The Awakening





by R.A. Johnstone












































All characters, places and situations are pure fiction.  Any coincedence is purely accidental.


This book is copywrited R.A. Johnstone 1999.




















Prologue




















	He stood up again.  He felt the shoulder gingerly.  It was bleeding


again.  He shook his head.  'Careless,'  he thought harshly, 'I've been


damned careless.' 


	He felt in his pocket for the nickel.  He pulled it out of his


pocket.  He opened it and took the chip out.


	 He walked under the boardwalk, close to the water's edge.  "You,"


he said looking at the chip, "are the cause of all this shit.  Well, 


guess what ?"  He pulled his arm back to throw the chip into the 


incoming tide.


	 "You're out of here, pal."


	 He then heard a click behind him.
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     He tossed and turned, as usual, trying to get what resembled


some rest, but sleep wouldn't come.  'Well,'  he thought, rubbing


his eyes and yawning, 'I guess this rules out the coffee."


     He knew damned well what it was.  It was the nightmares again.


He thought they were gone, well, subsided greatly, about two years


ago.  He sighed.  Now they were back, even worse than ever.  He


eased his five-foot, eleven-inch frame from his bed, throwing the


single sheet off to the side.  He sat up and stretched, yawning once


again.  He rose.


     He walked over to his balcony window, standing in the light


summer breeze.  He looked down over the city, noticing it had been


unusually hot, and he'd hoped the breeze would help.  It didn't.


     He slid the door all the way open and walked out, leaning on


the wrought iron railing, thinking about the cases he'd been working


on. Six months he'd had his license.  Two cases.  He shook his head.


     He walked back into the bedroom, partially shutting the door


behind him.  He walked over to the nightstand, grabbed his cigarettes,


and plodded down the hall to the living room.


     He snapped the stereo on, turning it down low, and headed over


toward the couch.  He settled on the end near the large glass ashtray,


and sat down quickly.  He rubbed his eyes for a moment, and then


withdrew a cigarette from the pack.  He sat there staring into space,


packing the cigarette on the back of his right wrist.  He snapped out


of it and turned the light on next to him on the end table.


     He looked over and saw the pictures he had on the end table.


As he looked at the first, he stuck the cigarette in his mouth


and lit it.  He inhaled deeply and reached for the picture.  He


looked at it intently,  running his thumb over the frame, shaking


his head.


     It was a picture of him with his old partner on the police


force.  "Damn," he said, almost whispering, "Sorry, Q."


     His mind ran back to that night.





                        ***************************





     It was nearly six years ago, a warm August night.  He'd been


on the force only about a year.  His partner, Quentin Mclellan, had


asked him if he was up for an off-duty stakeout.  Being young, and


maybe a little too ambitious, Chris had decided that it might be a


good experience.  Besides, he trusted Quentin.


     Chris and Quentin had been partnered since Chris graduated


from the academy.  Quentin had been on the force two years prior, and


had more street smarts than most of the guys Chris knew.  Quentin,


to his credit, was also an excellent teacher.


     They sat in Quentin's car, in plain clothes, waiting.


     "I do hope you've remembered you're weapon," Quentin said,


sarcastically.


     Chris gave him a wry look.  "Why thank you, Q." he said


with an air of false politeness.  "Smartass," he added.


     Quentin smiled.  "Look, partner, this could be dangerous.


As a matter of fact, I am ninety-nine percent sure it is.  This


Jerome asshole has been running drugs in and out through here, and


I am damn sure that Jerome is going to show up here, along with


his supplier."  He stopped for a moment.  "Besides, Chris, he's


got to be stopped.  He can smell cops a mile away.  This bastard


is killing kids, Chris.  That shit is killing kids.  Not just


teenagers, either.  Besides, sometimes you've got to do the right


thing.  You have to protect the innocents."  Quentin swallowed hard,


composed himself, and looked Chris square in the eyes, smiling.


"Besides, this would do much to enhance our already raging


reputations."


     Chris shook his head.  He knew Quentin didn't care about his


reputation.  "I still think you should have let narcotics know.


If Atkins finds out about this shit, we might as well be handing out


fucking parking tickets."


