
were hired only for the job, and when any job they are hired 
to work on is over, they disappear back into the mass of 
London humanity. “Cole can tell you that. He was with 
them.” 



 258 

“We want to hear it from you, Rees,” Dekker said 
with a threatening tone. 

“I don’t know anything!” Rees looked frantically 
between Dekker and Hannah. 

Dekker unfolded his arms and turned to Hannah. 
“Hannah, will you please give me the package?” She 
nodded and produced a small zippered case that she handed 
to Dekker. He slowly unzipped the case and explained to 
Rees, “You know, I would really like to beat you to bloody 
pulp for what you did to Agent Ahmed.” Dekker looked in 
her direction and then back to Rees. “That would make me 
feel a little better, but it wouldn’t get us any closer to the 
information we want. So I decided to take a different 
approach.” He opened the case and allowed Rees to see 
inside. It held a syringe and a small brown vial. “This is 
scopolamine, the so-called zombie drug. It’s something I’ve 
had personal experience with.” He took the syringe, 
attached the needle, and held up the bottle. “This is 
powerful stuff, Rees. This will make you talk, but I’m afraid 
there are some nasty side effects, like hallucinations, terrible 
hallucinations.” 

He waved the vial in front of Rees’ face. “Are you 
sure you don’t want to talk?” 

Rees stuffed himself as far back in the chair as 
possible, shouting at Dekker. “You can’t do this! It’s illegal! I 
have rights!” 

“Says the criminal,” deadpanned Hannah. “You have 
much to answer for, from trafficking in illegal animals to 
kidnapping, and don’t forget murder.” 
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Dekker continued. “Still not talking? Hannah, take 
this while I hold him for you.” 

“With pleasure,” she said. 
Rees was restrained quickly by Dekker, who was 

much larger and certainly stronger. Hannah took the 
syringe, inserted the needle into the brown glass vial, 
extracting a cylinder full as Rees watched helplessly. He 
tried squirming and shouting, but Dekker held him still. “If 
you don’t settle down this is gonna hurt,” he said. 

Hannah administered the dose of scopolamine with 
practiced efficiency. She pulled the needle out of Rees’ arm, 
stood back, and gave him a grim smile. 

“It looks like you’ve done this before,” said Dekker. 
“Oh, yes.” 
Dekker said, “Now we wait. I seem to recall it doesn’t 

take long for scopolamine to work.” He released Rees, who 
slumped back into the chair, afraid. The prediction was 
accurate. In under ten minutes Rees’ head began to droop 
and roll. Dekker nodded. “He’s beginning the first stages. It 
won’t be long now.” 

Hannah said, “You never told me about your 
encounter with this drug.” 

“It was related to this same case, when I first 
encountered Kamenwati. I was tracking down a man named 
Origen right here in the DC area, and he captured me. He 
had orders to deliver me to Krugerschloss in Germany, but 
he couldn’t have an unconscious man to deal with and so 
they administered scopolamine, the zombie drug.” 
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Hannah asked, “Did you really become a zombie? I 
thought it was used for seasickness.” 

“In very small doses, you’re right. It is used for 
motion sickness. But in large doses the effects are 
remarkable. First, you become disoriented and sleepy. Then, 
as the drug runs through you system, the hallucinations 
begin, contributing to extreme disorientation. You are 
outside yourself, so to speak, and you follow almost any 
order. In my case I was totally compliant yet able to walk 
instead of being carried around.” 

“How awful,” said Hannah. 
“What happened after was worse, but I came through 

it. Unfortunately we lost track of Kamenwati, and from 
there, well, you pretty much know the story.” 

Hannah looked softly at Dekker, feeling his pain from 
what seemed to be an unending series of operations. No 
sooner did he deal with one threat than another popped up. 
He had lost his wife Kelly and so many others over these 
years, and all that loss could be traced back to the Abaddon 
spirit. Hannah had never been especially spiritual, but since 
meeting Dekker and being introduced to this strange world 
of Magick, she had come to accept that things she couldn’t 
explain rationally were nonetheless real. She appreciated the 
way Dekker managed to straddle both realities, blending his 
skills as a Ranger and the supernatural skills of Magick, and 
she hoped one day she might learn to operate in both realms. 

They waited another twenty minutes before Dekker 
said, “I think he’s ready.” Hannah nodded her approval and 



 

 261 

Dekker turned to the now incoherent Rees. “Okay, buddy, 
let’s talk.” 
The scopolamine made Rees totally compliant. His eyes 
were open but glazed over and the pupils quite large. 
Dekker was ready to begin questioning. 

“Let’s go to the beginning of this whole affair. Who 
purchased the locusts?” 

Rees took a long moment before answering, not 
because he didn’t want to tell Dekker but because the drug 
significantly impaired both cognition and coordination, 
especially speech. “Mumf…was a man, an Arab, name of…” 

“Yes, what is his name?” 
“Malik, that was his name. He was a messenger, and 

he arranged payment.” 
“That seems a dangerous way to conduct business, 

Rees.” 
“All by computer. Everything happens over the 

Internet.” 
Dekker tried another line of questioning. “When 

Malik left here with the broods, where did he go?” 
“You have to ask James. I was curious what that man 

was doing and sent James to follow him.” 
Dekker asked, “Did he tell you where the man went?” 
Rees shook his head. “You need to ask James.” 
Hannah stepped to Dekker’s side and whispered, 

“We need to get that man you beat unconscious.” Dekker 
looked at her, a little embarrassed. “Yeah, I guess we do.” 

They dragged James’ inert body into Rees’ office and 
bound his hands and feet. Dekker looked at their 
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handiwork. “I guess it’s time to wake sleeping beauty.” He 
looked around. “It there any water?” 

Hannah searched behind several of the full-length 
curtains for closets or cabinets and finally found something 
promising. “Adam, this looks like a mini-refrigerator.” She 
pulled the door open and found it well stocked with fruit 
juices, snacks, and water. She picked up two bottles and 
brought them to Dekker. “Will this do?” 

“Perfect,” answered Dekker. He poured a little water 
over the unconscious man’s face, but there was no response. 
Dekker tried again with a little more water. This time there 
was a reaction, a brief nodding of the head back and forth in 
an autonomic response. Dekker administered a third dose of 
water and this time the man sputtered and coughed. 

Dekker said, “Ah, he seems to be coming around. 
Would you help me sit him up against this chair?” Hannah, 
who had stood watching the interrogation leaned down and 
grabbed one arm as Dekker grabbed the other. They sat him 
up, his back against an upholstered chair and his bound feet 
straight out. 

“James,” said Dekker. “James! Can you hear me?” 
The man closed his eyes tightly and then opened them, 
attempting to focus on his questioner. Slowly he recognized 
the face before him, groaned and turned his head to the side. 

“Now, James, I am sorry about your condition, but 
you did bring it on yourself.” The man looked directly at 
Dekker with an unmistakable look of hatred. “Please, James. 
You know your intent was to put me in the same position 
you’re in now, so don’t act so put out.” The man loosened a 
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little. “Good man. Now, I have revived you to answer one 
question.” 

With more awareness of his surroundings, James 
looked over and saw his employer in a chair, unrestrained 
but catatonic. He decided this man who bested him with not 
so much as a scratch to himself, who obviously drugged his 
boss, was a man to be listened to. 

“What is your question?” 
Dekker went to one knee and looked James in the eye. 

“Where is Malik?” 
James shook his head. “I don’t know anyone by that 

name.” 
“Come on, James. Your boss told me that a man 

named Malik bought the locust broods and then the boss 
ordered you to follow him.” 

James obviously knew he was caught. “Oh, that 
Malik. Yes, I followed him.” 

“And where did he go?” 
“To a place in the slums.” 
“Which slum, James?” 
“East London. Newham.” 
“Where exactly, James?” He gave Dekker an address. 

“Is he still there?” 
James shook his head. “I don’t know. I suppose so. 

You’ll just have to check for yourself.” 
“I will do that. Thank you, James.” Dekker turned to 

Hannah. “Can you arrange to have these two picked up and 
held?” 

“Let me make a call to HQ.” 
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Ten minutes later Dekker and Hannah were in the car 
heading to East London, where Jack the Ripper terrorized 
the populace in the nineteenth century, where countless 
people lived and died in anonymity, where lawlessness was 
the norm, a neighborhood quickly becoming an enclave for 
poor and homeless foreigners, especially those from the 
Middle East. 

Hannah pulled up in front of the address James gave 
to Dekker, a building that seemed to be in a state of 
disrepair, as most buildings in Newham and throughout the 
East End were. 

“He said Malik went to the top floor but he didn’t 
know which apartment,” said Dekker. 

“It looks like we have to go door-to-door,” said 
Hannah. 

They left the car and went into the building. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
 
 
 

MALIK RECEIVED A text message instructing him to 
transport the broods to Washington, DC. He was given a bill 
of lading should any questions arise. Malik was happy to 
finally get out because he had a growing feeling of being 
watched, followed, or hunted. Acknowledging the 
instructions, he immediately gathered up his few 
possessions and threw them into a large suitcase. Next he 
took the two brood canisters from the refrigerator and 
carefully nestled them into the suitcase, using his clothing as 
cushions. 

He didn’t give the room another look as he left. 
Malik carried his bag to a nearby Metro station and 

purchased a ticket to Heathrow airport. He listened to his 
bag every so often, pleased each time the creatures inside 
remained calm. Having observed the behavior of the locusts 
inside the containers for a number of days, he was confident 
they would get to America without arousing suspicion. 

He purchased a one-way ticket on United with the 
cash provided for that purpose. He chose United for the 
price. It wouldn’t do to waste JETCs money, he reasoned. After 
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checking the single bag, he waited for his flight. This goes 
well, he thought, not even a question about my luggage. Malik 
had plenty of time before the flight departed, and so he 
purchased food at one of the many stalls scattered around 
the waiting area. 

The eight-hour flight to Dulles International gave 
Malik plenty of time to review his steps upon arrival. He 
was confident everything was going as planned. The hand of 
Allah is on every aspect of this mission. 

Processing through Customs and Immigration at 
Dulles, while lengthy, proceeded without problems. Malik 
was traveling on a British passport, and his bag, while 
searched, passed with the bill of lading documents he 
printed before leaving London.  

Malik was unsure where the new facility was located, 
and so he called the number given him before leaving 
London. A man answered, clearly one of his people, but the 
man waited for Malik to speak the password. He panicked. 
What was the password? No one said anything about a password.  

Trying to explain his memory loss to the man on the 
other end, he continued to rack his brain and remember 
what had been said. He had a thought. He recited the phrase 
spoken before every meeting with Caliphate brethren: The 
fist of Allah strikes as a great hammer, crushing all infidels. The 
phrase was accepted and Malik was told to wait for a man 
who would transport him to the facility. 

Adib, the man who took Malik’s call and the leader of 
the engineers sent to complete the breeding process, made 
an immediate call to his American contact, Kiff. 
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“Mr. Kiff, this is Adib. A courier with articles we 
require is at your Dulles airport.” 

Kiff was a little put-off by the assumption he would 
pick up and deliver the courier. “And what is it you want, 
Mr. Adib?” 

“I wish you to deliver him, and the articles he carries, 
here.” 

“I don’t know. I was out of this thing when the lease 
deal was complete.” The more he thought about it, the less 
he liked the idea of becoming more involved with these 
terrorists. 

Adib did not like the hesitating tone the American 
was taking. “Mr. Kiff, should you not do as I ask, you will be 
killed, slowly, with a knife.” Kiff was in a difficult position. 
If he complied with Adib’s order, he would become more 
embroiled in their affairs, and that was dangerous. But the 
threat of death was of greater immediate concern.  

“Very well. Where will I find him?” 
 
Kiff found his man at the International Arrivals building, 
sitting outside with his suitcase between his legs. Could he be 
more obvious? Kiff wondered. He stood before the man, who 
appeared to be in his mid-thirties, and introduced himself 
only as the person transporting him into town. Malik looked 
up at the man, nodded his acknowledgement, and stood. 
“This way,” said Kiff, and he walked toward the parking 
structure, not checking to see if the man followed him. 
Secretly he hoped he wouldn’t follow and give him a way 
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out of this situation, but the man  stepped to the passenger 
side of the car when they reached it. 

They drove down the Dulles expressway to the 495 
Beltway and into the city in silence. Malik looked in wonder 
at the stately buildings and monuments, thinking there were 
so many. They approached the Capitol building, sparkling 
from a recent renovation of the dome and exterior areas, and 
turned down Independence Avenue, then right, traveling a 
block before turning onto Second Street. From there it was 
four blocks and they turned right again, pulling up to an 
ordinary looking building. 

“This is where you get out,” said Kiff. 
Malik found himself standing on the sidewalk 

watching his ride disappear in traffic. Taking a deep breath, 
he went to the front door and found it locked. There didn’t 
seem to be a buzzer or ringer, so he resorted to pounding on 
the door. He was about to give up, thinking the driver 
delivered him to the wrong building, when the door cracked 
open. Malik couldn’t see who was inspecting him, but he 
was relieved those inside seemed to be following good 
security protocol. After a moment the door opened, the 
person behind it still unseen. 

The door closed behind Malik. The man inside said 
nothing. He walked away, obviously expecting Malik to 
follow. It took a moment to realize what was going on, but 
Malik grabbed the suitcase and hustled to catch up. The man 
led him to an open and mostly empty room. A staircase led 
to the second floor, but the man took him to a door 
underneath the stairs. The man closed the door as they 
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descended and switched on a light. Malik saw another door 
at the bottom of the stairs that looked new. 

“Open it.” Malik obeyed and they entered the 
strangest room he had ever seen. The basement room had 
only the one door and no windows, and Malik was 
surprised to see the walls, floor, and ceiling covered in some 
sort of sheet metal. A single table sat in the center of the 
room. 

“Place the containers there,” said the man, pointing to 
the table. 

Malik placed the suitcase on the floor, opened it, and 
placed the brood containers on the table. 

“What is the condition of the contents?” 
“They remain quiet and quite healthy. What will you 

do with them?” 
“Breed them of course.” 
Malik looked around again, and this time he noticed a 

few more details. There was a round opening, about two feet 
in diameter, set high in the wall at the ceiling level, and a 
pipe running down to a rectangular piece of equipment in 
the corner. “What is that for?” Malik asked, pointing to the 
machine in the corner. 

“It is a portable air conditioner,” said the man. 
When they were again upstairs, his escort introduced 

himself. “My name is Adib. I am in charge of this operation. 
You will be housed here along with the rest of the team. You 
are forbidden to leave until the operation is complete.” 



 270 

Malik had hoped he would be dismissed when the 
containers were delivered, free to return home. But it was 
not to be; there was no way out. 

“I must begin on those brood containers,” said Adib. 
“Bahir will show you to your quarters.” 

Malik saw a group of five men come down from the 
second floor, one coming forward. “I am Bahir. Follow me, 
please.” Malik complied, following Bahir back upstairs 
where there were four bedrooms. “This is your room,” said 
Bahir, pointing to the last one. “Your duties will include 
preparing meals for the others.” 

“Me?” asked Malik. “I had no knowledge of such 
duties. A woman would be better suited to such work.” 

Bahir was not sympathetic. “Do not argue. You will 
assume this duty as an offering to Allah, and you will be 
happy about it.” 

Malik hung his head slightly and pushed the door to 
his room open. It was a plain room, only a single bed and an 
old chest of drawers. He carried the almost empty suitcase 
into the room and dropped it on the bed.  

Bahir, standing at the door, said, “It is now four in the 
afternoon. Asr prayers will take place shortly. Afterward I 
will introduce you to the rest of the team.” 
 
Prayers concluded, Malik was introduced to the other 
members of the team sent by Muhammed al-Saadi. Besides 
Adib, who was a bioengineer and their leader, there was 
Bahir, who had showed him the bedroom, Dhakir, Faraj, 
Hadi, and Jubair. Only Hadi shared Adib’s specialty. The 
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other four were security men. Malik wondered why there 
was so much security, but later he discovered that two of the 
men, Dhakir and Faraj, were traditional security, and Bahir 
and Jubair, while designated “security,” remained entirely 
assigned to the “brood room,” as Malik came to call it. Their 
sole job was to assure no locusts escaped. So one man was at 
the basement door while the other was outside at the vent 
opening. They rotated posts every four hours. It looked like 
tedious duty to Malik. 

The days dragged for Malik, and with nothing to do 
but woman’s work, his boredom grew. He noticed Adib and 
the others became increasingly excited because they had 
successfully joined the two breeding groups and the 
population was growing exponentially. The team could no 
longer enter the basement room and had to observe on a 
computer monitor connected to a camera mounted high on 
one of the room’s walls. Malik occasionally got a glimpse of 
the monitor, but only in short intervals. What he did 
managed to see over the course of several days was a room 
filling with the demonic-looking creatures. 

One afternoon Malik asked, “What do they eat? In 
London I provided regular feedings of small rodents.” Adib 
tapped the monitor. “But they do not eat while they are in 
the breeding phase. Soon they will reach the room’s capacity 
and then they will become hungry, ravenous for flesh, which 
we shall give them.” 

Malik could only speculate on the source of food for 
the creatures. 

 



 

 
 
 
 

 
CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

 
 
 

THERE WERE ONLY six rooms on the top floor of Malik’s 
building in Newham, so the search went quickly. Dekker 
took one side, Hannah the other. They were met mostly with 
suspicious questions through unopened doors, which was to 
be expected in this dangerous part of London. It was only 
when Hannah knocked on the third door on her side that 
she thought she might have found their man. 

“Adam! I think this may be the one.” 
Dekker hurried to her side as she knocked again, and 

once more there was no answer from inside. “It could be 
whoever lives here is at work.” 

Hannah shook her head, “Not likely at this time of 
day. The other occupants were women.” 

“Yeah, I found that, too,” said Dekker. “What’s the 
significance?” 

Hannah gave him an exasperated look. “Really?” 
Dekker suddenly got it. “Oh, yeah. They’re all hookers.” 

“Prostitutes work almost exclusively at night and 
sleep during the day.” Hannah knocked one more time and 
still there was no answer. Dekker extracted his multi-tool 
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and knelt before the door. Two minutes later he looked up at 
Hannah with satisfaction, turned the handle, and opened the 
door. 

“After you,” he said. 
Hannah slipped in with her usual cat-like stealth. 

Dekker held back, waiting for her all-clear signal. A moment 
later she called out, “Clear.” 

The tiny apartment was vacant. “Someone’s been 
living here,” said Dekker. “Look at the dishes and the trash 
in the bin.” 

“But there are no clothes,” Hannah said. “And look 
here. The refrigerator has been emptied out. What do you 
make of that?” 

“That’s where he kept the broods. See the shelves 
stacked beside it?” 

Hannah asked, “What was it we were told about 
those broods?” 

Dekker thought for a moment before answering. “The 
insects were separated by gender, so our man has, or had, 
two containers.” 

“When did he leave and where do you suppose he’s 
gone?” 

Dekker said, “He’s going to go for the greatest 
impact, where maximum terror is sure to occur.” 

“Surely not here in London?”  
Dekker shook his head. “No, not London or any 

European capital. They’ve already been hitting them hard, 
softening the cities and countries up for a migration unlike 
any other.” 
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Hannah replied, “And such a migration may as well 
be an invasion.” 

“Right. Not only will they flood millions into Europe, 
but they will also have their agents mixed in, ready to 
strike.” 

“This is awful,” said Hannah. 
“Yes it is, but what is the one force keeping them in 

check?” 
“America,” said Hannah. 
“That’s right, and so it will be the Unites States that 

gets their immediate attention with this new weapon. The 
trick is going to be predicting which city will be attacked.” 

Hannah took his hand. “We must get to America.” 
 