     Quentin shrugged.  "Atkins used to be one of us, pal.  He


likes this kind of initiative.  Have some balls, Shedd.  Besides, I


think there's a leak in narcotics."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.


     "What does your wife think about this nonsense?"


     Q smiled.  "My wife loves me more than anything.  She thinks


I'm nuts, but she still loves me.  Do I sense Sandy is giving you a


hard time?"


     Chris frowned, slightly.  "You might say that," he mumbled.


He turned his head toward the window.  "Hey, it looks like we have


a party of three."


     Quentin glanced over the same way.  "Okay, check you're


weapon.  I hear Jerome likes guns, too."  Q pulled his revolver out


and checked the chamber.  "I see we have no room at the inn here."


     Chris smiled and checked his gun.  "Same here, pal.  Ready ?"


     Q smiled broadly.  "You bet your ass.  Let's be careful."


     Chris nodded.


     They exited the car quietly, shutting the doors quietly.


They crept around to the front, where Quentin motioned to Chris


to cover the rear of the warehouse and come through.  Chris nodded


and slipped off into the night.


     As he got crept nearer the building, his sharp eyes could


recognize Randolph, probably the biggest drug dealer in New Haven.


He focused and recognized Jerome and the third man, Sweedler, a


two-bit user, who would do just about anything for a fix.


     Chris ran, once he was past the danger of being seen.  He'd


also lost sight of them.  He circled the warehouse quickly and


quietly, ready with his gun.  Something told him this wouldn't be


easy.


     Chris had just rounded the rear corner of the warehouse when


he heard it.  The shotgun blast set his brain on fire.  He froze,


then ran forward, coming up on the front of the warehouse.


     On the way he heard Quentin scream "Freeze"  He got there


just in time to see Quentin take three shotgun blasts in the chest,


knocking him clear off the docks into the water.  Their laughter


snapped him out of his shock.


     He turned toward them, full of anger and pain, and pulled


his gun. He walked out into the light where he could be seen.


"Freeze," he said calmly, through clenched teeth.


     They turned.  He saw that only Jerome and Randolph were


standing.  Sweedler was lying in a pool of blood, shot through the


head.  He looked back at them and pulled the hammer back on his .38.


     "Freeze," he said sternly, "means do not fucking move."


     Randolph was still holding the shotgun.  He shook his head.


     "Another fucking hero.  You cops make me laugh."  He looked


down at Sweedler.  "You worthless sonofabitch.  Couldn't get the


fucking facts right."  He kicked the lifeless body in the head.


     "Wait a minute," Chris said, curiously, "You mean this-"


He was interrupted.


     "Yeah," Randolph said smiling, "This was a setup, dummy.


Your partner was getting too close.  Now," he continued, still


smiling, "You're too close.  And you're dead."


     Randolph raised the shotgun and squeezed.  Chris pulled


the trigger.  Twice.


     Like something out of the movies, he watched Randolph drop,


shotgun dropping down next to him.  He saw Jerome reach for a nine


millimeter on the ground.  Just as Jerome was about to pull the


trigger, Chris fired again.


     This time his aim was less deadly, hitting Jerome square


in the thigh, forcing him to drop the gun.  He fell to the ground,


screaming, "My leg, my leg."


     Chris ran over and collected the weapons.  He handcuffed


Jerome to Randolph and went to the car.


     He tossed the weapons on the front seat and grabbed the


radio.  He called in a 911 and dropped the handset quickly.  He ran


back to the spot he'd last seen Quentin.


     He looked over the edge, down into the murky water.  Nothing.


     He heard a dripping, and looked down at his feet.  There


was blood on his shoes.  It was then that he realized he'd been shot.


It was his right shoulder.  Randolph must have got him.


     He screamed Quentin's name, twice, but got no response.  He


fell to his knees, staring into the water, and stayed that way until


the paramedics arrived.


     That was as much as Chris could remember of that night, and


what followed was even blurrier.  The search for Quentin's body,


the inquiry, and even Chris' promotion to detective all sped by to


that day, four years later, when Chris resigned from the force.


Chris snapped out of it.


     He looked down and saw his cigarette had burned out.  He


lit another.


     "Four years too late," he said aloud.  He started thinking


about his ex-wife.


     Sandy left him two years before he left the force.


Quentin's death and his reaction to it drove a wedge between them


that just couldn't be repaired.  He didn't blame her for leaving him,


he was just disappointed in himself for allowing it to happen.  The


phone rang.


     He stubbed the cigarette out and picked up the receiver.


"Yeah," he answered.


     "Hello, Chris."


     "Hey, Atkins, what do you need ?"


     "Look," Atkins said quietly, "I'm sorry about the thing


with the state police, but I didn't have much of a choice."


     "Look, Cap," Chris began, "I know you think you were helping,


but believe me you weren't.  I ended up getting my license anyway, so


they think I'm capable."


     Atkins hesitated.  "Chris, I know you are.  Believe me, it's


not that I thought you weren't capable, it's just that I didn't have


a choice. I had to give them those reports."  He paused.  "Look, if


you ever need my help, or you get in a jam...."


     Chris smiled.  "Thanks, Cap.  I will call."


     "See you around.  Oh," Atkins said, suddenly remembering,


"Suzanne Mclellan was at the station yesterday, looking for you."


     "She has my phone number," Chris stated quizzically.


     "I thought so.  You know, she was acting a little strange.


Almost spooky.  I don't know what was bothering her, and she seemed


to be in an awful hurry."


     Chris shrugged.  "I'll go see her tomorrow.  Thanks Cap."


     As they hung up, Chris scratched his head, trying to figure


out what Suzanne could possibly want.  The phone rang again.  Chris


picked it up.


     "Hello," he said.


     "Is this Christopher Shedd ?," a female voice inquired.


     "Yes, this is Chris Shedd."  He paused.  "Who am I speaking


to ?"


     "My name is Anita Singer.  I'm a friend of Sandy's." she said


softly.


     Chris stopped cold.  "Okay.  How is she ?  She hasn't called


me in three years.  Her number's unlisted."


     There was a brief silence.  "I'm sorry," she said, " Sandy's


dead."


     Chris was dumbfounded.  He sat there stunned.


     "She was in a car accident, Mr. Shedd," she began, "I


think-"  He interrupted her.


     "Please," he said softly, "Call me Chris."


     "Well, Chris," she said, "I think you should come down here.


Sandy told me if anything ever happened to call you."


     Chris was silent.  "Okay," he said, "I have some things to


take care of first thing in the morning, but I'll fly down tomorrow


afternoon."


     "I'll call you tomorrow morning, around eleven," Anita said.


     "Okay," Chris said, "and thank you."


     They said their goodbyes and Chris hung the phone up again.


He rose and stood there, pulling out another cigarette.  He lit it


and just stood there, thinking about Sandy.  He rubbed his forehead.


     The phone rang again, startling him.  He picked it up.


"Yeah," he said.


     "Stay out of Daytona Beach."  Click.  The phone was hung up.


     He stared at the receiver.


     He started to feel a little lightheaded and practically


fell back down on the couch.  He put the receiver back on the hook


and stared at it.


     He could swear that was Quentin Mclellan.
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         Chris finished packing a few changes of clothes, nothing


too heavy. Florida wasn't exactly cold this time of year.  He looked


in the mirror and straightened his tie.  He stared into his own blue


eyes for a moment.   He then ran a brush through his short brown hair.


He turned to latch his suitcase when the phone rang.  He walked around


his bed to the night stand and picked it up.


        "Hello," he said calmly.


        "Mr. Shedd, it's Anita Singer." she said softly.


        "Like I said last night, it's Chris, and," he added, "your


timing couldn't be better.  I was just on my way out.  I'll be


catching the three-thirty out of LaGuardia.  I should be arriving in


Daytona Beach around, say nine-thirty, ten o'clock."


        "Great," she said, sounding relieved.  "I'll meet you there."


        "Uh, okay," he said, "How will I know you ?"


        "Don't worry.  Sandy showed me plenty of pictures.  I'll know


you.  I'll see you then."


        "Okay," Chris said, and hung up.


        He shrugged his shoulders and walked over to latch his


suitcase when he saw it.


        That damned nickel.


        That nickel Sandy had given him on their first anniversary.


He walked over and picked it up and held it.  He walked back and sat


on the edge of the bed and remembered that day.