The eight-hour flight gave Dekker time to think more about 
his decision to go to Washington, DC. In Washington he had 
better access to NCTC resources and could mobilize a rapid 
response team without a lot of red tape, but on the other 
hand, the locusts may be somewhere else, like New York. He 
had to keep returning to his initial rationale, that the United 
States is the last bastion defending the West, and the jihadis 
would strike there before moving on Europe. He was 
conflicted because New York was the financial center of the 
country and previous attempts by the Abaddon spirit to gain 
control focused there. This is different, he thought, It’s not 
about finance. It is about influencing will and determination. 

As he wrestled with his rationale, there was a familiar 
tug on his mind, an appeal he could not ignore. Slipping into 
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the familiar trance-like state, he entered the Flows where 
Galdur, the Icelandic mystic, awaited. 

Adam, I was compelled to reach out to you. I have felt a 
tidal shift in the Flows and I need to warn you. 

Galdur, you don’t know how pleased I am to speak with 
you. You warned me about Kamenwati and the Abaddon spirit, 
and I have been following a troubling case involving locusts. 

Locusts you say? 
Yes, but not ordinary locusts. These are bioengineered. 

They are large and have teeth and stingers. Unlike normal locusts 
they do not consume vegetation, but flesh. I suspect they have been 
developed to decimate a city or cities. How they are controlled, I do 
not know. 

There was a long silence before Galdur replied. The 
locusts are part of a Last Days prophesy and the Abaddon spirit 
has found a way to hasten their arrival. Is there an Islamic 
connection? 

Yes. I believe that somehow Kamenwati has been 
supplanted by JETC. 

Adam, this is far bigger than you may think. These 
creatures have been fabricated to bridge the natural and 
supernatural. There may be means in the natural world to control 
or subdue the locusts, but once the creatures are released they 
cannot be eradicated because the Abaddon spirit has infused a 
portion of his nature into the locusts. 

How do I defeat them? 
I must confer with Salim. For the time being you must 

locate these creatures and pray they have not begun to breed. 
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The connection was terminated and Dekker opened 
his eyes. “This keeps getting better and better.” 

Hannah, who had been sleeping, lifted one eyelid. 
“What’s that, Adam? Who are you talking to?” 

Dekker looked at her. “No one. Well, not exactly. I 
was communicating with Galdur.” 

Hannah was still unclear about these mysterious 
Flows, what exactly they are and how they work, but she 
had seen Dekker use them and no doubt the Flows exist. So 
now, hearing Dekker had been communing with his 
Icelandic friend, she was not surprised. She sat up, now fully 
awake. 

“What did he say?” 
“Not to be an alarmist, but he said we’re in trouble.” 
“We didn’t need Galdur to tell us that.” 
“He was talking on a more global scale. He said the 

locusts are meant to bridge the natural and supernatural.” 
“What does that mean?” 
“It means these things are more than just some 

bioengineering exercise. Somehow they are infused with 
supernatural programming and, absent containing them 
before they are released, we can’t actually eradicate the 
locusts.” 

Hannah put her head back and looked up to the 
airplane ceiling. “That is just great.” 

Dekker changed the subject. “I’ve been thinking about 
our decision to return to Washington, and I believe, if JETC 
is going to strike, it will be there. It’s their best chance to 
immobilize my country, to demoralize the people, and cause 
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them to focus on something other than the Caliphate’s move 
into Europe.” 

Hannah, a little off-subject, asked, “What has 
happened to Kamenwati in all this?” 

Dekker thought for a moment and said, “That is a 
good question. It seems he’s been replaced, and I can’t 
imagine that can be good for him.” 

“Good riddance, I say.” 
“Yes, but I tend to subscribe to the saying ‘better the 

devil you know than the one you don’t.’” 
“I catch your meaning. The JETC is a more ominous 

opponent.” 
“They’re not more ominous exactly, just different and 

so guessing their next move is tougher. Before this we were 
dealing with an ancient organization, cells of believers 
working for decentralized rule and a return to a feudal 
system. This is just an updated crew, and although 
something we will deal with, their tactics and motivations 
will vary from what we’ve come to expect from 
Kamenwati.” 

Hannah was impressed by his confidence and drew 
strength from his convictions. “Right you are. We will deal 
with this new menace.” 

Dekker was silent and not nearly as confident as he 
pretended. He hoped Galdur and Salim could come up with 
a solution. 

 



 

 
 
 

 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
 
 
 

MUHAMMAD AL-SAADI was spending more and more 
time in communication with the Abaddon spirit. He saw 
Abaddon as the answer to all the prayers of the faithful to 
hasten the Last Days and fulfill the Islamic dream of 
complete world domination. He didn’t know that this 
philosophy, this worldview, fit nicely with Abaddon’s plans, 
except those plans did not include al-Saadi, his faction, or 
indeed any Islamic group. What was left of mankind after he 
was done would be useful only to worship him and serve his 
needs. Nevertheless, at this time, he needed men, and this 
new one, al-Saadi, was the best bet to achieve his goals. 

Lord, I have much to tell you. We have successfully 
transported the locusts to America, as you asked. We also have a 
facility near the Capitol and our people have begun the breeding. 

You have done well, al-Saadi. 
Lord, we are coming close to the time the locusts will have 

to be released. How will we control them and send them to attack 
the American Congress? 

There is no need to concern yourself with this, al-Saadi; I 
will help you direct the locusts. 
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And after the locusts have done their work, how should I 
proceed? 

I will give you direction. Right now all your attention 
should be on the successful completion of this plan. 

Yes, Lord, I understand. 
Finally, you must be on the lookout for an American, a 

man named Dekker.  
I do not know that name, Lord. 
Learn it! He has been a thorn in my side for some time 

now. Find him and kill him. 
Yes, Lord. I will notify our team. 
Now, al-Saadi, I will instruct you on the use of the Flows 

to control the locusts. 
Later, as the session ended, al-Saadi felt uplifted. 

“With this supernatural connection, we cannot be defeated. 
Praise be to Allah!” 
 
Galdur was deeply concerned for Dekker. It was true that, in 
the past, Dekker had faced men controlled by the Abaddon 
spirit and prevailed. However, this time it was different. 
This time he would have to face not the spirit’s instrument 
but the spirit itself, and that worried Galdur. He was getting 
old and it was easier to sit on the sidelines than to get back 
into the struggle, but Dekker’s situation inspired him to get 
involved. His first step was contacting Salim, the senior 
member of the Brotherhood and the overseer of the Flows at 
their source, ancient Baghdad. Entering the Flows, Galdur 
called out for Salim. The reply came within moments.  

My brother, it has been long since we last spoke. 
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My apologies, Salim. I got lazy. 
We are both getting older, Galdur, but that does not release 

us from the work we agreed to so long ago. Only death will release 
us from our obligation. 

I just needed something to remind me of that, and that 
reminder is Adam Dekker. I fear he is walking into a situation he is 
not equipped to handle. 

Tell me what concerns you, Galdur. 
The Icelander spent the next several minutes 

recounting what he knew of Kamenwati, the locusts, and 
JETC. Salim took it all in and did not interrupt. When 
Galdur was done, Salim responded. 

This is troubling news, Galdur, and we must address this 
right away. To begin, we do not need to trouble ourselves with 
Kamenwati. He is no more. 

He is dead? 
Yes, and Abaddon has moved on to a new host, the leader of 

JETC. 
Salim, we must find the locusts. 
More than that Galdur, we must stop an attack that will 

surely bring America to its knees. 
How do we do that, Salim? 
You must travel to America and find Dekker. He will need 

your help. 
And you, Salim? 
I will attempt to discover how the Abaddon spirit plans to 

use this new weapon and take steps to neutralize it. 
Galdur broke the connection and walked onto the 

front porch of his rustic home, a cottage nestled against a tall 
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cliff that formed the beautiful valley he alone inhabited. He 
took a deep breath of the clean air, looked around 
nostalgically, and reentered the cottage. He packed a single 
soft-sided bag and was ready to leave in ten minutes. “I’m 
off to face that spirit once again. Will it never end?” 

He closed the front door but didn’t lock it. In fact, 
there was no lock on his door. There was no need for a lock 
in this remote northern district of Iceland. 

Galdur made his way on foot to the valley entrance 
and sat on a rock waiting for someone to pass by; someone 
always passed, eventually. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
 
 
 

DEKKER AND HANNAH agreed, after a brief discussion, 
to take a taxi to his condo in McLean. “You can freshen up 
before we go to NCTC,” he said. She demurred at first, 
telling him she could easily stay in a hotel at Tyson’s Corner. 
“No way. You shared your London apartment with me, and 
so turnabout is only fair.” Hannah gave in without much 
resistance, agreeing with his rationale and especially 
wishing to see how this man she was coming to love lived 
his private life. 

She was surprised his condo was small, only one 
bedroom. There was a comfortable living area with a couch 
and two upholstered chairs, a dining area with a small table 
and four chairs, and finally, a kitchen that was remarkably 
well equipped. “It’s lovely,” she told him. “Now, where will 
I find a shower?” 

After they both showered Dekker made a couple of 
sandwiches which Hannah was happy to eat. “I’m going to 
call in to arrange a meeting. Jim Lynch needs to know what 
is going on, and Dennis needs to be read into the situation.” 
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Hannah agreed with a nod as she placed the last bite in her 
mouth. 
 
They entered NCTC through a side door marked 
“Employees Only” and moved through halls to a bank of 
elevators. There was one on the far right with its own call 
button, which Dekker pressed. Soon the door slid open and 
Dekker pushed the only button. “It’s an express to Lynch’s 
office,” he explained. 

When they stepped off the elevator Hannah was 
surprised by the greeting Dekker received from Marilyn 
Stamm, Lynch’s administrative assistant. 

“Adam Dekker! Where have you been? Let me look at 
you.” Marilyn, holding onto his shoulders, spun him 
around. “No worse for the wear, thank God.” She blushed 
slightly, then acknowledged her oversight of Hannah. 
“Agent Ahmed, my apologies. Welcome.” 

“No formal title, please. Just call me Hannah.” 
After a few more moments of small talk, Marilyn 

opened the inner office door. “He’s expecting you.” 
Lynch stood up as they entered and came around the 

desk to greet Dekker, and after shaking his hand, welcomed 
Hannah. “Agent Ahmed, welcome back to NCTC. Please, 
take a seat and tell me what is happening.” He stopped at 
his desk and punched the intercom button. “Marilyn, please 
ask Dennis and Rusty to join us.” 

They passed the few minutes talking about personal 
matters, Lynch asking about the relationship between 
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Hannah and Dekker. “So, how are things between you 
two?” 

Hannah looked down a little uncomfortably as 
Dekker answered, “It’s great, Jim. We’re doing great.” 

The door opened, and Dennis Allende followed by 
Don “Rusty” Strickland, entered the office. Dennis spotted 
his mentor and beamed. “Dekker, it’s good to see you!” 

Dekker said, “Jeez, what’s with everybody? You’d 
think I’ve been gone for a year.” 

Dennis, still smiling, said, “We’re all just happy to 
have you back. Say, how’d your search for that Brit…” 

“You mean Cole,” said Dekker. 
“Yeah, Cole. How’d you make out with that?” 
“That’s as good a place to begin as any,” said Dekker. 

“There is a lot to tell.” 
Dekker recounted their movements, beginning in 

Dominica and moving on to England, and finally to 
Washington, DC. Hannah filled in  information from time to 
time, adding her perspective on varying points, especially 
her second abduction in London where she was to be the 
main attraction in what she called a “bug fest.” Dennis 
laughed at her term, but Dekker said sternly, “You wouldn’t 
think it funny if you saw what just a few of those locusts did 
to the man they used as a substitute.” Dennis kept quiet for 
the remainder of the briefing. 

Lynch sat back in his chair, fingers tented at his chin, 
thinking about what he heard. 

Rusty filled the silence. “At least this time we’re 
chasing terrorists.” 
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Dekker looked at the younger NCTC field operative 
and, with a serious tone said, “Terrorists with a terrible new 
weapon, one we can’t scan for, use magnetometers to locate, 
or X-ray.” Turning back to Lynch he continued, “I believe 
the broods are here in Washington. I don’t know exactly 
why they are here. They couldn’t just get the entire 
government together and unleash the locusts.” 

“There’s something you should know, Dekker.” His 
gaze scanned across the entire group. “There is going to be a 
special joint session of Congress to hear a presentation by 
the Israeli Prime Minister.” 

Dekker’s face went white. “When?” 
Lynch said, “They’ve been keeping the whole thing 

under wraps, but it is scheduled for Monday evening. Prime 
time.” 

“That’s less than a week,” said Hannah. 
Dekker took charge and issued assignments. “Rusty, 

I’d like you to scour real estate transactions for the last thirty 
days. They’re going to need a building of some sort to breed 
these things.” He turned to Dennis. “Dennis, please go 
through airline manifests for the same period and look for 
foreign passengers with one-way tickets.” For Jim Lynch, his 
boss, he had a request as well. “Jim, it would be great if you 
could persuade the Prime Minister to cancel his trip and the 
Congress to postpone the joint session.” 

Lynch shook his head. “That will be a tough one, 
Adam. The PM is stubborn and not easily deterred from 
anything he sets out to do. This is an important address for 
him, not only to our Congress but to the world. They will 
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not want it to look like the United States is running in fear 
from terrorists.” 

Dekker asked, “Do you know what the PM will be 
saying?” 

“Not specifically,” said Lynch. “But in broad terms he 
will be talking about terrorism and its incursion, not only 
into Israel, but the tentacles reaching into most of Europe.” 

Dekker said, “I see what you mean. He can’t just 
cancel because we think there might be a terrorist attack.” 

“Unless we have tangible evidence,” added Hannah. 
Dekker picked up on Hannah’s thought. “And that 

brings us to what Hannah and I are going to do. We are 
going out looking for that evidence.” 

Lynch added, “I would like us to meet each evening 
at six o’clock to review our results. Good luck, everyone.” 
 
The search Dekker planned was very different from Rusty’s. 
Dekker and Hannah returned to his office, where he called 
up several different sites, including Google Earth, a 
demographics report, and police reports. These sites were 
placed on a spread of three monitors, allowing a 
simultaneous cross reference of the information. 

“This is a very nice setup, Adam.” 
“Sweet, right? Dennis makes sure I have all the latest 

computer goodies.” 
“That is very nice of him,” said Hannah. “Now, how 

are you going to use all this?” 
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“The satellite image, Google Earth, will let us look all 
over the city without having to leave this office. That’ll save 
us a lot of time.” 

“And what exactly are we looking for?” 
Dekker pointed to the screen on the right. “These 

demographic distribution grids let us focus on certain areas, 
or at least eliminate some. For example, Georgetown is 
mostly a higher income, more highly educated area, and 
rather distant from the government buildings, so we can 
eliminate that area from consideration.” 

“I see. So what criteria will we use for our search?” 
“We start with geographical markers: zip code, 

telephone exchanges, and the like. If my theory olds true, the 
focus is going to be on the center of the city where all the 
government buildings are located. Since we now know there 
is going to be a joint session of Congress, we will concentrate 
on an area, say, two miles in diameter from the Capitol 
building.” 

Hannah nodded approval. “That makes sense.” 
“That circle takes in the White House as well, which is 

another possible target, but given what is happening 
Monday evening, it seems unlikely.” Dekker zoomed the 
satellite image in to a perspective height of ten thousand 
feet. “West of the Capitol is the Mall and museum buildings, 
so it’s unlikely the locusts could be breeding anywhere in 
that area.” 

Hannah leaned in, pointing to the screen. “Directly 
north and south, what is all that?” 
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Dekker zoomed in to a twenty-five hundred foot 
perspective. “Government buildings, a large Metro station, 
and behind that Union Station. That doesn’t look like a place 
you could breed these things without being noticed.” He 
moved the image south of the Capitol. “South is dominated 
by congressional office buildings, so they’re probably not 
there. And behind the congressional offices is the Spirit of 
Justice park—nowhere to hide there either. Beyond that are 
offices mostly.” 

Hannah pointed to a structure. “What about this 
place?” 

“Townhomes, and given the area, I’d say they’re out 
as well. Beyond that is the 695 Freeway, and that is a major 
barrier.” 

Hannah was warming up to this search. “That leaves 
east.” Dekker moved the image to the eastern side of the 
Capitol. Hannah said, “Oh my, there are so many 
buildings.” 

“Okay, so that is the sandbox we go play in.” He 
looked closely at the image. “Using Second Street as the 
north/south boundary, let’s set quadrants.” 

Hannah asked, “And then?” 
“We start driving.” 
“Can’t we just use this satellite imagery? It certainly is 

faster and easier.” 
“It won’t give us a feel for the neighborhoods. We 

need to see for ourselves. It’s tedious, I know, but I don’t 
know any better way to narrow this down.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
 
 
 

HADI LOOKED WORRIEDLY to Adib and then back again 
to the computer monitor. “Our numbers are growing, Adib, 
but I fear the rate has begun to drop. What do we do?” The 
two men were the bio-engineers responsible for bringing the 
locust population to full strength; their biggest fear was 
failing to reach the proper population. Both men knew 
Muhammad al-Saadi would execute them in an instant if 
they delivered fewer locusts than expected. 

Adib moved to Hadi’s side and looked at the screen. 
“Show me the population graphs.” Hadi switched from 
video monitoring to a graphing program. “As you know, 
this chart is updated twice daily, at noon and again at six 
o’clock. I was just looking at the newest figures here…” Hadi 
pointed to a spot on the screen. “And as you can see, there is 
a drop. If we look back over the last four cycles, you can see 
the trend: they are not breeding fast enough. We need a 
population of one million by Monday.” 

Adib studied the numbers and then shouted for one 
of the brood security men. “Bahir!” The man stepped from 
behind the staircase wall, a look on his face that suggested 
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he had been caught at something. He walked toward Adib, 
who said, “And where is Jubair?” 

“He’s outside. Do you want me to call him?” 
“Yes.” 
It took longer than Adib expected, but finally Jubair 

opened the front door “What have you been doing?” 
The men looked to one another, and Bahir answered, 

“I was watching the basement door.” Jubair stepped on 
Bahir’s answer. “And I was making sure all joints and seams 
were secure.” 

“Then why do you have guilty looks on your faces? 
I’ll wager you both were sleeping on the job.” 

Amid claims of denial from the two brood guards, the 
front door opened and the two external security men 
stepped inside. They looked to one another with slight 
smiles upon seeing the two brood guards trying to talk their 
way out of some kind of trouble. Dhakir leaned over to Faraj 
and whispered, “Want to bet they were sleeping again?” 

Faraj shook his head. “That would be a bad bet; you’d 
win. But I do think you’re right. Those two do nothing all 
day long while we have to keep an eye on not only the 
inside of this building but patrol outside as well.” 

“The only more useless person here is Abdul-Malik,” 
said the first security guard while the other stifled a snorting 
laugh. 

The reprimand of the two brood guards complete, 
Adib ordered them to return to their posts. 

Adib noticed the two external security men, Dhakir 
and Faraj. “Anything to report?” 
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Dhakir answered, “Nothing at all.” 
Faraj interjected, “Inside or out.” 
“Do not get careless like those two.” He pointed to 

the brood security men. “I have received a warning and we 
must stay alert.” 

Faraj asked, “May we know what, or who, we should 
be looking for?” Dhaka nodded in agreement. 

“We could be found out in many ways: because of the 
real estate broker, the original client or his broker, even a 
suspicious policeman. But we have also been warned to 
watch for a man named Dekker.” 

“One man?” asked Dhaka with skepticism. 
“I only know what I was ordered, and that included 

the name of this man. Whoever he is, he is important, or at 
least an important threat.” Adib looked back to the entry 
door. “In fact, I want you to take turns patrolling the 
surrounding neighborhood. I want to know if there is 
anyone or any activity the least bit suspicious.” 