                    ******************************


        He was laying on the bed, trying to figure out what they


were going to do, not used to having a Saturday off.


        His train of thought was interrupted by his wife clearing


her throat.  He looked up.


        Sandy stood there, in her terrycloth robe, brushing her hair.


She smiled.  "So what do we have planned today, Sherlock ?" she


asked coyly.


        Chris propped himself up on his elbows and grinned.  "Don't


know yet.  I'm working on it."  He rose a little higher.  "I do


know that phone is getting unplugged." he said, smiling.


        She laughed and reached into the pocket of her bathrobe.


"Hey," she said, tossing a small package at him, "Happy anniversary."


        He smiled and rose, picking up the package.  He walked over


to his dresser and opened the top drawer.  He pulled out a small


package also.  He turned and handed it to her.  "Happy anniversary,


Sand," he whispered and kissed her.  He returned to the bed.


        Sandy stood there, staring at him.  "Well," she said,


"Aren't you going to open it ?"


        He looked at her.  "You first."


        She rolled her eyes.  "Okay," she said, and proceeded to


tear the paper off of the package.  It was a small ring box.


        She looked at it and then looked at Chris.  She opened the


box and gasped.


        It was a jade ring, shaped like two intertwined pieces of


rope, two rings around the outside, trimmed in gold.  She shook


her head and pulled the ring out of the box, smiling.  "I should


have known," she said.


        He frowned.  "You don't like it ?" he asked, disappointed.


        Her eyes widened.  "Are you nuts or what ?" she asked,


placing the ring on her finger.  "I love it.  You know how I feel


about jade.  This is gorgeous.  Where on earth did you get it ?"


        "I had it made," he answered, smiling.  "I found a jeweler


in Hamden."  He stopped and looked quite puzzled.  "Don't quite


remember how, but I think I found him by accident."


        She smiled.  "Your turn."


        He ripped the paper off to reveal a small jewelry box like


the one he had given her.  He opened it and just stared.


        It was a nickel.


        He looked up at her.  "Okay," he said, smiling at her, "Now


I can make half a phone call."


        She put her hand on her hips.  "Christopher Jonathan Shedd.


Don't be deceived by appearances.  You're a better detective than


that."  She folded her arms.  "Don't you notice anything peculiar


about that nickel?"


        Chris peered at it intently for a few minutes.  It seemed


like an ordinary Jefferson nickel.  He then noticed that the date


appeared to be raised slightly higher than normal.  He pushed it.


        To his surprise, the nickel opened like a jackknife. Inside


was a small compartment.  He shook his head.


        "Sandy," he said softly, "You never fail to amaze me.


Where did you get this ?"


        She moved over, untying her robe and leaned over him.  "Oh,


a little shop that sells all kinds of neat stuff like that," she


whispered, kissing his neck.


        "You run into James Bond while you were there ?" he asked,


burying his face in her neck.  She pulled away.


        "Christopher !  You mark my words.  Some day that nickel


will save your life."  She drew closer to him, almost engulfing him.


"Now," she said in a whisper, "Where were we ?"


                     *****************************


        Chris half smiled as his eyes were misted up.  He looked


down at the nickel and put it in his pocket. 'Good luck charm,' 


he thought.


        He closed and latched his suitcase, picked it up, and walked


down the hallway to the front door.  He looked around, trying to


think what he had forgotten.


        He shrugged his shoulders.  He'd call Melissa on his way to


the airport and have her come by and check.  He opened the front door


and walked out, putting the suitcase down outside the door.  He


double locked the door, picked up the suitcase, and walked down the


hall to the elevator and pushed the button.


        He stood there, thinking and waiting.  He was hoping this


Miss Singer was wrong.  He didn't want his first big case to be his


ex-wife's murder.


        The elevator arrived.


                    ******************************


        He knocked on the door to Suzanne Mclellan's townhouse.  He


reached for the knob, and it was unlocked.  He opened the door and


walked in.


        He stood in the hallway, looking around.  She had loved


Quentin very much.  The hallway was like a shrine, pictures of


Quentin and Suzanne plastered all over.  Chris noticed some pictures


of the four of them all together, and even some of Chris and Sandy.


He heard footsteps.


        Suzanne Mclellan looked as good as she did the day she and


Quentin were married.  She walked over, smiling, and hugged Chris.


"Thanks for coming," she said, "I'd hoped Atkins would get you my


message.  Come into the living room."


        Chris followed her in.  "I can't stay too long," he said


quietly.  "I have to fly down to Daytona Beach."


        Suzanne turned, smiling.  "You and Sandy-"  Chris broke


her off.


        "She's dead, Suzanne."  Chris sat in the chair next to


the ashtray and pulled out a cigarette.


        Suzanne sat on the couch across from Chris.  She shook her


head.  Her eyes met Chris'.  She was in shock.


        "When ? " she asked, whispering.


        Chris lit his cigarette.  "Yesterday morning.  I got the


call sometime after midnight.  A friend of hers called and told me


it was a car accident.  But she didn't think it was exactly an


accident."  He inhaled deeply, and shook his head.  "I don't know


what to think."


        Suzanne nodded.  "God, I'm sorry, Chris.  I'm so sorry,"


she said.  "I'm sorry I asked Tom to call you, almost.  How-"


Chris interrupted her again.


        "Never mind.  Right now, I need to know, why didn't you


call me ? Did you lose the number or something ?"


        Suzanne shook her head.  "Nothing like that.  I guess I


just don't trust my phone right now.  Not after yesterday."


        "What happened yesterday ?" Chris asked quietly.


        "You're going to think I'm crazy."  She stopped and looked


him in the eyes.  "About, oh, I'd say, eleven yesterday morning I


received a strange phone call."


        "What did they say ?" he asked, taking another drag off of


his cigarette.


        She stared at Chris.  "They said to tell Chris to stay out


of it."


        Chris almost choked.  He composed himself and sat up a


little straighter, flicking his ashes into the ashtray.  "Did you


recognize who it was ?"


        She frowned.  "This is where you're really going to think


I'm losing it.  I could swear it was Quentin."


        He shook his head.  "It couldn't have been.  Q is gone,


Suzanne.  I was there that night.  No one could have survived what


happened to him.  This was probably one of his old enemies, like


Jerome, or maybe that bastard Portico. Somebody's just trying to


shake you up."


        She frowned.  "Well," she said, quietly, "they're doing a


damned good job."


        Chris looked at his watch.  "Look, I have to go to the train


station.  I'm going to have Melissa check on you."  He rose and


walked over to her.  "Go away for a while.  Take a vacation.  Get out


for a week, hell, make it two.  Go up to the Cape or something.


But," he said, waving a finger at her, "don't tell anyone where


you're going."


        She smiled and grabbed his finger, and held it.  "Okay.  I


guess I really do need to get out."  She rose and walked him to the


front door.


        They stood there, quietly for a moment.  "Look," he said,


"I'll be back before you will.  If anything else happens, call


Melissa.  She'll know how to get a hold of me."  With that, he


headed out the door.


        He hadn't gotten three steps when he heard her call him.


        "You know," she said, arms folded in front of her, "That


is one thing I never could figure out."


        "What's that ?" he asked, turning around.


        "Why you have never even taken that partner of yours out


to dinner."  She shook her head.


        Chris stood there for a minute and shrugged his shoulders.


        "Ghosts," he said, turning around and heading toward his


car.


        As she watched him get into his car, she frowned.  "We all


have them, Chris."  She turned and went inside.


                    ************************


        He started driving toward the train station, and kept


thinking about his meeting with Suzanne.  'Hope I'm right,'  he


thought, 'or we're both crazy.' 


        He started getting a creepy feeling, like it was the last


time he would ever see Suzanne again.  His carphone rang.


        "Shedd," he answered.


        "So what," the sarcastic voice on the other end replied,


        "I've been beeping you for the last twenty minutes."


        "Sorry, Melissa," he said just as sarcastically, "but I


turned it off.  I have to go down to Daytona Beach."


        She was silent.  "Did Sandy finally call you ?"


        He took a deep breath.  "No, Melissa, she's dead."


        Melissa was quiet again.  "I'm sorry, Chris."


        "Yeah, well, me too.  Look, I'll be back in two days, tops.