Dhakir and Faraj gave each other a forlorn look, and 
finally Faraj said, “I’ll take the first patrol.” Adib nodded 
approval and went back to what he was doing. 

Conferring once again with Hadi, Adib looked at the 
population graph. “I think we will be fine. If the numbers 
are a little short, who is going to count one million of these 
monsters You? Me? We will report a one million figure, no 
matter the actual count.” 

Hadi breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank you, Adib. I 
knew you would handle this.” 
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Adib said, “Come, we have much to do and only two 
days left.” 
 
Dekker drove and Hannah navigated using a detailed map 
of Washington, DC. Dekker said, “I say we start with the 
Northeast and work our way down through the Southeast 
until we reach the six ninety-five.” Their route took them 
down the Mall and directly to the Capitol. 

“It is most impressive, Adam.” 
“That it is, and I shudder to think of the carnage these 

terrorists are planning.” Dekker turned left on Second Street. 
“Now the fun begins.” 

Hannah looked at him questioningly. “Fun?” 
“It’s just a figure of speech and means exactly 

opposite what you think.” 
“Oh,” she said and concentrated on her map. 
As they completed the third search section Dekker 

spotted a corner bodega. “Let’s stop. I need a cool drink. 
How about you?” 

“A drink would be fine, and perhaps we can ask a 
few questions as well.” 

“Not a bad idea. Here we go,” he said, pulling to the 
curb in front of the little store. 

Dekker quickly found a cooler inside displaying a 
variety of soft drinks, beer, and wine. He selected a Diet 
Coke and asked Hannah, “What will you have?” 

Hannah was busy looking over the tight rows of 
shelves packed with all manner of merchandise. “Uh, 
whatever you are having. Thank you.” 
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They met at the counter, and while Dekker paid for 
the two soft drinks, Hannah spoke with the attendant He 
was an older man, balding, with a large belly cinched at the 
waist with a worn leather belt. “Pardon me, but we’re not 
from around here.” 

With her British accent, that was stating the obvious. 
The attendant gave her a “no shit” look, which Hannah 
chose to ignore. 

“I was wondering if you’ve had any new customers 
lately, say in the last two weeks?” 

“What are you, FBI? Naw, my customers are all 
regulars, live around here mostly.” The attendant gave them 
a thorough looking over. “Except you two.” He gave Dekker 
his change. “Anything else?” 

“No, this will be fine. Thank you, and don’t mind my 
wife’s nosiness,” said Dekker with a wink. 

When they got back into the car, Hannah pounced on 
him. “What did you mean ‘wife’?” 

Dekker had to think fast. “I had to say something, and 
that was the first thing that came to mind.” 

Hannah sat back. “The first thing that came to your 
mind was ‘my wife’? Well, maybe it’s not that bad…” 

“Hold on, Hannah. I wasn’t trying to imply anything. 
I’m sorry. I won’t say that again.” 

“No, it’s actually not a bad idea. I’ll continue to play 
your wife on this little excursion.” 

Dekker said a little sheepishly, “And after this 
‘excursion,’ tonight…?”  

Hannah put her head back and laughed. 
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Dekker and Hannah completed one more section before 
leaving for the evening conference at NCTC. Dekker enjoyed 
Hannah’s company, her light and breezy style, her curiosity, 
and her amazing intuition. He didn’t realize how often she 
just seemed to say or do the correct thing. He wasn’t sure 
how they could continue a relationship separated by an 
ocean, both working for their respective governments, but 
maybe there was a way. 

As they pulled into the NCTC parking lot just before 
six in the evening, Hannah remarked, “There are still many 
people here. I thought everyone in your government left at 
four o’clock.” 

“Not so many around here,” said Dekker. “I’m afraid 
keeping an eye on terrorists, anarchists, gangs, and just plain 
nut jobs requires around-the-clock attention.” 

They entered Lynch’s office and found Rusty sitting 
casually on a couch while Lynch finished up something at 
his desk. Dennis, as usual, was late. They greeted one 
another and sat down. 

Lynch said, “Let’s wait for our computer genius. 
Meanwhile…” He stepped to the wall, pressed it, and a 
panel swung open revealing a tiny bar. “May I offer drinks? 
It is officially after hours.” 

Hannah spoke right up. “I certainly would appreciate 
a Scotch and soda, please.” The others followed suit and 
Lynch handed out beverages all around. It was at that 
moment Marilyn stuck her head in and said, “Mr. Lynch, 
Dennis is here.” 
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“Send him in,” said Lynch. 
Marilyn asked, “Will there be anything else tonight?” 
“No, Marilyn. You can leave.”  
Dennis squeezed through the door, and Marilyn 

closed it behind him. “Hey, you started without me?” 
Laughing at the younger man, Dekker stood and 

asked, “Okay, what can I get you?” 
“I’ll have a root beer,” he said with pride. 
“No can do, my friend,” said Dekker. “How about 

club soda?” 
“Only if you can put a wedge of lime in it.” Dekker 

rolled his eyes and everyone else laughed. 
With everyone served, Lynch began the meeting. “I’ll 

begin. I met with the Secretary of State and politely inquired 
about the possibility the Prime Minister would postpone his 
visit and the Congress cancel the joint session.” Lynch took a 
drink. “After he stopped laughing, the Secretary wanted to 
know why I would ask such a thing. I told him, in broad 
terms, that we had a credible threat on the Prime Minister 
and, by extension, the Congress.” He took another sip. “He 
wanted to know the source or the group involved, and I told 
him it was JETC. He said State has not heard of any such 
threat, and so I told him we were engaged in a joint NCTC–
SIS operation and that is where we came across the 
information.” 

“That will make C happy,” said Hannah. 
“I didn’t want to say too much, State being what it is 

and subject to leaks. In any event the Secretary accepted my 
explanation and ended saying, when my information 
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became solid and was corroborated, he would consider 
talking to the Prime Minister and congressional leaders.” 

Dekker said, “So we’ve been blocked there. I guess it’s 
no surprise.” Turning to Rusty, he asked, “How about your 
efforts?” 

“I spent the whole day going through real estate 
records. You can’t believe how many properties have been 
sold in the last sixty days!” 

Lynch gave him an appreciative look. “I’m sure, 
Rusty, and I know it’s thankless grunt work.” 

A little appeased, Rusty continued. “Yes, sir, and 
thank you. I thought restricting my search to Washington 
was a little narrow, and so I included Northern Virginia and 
Maryland, basically tracing a crescent around the Beltway. 
From what you said, Dekker, I assumed these people will 
need something almost entirely enclosed. Most modern 
homes and condos were the first to go—too many windows. 
But older homes, especially apartment buildings, could fit 
the bill. Warehouses, of course, were on my radar, but I 
found most newer construction buildings had way too many 
windows and doors. Steel shed-type buildings looked good, 
but then that opened an entirely new avenue of inquiry; a 
steel shed could be in almost anyone’s back yard.” 

Dekker jumped in. “That’s a great suggestion, Rusty. 
We need to start looking for any large outbuildings that 
could be used.” 

Lynch asked, “How much progress did you make?” 
Rusty replied, “Not as much as I hoped. I did 

eliminate a lot of properties but when I added the sheds in 
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the yard angle, I had to go deeper to find what is called a 
‘replacement cost estimator’ document that may or may not 
mention a structure.” 

Lynch said, “That’s good work. You can hit it again 
tomorrow. Now, Dennis, how about you?” 

Dennis cleared his throat and struck a pose as if 
delivering a lecture. “I conducted a search of all inbound 
flights to Dulles, Reagan, and BWI with an algorithm to 
locate single passengers, passengers with one-way tickets 
only, or small groups of men. Like Rusty’s search, the results 
were disheartening and I had to get most of the department 
involved in digging into the data. In the end I found fifty 
possible.” He waved a sheaf of papers in the air, “and I 
suppose that will be tomorrow’s task.” 

Lynch said, “Thank you, Dennis, and good work. 
Now Adam, how did you fare?” 

“Hannah and I have been slogging through a 
standard grid search, focused on the Northeast and 
Southeast quadrants. We made it through half of the 
Northeast today and we’ll continue tomorrow. Hannah also 
tried a little one-on-one interviewing that I think may have 
some merit, along the lines of Rusty’s backyard shed angle. 
We’ll look into that as well.” 

Looking over the group, Lynch shook his head. “It 
looks like we all had a marginal day. There are only two 
days left and we need a breakthrough.” He stood, signaling 
the meeting was over. “Everyone get a good night’s sleep 
and let’s hit it early tomorrow.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
 
 
 

DEKKER WAS SUDDENLY awakened in the middle of the 
night. It was as if someone had tapped him on the shoulder, 
but there was nobody in the room except Hannah. He 
looked over to her form wrapped under the covers, her long, 
dark hair spread over her pillow. He reached over to pull the 
blanket up over her naked shoulder and remembered the 
evening of lovemaking, how it made him feel vital and alive. 
Shaking his head, he wondered how this woman could at 
once be so feminine and sensual and yet tough and 
dangerous. 

Dekker turned his attention away from Hannah and 
back to whatever it was that awakened him at…He looked at 
the small clock on the nightstand. It was four in the morning. 
What an ungodly hour, he thought, and then he felt it again, 
but this time he recognized a call from the Flows. Sitting in a 
chair and centering himself, he entered the Flows and 
immediately recognized the presence of his friend, Galdur. 

Galdur, you woke me. Do you have any idea what time it 
is? 



 

 299 

My apologies, Adam. I do know the hour but we have no 
time to lose. Something is going to happen, very soon I perceive, 
and you are going to need all the help you can get. 

I know. I’ve been chasing down these locusts through 
Dominica, London, and now here in Washington, DC. 

Adam, there is something you should know about those 
locusts. They are far more than an experiment in biology with 
some added Magick. They are a bridge between this world and that 
of Abaddon. The locusts will open the way for that spirit to enter 
and destroy this world. I am coming to you. 

When? 
Now. I am boarding a flight to Dulles and will arrive at 

nine in the morning. 
We will pick you up. 
Thank you. There is much more to tell but it will be easier 

in person. Good night, Adam. 
Good night, Galdur. I’ll see you in a few hours. 
The session ended and Dekker sat in the dark 

absorbing what Galdur said, and what he didn’t say. He 
couldn’t go back to bed and he didn’t want to disturb 
Hannah, and so he left the bedroom, pulling a t-shirt over 
his head and silently closing the door behind him. 

Wandering around the kitchen, he wasn’t having 
much luck finding anything appealing. He settled on a cup 
of coffee, popping a pre-packaged container into his Kuerig 
machine. Soon the aroma of brewing coffee filled the kitchen 
and he took the steaming cup to his favorite chair in the 
living room. 
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Sitting in the dark, Dekker looked out the window 
but saw nothing. His mind was trying to connect dots and 
extrapolate events, but it was futile. There wasn’t enough 
information to connect those dots and so he swirled around 
in a mental whirlpool. 

He eventually fell asleep, and when he woke, he 
groggily realized he was still sitting in his chair. The cup of 
coffee, only half empty, was long since cold. Dekker got up, 
grabbed the mug, and took it into the kitchen. He looked at 
the clock on the microwave and realized it was already 
seven in the morning. He gently opened the bedroom door 
and found the bed empty, only crumpled blankets in 
Hannah’s place. The sound of a hair dryer came from the 
bathroom. 

The hair dryer stopped, the bathroom door opened, 
and Hannah stepped out, fully dressed and made up. She 
was beautiful, and there was a pleasant pink glow on her 
cheeks. “Adam, you’re up.” She walked over and kissed him 
with passion. “I peeked out earlier and saw you asleep in the 
chair, but I didn’t want to wake you.” 

“That is sweet of you, but I shouldn’t have slept so 
late.” 

“What got you up?” 
“Our plans for this morning have changed. We’re 

going out to Dulles to pick up Galdur.” 
“Galdur! How did you know…Oh, the Flows, right?” 

Dekker nodded. “I guess you need to get cleaned up. You 
take a shower and I’ll make us some breakfast.” 
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When Dekker emerged from the bedroom he found 
Hannah had prepared an odd breakfast: a stack of toast, 
slices of cheese, and coffee. She saw him and extended her 
arms over the breakfast spread. “You didn’t leave me much 
to work with, Adam, so I hope you like this.” 

He sat down at the table, grabbed a slice of toast, 
buttered it and took a large bite. “Great, Hannah. You did 
great.” 

When they finished and the few dishes had been 
washed and put away, he picked up his car keys. 

“Time to go.” 
 
They found Galdur standing outside the terminal, a single 
soft leather bag at his feet. Dekker noted he had not 
changed: long white hair tied at the back of his neck with a 
leather strip, his aged face tanned, and his eyes bright blue 
and curious. His clothing was simple and functional, 
consisting of sturdy trousers and a wool shirt topped with a 
fur-lined leather vest. 

Dekker and Hannah pulled up and Galdur waved, 
grabbed his bag, and got into the rear seat. After 
pleasantries, Galdur complemented Hannah. “My dear, you 
look beautiful, as if you’ve had the best rest of your life.” 

Hannah looked down, a little embarrassed. “Thank 
you Galdur. It must be the clean air or the sunshine here.” 
Dekker gave her a conspiratorial look. 

Galdur asked, “Is there somewhere we can go to 
talk?” 

“We can go to NCTC,” said Dekker. 
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“No, someplace quiet,” said Galdur. 
“We can go back to my condo if you like.” 
Galdur nodded approval. “That would be fine. There 

is much to say and do, and I don’t think time is on our side.” 
 
Galdur sat in a chair opposite the couch where Dekker and 
Hannah sat, waiting for him to begin. “I must start with a 
confession, Adam. Since the last affair with you trapped in 
that Merlin Box, I withdrew, dropped out, if you will.” 
Dekker and Hannah looked at one another and then back to 
Galdur. “It’s true. I had a weariness that I could not shake, 
and I decided age must finally have caught up with me. I 
planned to spend my days in quiet reflection, tending to my 
garden, and enjoying life. Now don’t look at me that way, all 
sympathy and understanding.” He smiled at the pair, who 
had concerned looks on their faces. 

“Our earlier communication stirred something in me, 
as if I were shaking off a malaise. I recognized you were 
going into trouble, but I did not realize how much. And then 
the last time, where you laid out the whole locust issue, was 
the final push. I contacted Salim and conveyed the 
information you imparted to me, and his reaction was 
immediate and troubling. He said this episode was nothing 
less than the spirit we call Abaddon attempting to bridge a 
way into our world instead of possessing the spirits of men. 
He told me that Kamenwati was no more and that the 
Abaddon spirit found a new host in a better position to 
unleash death and devastation on a global scale, unwittingly 
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unleashing the spirit, who will then bring about the End 
Times.” 

Dekker and Hannah looked at one another again, this 
time with surprise. Hannah asked, “Do you mean ‘end 
times’ like in the Bible?” 

Galdur nodded. “There are such prophesies not only 
in the Bible but in the Koran, the Mandaeism texts, and in 
the ancient Chaldean beliefs. But they all predict the same 
thing: a great turmoil leading to the destruction of the earth, 
followed by a new world shaped as their deity originally 
intended.” 

Dekker asked, “Galdur, are you saying we have to 
stop the Apocalypse? How do we even begin?” 

“I do not think this is the time spoken of in prophesy. 
What I believe is there has been a convergence of fanatic 
beliefs that Abaddon believes will usher him into this world 
where he can rule with absolute authority.” 

Hannah deadpanned, “Oh, great, total world 
conquest instead of the Apocalypse. What a relief.” 

Galdur continued, “The key to it all is the locusts. 
Your earlier description indicated they had somehow been 
engineered to consume flesh instead of vegetation, am I 
correct?” 

“Yes. They have vicious looking teeth, sharp claws, 
and a scorpion-like stinger.” 

Galdur said, “Yes, yes, very much like the description 
in Revelation.” He looked to Hannah and then Dekker. “The 
situation is not good, but it is also not insurmountable. Salim 
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believes the Abaddon spirit has somehow caused these 
creatures to be sensitive to the Flows.” 

Dekker understood the implications. “That is how 
they will be controlled, through the Flows?” 

Hannah asked, “Can’t you just order them to fly to 
the sea and drown themselves?” 

Galdur answered, “That would seem to be a logical 
solution, Hannah, but I’m afraid it is not that simple. With 
people, there is intellect and choice. People are susceptible to 
suggestion, and the weaker their minds and spirits, the more 
easily they are driven in one direction or another. But these 
locusts don’t have intellect, only instinct, and once they 
‘connect’ with their leader, they cannot disengage.” 

Hannah said, “I’m almost afraid to ask.” 
“I’m not,” said Dekker. “Have they ‘bonded’ with 

someone?” 
Galdur said, “It depends on whether the seed broods 

are still separate or breeding has begun.” 
Dekker stood. “There’s another thing you should 

know, Galdur. The Prime Minister of Israel is coming to 
address a joint session of Congress, and we believe JETC is 
planning to release the locusts there.” 

Galdur had a grave look. “When is this joint session 
to take place?” 

“Monday evening,” said Dekker. 
Galdur sat back in the chair and exhaled long and 

slow. “Then almost certainly breeding has begun. Where are 
the locusts?” 
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Hannah answered, “We don’t know yet. We think 
they are somewhere in the eastern half of the city, but there 
is no way to detect them.” 

Dekker picked up the line of thought. “We have 
NCTC assets looking into different lines of pursuit. Hannah 
and I have been driving the streets looking for anything 
suspicious.” 

“Salim asked me to come here and to stay by your 
side, Adam, and he told me not to let you out of my sight. I 
suppose that includes you, too, Hannah.” Galdur stood and 
grabbed his coat. “We must not delay, we have to find the 
locusts.” 

The trio departed. They first completed surveying the 
Northeast section and then moved into the Southeast. It was 
slow work and they found nothing that might be a breeding 
facility. 

At the evening briefing Dekker said, “I believe we are 
narrowing down possible locations. There can only be so 
many places to hide an operation like this.” 

Rusty added, “There is something I found today that 
may be worth looking into. Most of the commercial leases 
and sales I’ve reviewed involved large companies. There is 
one area in Southeast that has several building owned by 
individuals, not big time real estate people. Here’s a list.” 

Dekker took the print out and looked it over. 
“Thanks, Rusty. This will help. We’ll get on it tomorrow.” 

Lynch said, “Tomorrow is all we have, so we better 
make it count.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
 
 
 

DHAKIR ENTERED THE townhouse after completing his 
patrol. The noise coming from the basement was 
considerably louder than before, and he guessed there must 
be a great number of the creatures now. Faraj, the other 
outside security guard, saw his partner and got up to take 
over. 

“It’s all yours, Faraj,” said Dhakir. 
“Anything out there?” 
“No. Everything is normal.” 
“Good. Allah is blinding any who would be hunting 

for us.” 
Adib looked up from his worktable and saw Dhakir. 

“Anything to report?” 
The noise of the locusts was loud and seemed to 

oscillate in intensity, and Dhakir asked, “Why are they so 
noisy?” 

Adib looked at the basement door. “The two small 
broods of a dozen creatures has now become a swarm 
approaching one million.” 



 

 307 

Dhakir opened his eyes wide in amazement. “Do you 
mean there are a million of them down there?” 

“I do,” replied Adib. “And tomorrow we release the 
swarm, signaling the death of the West and rise of the East.” 

“Inshallah,” murmured Dhakir. “If Allah wills it.” 
Faraj left the house and wandered the streets 

aimlessly, fully convinced this holy mission could not fail. 
He was not certain what would happen. He only knew that 
Adib had some large scale attack planned and the locusts 
somehow fit into the plan. That was enough for Faraj, and he 
paid little attention to the distance he walked. 