        In the meantime, what's been happening ?"


        "Okay," she began, "Atkins called this morning.  Oh, and


Mr. Fredricks called.  Said he has a job for you."


        "Put Fredricks on hold.  I'll deal with him when I get back.


And call Atkins.  Tell him Suzanne Mclellan's been getting some


weird phone calls.  Tell him I think it might be one of Quentin's


old busts.  He might find out if Jerome is out."


        "Boss," she said, "I think Jerome would be more likely to


go after you."


        "Maybe, but not necessarily.  Jamaicans are big on going


after whole families.  But I want you to keep and eye on Suzanne,


also.  Call her, too.Just be careful.  Oh, and check my place.


Make sure I shut everything off."


        "Good thing I don't have a life.  Otherwise,"  Chris


interrupted her.


        "Knock it off, smartass.  I will call you when I get into


Daytona Beach.  Should be around ten.  And like I said, be careful."


        "Okay, Dick Tracy.  Talk to you later."  Melissa hung up.


        Chris knew Melissa was competent enough to stay out of


trouble.  She was as smart as they come.  That would have to be


enough.


        He turned into the train station and parked in the upper


level garage.  He grabbed his suitcase, and glanced at his watch.


Good.  More than early enough.


        He walked into the terminal, and headed right for the


ticket window.  He purchased his ticket and turned around.  As he


slipped his ticket into his jacket pocket, he noticed a reflection


in the glass across from the entryway.


        He stared for a minute.  It was a tall man, six-three, maybe


six-four.  Chris figured him for 220, or 230 pounds.  He was


wearing a black trenchcoat and a black hat.  The man noticed Chris


looking at him in the reflection and nodded.  Chris spun around.


        Christopher Shedd stood there and stared.


        At thin air.
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        Chris had dozed off for a while, resting fitfully.  He was


rudely awakened by the pilot's voice over the P.A. system, blaring out


landing instructions.  He sighed.


        All he had been able to think about was the thin, dark figure


he thought he had seen in the train station.  Chris had exceptionally


sharp eyes, and it bothered him to think he'd started seeing things.


Was he really there ?


        Chris shrugged and looked out the window, watching the clouds


move.  He was desperately trying to make some sense of the last


nineteen hours, but to no avail.  His thoughts drifted off to Sandy,


and the last time he had seen her.


                            *******************


     He saw her, suitcase at her feet, shoulder bag slung over her


back, looking as beautiful as ever.  Their eyes met, and as he walked


over, she looked down toward the floor.  He stopped a foot in front


of her.


        "Hi," she said softly.  "You didn't have to come.  I don't


know if you really should have."


        He, too, looked down.  "Yeah.  I know.  But I couldn't let


you leave without saying goodbye or asking."  She cut him off.


        She raised her head, tossing her hair slightly to the side.


"Why.  You want to know why."  She shook her head.  "I'm not sure


myself, Chris.  I love you, but I can't live with you, holding this


pain over Quentin's death with you.  Lord, Chris, I don't know why you


don't let it go.  It wasn't your fault.  You've got to let this go or


it will kill you."  She brushed her hair back.


        "Yeah," Chris said, almost choking, "I know.  It-, well, it


haunts me Sandy.  Every night, in my sleep, seeing Quentin killed


haunts me.  I just wish you wouldn't move so far away."


        She frowned.  "Look, Chris, I have to get on with my life.  I


can't do it with you.  Dr. Madison offered me the chance of a lifetime.


I have a masters in botany, and I feel I'm wasting it.  It's not that I


don't love you, I do.  I just can't live with you."


        Chris managed a weak smile.  "I know," he said, looking into


her eyes.  "Just keep in touch."


        She picked up her bag.  "I will.  Not right away, but I


will."  She smiled.  "Take care."  She turned and walked away.


        Chris just stood there and watched her walk away.  There were


tears forming in his eyes.


                            ********************


        Chris was brought out of his train of thought by a small pocket


of turbulence.  He rubbed his chin and frowned.  'Plants,'  he thought,


'she left me for plants.'   He shook his head.