Looking up at a street sign, Faraj realized he had 
wandered to Third Street and Constitution Avenue, many 
blocks from the house. The orders were to circle the block 
occupied by their building, but he now found himself far out 
of that range. Now more alert, Faraj turned around, and 
something caught his eye. A car. What was it about the car? 
He saw three people inside, two men and a woman. It 
seemed the woman was consulting a map while the men 
swung their heads left and right, looking for something. At 
first Faraj believed they were searching for an address, but 
the actions of the men seemed somehow broader. 

Faraj watched the car move slowly down the street 
and then turn left at the next corner. Curious, he walked to 
the corner and looked down the street, where he again saw 
the car, still moving slowly. “This is odd. I think they bear 
watching.” 
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The car traveled one more block and stopped at a tiny 
grocery store. The older man and the woman got out and 
went into the store, returning a few minutes later. 

“What were they doing in there?” Faraj wondered.  
As the car pulled away, he made his way to the store 

and entered. A middle-aged African-American lady was 
behind the counter. She looked at him closely, making him 
uncomfortable. Why is she looking at me like that? He browsed 
one of the merchandise racks and then went to the counter. 

“Good day,” Faraj said in his best English. He knew 
his accent identified him as Arabic but hoped no one would 
take notice in this diverse city. “I wonder if you can help me. 
My friends were going to meet me here, an older man and a 
woman. Have you seen them?” 

The cashier gave him a hard look. “Yeah, I seen them, 
but you don’t look like any friend of theirs.” 

Faraj ignored her remark and continued, “Did they 
say anything? Were they looking for me?” 

The woman crossed her arms. “You gonna buy 
something?” Faraj grabbed a candy bar from a small counter 
display and pulled out a $5 dollar bill. The cashier took his 
money, rang up the sale, and gave him change. “They 
wanted to know if anyone new had come in.” She looked at 
Faraj. “And you are new around here.” 

“Did they say where they were going?” Faraj asked. 
“Nope. They bought a couple of sodas and some 

chips and left.”  
Faraj thanked her and left the market. 
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As soon as the stranger was out the door, the cashier 
turned to the back counter where she picked up the card left 
by the woman. “She asked me to call if someone new came 
in, and I’d say that man fits the bill.” She dialed the number 
Hannah had scribbled on the back of the card. The call was 
answered by a man. 

Dekker answered the call with the hands-free setting 
in his radio. “Hello?” 

“This is Kiesha, at the market.” 
Hannah recognized the woman and jumped in. 

“Hello Kiesha. This is Hannah. How can we help you?” 
“You asked me to call if I saw someone new. Well, a 

man was just in here. He claimed you were going to meet 
him, but I can tell you, he wasn’t local and I don’t think he’s 
American.” 

Hannah raised one eyebrow in surprise. “Can you 
describe this man, Kiesha?” 

“Sure. He was short, about five foot nine. Had a 
funny accent.” 

Hannah asked, “Did he sound like an Arab?” 
Kiesha said, “Yeah, that’s what it was. Like I said, he 

didn’t look like no one a lady like you would be takin’ up 
with.” 

“What direction did he go?” 
“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” said Kiesha. “He was on 

foot, no car. When he left here he turned right, same 
direction as you.” 
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“Thank you for your help, Kiesha.” Hannah motioned 
for Dekker to end the call. “This might be the break we’re 
looking for.” 

Dekker agreed. “Okay, we’ve got this guy looking for 
us. I think we should let him catch up.” 

Galdur, sitting patiently in the rear seat, suddenly 
became alert. “I feel him.” Dekker pulled to the curb and 
turned around. “How close?” 

“It is hard to tell exactly, but he’s not far. May we 
hear your plan?” 

Dekker thought for a moment. “Kiesha saw only you 
two, and so it’s a good bet this fellow doesn’t know about 
me.” 

Hannah said, “But you can’t count on it.” 
Dekker agreed. “You’re right, but there’s no other 

advantage right now. I will get out and hide over there, 
behind that gate.” 

Hannah asked, “How do we signal you if and when 
he shows up?” 

“I’ll be watching and jump him from behind, and 
then we’ll see what he has to tell us.” 
 
Faraj walked rapidly in the car’s direction, but after a block, 
he came to a stop. “I need backup,” he said. Taking out his 
cell phone, Faraj called Dhakir, giving him a quick summary 
of what he found. “Good work, Faraj. I will talk to Adib and 
see if he will let me have Bahir and Jubair. It’s about time 
they began earning their keep.” 
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“You should be quick, Dhakir, and you should all 
come armed.” 

The call ended, and Dhakir went directly to Adib to 
explain what Faraj told him. 

Adib’s expression turned hard. “I haven’t come this 
far to have some infidel stumble on the operation. Go.” 

“May I take Bahir and Jubair as well?” Adib looked 
over to the two men, who were lounging in chairs. “Take 
them.” There were sharp protests from the two men, but 
Adib put a quick end to it. 

Dhakir made sure each carried a weapon and put 
plastic restraints in their pockets. 

He called Jubair back. “Where are you?” Jubair told 
him. “Fine. We’re coming. You can keep moving the 
direction of the car, but when you find it, don’t do anything 
until we arrive.” 

Dhakir turned to his two draftees. “Faraj saw the car 
stop at a market on A Street, so we will drive the van up 
Sixth to the church on the corner. We can park there and go 
on foot to meet Faraj. I will take one side of the street and 
you two take the other.” The men acknowledged their 
orders and the three men left. 

The nondescript Ford panel van pulled into the 
parking lot at the Capitol Hill Baptist Church. The three 
terrorists moved quickly to the corner of A Street and split 
up. Bahir and Jubair went to the sidewalk on the left, and 
Dhakir went to the right side of the street. 

They all saw a man cross the left sidewalk and run to 
a side yard. Dhakir signaled the other two, sending them 
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around back to cover the man hiding behind a fence. He 
gave them a minute to run back the way they had come and 
down an alley behind the homes on A Street before he 
moved back across the street toward the man’s hiding place. 

Moving cautiously down the sidewalk, Dhakir saw 
Faraj on the next block. Faraj spotted his partner coming 
toward him and began to wave his arm, but stopped when 
Dhakir signaled he should desist in his gesturing. Dhakir’s 
posture suggested he was hunting and Faraj followed suit. 

Bahir and Jubair approached the man hiding behind 
the fence from the rear. His attention was to the street, 
allowing them to quietly move in. There was some motion 
on the street side of the shrubbery, and their target stiffened. 
They watched with alarm as the man produced a firearm.  

The pair nodded to one another and rushed their 
target just as he was about to come from behind the fence. 
The surprise was total; the man had no idea they were 
behind him, and Bahir, the larger of the pair, immobilized 
the man’s arms while Jubair, using a sap, delivered a hard 
blow to the side of his head. 

They were finishing securing the man’s hands when 
Dhakir came around the bushes and fence to help. Faraj 
followed a moment later and picked up the weapon. Dhakir 
and Faraj lifted the unconscious man between them, 
dragging him back to the waiting van. Bahir scouted ahead 
while Jubair watched behind. 

The limp figure, feet dragging, was quickly moved 
through the alley to the van and laid on the floor. Dhakir, 
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getting into the driver’s seat, turned to Bahir. “Were we 
seen?” 

Bahir shook his head. “No. There was no one in the 
alley or the parking lot.” 

“Good,” said Dhakir, pulling out of the parking lot 
and driving the short distance back to the secret facility. 

Jubair jumped out, opened the side gate, and closed it 
when the van passed through. All four men carried the 
unconscious man through the rear door and dropped him at 
Adib’s feet. 

Dhakir said proudly, “A present for you, Adib.” 
 
Dekker had left Hannah and Galdur in the car and dashed 
across the sidewalk, disappearing behind the shrubs and 
fence that separated two adjacent structures. 

“I’m not so sure about this,” said Galdur. 
“Nor I,” agreed Hannah. They looked around for the 

man Kiesha described. Hannah suddenly stiffened. “Oh, 
no!” She saw a man run across the street, moving like a 
trained killer, toward Dekker’s hiding place. 

Before she could get out to help there was a scuffle 
behind the bushes. The man on the sidewalk jumped in, 
disappearing from view. A fourth man, running up the 
street, followed the other behind the bush. The scene went 
quiet and Hannah knew Dekker had misjudged this 
situation: there was more than one man. 

“Stay here,” Hannah ordered Galdur. She flung open 
the car door and ran in a practiced crouch to the line of 
bushes only to find the area empty. Dekker and the other 
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men were gone. She called out Dekker’s name, but there was 
no reply. 

Hannah returned to the car, her anger apparent. 
“He’s gone, but he can’t have gone far.” 

Galdur got out of the car and put his arm around 
Hannah’s shoulders. “We will find him.” 

“Damn right we will.” She took out her cell phone 
and dialed NCTC. 

Galdur asked, “Who are you calling?” 
“I’m calling for help. This wasn’t random. I think 

these are the people with the locusts, and they will do 
anything to hide their operation for one more day.” 

Galdur got into the passenger seat while Hannah 
made her call. He immediately summoned Salim. In 
moments the old mystic replied and Galdur communicated 
the urgent need to find Dekker and stop the impending 
attack. 

Salim, I am unable to track the swarm. Why is that? 
My brother, they are a blind spot in the Flows until a 

means to control the locusts has been established within the Flows. 
The good news is that has not yet happened, and we still have time. 
I suggest you reach out to Dekker. Surely they must have taken 
him to a place near the creatures. 

You are right! I don’t know why I overlooked the obvious. 
Thank you Salim. 

Galdur completed his session in the Flows just as 
Hannah finished her call. She came around to the driver’s 
side and started the car. 
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“Wherever they came from, it can’t be too far. We will 
start the search and be joined by Rusty. Dennis will do some 
live satellite visual searches and keep in touch.” 

Galdur, sitting calmly next to her said, “I may have 
another way.” 

Hannah looked sharply at him. “What is that?” 
“If you could pull over and park the car, I can begin.” 
She turned the corner at the Capitol Hill Baptist 

Church and pulled into the empty parking lot. Galdur 
became quiet and closed his eyes, and Hannah understood 
what he was about to do. 
 
Galdur’s entry into the Flows was rapid. He began with a 
passive search for Dekker’s life-force signature, a sign 
Galdur knew well. He soon found it, but there was 
something wrong; instead of being bright and vibrant, 
Dekker’s signature was dim and indistinct. Thinking on this 
anomaly, Galdur decided Dekker must be unconscious, 
drugged, or both. 

He made an appeal for contact but didn’t expect any 
reply, and in fact, there was no response from Dekker. 
Galdur opened his eyes. 

Hannah was watching Galdur carefully, doing her 
best to control her desire for action, anything that might 
bring them to Dekker. She knew it was mostly adrenaline 
and she mentally talked herself down. As Galdur’s eyes 
opened, her heartbeat was close to normal as was her 
breathing. She knew Rusty was on his way to join in the 
search and that Dennis was using a satellite to see the entire 
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area. “We will find him,” she said. “I just hope it’s not too 
late.” 

Galdur, hearing her, replied, “It isn’t too late, but let 
me tell you what I’ve found.” He told her about his 
conversation both with Salim and his suggestion to search 
for Dekker in the Flows. Hannah thought that an excellent 
idea. “Yes, well, when I reached out just now, I was able to 
detect only a faint signature of his life-force.” 

“What does that mean?” 
“I am not entirely certain. He could just be 

unconscious, in which case I should eventually be able to 
connect with him and discover his location.” 

“What if it’s something else, like a drug?” 
“I considered that possibility as well, and that would 

make my search difficult.” 
“Can’t you use the Flows to find those locusts?” 
“No, at least not yet. Salim said they create a singular 

void in the Flows, making them untraceable. But that will 
change when someone establishes control over the swarm. 
My fear is, when that happens, it may be too late for Adam.” 

Hannah considered Galdur’s conclusions. “Is it 
possible to find that negative place in the Flows, you know, 
look for something that is not there? Adam has been telling 
me about these Flows, that they are like rivers of energy 
crisscrossing the world, that there is a ‘main current’ driving 
it all, but the edges are calmer, not as swift.” 

“That is somewhat correct, but what are you 
thinking?” 
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“Since I have no experience with the Flows, I can only 
use the metaphor of a river.” 

“Very well, and that is valid.” 
“All the rivers I have ever seen have a fast-moving 

main channel, but in other areas, where eddies occur, 
sometimes move a great deal slower than the rest of the 
river. You said these creatures create a blank space, a hole. If 
you searched the side areas, the back currents and eddies, 
couldn’t you spot this blank space?” 

Galdur was intrigued by Hannah’s suggestion. “In all 
these years I have never approached the Flows in this way, 
but it is worth an attempt.” 

“While you are doing that, I am going to look around 
a bit.” Hannah left Galdur in the car. 

Hannah let her mind wander as she looked around 
the empty parking lot. She was trying to imagine the 
scenario, how these terrorists managed to capture Dekker, 
and then noticed a small alley leading from the parking lot 
behind the homes and buildings. “I wonder,” she said, and 
she walked to the tiny opening. She walked down the 
narrow strip and saw it did indeed separate one side of the 
block from the other, and she soon found the place Dekker 
chose to hide. 

“This isn’t far from that lot,” she said, entering the 
side yard. At the shrub hedge she stepped around the 
opening onto A Street. “This is beginning to make sense.” 
She called Dennis and told him her theory. 

“The terrorists parked in the church lot, very close to 
the narrow alley. There must have been at least two men and 
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they snuck up on Adam, overpowered him, and carried him 
back to the van.” 

Dennis was excited. “I can call up that spot. Where 
exactly are you?” 

“A Street and Sixth. You’ll see a lot behind a church.” 
“Got it. I’ll scan the area and get back to you.” 
“Thank you, Dennis. I’ll call Rusty and fill him in.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
 
 
 

HE AWOKE SLOWLY, realizing by degrees that his jaw 
hurt and his head was fuzzy. As Dekker surfaced into 
consciousness, his head began pounding unmercifully. He 
tried to shake it off but found that it made it hurt all the 
more. Opening his eyes, he found his vision blurred, and 
then it came back to him: a blindside attack…a leather sap 
swinging for his head…blackness. I must have a slight 
concussion. His attempt to focus resulted in a sharp pain 
behind his eyes, and so he closed them, counted to ten, and 
opened them. Better, he thought. 

Dekker tried moving but couldn’t. What the hell? He 
was prone on the floor of a room, but it was dark so it was 
hard to distinguish any features in the room. He looked to 
his right and saw boarded up windows, but he could tell it 
was night because of the lack of light through obvious 
openings in the wood sheeting. Returning his attention to his 
immediate predicament, Dekker found he was lying on a 
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parquet floor, dinged here and there and needing 
refinishing. This is a house. 

As he became increasingly conscious, he realized his 
hands were secured behind his back and a line connected to 
the plastic ties on his ankles, his legs pulled back in a very 
uncomfortable position. 

I’ve been hog-tied. This isn’t going to be easy, especially 
with my head hurting. 

He rolled from his stomach to his left side and 
inspected the room more closely. It was empty, and from the 
dust and cobwebs, it seemed not to have been occupied for 
some time. He tried squirming. I feel like a beached fish—lots of 
motion but no progress. With his hands and feet trussed up 
there wasn’t much more to do than lie there, and that made 
him angry. 

His ear pressed to the wood floor, he heard a noise 
from somewhere below. He listened more carefully and 
heard a deep buzzing, something like a commercial drone, 
but different. This sound grew in intensity and pitch, cycling 
to a crescendo and then diminishing. The cycle repeated, 
and he realized it was the locusts, thousands of them, all 
contained somewhere below. It hurt to keep his eyes open 
and his head hurt, and so he closed his eyes and soon drifted 
into a troubled sleep. 
 
Malik lay sullenly in his room, bored and resentful over his 
assigned task. “I am a trusted lieutenant of Muhammad al-
Saadi, and yet these people treat me like a slave. I can do so 
much more.” As he wallowed in self-pity, he felt something, 
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almost like someone touched his shoulder. Sitting up and 
looking around sharply, he said, “Who is it? Who is there?” 

The room was empty. 
Malik settled back on the bed and closed his eyes. He 

felt it again, and this time he got up off the bed. “What in the 
name of Allah is going on?” He went to the bedroom door, 
opened it and inspected the empty hallway, and closed the 
door slowly. There was little to do between meals and 
prayers except to sleep. The others paid little attention to 
him so he also felt alone. He would be very happy when he 
could return home. 

He went back to the bed to lie down. After a few 
minutes Malik was asleep, not soundly, but a light sleep was 
the only refuge his situation offered. He began to see 
swirling colors in his mind and subconsciously thought how 
pretty it was. He let himself go with the ever-changing 
colors and it felt almost like he was floating in them, so light 
there was no sense of weight. How long he floated through 
this psychic ether he did not know but he did not want it to 
end. Malik felt himself slowing, even though he had done 
nothing to cause it, and came to a full stop. Curious, he 
thought. The colors continue to swirl and change, and yet I have 
stopped. 

Then, from out of the nothingness came a voice 
calling his name. 

Abdul-Malik. 
He was confused. How could someone talk to him 

within his dream? He decided to reply, and oddly, he did so 
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quite naturally in his mind. I am here. A new image emerged 
from the swirl of colors—it was Muhammad al-Saadi. 

Yes, Malik, it is I, al-Saadi. I have joined with the spirit of 
Abaddon, the Destroyer and the ruler of Sheol. He has heard your 
cries and instructed me to make you my representative. 

Malik had to pause. Was this really happening? Al-
Saadi continued. The seed broods you delivered are now a mighty 
swarm. 

Yes, Lord, they grow louder each day. 
As one of my top lieutenants, I want you to direct them for 

me. 
Me, Lord? How? 
Let me show you… 
The image of al-Saadi dissolved back into swirling 

mist. When it cleared again, Malik saw into the basement. It 
felt like he was actually there, locust creatures flying around 
in the thousands, some coming straight for him, causing him 
to flinch. The swarm slowly dissolved in a great puff of 
smoke, leaving a single locust. 

It was a gruesome sight, a hard outer shell that 
changed colors depending on the angle of view, sweeping 
up over the head to form a spiked crown. And the face! The 
gaping maw full of sharp teeth was frightening, and the 
forearms ended with grasping claws. He looked down the 
carapace and saw a tail that appeared to be a long stinger, 
like a scorpion’s. The sting is its primary weapon, al-Saadi said 
in his mind. It injects an immobilizing venom that allows it to 
hold and devour. 
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Malik was horrified because this was just one member 
of the great swarm he had been shown. 

Al-Saadi then told Malik he would enter the 
creatures’ minds and show them their target. But I will need 
you there, Malik, for the final direction to our intended target. 

And what is the target, Lord? 
Malik saw a new image replace the locust, the Capitol 

building. He seemed to fly through the dome, into the 
rotunda, his flight ending in the House chamber. This is 
where you will direct the locusts. Malik understood and then 
everything went black and he opened his eyes. 

Now standing next to his bed, Malik felt energized. 
No, more than that. He felt empowered and invincible. He 
knew that he was no longer an afterthought of the operation; 
he was the key to the locust swarm. “Locust master!” 
 
Adib and Hadi looked closely at the laptop screen, seeing 
nothing but the huge swarm they had bred in the basement. 
Hadi congratulated Adib. “By Allah, you have done it! There 
must be a million creatures.” 

Adib stood up, stretched his back, and looked around 
the townhouse. “I will be happy to leave this place, Hadi. 
We have only to wait until tomorrow evening and then we 
unleash this plague on America.” 

Hadi said excitedly, “Can you imagine the terror, the 
horror, the destruction?” 

Adib said, “We must make preparations for the 
release. Get Bahir and Jubair. It is time to brief them.” 

“How are we going to control the locusts?” 
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Adib had an anxious look. “I do not yet know, Hadi. I 
was told not to concern myself with that point.” 

Hadi was puzzled by that answer and thought a 
change of subject would help. “And what of our prisoner?” 

Adib replied, “I quite forgot about him.” He looked 
around and spotted Dhakir. “Let’s ask Dhakir.” 

The question put to him, Dhakir said, “The man is 
tied up securely and I’ve got him in the empty room over 
there.” He motioned to the parlor door. 

Hadi asked, “Is he awake?” 
“I don’t know, but it makes no difference. The way 

we have him tied up, there is no possibility of movement, 
much less escape.” Dhakir crossed his arms over his chest, 
suggesting there was no more to say. 

“Good work, Dhakir,” said Adib. He and Hadi 
returned to their work. 

Faraj entered the house, his patrol circuit complete, 
and went to his partner. “Is everything okay?” 

Dhakir looked at Faraj. “Yes. Why is everyone 
questioning me?” 

Faraj had no idea what he meant, but clearly Dhakir 
was upset about something. “It won’t be long now, Dhakir.” 
His partner only grunted. 

Bahir and Jubair, the brood security team, joined Adib 
at the table, which was against the wall of the main room 
and within sight of the basement stairs. Adib gave them 
instructions for the release of the swarm. “You must take 
great care in the very beginning. The creatures will be 
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ravenous, and should you be standing there, you will be 
devoured.” 

The pair gave him a concerned look, and then Jubair 
asked, “How do we open the outer hatch, then?” 

Adib gave Jubair a withering look. “Did you not pay 
attention during the time you were be in the basement? Did 
you see the exhaust tubing leading to the hatch?” Jubair 
gave him a tentative nod. “Then surely you noticed the 
electrical detachment system.” Jubair looked to Bahir for 
support but he was busy inspecting the floor. 

“After you open the hatch outside, you will then flip 
the switch just inside, which provides a delayed opening for 
the inside cover.” 

Bahir looked up and asked, “How long a delay?” 
“Thirty seconds. That is how long you will have to get 

back into this house.” Adib looked at his wristwatch. “It is 
almost time for Isha. Go find Malik so we can pray.” 



 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
 
 
 

HANNAH AND GALDUR cruised in Dekker’s car while 
Rusty, with another NCTC field man, traveled in another. 
They had been at it all afternoon and evening, and still there 
was no sign of where Dekker might be. Galdur was 
especially nervous about his inability to find his friend, but 
Hannah grew more anxious with each fruitless hour that 
passed. 

For the hundredth time she asked Galdur, “Is there 
anything yet?” And for the hundred and first time he 
answered, “Not yet. Have patience.” 

Hannah looked around, scanning the street ahead. 
“This is pointless. Isn’t there something else we can do?” 

Galdur looked at her with compassion. “I’m afraid 
not, Hannah.” 

“Do you think the terrorists covered Dekker’s head in 
tinfoil?” 

Galdur laughed softly. “Where did you come up with 
that? Tinfoil would be no impediment to the Flows.” 

She looked seriously at Galdur and asked softly, “Do 
you think they killed him?” 
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He shook his head. “No, I do not think so. The loss of 
someone you have a long connection with sends vibrations 
through the Flows, and I have not felt that.” 

She directed her attention forward. “Good.” They 
drove on in silence for a while before she said, “It’s eight 
o’clock. Let’s get hold of Rusty and call it a day. We can 
begin again in the morning.” 

Hannah called Rusty and told him what she wanted 
to do. He replied, “Sounds good to me, but tomorrow is 
Monday. If we can’t locate him before sundown…” 

“I know, Rusty. This is by no means ideal.” 
“Okay, you are the boss. I think we should go back to 

NCTC and report to Mr. Lynch.” 
“We’ll meet you there.” 

 
At that time of night, it took only thirty minutes to reach 
NCTC; and just as they pulled into the parking lot Galdur 
stiffened. “He is awake.” He turned to Hannah. “Dekker is 
conscious!” 

Hannah dropped her head in relief. “Thank God.” 
She pulled into a parking space next to Rusty, who was 
waiting for her. 

“Rusty, Galdur says Dekker is awake.” 
Rusty helped Galdur out of the car. “Do you know 

where Dekker is?” 
Galdur shook his head. “Not yet. He seems to be 

reviving but is not ready to communicate. Give it some time. 
We will find him.” 
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Hannah said, “Meanwhile we need to brief your boss, 
Rusty. He’s Dekker’s friend too.” 

“Right you are. Let’s go.” 
By the time they reached the executive suite on the 

top floor of NCTC, Galdur stopped again. “I have lost him.” 
Rusty asked, “You lost contact with Dekker?” 
“I never had contact, and for some reason my ability 

to locate him has stopped.” 
Hannah looked stricken. “That is not good.” 
They entered Jim Lynch’s office and found him 

pacing, obviously concerned. Not only was the Capitol in 
danger of attack, but his best field agent, and his friend, was 
missing. “Good, you are here. Let’s get started.” 

Rusty, the only NCTC employee there, took the lead. 
“We searched for hours, sir, and found nothing irregular. No 
suspicious people, vehicles, houses—nothing. We plan to go 
out at dawn to continue our search.” 

He unfolded a map of the metropolitan area that had 
many lines and circles drawn on it. The group huddled and 
discussed new search strategies. 

Rusty mentioned Galdur’s brief contact with Dekker, 
and Lynch was relieved. “At least we know he’s alive. We 
have a new plan, and I want to get more help for the search. 
I’ll contact the FBI Director and see if he can assign some 
assets from the Washington field office. Meanwhile, you 
three get some rest. I have a feeling tomorrow is going to be 
a long day.” 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY 
 
 

ADIB BEGAN THE morning with a disturbing email 
message from Muhammad al-Saadi. He had to read it twice 
to be certain he understood what his leader was saying. He 
showed the message to Hadi, who could only look 
questioningly at Adib. “Gather the others, Hadi. We have an 
announcement to make.” 

Five minutes later the six men and Abdul-Malik were 
in the main room. Adib looked at them and said, “You have 
all done well. We will release the swarm in a few hours, and 
then we will celebrate the massive blow we have struck 
against the Great Satan, America, and its puppet, Israel.” 
The men all nodded in agreement, a couple of them saying, 
“Praise be to Allah!” 

Adib continued. “You may have been wondering 
about actually controlling the swarm, directing them to 
attack in the Capitol building.” There were quiet comments 
of agreement with Adib’s statement. “I received this 
morning a message from our great leader, Muhammad al-
Saadi. In the message he instructs me to defer to Malik.” He 
looked directly at the JETC lieutenant with an unhappy but 
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resigned look. “From this point forward he is to be in charge, 
and you will follow his orders.” 

“Malik?” The surprised guards looked first at Malik 
and then to Adib. “On what basis?” 

“It is the order of Muhammad al-Saadi. That should 
be enough for you.” There was considerable murmuring 
from the men. 

Malik stepped to the front, nodded to Adib, and 
addressed the group. “I am JETCs eyes for this undertaking. 
Without me there is no operation and you will all obey me.” 
He looked at each of the six men standing before him. “Now, 
let us begin.” 

After receiving Malik’s orders, the other men watched 
in disbelief as he walked away. “What was that?” Jubair 
asked.  

Adib shook his head. “I don’t know. Suddenly he has 
gone from reserved and unassuming to this…” 

Bahir jumped in. “Bully.”  
Their conversation continued for another minute 

before Adib concluded the discussion. 
“There is nothing to say. Al-Saadi gave the order and 

we will obey.” 
Faraj said, “I just hope he knows what he is doing.” 

 
Malik, sitting in the kitchen, was in a light trance. The 
experience from the night before had changed him, and he 
wanted to get back into that new reality. With his eyes 
closed, Malik drifted into the swirling pastel colors, 
marveling at the ever-changing, complex nature of that 
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world. He was simply enjoying it and did not expect the 
contact that came. The swirling colors changed from pastels 
to harsh primary colors. This time the colors did not clear, 
and instead of seeing his leader al-Saadi, there was only a 
voice, harsh and demanding. Malik became afraid. 

Abdul-Malik, before the locusts are sent, you must kill 
Dekker. 

Malik saw the image of the man they had in the 
parlor. Timidly he responded, Yes I will obey. Can you identify 
yourself? 

It is I who has given your leader the ability to use these 
Flows, and it is I who have insisted you are the one to help guide 
the swarm to its intended target. 

Yes, Lord, I understand. 
I want no mistakes. Kill Dekker and complete your mission. 

If you do not, you will die. 
Malik shook with fear. No mistakes. I will see to it. 
The trance was broken and Malik sat at the kitchen 

table shaking. Sweat was streaming down his forehead, and 
he quickly wiped it away. He got up and went into the main 
room looking for Adib. 

“Adib, I need to see the prisoner,” Malik ordered. 
The former leader looked at Malik with suspicion but 

led him to the parlor door. He unlocked and then opened the 
door, swinging it wide for Malik. The prisoner was on the 
floor, bound hand and foot, facing away from the door. He 
moved slightly but did not roll over. Malik could not tell if 
he was awake or asleep. 
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Malik turned and left the room, Adib trailing behind 
him. “Now take me to the place where the swarm will 
emerge from the basement.” 

Adib looked at him questioningly. “Why do you want 
to see that? Bahir and Jubair will open it when you order. 
They will have only seconds to get clear and back in the 
house. Surely you do not want to be out there for that.” 

“Take me to the place,” Malik ordered, and Adib 
shrugged his shoulders and led him out the door and 
around to the side of the house. 

“Here it is,” said Adib. 
Malik paid almost no attention to the sealed opening 

in the wall. Instead he looked across the eight feet of gravel 
drive to the trees separating their house from the next. He 
walked to one tree and turned to face the house. This tree 
was directly across from the locust release outlet. “Perfect,” 
he said. 

Adib, unsure what Malik was talking about, gave his 
newly named leader a confused look. 

Inside Malik gave Adib one more order. “Everyone 
must remain inside until it is time. No outside patrols.” 

Adib could only reply, “As you wish.” 
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 
 
 
 

HANNAH AND GALDUR set out to search again for 
Dekker while Rusty went to the FBI field office on Fourth 
Street Northwest to meet someone. As they approached their 
target area, Hannah asked Galdur yet again, “Anything 
yet?” 

Galdur shook his head. “Communication within the 
Flows is not like a radio that is able to broadcast. I don’t 
know why he hasn’t reached out. He must be incapacitated 
somehow.” 

They reached the staging area in the parking lot of the 
Capitol Hill Baptist Church. Hannah opened a map. 
“Yesterday we assumed the terrorists carried him back here 
to the parking lot.” Galdur agreed. “And then we assumed 
they drove to a location close by.” Again Galdur agreed and 
Hannah continued, “There is a saying Dekker liked to quote: 
Never assume; it makes an ASS out of U and ME. It occurs to 
me we have made a number of assumptions.” 

Galdur had to laugh. “That is clever. I’d never heard 
it before.” 
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“It must be an American thing.” 
“So where do we start?” 
Hannah consulted the map and indicated another 

area a little north and east of their present location. “I’ll call 
Rusty and tell him where we will be.” 

Rusty was in fact tied up with red tape. He arrived at 
the FBI field office at eight o’clock, but the Special Agent in 
Charge he needed to see didn’t arrive until nine o’clock. 
Once in his office it took the SAC another thirty minutes 
before admitting Rusty, who then had to wait while the SAC 
called his superior, who in turn needed to check with FBI 
headquarters regarding assigning a Hostage Rescue Team to 
the NCTCs case.  

It took another thirty minutes, Rusty growing 
increasingly angry over the delay, before the word came 
down. “You’ve got your HRT, Agent Strickland.” He 
scribbled on a form and handed it to Rusty. “Take this to the 
clerk down the hall and he’ll take care of the rest.” 

Rusty almost ran out of the office, and he then did 
run down the hall to the clerk’s office. Slapping the 
document on the desk, Rusty said breathlessly, “The SAC 
said you will take care of this.” 

The middle-aged bureaucrat looked down at the 
authorization paper and looked up at Rusty. It was 
apparently clear this man before him was in a hurry, and 
from the look on his face, the clerk presumably thought it 
best to get this one off his desk. He replied, “It will be a few 
minutes, Agent…” 

“Strickland,” said Rusty. 
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“Agent Strickland. Would you like to wait over 
there?” The clerk pointed to a chair set against the wall. 
 
Jim Lynch spent the day trying to convince the leaders of the 
Senate and House of Representatives to cancel the joint 
session. The House Speaker and the Senate Majority Leader 
both resisted, telling Lynch they were grateful for his 
concern but his story of flesh-eating locusts was just too 
unbelievable. 

“Besides,” said the Speaker, “it would make the 
United States look weak and afraid. I think it is more likely 
this is a gambit by a terror group aimed at Prime Minister 
Ben Asher. Have you discussed this with him?” 

“Yes, I did,” responded Lynch. “And as you might 
expect, he would not cancel.” 

The Speaker said, “Then I think you have your 
answer.” 

Frustrated and seemingly alone in his belief the attack 
would take place, Lynch returned to NCTC. 
 
Hannah’s search was as fruitless as the previous day and 
time was running out. It was just after one o’clock when 
Rusty and HRT showed up. Rusty was cooling down after 
having wasted the morning waiting for others to act, but 
having met the Hostage Rescue Team, he felt better. They 
were all professional, no-nonsense operatives, and ready to 
begin. 

Rusty and the team leader conferred and came to an 
agreement. The team leader went back to his squad, issued 
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orders, and hopped into the first of their three vehicles. After 
a quick word with Hannah, Rusty left as well. 

Hannah looked at Galdur as they climbed back into 
the car. “Anything yet?” Galdur shook his head. “Then we 
will continue to look.” 

The search continued through the afternoon, but 
Hannah, Rusty, and the FBI had no luck locating Dekker. 

Rusty called Hannah to talk about next steps. “Agent 
Ahmed, we are just about out of time. The joint session 
begins in one hour and we still have no leads. How would 
you like to proceed?” 

“Does Director Lynch have any thoughts for us?” 
“I spoke with him about half an hour ago, and he told 

me he was unable to persuade the congressional leaders to 
cancel the joint session. I think we should all head to the 
Capitol.” 

“I believe you are correct. It’s our only remaining 
move although I’m not sure what we can do.” 

The call ended and Hannah asked Galdur, “Is there 
nothing we can do?” 

“There is, although I was hoping we would find 
Dekker and the swarm before it is released. I fear we will not 
find him in time.” 

“What about the Congress and the Prime Minister? 
Can we protect them?” 

“I will confer with Salim and see if we can do 
something.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 
 
 
 

ABDUL-MALIK PACED in the kitchen, head down and 
hands clasped behind his back. Hadi walked in and said, 
“Malik, is everything all right?” Malik glared at Hadi, who 
decided this was a bad time for their new leader, and so 
turned and walked away. 

Malik shouted after him, “Hadi! Come back here.” 
The JETC engineer returned. “I want to speak with 
everyone. Now.” 

Hadi complied with Malik’s order, assembling the 
other five men. Malik came out of the kitchen and stood 
before the group. 

“It is now five o’clock and time to set the final stage of 
our plan into motion.” The others remained silent and 
looked questioningly to one another. “I want Adib and Hadi 
to prepare the swarm for release.” 

“We are ready, Malik,” said Adib. 
“Then I want you others to take the prisoner outside 

and secure him to the tree directly across from the portal.” 
Adib looked at him wide-eyed. “What?” 



 338 

Malik did not reply to the question. He just walked 
through the group to the parlor door. The four guards 
hustled to catch up. 

They found Dekker much as they expected, hands 
and feet cruelly tied, lying on one side. Dhakir toed him in 
the back. “Seems to be asleep.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” said Malik. “Get him up.” 
Faraj cut the cord between the hand and foot 

bindings, eliciting a low groan from Dekker. Faraj grabbed 
one arm and Dhakir stepped up to grab the other. Bahir 
lifted his feet while Jubair opened doors and Malik watched 
the procession. 

Outside they sat him against Malik’s tree and tied 
him securely. “There you go,” Dhakir said to Malik. 
“Anything else?” 

“Yes. I wish you to take me to the Capitol building. 
The rest of you go back inside, wait until six o’clock, and 
then release the swarm.” 

Bahir questioned Malik’s decision. “You will not be 
here?” 

“No. I must be in place to guide the swarm to their 
target.” 

“And what about us?” Jubair asked. 
“Once the swarm is released, your job is done. You 

may stay or go. It is your choice.” 
Dhakir pulled the van from the detached garage, 

stopping in front of Dekker. Malik took one more look at the 
prisoner and got in. Dhakir backed into the street and drove 
away. The remaining guards looked at Dekker as well, and 
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then to the port where, in a few minutes, the hellish swarm 
would pour out. 

“I sort of feel sorry for him,” said Bahir. 
The three guards went back into the house to wait for 

six o’clock. 
 
The white van pulled in as close as the temporary barricades 
allowed. “This is as far as we can go,” said Dhakir. Malik 
looked at the driver. “You may return to the house with the 
others.” He got out, and Dhakir pulled away and did not 
look back. 

Malik followed the crowd down the Mall toward the 
Capitol building, brightly lit and sparkling in the waning 
light of the early evening sky. He found a bench in front of 
the Botanic Garden building, a position giving him an 
excellent view of the Capitol. He noticed certain cars driving 
through the temporary barriers in front of the Capitol, 
letting out their passengers, and driving away. 

He looked at his phone, checking the time. “Fifteen 
minutes,” he said aloud, and settled back into the bench to 
concentrate on the world of swirling colors where he soon 
found himself floating. The clouds cleared and he saw the 
image of Muhammad al-Saadi. 

It is nearly time, Malik. Are you in position? 
I am, my leader. 
Watch for the swarm. I will guide it to the Capitol 

building. You must be inside to guide them. 
This was news to Malik. Being inside the Capitol did 

not sound like a safe place to be. 
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Inside, my Lord? Are you ordering me to martyr myself? 
If it must be, yes. 
Malik thought for a long moment before replying, 

Inshallah. 
Alahu akbar, responded al-Saadi, and his image faded 

away. 
Malik opened his eyes and looked to the sky beyond 

the dome. “Alahu akbar,” he said quietly to the empty sky 
over the Capitol. 
 
Adib closely monitored the increasingly angry swarm in the 
basement while Hadi was occupied with final preparations 
for the release. Bahir and Jubair were both outside, ready to 
act when the order was given. 

Dhakir entered the house with just minutes to go and 
stood next to his partner. Faraj asked, “Delivery made?” 

Dhakir nodded. “I saw Bahir and Jubair at the port as 
I parked the van.” 

Faraj said, “Yes, the time for release is near.” 
“Do we have any duties at this point?” Dhakir asked. 
“Yes, we are to make sure all windows are tightly 

closed and stand by the door to let the other two in.” 
Adib, standing at the table and watching both the 

computer screen and a clock, raised his hand. “Is everyone 
ready?” The cell phone sitting next to the computer 
squawked a reply, “Ready!” 

Lowering his arm, Adib nodded to Hadi, who flipped 
an electrical switch on a box sitting on the edge of the table. 
Adib picked up the cell phone and shouted, “Now!” 
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Outside Bahir and Jubair unclasped the toggles 
holding the four-foot port in place and let it drop. They ran 
as quickly as they could around the corner of the house and 
into the front door. Adib turned his head toward them as 
they entered and said, “Twenty seconds.” The two men 
looked to one another with relief. 

“Hadi, has the inner cover dropped? I can’t see a 
thing with this mass of locusts.” 

“It has, and they are now flying out. It will take a few 
minutes for the basement to clear.” 

Adib stood up straight and turned to his companions. 
“It is done.” 
 