        As the plane touched down, he started running things through


his mind.  Was Anita Singer right ?  Was Sandy's death more than just


an accident?  And who was making those weird phone calls ?  Then he


smiled grimly.  Just who was that guy in the trenchcoat ?  The plane


touched down and he sat there thinking.  Could everything be connected ?


He shook his head.  He knew that Sandy's work was high security.  Hell,


he found that out when the F.B.I. was checking up on him back when he


was on the force.  He shook his head.


        The plane came to a stop, and he sat for a moment, letting


most of the passengers disembark.  He rose, and headed for the door.


"Well," he said aloud, "If Anita Singer is right, I'll bet I should


talk to Dr. Franklin Madison."


        As he disembarked, he felt around in his back pocket and


grabbed his wallet.  He pulled out his phone card, and headed for the


first payphone inside the terminal.


        Daytona International Airport was not the biggest airport


he'd ever seen, but it sure was one of the cleanest.  He noticed at


one end, just before you exit the metal detectors, two maintenance men


with dust mops, waiting for traffic to slow up before re-dusting an


already clean floor.


        He saw a phone that took the card and quickened his pace.  He


checked his watch.


        It was nine-forty.  "Good," he said.  He picked up the


receiver and zipped his card through the slot.  He entered his pin


number, and dialed Melissa.  The phone rang twice and it was picked up


.        "This had better be good," a voice said sarcastically.


         "Ooh, you sound happy," he said cheerfully.


        "Oh, it's you.  The man who ruins my weekend by having me


follow a bonafide nutcase.  I gotta tell you," she giggled, "I think


Suzanne may be losing a few steps."


        "Okay," Chris sighed, "What did she do now ?"


        "She's going up to the cape.  One of those little towns people


of the same sex like to get away to."


        Chris thought for a minute.  "Silverton ?" he asked.


        "Yeah," she said, "How did you know ?"


        "That's where she and Quentin spent their honeymoon.  Okay,


what else ? "


        "Why," Melissa asked, "Did she make reservations for two ?"


        Chris furrowed his brow and stared at the phone.  "Are you


sure ? "


        "Heard her myself."  Melissa stopped.  "Oops."


        Chris smiled, but spoke sternly.  "Melissa, did you tap her


phone ?"


        "Uh, yeah."


        "How many times have I told you ?  A thousand ?  Dammit,


Melissa, it's illegal, immoral, and just plain wrong."


        On the other end, Melissa rolled her eyes.  'Every time,'


she thought.  'I can see him smiling right now.' 


        Chris said, "Don't even say it."  He smiled.  "Just don't say


it."


        "I won't do it again," she said, trying to sound somewhat


serious.


        Chris shook his head.  "Okay, when is she leaving ? "


        "Tomorrow morning, I figure.  It's about a six and a half hour


drive.  She made the reservations for five, so, I guess she'll leave


about ten."


        "Okay, I'll call you about eight-thirty.  Hang loose and be


careful."


        "Sure thing, boss.  Oh and Atkins wants to talk to you."  She


sounded exasperated.  "And only you."


        "He'll have to wait.  Talk to you."  Chris hung up.


        He turned and strolled nonchalantly over to pick up his


suitcase, and stood there, wondering what Atkins wanted.  Well, he'd


call him right after he got settled.  The fact that Suzanne Mclellan


made reservations for two bothered him more.


        He started getting impatient, waiting for the bag.  'One bag,' 


he thought to himself, 'just one bag.'   He saw it coming.


        "Thank you, God, " he said as he pulled it off the conveyor.


He froze.


        He sensed someone was watching him.  He turned and looked


behind him, through the airport doors.  The dark man nodded.  Chris


turned, picked up his bag, and turned back to head for the doors.  But


he was gone again.


        Chris just stood there, holding his suitcase, wondering just


one thing.


        What or who is this guy ?


        His train of thought was broken.


        "Mr. Shedd ?" a soft voice asked.


        Chris snapped back to reality and quickly turned around.  He


saw an attractive woman looking up at him.


        Anita Singer was about five-four, maybe around 100, 120 pounds.


She had long brown hair, and soft brown eyes.  She looked like she


spent some time at the local gym.


        "Miss Singer ?" he smiled.


        Anita nodded.  "Follow me," she said, turning, "I'm parked in


a short stay zone, and it costs an arm and a leg."  She pulled her


keys out of her purse.  "We can talk in the car."