Dekker was roused from his stupor by the noise of the metal 
cover falling to the ground. He looked for a moment at the 
gaping hole in the side of the home and then realized this 
was the means of releasing the locusts. He knew he didn’t 
have much time and shook his head to clear the fog in his 
mind. 

The first creatures flew out, and Dekker cringed, and 
then a voice spoke in his head. Be at peace. You are not alone. 
Focus, and use the skills you were taught: hide yourself in the 
cloud. 

Dekker knew the voice of his friend Galdur and 
immediately covered himself in the cloud. He watched as 
huge numbers of locusts flew out of the gaping hole in the 
building, the swarm looking like it was going to crash into 
him, but to his surprise, it seemed to part and fly around the 
tree. The swarm seemed unending, but Dekker’s cloud 
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masked him. He knew the cloud did not make him invisible; 
it was a construct that tricked the susceptible mind into 
believing something was not there. He couldn’t believe it 
was working on these creatures for they didn’t have minds 
to fool. They only acted on instinct. Nevertheless, his cloud 
masking worked, and then he wondered if Galdur was 
somehow enhancing the cloud effect or using some other 
tool of Magick. 

It took a full ten minutes for the swarm to fly out of 
the building, and as the last passed overhead, Dekker 
dropped the cloud. His outstretched legs hurt like hell, the 
effect of blood returning to the vessels after a prolonged 
period of constriction. His hands were still bound behind his 
back, and the strapping tape binding him to the tree trunk 
kept him immobilized. Closing his eyes, he entered the 
Flows and called out to Galdur. 

They are gone, Galdur, and I am still alive. 
Excellent, came the reply. 
I can’t thank you enough, Galdur. Your suggestion saved 

my life. 
Adam, you have done well, but this situation called for a 

little more. I added a Word of Power, Deflection, to help guide the 
creatures away from you. 

Then I owe you a double thanks! 
Remain where you are. We are coming. 
Dekker laughed grimly as he left the Flows, looking 

down at his all-but-useless legs and tightly bound body 
strapped to the tree. 



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 
 
 
 

“HANNAH, STOP PLEASE.” Galdur said as he gripped the 
dashboard. Hannah turned to her passenger and pulled over 
to an open spot on the street. She asked, “What is it?” 

The Icelander closed his eyes and sat back. “Dekker,” 
is all he said. Hannah recognized that Galdur had finally 
made psychic contact and knew enough to wait it out. 

With nothing to do except watch Galdur, she sent a 
text to Rusty to let him know something was happening. Her 
message app dinged. 

 WHAT’S UP? 
 GALDUR HAS FOUND DEKKER. 
 WHERE? 

 I DON’T KNOW YET.   
 I’LL TEXT BACK WHEN HE TELLS ME  
  SOMETHING. 
 WHERE ARE YOU? 
 MEET US AT THE CHURCH PARKING LOT. 
 ROGER. 
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Hannah looked at Galdur and decided he would be 
fine, and so she started the car and pulled out. In ten 
minutes they arrived at the church parking lot. The HRT 
crew was already there, and Rusty pulled in behind her. She 
left Galdur in the car and went to Rusty and the others. 

“Something is going on,” she said. “He has just been 
sitting, stiff as a board, for almost twenty minutes.” 

The team leader came up to Hannah and said, 
“Ma’am, Agent Strickland said your friend has found our 
target.” 

Hannah took offense at Dekker being called a target 
but let it pass. “I said he located Mr. Dekker, but we haven’t 
yet found him.” 

The HRT leader gave her a “what the hell does that 
mean” look and stepped back. Rusty did understand. “He’s 
using his psychic whammy, right?” Hannah nodded and 
Rusty turned back to the HRT leader. “We just need to give 
him some space.” A moment later Galdur got out of the car. 

“Hannah, Rusty, come here please.” They jogged to 
him. “First, I want you both to know Dekker is fine.” 

Rusty was confused. “Fine? You didn’t say he was in 
trouble.” 

“Quiet, Rusty. Let him talk.” 
Galdur continued. “The swarm was released and the 

terrorists placed him where the creatures would attack him, 
but his captors don’t know Adam as we do. He formed a 
cloud to mask himself and I used a Word to divert the 
locusts. It worked and the locusts are gone, and now we 
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must get to Adam, and quickly. He’s only about two blocks 
from here.” He gave them an address. 

Rusty got excited and raised one hand over his head, 
index finger pointed up, and swirled it around. “Mount up! 
We’ve got an address.” Then he looked at Hannah and 
Galdur. “Look, I know you want to come, but…” 

Hannah looked fierce. “Don’t even say it. I am a 
British SIS operative.” 

Rusty backed down. “Okay, but this isn’t Britain. 
Allow us go in first and you two hang back. Once we have 
the place secure, you can join us.” 

The caravan of cars left at high speed. 
 
Rusty and the FBI team followed Galdur’s directions to the 
property. They deployed in a loose line with Rusty on the far 
left. He was the first to see someone on the side of the house 
tied to a tree. He motioned to the HRT leader to continue 
with the house breach and search for jihadis. Most of the 
HRT squad hit the front door and flanking windows, while 
three others stormed the back door. To Rusty it seemed they 
entered in an instant; one moment standing at the ready and 
the next gone. 

“Impressive work,” he said, and he hurried to the 
figure at the tree. 

He saw the gaping hole in the building and the man 
strapped to the tree placed directly before it. How he 
escaped was a mystery, one that would have to wait for an 
answer. 
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The man strapped to the tree was Dekker! He knew 
his friend and mentor was in bad shape. Rusty pulled a cloth 
from his mouth and Dekker took a deep breath. “I don’t 
know how you did it, man, but it is amazing you’re alive.” 
He cut the plastic ties from Dekker’s feet and hands and held 
him up a little straighter. 

Dekker rubbed his wrists and forearms. “Thanks, 
Rusty.” He then saw Hannah racing toward him with 
Galdur a little distance behind. 

“Oh, Adam,” Hannah said as she dropped to her 
knees and put her arms around Dekker’s neck. 

Dekker squirmed a little. “Easy, girl. I’m a bit sore.” 
Hannah pulled away with a soft look in her eyes. 

“Sorry. It’s just that I’m so happy to see you.” 
“And you don’t know how happy I am to see you.” 

He looked over Hannah’s shoulder. “And that old Icelander, 
too.” Galdur joined them at the tree and looked him over. 

“Can you get up?” 
Dekker leaned forward and rubbed his ankles. “I 

think so, if you wouldn’t mind helping me get my feet under 
me.” Galdur and Rusty each took an arm and raised him to a 
standing position. He moved his knees in small circles 
before taking a step. 

“Lookin’ good, buddy,” exclaimed Rusty. Galdur 
kept one hand on his back, and Hannah held one hand. But 
additional support was unnecessary as Dekker began 
moving normally. Rusty looked at the house and said, 
“Gotta go for a minute. My FBI friends are cleaning up 
inside.” 
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“FBI?” Dekker looked questioningly between Rusty 
and Hannah. 

“Yeah,” said Rusty. “We needed a little help finding 
you.” 

“It was Galdur who led us here,” said Hannah, and 
she noticed the gaping hole in the side of the building. “And 
by the looks of it, not soon enough.” 

Dekker looked at Galdur and smiled. “He was right 
on time.” 

Rusty dashed off to the house while Hannah and 
Galdur helped Dekker back to their car. 

“This was a close one,” said Dekker. “But we didn’t 
prevent the swarm from escaping.” 

“That is why we have to get going,” said Hannah. 
“There’s not a moment to lose.” 

Dekker looked down the street to the townhouse. 
“What about Rusty?” 

“Let Rusty take care of himself,” said Hannah. “I’m 
sure he has his hands full.” She looked at Dekker. “Now, 
where to?” 

“The Capitol,” said Dekker. “If it’s not too late.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 
 
 
 

MALIK LOOKED TO the sky over the Capitol as he entered 
the zone restricting traffic, and then to the steps of the 
building. He tried to look inconspicuous, but his frequent 
checking to his left and right would have made him look a 
bit suspicious had anyone taken note. But there was a crowd 
at the doors waiting to receive a group number to enter the 
public gallery above the House floor where the joint session 
was about to begin. 

He continued looking to the sky and at the clock on 
his smart phone, waiting for the swarm to appear. The 
double doors opened and he followed the crowd inside and 
received a small chit imprinted with the number 2. Malik 
supposed that indicated he would be in the second group. I 
wonder how long they allow a group to remain? It doesn’t really 
matter because the swarm will overwhelm them all.  

The swarm flew for ten minutes under al-Saadi’s 
direction, their passage unnoticed in the evening sky. As the 
locusts came over the Capitol, al-Saadi reached out to Malik. 

Malik, are you in position? 
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Yes. I am standing next to the open doors on the front of 
the building. 

Did you deal with Dekker as I asked? 
Yes. He has been torn to shreds by now. I positioned him 

directly opposite the locusts escape portal. 
A fitting end. I am certain the Abaddon spirit will be 

pleased. Now, pay attention: I will guide the swarm to you, but 
inside you must become my observer. They must be directed first to 
Uziel Ben Asher, the Prime Minister of Israel, and the others on 
the dais, and then to the rest of those attending. 

It will be as you say, great leader. 
The swarm swooped over the Capitol dome and into 

Malik’s field of view. He could not believe how many there 
were; it was as if a huge black cloud suddenly appeared. 
Looking through the glass at the coming plague, he showed 
them the open doors. Like a great wind blowing into the 
lobby, the locusts flew in and soon filled the space. He 
moved quickly into the Statuary Hall, and looking down the 
hallway, he saw a guard opening the double doors of the 
House chamber, his intent to warn those inside. But Malik 
saw the action and directed the swarm to the now open 
doors. 

Inside the House chamber the Israeli Prime Minister 
had just been introduced and stood at the podium receiving 
loud applause. No one noticed the guard at the doors or 
heard his warning. In an instant the swarm flooded into the 
great chamber. 

The people sitting in the rear near the doors raised the 
alarm first, but with all eyes on the dais, there was no 
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reaction. The Prime Minister, looking out over the crowd, 
was the first to see the tidal wave of locusts and shouted out 
in alarm, “My God!” 
 
Hannah raced the few blocks to the Capitol while Dekker 
kept his eye on the swarm overhead. Galdur, in a light 
meditative state, was quiet. Hannah and Dekker knew to 
remain silent while the Icelander was in the Flows. As they 
came up to the east entry they found the road blocked. 
Dekker watched the swarm go overhead to the west side of 
the building. 

Dekker got out of the car looking up. “Can you see 
that? The Congress is in grave danger! You must let us 
pass.” 

The guard followed Dekker’s gaze and stood in wide-
eyed amazement. 

“You must let us pass!” 
The guard regained his composure and pulled the 

barricade apart. Dekker jumped back into the car and 
Hannah gunned the car through and around the building. 
Dekker could no longer see the swarm. “I hope we’re not too 
late.” 

Galdur opened his eyes. “We are not too late, but 
there is no time left. We must get inside.” 

The car came to a skidding halt at the bottom of the 
Capitol steps and the three passengers got out and ran up 
the stairs. 

The rotunda was in a total state of confusion. Some 
people were running in all directions and others were frozen 
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in place, and everywhere people were screaming. It was 
difficult to get through the mass of humanity crowding the 
rotunda, but Dekker’s size helped clear a path, Hannah and 
Galdur following close behind. It was too loud to talk but 
Dekker knew where he was going.  

The trio rushed into the National Statuary Hall where 
they encountered more confusion and hysteria. All Dekker 
could do was plow through the frantic crowd in the hallway 
leading to the House chamber, the location used for joint 
sessions. 

“Oh, no,” moaned Dekker, seeing the chamber doors 
wide open and the room beyond filled with ferocious flying 
creatures. He stopped, unsure what to do. Hannah, looking 
on in amazement, grabbed his arm. It was difficult to see 
through the swarming, swirling mass of insect bodies, but it 
was clear they were attacking the people on the front dais. 

Galdur stepped to the doorway and went down on 
one knee, his head bowed. Dekker and Hannah looked on in 
amazement, wondering what he was doing. 
 
Prime Minister Uziel Ben Asher stood still at the central 
podium, his hands gripping the edges. He had faced many 
enemies in the past, political, military, and ideological; never 
had he avoided conflict, and he cheated death many times. 
Even in the face of this horror he would not flee. The other 
politicians on the dais above were not so firm and made off 
on either side. 

The swarm filled the chamber like a dark cloud; the 
noise of their wings filling the air and adding to the terror 
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gripping all. The swarm seemed to focus its attention on the 
Prime Minister and extend a funnel-shaped group in his 
direction. The funnel of locusts rushed the podium, and 
then, miraculously, they swept over and around him, 
attacking instead the people trying to escape the attack. The 
few emulating the Prime Minister and standing their 
ground, like Uziel Ben Asher, either through fear or 
conviction, were passed by as well. As those trying to escape 
were set upon by the ravenous beasts, an entirely new set of 
horrible cries echoed through the room. 

Malik, having made his way up to the gallery, 
watched first in delight and then in dismay. “What is 
happening?” He watched the lead strike aimed at the Israeli 
Prime Minister rocket toward the podium and then scatter, 
as if hitting a glass bubble. “How can this be?” The few 
others who were stationary on the dais above the Prime 
Minister were likewise avoided by the creatures, and Malik 
could not understand why. He had to continue directing the 
attack and focused the swarm on the others abandoning the 
dais. They were soon overwhelmed, falling to the floor, their 
bodies covered with the vicious creatures. 

The crowd on the floor saw what happened to their 
colleagues and couldn’t get out fast enough. Unfortunately 
they tripped over one another, fell and got up, and generally 
created a state of pandemonium. Malik smiled at the terror 
below and focused on the entire crowd. “Now you will feel 
the wrath of Allah!” 

But there was no attack. The swarm flew around in 
circles above the people below, unsure, it seemed, what to 
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do or who to attack. Malik focused again on the people 
below him, but there was no response from the locust 
swarm. In fact, he no longer felt the control he had earlier. 
“What is this?” He knew he had failed and fled the gallery. 
 
Hannah and Dekker could only watch helplessly, unable to 
enter the House chamber or do anything to stop the locust 
attack. But Galdur, still in the kneeling position in the 
doorway, remained unmoving. 

Salim, it is time. 
The Flows will be interrupted. It means we will not be able 

to communicate, but I will direct the swarm out of the building. 
Where should I send them? 

There is a large pool of water nearby. It is approximately 
two thousand feet long by one hundred sixty feet wide. It isn’t 
terribly deep, but as we decided before, drowning them is the only 
way to kill these creatures. 

I will implant that in the swarm. When it is done the Flows 
will be restored. 

Galdur felt the force of the Flows dim and then 
disappear entirely. It was an odd feeling for him for he was 
accustomed to the force always being there, and its absence 
was unsettling. He stood watching the locust swarm, now 
deprived of guidance from the Flows, hovering aimlessly. 
Some locusts began settling in the gallery above the main 
floor, and he noticed a sole figure there who quickly turned 
and ran to an exit. “That must be who was directing the 
swarm.” 
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Dekker looked at his friend and said, “What do you 
mean?” 

Galdur turned away from the open chamber doors. 
“The man directing the swarm. I saw him in the gallery, but 
he has escaped.” 

“Then we follow him!” exclaimed Hannah. 
“We cannot afford to follow him,” said Galdur. “The 

locusts are no longer being controlled through the Flows, but 
Salim has left them with an imperative to seek the body of 
water outside.” 

“The Reflecting Pool?” Dekker asked. 
“Yes, your reflecting pond,” said Galdur. Dekker did 

not bother to correct him. Once again following behind 
Dekker’s imposing figure, Hannah and Galdur joined him in 
leaving the Capitol building. 
 
The swarm, now directionless, lifted, coalesced, and shot 
back out the chamber doors. They left behind a chaotic mess, 
but miraculously, nobody was killed. Four men were badly 
mauled by the locusts and in need of immediate medical 
attention, but most others were in various states of minor 
injury ranging from lacerations to torn clothing. 

There was a strange quiet in the House chamber as 
those remaining within stood in disbelief that the deadly 
swarm that appeared from nowhere had suddenly left. 
Everyone had questions like, What were they? Where did they 
come from? Where did they go? 

Very few would ever know the full story. 



 

 355 

Outside the Capitol building, Dekker said, “It’s too 
far to run,” and the group got into the car left at the foot of 
the stairs. Galdur, for one, was happy to ride. Hannah drove 
and Dekker, still shaky from his ordeal, gave directions. “Go 
left and get onto Independence Avenue,” said Dekker. “This 
will get us closer to the Reflecting Pool,” 

As she turned onto Independence Avenue, they saw 
the swarm high above. Unlike earlier, when the locusts were 
in a tight formation, they were now scattered, their now 
loose formation almost one half mile in width. The swarm 
flew around the tip of the brightly lit Washington 
Monument and continued on to the Reflecting Pool. Traffic 
had come to a complete halt, but Hannah was able to weave 
a path through. “This is slowing us down,” she said. 

“There’s nothing we can do about it,” said Dekker. 
“We just have to make the best of it.” 

The swarm seemed to find purpose and gathered 
more tightly, and then the insects dove downward and out 
of Dekker’s sight. He looked to Galdur in the rear seat. 
“What is happening, Galdur? The swarm just dropped like a 
rock and I can’t see it.” 

Galdur gave him a cryptic smile and said, “You will 
see.” 
 
Malik managed to push his way into the rotunda and 
followed the crowd flowing out the doors and down the 
Capitol steps. He kept running, trying to escape both the 
locusts and the wrath of al-Saadi. He did not understand 
what happened. He followed the directions he was given to 
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the letter. He established control over the creatures, and he 
directed the swarm into the chamber where every leader in 
America and the hated Israeli Prime Minister were waiting. 

“What happened?” Malik asked himself as he 
continued running aimlessly away from the Capitol. 

Winded from the run, he reached a great pool that 
extended a long way, ending at another memorial. He stood 
at the end of the pool and turned around to see the Capitol 
dome, and he was started by what he saw. “Allah, protect 
me!” The swarm, flowing out of the Capitol, was heading in 
his direction. “They know I’m here. They come for 
retribution!” 

Malik spun around, not knowing what to do or which 
direction to run, and in that short time, the leading edge of 
the swarm arrived and plunged down. He could only look, 
eyes wide with amazement and fear, as the locusts swept 
him into the water. He let out a desperate cry, one filled with 
anguish, extreme fear, and remorse. 

Malik’s horrible cry seemed to last forever as more 
locusts descended upon him and covered his body. His cry 
weakened, falling into a gurgling sputter, and then nothing, 
as Malik was ripped to shreds and devoured. 

The locusts, so carefully tended and bred, flew 
mindlessly into their watery grave, joining Malik in oblivion. 
 
Another ten minutes of weaving through traffic and Hannah 
turned on Seventeenth Street Southwest, parking in front of 
the World War II memorial. As she got out and looked past 
the memorial to the Reflecting Pool, she squinted her eyes 
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and said, “What is happening?” Dekker and Galdur joined 
her and Dekker added his confusion to Hannah’s. Galdur 
only smiled. 

They trotted around the World War II memorial to 
the path at the end of the Reflecting Pool. The Lincoln 
Memorial gleamed in the night almost one half mile away. 
But the normally tranquil water stretching between the 
Washington Monument and the Lincoln Memorial was 
totally covered from end to end with writhing, drowning 
locusts. The street lights along the pool reflected a range of 
shimmering colors from the creatures: greens, blues, and 
purples. The locusts writhed, boiled, and churned in their 
death throes, the Reflecting Pool came to life like a great 
snake. The creatures became increasingly still as the minutes 
passed, and then ceased altogether. 

“My God, there must be a million of them,” said 
Dekker. He looked at Galdur. “Is this your doing?” 

“This is Salim’s work.” He looked at the pool, its 
surface completely covered in locust bodies from the 
Washington Monument to the Lincoln Memorial. “Very nice, 
don’t you think?” 

Dekker was startled. “How did Salim do this?” 
“He temporarily interrupted the Flows, the medium 

used to direct the creatures. I provided what deflection I 
could, but I had to wait until Salim was able to stop the 
Flows. It’s not like turning off a faucet, you know.” 

“I guess I don’t know. I thought the Flows were just 
there, always active and in motion.” 
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“That is mostly true, and honestly I was unsure if 
Salim would be able to interrupt them. I don’t think it has 
ever been done before in all the long history of the earth.” 

Hannah lit up. “But it did work, and what a solution 
for those nasty creatures.” She wandered to the edge of the 
pool and looked at the mass of lifeless bodies floating in the 
water. She wanted to touch one but was still fearful. Dekker 
and Galdur joined her. She asked, “Is it over? I mean, there 
aren’t any more of these, are there?” 

A deep rumble was felt by all three, as if a huge 
explosion went off over the Capitol building and the force of 
the explosion spread outward, covering the city. The earth 
shook beneath their feet, and the force of the explosion 
caused an intense, subsonic reverberation in the area. 
 
The Abaddon spirit was furious. Somehow the Flows had 
been interrupted, breaking his link to the locusts. How that 
could be, he could not imagine. Nevertheless, it was so. And 
then to see his masterful scheme to take America off the 
world stage fly away before even beginning was too much. 

The spirit’s violent anger spewed out, his great shout 
of rage to the heavens causing an explosive resonance over 
the American Capitol. The shockwave shot outward in great 
rings of force, pushing the air before it. An earthquake, most 
unusual for the area, was felt more than one hundred miles 
away. 

The initial release of his rage over, the spirit departed 
to ponder the unprecedented interruption of the Flows and 
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the manner in which he would deal with Muhammad al-
Saadi’s failure. 
 
Dekker looked around in alarm. “What was that?” Hannah, 
holding tightly to his arm for support, shared his confusion. 
There was no physical evidence of the powerful force they 
just experienced. 

Until they looked back at the Reflecting Pool. 
The surface was covered with a fine ash; the locust 

bodies gone, by some strange process, cremated. 
Galdur looked sadly into Hannah’s eyes. “I am afraid 

it is never over, this struggle between light and dark, good 
and evil.” Looking up and around, and then down to the 
surface of the pool, he said, “This was the result of a very 
angry spirit.” 

Hannah gave him a puzzled look. “Do you mean this 
was a temper tantrum?” 

“Yes, you might say that,” said Galdur. “But I fear it 
is only the beginning.” He looked at Dekker. “I think we 
should return to your  NCTC.” 

Hannah, still holding Dekker’s arm asked, “Can it 
wait until morning? Dekker needs rest.” 

“Of course,” said Galdur. “The questions we need 
answered can wait.” 



 

 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 
 
 
 

JIM LYNCH LOOKED like he had not slept the night 
before, and in fact, he hadn’t. His unheeded warnings about 
the congressional joint session proved true, and in the 
aftermath, everyone wanted his expertise and opinion. The 
incessant calls, not only from politicians but news media as 
well, came through all night, and he was feeling nearly 
exhausted. Marilyn brought him another steaming cup of 
coffee, which he sipped gratefully. She told him Dekker was 
waiting outside. “Send him in!” 

Dekker, Hannah, and Galdur filed into Lynch’s office 
and stood before his desk. “Boss,” said Dekker, “you look 
terrible.” 

Lynch looked at them through puffy eyes ringed with 
a dark smudge. “Thanks for that, Dekker.” He waved his 
hand to the seating area. “Please sit down.” 

Huddled around the low table, Lynch began. “I’ve 
had nothing but telephone calls, requests for interviews and 
conference calls with government officials. Everyone wants 
to know how I knew what was going to happen last night at 
the Capitol. I had to do some fancy footwork to dance 



 

 361 

around what really happened because the truth is, well, too 
unbelievable.” 

“You’re right about that, Jim,” said Dekker. 
“Tell me what happened,” said Lynch. “I am very 

much in the dark.” 
Dekker began with his capture, and Hannah jumped 

in to describe how she, along with Rusty, Galdur, and FBI 
HRT group, managed to track him down. Dekker continued, 
recounting his captivity experience, being tied to a tree, and 
waiting for certain death. 

“But it was really Galdur who saved me,” said 
Dekker. “He is the real hero.” 

The story continued, ending at the Reflecting Pool 
where the locusts drowned. 

“That is some story, Adam. May I presume the threat 
has passed?” 

Hannah looked questioningly to Galdur. “That is 
what I asked Galdur last night.” 

Galdur sat forward. “The immediate threat is passed, 
but not the greater menace we face.” 

Dekker let out a long sigh. “You mean the Abaddon 
spirit.” Galdur nodded. 

Hannah had a thought and asked, “What about those 
jihadis Rusty rounded up? Do you think they could provide 
us any useful information?” 

Lynch answered, “Rusty and the FBI team did 
capture them all and they’re being held in the DC field office 
until they are transferred to Guantanamo later this 
morning.” 
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“That is not likely to lead you anywhere,” said 
Galdur. “I believe we have two larger questions that need 
answering: what was Kamenwati’s role in this and how did 
JETC become involved?” 

Dekker and the others stood. “I’ll ask Rusty to 
conduct the interrogation at Gitmo, if that’s okay with you, 
Jim.” Lynch nodded approval. “Then I think we can send 
Galdur back home, with my gratitude.” 

Galdur bowed his head at Dekker’s compliment. 
“And what about us?” Hannah asked. 
“We start our search back in England, see if we can 

pick up Kamenwati’s trail. From there, well, we’ll see.” 
 
The flight to London gave Dekker a chance for more sleep, 
and Hannah was happy to let him do so. 

He awoke when the airplane touched down and said, 
“That was a quick trip.” 

Hannah smiled and replied, “You slept the entire 
way.” 

He stretched his arms and back. “That’s good. I am 
rested, which means we can get right to work.” 

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Fine, but I need to check in 
with C before we set out.” 

“Hey, make sure Cole and Rees are still being held.” 
She sat him in a comfortable lobby chair, kissed him 

lightly on the forehead, and said, “Of course.” Hannah 
walked to the elevators and disappeared. 
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An hour later Hannah and Dekker walked out of SIS 
headquarters. “So, you’ve had a moment to think about next 
steps. Where to?” 

Dekker hailed a taxi and gave the driver an address in 
London’s West End. Hannah looked at him. “Isn’t that 
Cole’s address?” 

“It is. That’s where we lost track of Kamenwati so I 
thought that was a good place to start.” 

Heavy traffic turned a ten minute trip into twenty-
five, but they finally made it. Dekker looked at the 
nondescript house, one among many in this plain 
neighborhood. They did not knock on the front door, but 
there was no need. Hannah found the door unlocked. 

The moment they stepped inside the house they 
smelled smoke. Not a fireplace smell but something heavier. 
And there was another smell as well, this one like offal. 

The curtains were drawn so Hannah reached for a 
light switch. “Oh, my God!” Hannah stood frozen. 

Dekker moved past her to the gory mess on the floor. 
“I think we’ve found Kamenwati, or what’s left of him.” 

Blood and gore were splattered across the wood floor 
in an almost perfect circle around a heap of flesh that was all 
but unrecognizable as a human body. 

“I’ll call in a team. You’re probably right about this 
being Kamenwati, but we need to be certain.” 
 
Cole’s house was treated as a crime scene, and the British 
technicians were thorough in their job. It took all day and 
ended up involving the London police, who had many 
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questions for Hannah and Dekker. Her position in SIS 
caused Detective Inspector Jenkins to go carefully with his 
questioning of her, but the American was quite another 
story. 

Dekker was in the kitchen telling his story yet again 
to DI Jenkins, who calmly asked about specific points. 
Jenkins knew there were gaps. Well, perhaps not gaps but 
portions of the American’s narrative that were glossed over. 
He had one of the sergeants check on the American’s status 
and employer, and it turned out he was working on a joint 
operation with SIS. That explained the presence of the 
female officer in the other room. 

DI Jenkins decided he knew as much as these two 
wished to divulge. Besides, the dead man, now confirmed as 
an Egyptian national with dual citizenship, was someone the 
Crown had been seeking for some time. This would look 
good on his record, and so he decided to let the pair go. 

Dekker and Hannah went straight to Heathrow 
where two tickets to Cairo were waiting for them. Before 
leaving, Dekker called Jim Lynch and briefed him on 
Kamenwati. “Jim, it looks like Kamenwati received an 
unholy but just punishment.” He continued on, telling 
Lynch about the scene. 

“You said ‘unholy’ earlier. What did you mean?” 
“The blood and gore splatter was all around the body. 

I mean in a full circle. No breaks.” 
“And what does that mean to you?” 
“That tells me he was not killed by a man but by the 

Abaddon spirit. Add to that the unnecessarily brutal means 
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used, and the evidence adds up to retribution by a force that 
is not of this world.” 

When Dekker finished the telephone call, they 
boarded the flight. 

“Looks like we’re going back to the beginning,” said 
Hannah. 

Dekker looked at her. “And maybe the end.



 

 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 
 
 
 

SALIM AND HIS small group of followers spent most of 
the day following the Great Interruption, as they termed it, 
restoring order to the Flows. The act of interrupting the 
Flows was unprecedented, and it had taken the efforts of his 
entire team to achieve it. Stopping the Flows is much like 
damming a river, and holding back that enormous energy 
demanded absolute concentration from all. Even then, the 
flow of energy could be held back for only a short while. 

But Salim couldn’t just “open the floodgates,” so to 
speak; the resulting wash across the world would disrupt 
almost everything relying on electrical energy, from 
automobiles to cell phones to the human brain itself. So the 
release had to be moderated, and that required even more 
effort on his part and on the part of his acolytes. 

It had now been twenty-four hours since the Great 
Interruption, and Salim was pleased to find the Flows 
moving in their accustomed manner. His people were 
exhausted but happy for they accomplished a great feat, 
something never even thought of much less attempted. 
Salim went to each acolyte, thanking him for the effort and 
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reinforcing the achievement. Salim was equally spent and 
needed rest, but before retiring he wished to contact Galdur. 

Galdur, I wish to find out what happened with the locusts. 
My brother, your plan could not have turned out better, 

although you cut it quite close. 
I apologize, but it required a great deal of effort on this end. 
Of course, and I recognize that. The swarm was thrown 

into confusion, and with the final directive you implanted, left the 
building and drowned themselves in the Reflecting Pool. 

That is excellent! 
But there was something else, an explosion of rage. That is 

the only way it can be described. It rushed outward, across the city 
and the dead locusts. It turned the creatures’ bodies to ash. 

There was a long silence from Salim before he 
responded. 

This is a troubling fact, Galdur. 
What does it mean? 
I fear we may have opened a gateway between the natural 

and spirit realms. I did not understand it before, but the Flows 
form a protective shield around this world, keeping dark forces on 
their side of the divide. We interrupted the process, dropped our 
shield, if only for a short while. 

But surely that gateway is closed, now that the Flows have 
been restored? 

I cannot say, Galdur. I need sleep and then I will delve into 
this. 

Salim, I suddenly fear for your life. This Abaddon spirit, if 
fully released in this world, will want to recreate the effect and that 
means attacking you in Ancient Babylon. 
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I appreciate your concern, but it will have to wait a few 
hours. 

As you wish, Salim. I will be here if you need me. 
 
The Abaddon spirit sat sullenly in the eye of a storm of his 
own making. Around him swirled clouds ripped by 
lightning, and winds whipped through the clouds at 
incredible speeds. A great rumbling noise filled the ether. 
The spirit understood too late that somehow the barrier 
between his reality and the natural world had been dropped, 
but his rage over the failure of the locusts clouded his 
thinking. By the time he regained control of himself the 
barrier was restored. How was that done? Who accomplished 
this? The spirit had only questions. 

His anger was directed at those pests from the 
Brotherhood, that group of mystics who were all but erased 
from the world. They have checked me at every turn. The spirit 
knew the true nature of the Flows but believed them to be 
immutable, a permanent barrier to entry into the physical 
world. 

As his rage passed into anger, the violence around 
him subsided and eventually disappeared. The spirit was 
thinking more clearly now, and a new strategy began taking 
shape in his wicked, twisted mind. 

First I will deal with those who failed me, and then I will 
infiltrate the Brotherhood and force that wily old man to reproduce 
the interruption. Then I will be free to do as I will. I will be the god 
of this world!  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN 
 
 
 
MUHAMMAD AL-SAADI sat in stunned silence. He 

was watching various news outlets online, waiting for the 
world-shattering news. But there was nothing. He continued 
watching for another hour before there was mention of 
anything in Washington, DC., and what he saw chilled his 
heart. The news came to him, not in the form of a breathless, 
frightened reporter, but via a copy crawl across the bottom 
of the screen. 

✦ A SWARM OF STRANGE BUGS ATTACK CAPITOL. 
FOUR INJURED AND SENT TO HOSPITALS. ALL OTHERS ARE 
FINE. ✦  

✦ THE SWARM ATTACKED A JOINT SESSION OF 
CONGRESS CONVENED TO HEAR ISRAELI PRIME MINISTER 
ASHER. ✦ 

✦ THE LARGE BUGS, RESEMBLING LOCUSTS, FIRST 
ATTACKED THE PM BUT STOPPED SHORT OF KILLING HIM, 
FLYING OUT OF THE HOUSE CHAMBER AS QUICKLY AS 
THEY CAME. ✦  
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✦ THE ENTIRE SWARM, ESTIMATED AT ONE 
MILLION, WAS LATER DISCOVERED DROWNED IN THE 
LINCOLN MEMORIAL REFLECTING POOL ✦  

✦ AN EXPLANATION FOR THE STRANGE ATTACK 
AND THE CREATURES HAS NOT BEEN ISSUED. ✦ 

✦ SCIENTISTS FROM THE SMITHSONIAN 
INSTITUTION HAVE BEEN CALLED IN TO CONSULT. ✦ 

Al-Saadi waited fifteen minutes for the copy crawl to 
repeat. Reading it again, he became angry. “Malik what have 
you done!” His attempts to reach his lieutenant through the 
Flows had, for some reason, failed. “Perhaps I am doing it 
wrong.” He went back through the steps the Abaddon spirit 
had given him to enter and communicate through the Flows, 
but the result remained the same. Silence. 

He began to think through his current situation, how 
he was originally reached by the spirit and told he was 
replacing a less effective person. “What does that mean, 
exactly?” 

Al-Saadi recalled his first exchange with the spirit. 
The man I chose before you to carry out this important prophetic 
task has failed me. 

“Yes, that is it,” said al-Saadi. “There was one before 
me who either failed in this task or was unable to fulfill 
another assignment. Either way, the spirit saw him as a 
liability.” He thought for a moment. “And what do I do with 
liabilities?” 

Al-Saadi didn’t even have to speak the answer aloud. 
“Allah help me,” he implored. 
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The fear al-Saadi felt but ignored each time he interacted 
with the Abaddon spirit now came to the front. He looked 
around as if someone or something might be in the room 
with him. He came to the conclusion that he must devise a 
defense, some means of deflecting any attack that might 
befall him. 

“I will gather my top aides. They all know about the 
locusts and can help me craft a defense.” He put out a call 
for a leadership meeting. 

Within one hour all his aides and lieutenants were 
assembled in a meeting room. Al-Saadi was not yet present, 
and the group of twenty men talked among themselves, all 
wondering what this meeting was about. No one had any 
firsthand knowledge and so speculation ran wild. Soon 
Muhammad al-Saadi entered the room and all conversation 
ceased. 

Taking his customary seat at the head of the 
conference table, al-Saadi began. “You are all aware of the 
new weapon we deployed, a weapon that cannot be 
detected, and once used, cannot be stopped.” 

Twenty men nodded and muttered general 
agreement. 

“The locusts came to us by the hand of Allah, and I 
believed they were given to bring about the Last Days as 
prophesied. Some of you know we set up a location in 
Washington, DC to breed the creatures and the plan was to 
release them during a joint session of the American 
Congress, one also attended by the Israeli Prime Minister.” 
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There were sounds of approval among those who did 
not know about the plan. 

“The plan was to be activated last night, but 
something went wrong. For some reason, Abdul-Malik, one 
of your number, failed. The hated Israeli and the full 
leadership of the Great Satan escaped our killing blow.” 

One of his advisors stood and asked incredulously, 
“How could that be?” 

“I do not know, Farraj. I only know that it is clear 
from Internet news reports that no real harm was done.” 

“And what of our plans to sweep into Europe?” Farraj 
asked. 

“It cannot happen while America stands, which was 
the reason for a strike on their leaders. With America 
disabled, Europe becomes totally open to our strategy for 
immigration infiltration and ultimate conquest.” 

Faraj asked, “Now what?” 
“There is another threat that I will need all of you to 

identify and deflect.” Al-Saadi looked at each of the men. “I 
believe an angry spirit will afflict me, perhaps even try to kill 
me. That must not happen.” 

Each man stood up and, with loud voices, proclaimed 
allegiance to Muhammad al-Saadi. Their leader stood as 
well, accepting their accolades, and that was the moment 
Abaddon’s angry spirit swept through the room. 
 
The lights in the meeting room dimmed and there was a 
sound like a gale wind moving among them. Al-Saadi and 
his advisors went silent and looked for the source of this 
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phenomenon. One asked, “What is that wind?” No one 
could answer the question as they all looked around in 
dismay. 

Farraj was the first to notice something was wrong 
with al-Saadi. He was standing in an odd manner, stiff, his 
arms firmly at his sides. “My leader,” said Farraj, “what is 
the matter?” 

There was no answer from al-Saadi. His face was 
frozen in a rictus grimace and his eyes turned up so only the 
whites were showing. 

All eyes turned to the man who seemed to be riveted 
to the floor, stiff and unmoving. The sound of the wind 
increased, and clouds formed above their heads in the 
ceiling. Shouts of alarm went up. 

The wind whistled around in a circle, moving the 
thickening clouds in an ever-increasing upward spiral until a 
vortex extended far beyond the ceiling. Shouts of alarm 
came from the men, who began scrambling to escape the 
supernatural manifestation. 

A deep red glow pulsed ominously in the heart of the 
vortex, which seemed to stretch to infinity. The ungodly 
whirlwind whipped in a frenzy until the entire group of men 
were sucked up and disappeared into the red glow, their 
wails trailing into the infinite distance. 

Only al-Saadi was left standing in the room. His eyes, 
now restored to their normal function, looked back and forth 
frantically. No other limbs would respond to his urgent need 
to escape. Standing stock-still, he could only wait, 
anticipating death at the command of the Abaddon spirit. 
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The vortex above closed, but the cloud did not 
dissipate. A streak of darkness shot downward and slowly 
coalesced into the recognizable shape of a man. But al-Saadi, 
his eyes now wide with fear, saw the figure was no man. It 
was much too tall, perhaps twelve feet, reaching to the 
ceiling. The figure approached, looming over him, and al-
Saadi smelled the smoke that formed the shape. The 
vaporous shape reached out and grabbed al-Saadi by both 
arms, and he saw two glowing eyes, like pits of fire, and he 
knew his life was over. He prayed to an unhearing Allah, 
and a deep laugh came from the visage of smoke. 

With a sudden ferocity al-Saadi’s arms were ripped 
from their sockets and tossed like so much detritus to either 
side of the room. His cry of pain was truly awful, but the 
spirit was not done with him. Blood spurting from his 
shoulders, al-Saadi was upended and his legs torn from hip 
sockets. His now bleeding torso lay on the floor, and 
although suffering unbelievable pain, he was still conscious. 
Al-Saadi screamed a gurgling cry, and then, mercifully, died. 

The Abaddon spirit regarded the dismembered body 
and the fire of his anger diminished. Now I must deal with the 
greater issue: Salim and the Brotherhood.  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT 
 
 
 

DEKKER AND HANNAH discussed a plan of action as 
they traveled to Cairo, and both agreed his original contact, 
Abdel-Dayem, would be a good place to start. After they 
arrived, it took a little time, but Hannah finally found him 
working the tourists visiting the Pyramids. Pulling the little 
Egyptian into a nearby street cafe, they tried to impress on 
the man the urgency of finding a certain individual from the 
JETC. 

“JETC did you say?” Abdel-Dayem had a skeptical 
tone in his voice. “Just who are you looking for?” 

Dekker cleared his throat. “Uh, Muhammad al-
Saadi.” 

Abdel-Dayem jumped up from his chair and looked 
around fearfully. “No! I cannot help you!” 

Hannah placed her hand lightly on Abdel-Dayem’s 
forearm. “Please, sit down and hear us out. There will be no 
danger to you.” 
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The Egyptian responded positively to the touch of a 
beautiful woman, a practice not typically accepted, at least in 
public. 

“Thank you,” said Hannah. “Let me tell you why we 
are looking for al-Saadi. He, or his people, stole a biological 
experiment, something that poses a great danger to 
everyone. His man escaped from London with the biological 
materials, and we think they were transported to his base in 
Syria.” 

Abdel-Dayem considered the SIS agent’s story. “You 
are not telling me everything, Agent Ahmed.” 

Hannah looked into the face of her local informer. 
“You are right. It is not everything, but the basic story is 
true. You do not want to know the details.” 

Abdel-Dayem accepted that and replied, “Very well. I 
will ignore the missing pieces of this story, but only because 
I trust you, Agent Ahmed.” He looked between Hannah and 
Dekker. “And him too. He was honest when you sent him to 
me.” Dekker nodded at the compliment. 

Hannah continued. “Can you find out where al-Saadi 
is, and should Allah smile on you, the disposition of the 
biological materials?” 

He stood once more, but this time with a polite bow 
to Hannah. “How long do I have?” 

Dekker spoke up. “The sooner the better.” 
“I see,” he said. “Come back here tomorrow at this 

time.” Hannah nodded her approval and Abdel-Dayem 
disappeared into the crowd. 
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Dekker stood as well. “I guess there’s nothing we can 
do for now. Let’s go back to the hotel and get a proper 
drink.” 
 
The next afternoon found Dekker and Hannah sitting at the 
same table in the same Cairo cafe. Hannah ordered tea and 
Dekker a fruit drink while they waited for Abdel-Dayem to 
arrive. “He’s late,” said Dekker, checking his watch. 

Hannah seemed unconcerned. “Patience,” she said. 
An hour later they were still waiting, and Dekker was 

becoming nervous. “I hope we didn’t send him into danger. 
Just talking about the Caliphate, and especially its leader, 
can get you into trouble.” 

Hannah had the same thought thirty minutes earlier. 
Now, with concern in her face, she agreed with Dekker. 
They were about to leave when, pushing his way through 
the crowd, Abdel-Dayem appeared. 

“Many apologies, madam, sir, I was detained 
checking other sources on the information I found.” 

Hannah and Dekker sat back down and the little man 
breathlessly took a seat. “You will not believe what I heard.” 
They looked with expectation. “This is something too 
incredible to believe, and so I checked with other sources, 
including someone in JETC.” 

Dekker was about to explode with anticipation. 
“What is it, man?”  

Hannah put a calming hand on Dekker’s arm. “Quiet. 
Let him finish.” 
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Abdel-Dayem gave her an appreciative look. 
“Muhammad al-Saadi is dead.”  

Hannah and Dekker shared incredulous expressions. 
The Egyptian continued, “All members of JETC 

leadership are dead, or at least gone.” 
“I don’t believe it,” said Hannah, incredulity now in 

her voice as well as written on her face. 
“Nor did I,” he replied. “And that is why I am late. I 

checked the story with others, and they all confirmed what I 
heard.” He leaned in conspiratorially. “They say al-Saadi 
was dismembered and left to die in his own blood. Quite 
gory, if you ask me.” 

“Quite,” said Hannah. 
She thanked her informant, and he walked away, 

once again melting into the crowd. Hannah said, “We need 
to get to the embassy as quickly as possible.” 

“And I need to talk with my people, too,” said 
Dekker. “If what he said is true, it is a significant 
development.” 

“Agreed,” said Hannah. 
They hailed a taxi and instructed the driver to take 

them to the British Embassy. 
 
Dennis Allende busily typed out commands on his computer 
and gestured for his staff, all while listening to Dekker’s 
improbable tale. “You’re sure of this?” Dennis asked. 

“As certain as I can be from here, and that’s why I 
need you to do your computer thing and verify from your 
end.” 
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Dennis said, “I’m already on it, and I’ve got a couple 
of staffers here to help. I’ll text you when we can either 
confirm or deny. Is that okay?” 

“Perfect,” said Dekker. “Now if you don’t mind, I 
want to tell Lynch about this as well.” 

“You probably should have started there, you know.” 
“Lynch would have listened, asked a bunch of 

questions, and then called you. I am streamlining the process 
in the interest of time.” 

Dekker was transferred to Marilyn Stamm, who 
connected him to Lynch. 

“Dekker! You have something already?” 
“You bet I do, and its something I already have 

Dennis working on.” Dekker paused for a moment. “We 
have a report that Muhammed al-Saadi is dead and his 
entire leadership circle has vanished.” 

Lynch was having a hard time believing what Dekker 
was saying. “Come again?” 

“A source here tells me al-Saadi was discovered not 
just dead but brutally murdered, his limbs ripped off like 
some medieval punishment for high treason.” 

“And what of his inner circle?” 
“There is no specific report, only that they all seem to 

have disappeared.” 
“No one knows where they are?” 
“Not that I have heard. That’s why I contacted Dennis 

first. I want him to get on finding those other JETC leaders. 
They are clearly on the run and we need to find them. 
Hannah is working this from her end as well.” 
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Lynch asked, “What are they running from?” The 
question stopped Dekker and he considered it for a long 
moment. 

“I’m not sure. Whoever it was certainly dealt out a 
vicious punishment for al-Saadi.” 

“But why didn’t his men come to his aid?” Lynch 
asked. “There must have been ten or twenty of them.” 

“I don’t know, Jim. I truly don’t.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FORTY-NINE 
 
 
 

SALIM FULLY EXPECTED some type of retaliation from 
the Abaddon spirit. While it might have some natural 
aspects, flying objects, being pushed down stairs and the 
like, the true assault would be supernatural—a battle of 
wills. He was unsure if the spirit would make a direct 
assault or attempt to infect the minds of others around him. 
Either way, Salim needed to prepare. 

He felt better after instructing his acolytes on the 
potential danger. They would watch out for one another and 
be vigilant for other forms of attack. There was only one 
other person to warn: Galdur. 

My brother, where are you? 
I am about to leave for Iceland. 
Your feeling about my safety may be correct. I don’t think 

the Abaddon spirit is done. I have instructed my acolytes to 
prepare for attacks in a variety of ways, and I want to warn you as 
well. The spirit knows of our efforts and that makes you a target as 
well. 
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Thank you, Salim. I will be vigilant. But I also think there 
is an opportunity to take this battle to him. 

How? 
We face him in his own lair. Krugerschloss. 
I cannot travel there, Galdur. 
No need. I will gather my resources and take possession of 

Krugerschloss, and there we will bind and banish this spirit for 
good. 

Brave intentions, Galdur, but you know this is no ordinary 
supernatural force. This is one with great power. 

It is not yet time for this power to be in the world, and the 
spirit knows it. We will prevail. 

I wish you well, Galdur. 
The Icelander changed his ticket for a flight to 

Frankfurt, Germany. An hour later he was in the air, heading 
for, he hoped, the final confrontation with Abaddon. 
 
Galdur sat in the last row on the Airbus, the only seat 
available on a very full flight. It did not bother Galdur. He 
would appear to sleep, but in reality he would be making 
plans and arrangements in the Flows. He first reached out to 
Dekker, the one man who could distract Abaddon enough 
for him to execute his plan. 

Dekker immediately recognized his friend reaching 
out to him in the Flows. 

Galdur, is everything all right? Did you hear that al-Saadi 
is dead? 

I did not hear that, Adam, but I can tell you the Abaddon 
spirit was most likely behind it. Was it a brutal murder? 
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It was over the top vicious. And his leadership team seems 
to be missing. 

Yes, Abaddon is behind the killing, and I don’t think al-
Saadi’s team are simply missing. I believe they are dead as well. 

Good riddance to them all! 
Adam, we have a situation and I need your help. 
My help? It’s usually me asking you. What is it you need? 
Galdur told him about Salim’s feeling and his own 

plan to bring the battle directly to the spirit. Dekker paused. 
He had gone through enough pain in Krugerschloss and was 
not eager to return. 

I understand your misgivings, Adam. I must admit, I share 
them as well. But this is the only way. Krugerschloss is the one 
place Abaddon is able to manifest his presence. 

What will my role be? 
You are the one person who can get under the spirit’s skin, 

so to speak. I need you to distract Abaddon while I create a Merlin 
Box to confine him. 

How in the world do I distract him? Stand on my head? 
Galdur went into detail on a plan that, in the end, 

Dekker agreed to. 
I will meet you at Krugerschloss. 

 
Dekker found Hannah finishing up telephone calls to SIS in 
London. He sat down next to her to explain his next move. 
“Hannah, I have been in contact with Galdur, and he needs 
my help.” 

“I can tell there’s more coming,” said Hannah. 
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Dekker told her about Salim’s warning and Galdur’s 
plan to confront the spirit in Germany. He continued, “I told 
him I would meet him at Krugerschloss. He’s almost in 
Frankfurt, and I must leave right away to meet him 
tomorrow morning.” 

“I’ll make reservations for two.” He raised his 
eyebrows in a questioning manner. “You didn’t think I 
would be left behind, did you?” 

Dekker sputtered but was secretly proud she would 
not hesitate to walk into danger. “But you aren’t…” 

“Prepared?” Hannah asked. “You don’t know what 
level of resistance you will find there, and I am quite 
capable. Also, you said yourself that I have the necessary 
sensitivity, and we have communicated with the Flows.” 

“Hannah, I’ve faced this spirit four times and none 
were pleasant. This time promises to be the most difficult, 
and I can’t put you in that kind of danger.” 

“This discussion is over. I’m coming, and if you want 
me better trained in this Magick of yours, then a crash 
course is in order.” 

Dekker smiled. “You are a stubborn woman.” 
“And I’m dangerous, too.” 
“Agreed,” said Dekker. “Let’s get reservations for as 

close to Baden-Baden as we can get, and then we’ll begin 
your training.” 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER FIFTY 
 
 
 

THEY FLEW FROM Cairo to Germany directly, but they 
found no easy connections within the country and ended up 
traveling to Frankfurt as well. Galdur had to wait several 
hours in the terminal, but finally connected with him. 
Galdur expressed surprise when he saw Hannah.  

Addressing Dekker quietly he asked, “Why did you 
bring her?” Dekker looked back and saw both determination 
and concern on her face. “She made a pretty good argument 
for coming, and in the end I agreed with her.” Hannah 
overheard bits of the private conversation and stepped up 
close behind them. 

“You will need someone covering your back, and 
who better that an SIS field operative?” 

Galdur looked at her. “Who indeed?” Turning to 
Dekker he added, “There was a time when you were much 
like her.” 

“And you took me in, nurtured my talent.” 
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“Yes, and now I can see Hannah’s presence may be to 
our advantage,” said Galdur. “Let me go through my 
strategy with you in detail.” 

Dekker rented a car and they left for the resort town 
of Baden-Baden and the secret caverns of Krugerschloss 
beyond.  

Six hours later they stood before the sealed entrance 
in the mountainside. Krugerschloss was overgrown but still 
impressive. This retreat, carved into a cliffside in the Black 
Forest, housed hundreds in its day, loyal brothers and sisters 
whose every thought and action served Abaddon. 

“Do you remember the way in?” Galdur asked. 
“Yes,” said Dekker. “Follow me.” 
He led them to a trail, and he pointed. “Down that 

way is the alder grove. We follow the track in the opposite 
direction to another entrance.” The group marched in silence 
until they reached the stone face of the hillside. A doorway 
was hidden by vines and other vegetation but Dekker knew 
where to look. Pulling the overgrowth aside, he opened the 
door and swept his arm to invite Hannah in. “Welcome to 
Krugerschloss.” 

It was dark inside, and Hannah instinctively reached 
for her Beretta Nano. “Aren’t there any lights in here?” 

Dekker, knowing the former residents lived by a 
philosophy that rejected modern mechanisms, including 
electricity, turned on his Maglite. The beam of light calmed 
Hannah a little, but she was still on alert. 
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The passageway came to a T crossing. Dekker took a 
right turn, saying, “This is the way to the assembly hall and 
the agate altar. We should find some torches in there.” 

They came to another door set into the rock face of the 
tunnel. He pulled the heavy oak door outward, and all of 
them felt the space beyond was large, though they could not 
see the entire room in the beam of the flashlight. Dekker 
whipped the flashlight around until he found a torch set into 
a sconce on the inner wall. He handed Galdur a disposable 
lighter, asking him to light the torch. 

The torch allowed them to light others along the walls 
until the entire space flickered and danced with light from 
the flames. But Hannah was riveted by the great blue 
platform which was a beautiful translucent blue color that 
absorbed the torchlight in such a way that it glowed. They 
stepped up to the platform and saw it had channels carved 
into the surface. “It’s almost like veins,” said Hannah. 

They took a set of stone stairs on one side to reach the 
surface of the platform and walking to the middle, Hannah 
noticed a large crack. “What is that? It doesn’t look like the 
others.” 

Galdur and Dekker both remembered the day that 
great crack was made. “It is time to finish this,” said Galdur. 
“Are you ready, Adam?” 

“I am.” 
 
Galdur’s plan had two parts. First, Dekker would lure in the 
Abaddon spirit. The second part relied on the spirit’s 
continued distraction with Dekker, allowing Galdur to begin 
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forming the Merlin Box. He knew more help would be 
needed, for entrapping this spirit would not be easy, and he 
enlisted Salim to provide another distraction, one so 
compelling the spirit would not suspect what was to 
happen. 

Dekker knew what was expected of him and went to 
the area cut out of the rear wall, a pyramid-shaped alcove 
slightly taller than he was. He stepped in and felt power 
running into and through him, extending outward to 
encompass the entire agate platform. He called out in the 
Flows. 

Abaddon! You have hounded and plagued me for too long. 
Show yourself! 

It took a full minute before any reply came, and when 
it did Dekker was almost knocked to his knees. 

Fool! You dare to stand in my house and make threats? 
Dekker regained his footing and replied, Yes, you 

monstrous spirit. Come forth! I am no longer afraid of you. 
A great rumble was felt in the mountain, and the 

shaking toppled a couple of the torches from their stands. 
The quake was followed by a great wind that blew into the 
hall. The wind whipped around and seemed to bring in 
tendrils of dark, oily smoke. 

Galdur and Hannah, standing in the narrow passage 
leading back to the doorway, remained still. 

The smoke swirled and formed a man-like shape that 
descended in front of Dekker, stopping at the level of the  
platform. 
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“Do you remember me?” Dekker asked. He gave a 
quick glance to the passage and hoped Galdur had his 
timing down. 

The spirit responded to Dekker’s question by growing 
to an enormous size. Dekker remained resolute before the 
terrifying spectacle. 

The winds, which subsided when Abaddon’s spirit 
entered, now picked up in intensity. A circle of dark clouds 
swirled just over Dekker’s head. He willed Galdur to begin, 
but there was nothing. The spirit, now inhabiting the 
gigantic man-shaped cloud, looked down on what he 
considered a puny opponent. 

“I will crush you!” The words boomed through the 
room. 
 
Galdur concentrated on forming a Merlin Box high up in the 
cavern’s ceiling. Dekker was doing well taunting the spirit 
and keeping it focused on him, but time was running out. 
Galdur was waiting for Salim to do his part, once again 
interrupting the Flows. But this time there was no room for 
error: the Flows must stop the moment the Merlin Box 
dropped and enveloped Abaddon. In his earlier 
communication with Salim, he stressed the importance of 
timing. 

When I have the Box ready, I will notify you. At that 
moment, as I drop it into place, you must have the Flows stopped. 
If not, we fail and Abaddon will kill us all. 

It is difficult to time the interruption, but having done it 
once, I believe we can act when you signal. Good luck, my brother. 
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Hannah looked upward in the direction Galdur told 
her he was forming the Merlin Box. First there was a small 
shimmering, like a ripple on a calm lake. Soon that single 
ripple expanded and took shape as a large translucent cube. 

“Hannah,” said Galdur, “you must use the Flows and 
concentrate on Dekker. Abaddon must not suspect 
treachery.” 

Hannah closed her eyes and entered the Flows as 
Adam taught her. Surprised she was able to achieve the light 
trance state so quickly and enter the Flows, she was now 
ready to fight for their very lives. 
 
The Abaddon spirit held back from crushing Dekker for just 
a moment. There was another presence, one he had not felt 
before, a new individual. He sensed it was opposing him, 
trying to hold him back. He laughed at such a feeble attempt 
and redirected his attention to the man before him, the one 
who always seemed to be in the middle of his schemes. 

Dekker recognized the new presence—it is Hannah! 
She was joining him and opposing the spirit. Dekker knew it 
was a fool’s errand. They could not defeat such a force. 

Abaddon puffed up and boomed, “But no more!” He 
raised smoky arms high, ready to strike, but something 
changed. He sensed a form dropping around him. “A Merlin 
Box!” Somehow he was immobile within the supernatural 
construct. What is this! Unable to move! Unable to break out! 
The Abaddon spirit, confused as well as surprised, was 
imprisoned, and the dark cloud of his presence filled the 
interior of the cube. 
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Galdur sent his message to Salim and then dropped his 
raised hands, slamming the Merlin Box onto the Abaddon 
spirit. At that same moment the Flows ceased, allowing the 
Merlin Box to envelop the spirit. When Galdur saw the dark 
smoke fill the cube, he knew his plan had worked. Abaddon 
was contained and there was no one to release the spirit 
from the trap. 

Salim was more than pleased to hear from Galdur. 
You have done it, by brother! 
It could never have happened without your help, Salim. 
Then congratulations to us both! 
Galdur touched Hannah’s shoulder lightly. “It is 

over.” She opened her eyes and saw the cube, once light and 
translucent, now a dark mass of swirling smoke. She had 
seen a Merlin Box before, when Dekker was trapped, but it 
did not look like this. This Merlin Box looked angry and 
dangerous. 

Dekker, who stood on the agate platform ready to 
have the life crushed out of him, stood in amazement as he 
gazed upon the Merlin Box floating before him. “Now that’s 
what I call retribution.” 

Galdur and Hannah stepped out to join Dekker. 
“Now what?” Hannah asked. Galdur raised both arms, and 
as they lifted, so did the Merlin Box. As it rose, it became 
smaller and smaller until it was but a dot hovering in the air. 
When Galdur’s arms were fully extended, he clapped his 
palms together loudly and a flash of light, as bright as the 
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sun, burst from the point the box occupied. As their vision 
recovered, Hannah exclaimed, “It’s gone!” 

Dekker put his arm around Hannah’s shoulders and, 
looking up to the cavern’s ceiling said, “It is gone and done.” 

The trio stood there for a long time, and then, without 
a word, left the great room and Krugerschloss. 

“I hope we never see this place again,” said Hannah 
when they were again at their vehicle. 

Galdur got a curious, faraway look. “No, my dear, 
you won’t have to come here again.” 