        Chris followed her closely.  "Why don't you take me to the


nearest hotel so I can get settled first ? "


        She hesitated slightly.  "I have a better idea.  Why don't you


stay in Sandy's condo while you're here ?  I believe she left it to you


anyway."


        Chris winced.  "I don't know. I-"


        She stopped and turned.  "Look, Mr. Shedd-"


        "Chris," he interrupted.


        She smiled.  "Okay, Chris.  I think you should stay there.  I


think you need to.  I live right next door, and I can be of help.


Besides, it's late, and I must get home."


        Chris nodded.  "Okay," he said, "point made."  They headed


for the car again.  Chris started thinking.  Maybe it was a good idea.


He might be able to pick up on some clues.


        They reached Anita's green cougar, and she pushed the key in


and unlocked it.  "You've got to lock everything in this town."


        Chris opened the back door and tossed his suitcase on the back


seat.  He closed the door, opened the front, and climbed in.


        As they buckled their seatbelts, Chris asked, "What makes you


think Sandy's accident was no accident ?"


        She put the key in the ignition.  "Look, I'm no detective, but


when somebody tells me if something happens to them to call their


ex-husband, who used to be a cop and just happens to be a private


investigator, well, I don't know."


        Chris nodded.  "The last time I talked to her was about three


years ago.  She was supposed to keep in touch."


        Anita grimaced as she started the car.  "Well," she said,


"she should have."


        "Okay," Chris said, sensing he would hear something he didn't


want to, "Start filling me in."


        She pulled out and headed for the toll booth.  "Okay," she


began, "First off, a lot of this stuff she was going to tell you


personally.  She was going to call you.  Unfortunately, yesterday


morning, she was on her way back from the bank when she crashed into


a telephone pole."


     "What did the police report say ?" he asked as she lowered her


window to pay for parking.


        She handed the ticket and two dollars to the tolltaker.  The


gate rose.  "Report ?" she said.  "I haven't seen it yet.  But I did


see the car.  She must have been speeding."


        Chris frowned.  That wasn't like Sandy.  "What about her


personal life ?  Was she under a lot of stress ? "


        Again, Anita frowned.  "She was going to get married.  She'd


been engaged to Dr. Madison for about three months, I think.  That is


what she was going to tell you.  That and a few other things."


        They turned on the Speedway, and headed for beachside.


        "Did you work with Sandy ? " he asked.


        Anita shook her head.  "No, I'm not exactly the brainy type.


I work in the purchasing department.  Sandy and I met about three


months after she started working there.  We got to be pretty close."


        "What about Madison ?  Did you know him ?" he asked,


wondering what kind of man his ex-wife's fiancee was.


        She snickered.  "Not really.  He has his nose in the air a


bit.  If you didn't have a masters degree, or a ton of money, he really


didn't want to socialize with you.  He only tolerated my presence


because Sandy and I were so close."


        Chris nodded.  'Figures,'  he thought to himself, 'I should


have known.'   But he'd known, deep down inside, they would never be


together again.  She would have called if things were changing.


        Anita turned on to Beach Street, heading south.  Chris looked


out the window.  He was trying to get used to the palm trees and the


cleanliness of the whole place.


        They'd only gone a few blocks when Anita turned into a


driveway.  She pulled into a reserved parking space and shut off the


car.  "Okay," she said, pulling out a key, "We have to stop at my place


so I can give you Sandy's keys and a few other things she had given me


to hold in case of emergency."


        They exited the car.  As they headed up the stairs, Anita said,


"My condo is 209.  Sandy's is 211."  They walked a few doors down the


balcony.  Chris noticed how clean and well kept up the place and the


grounds were.


        "Must have cost an arm and a leg," he said to Anita.


        She shook her head.  "My parents left me this place a few years


back."


        Chris nodded.


        She put the key in the door and turned the knob.  She turned


to Chris.  "Do you like kids ? "


        Chris smiled.  "Sure do.  Always wanted some, but Sandy kept


putting me off."


        She opened the door.  "Marion ?" she said softly.


        An older woman came out of the kitchen.  "Thank god.  She is


quite a handful, that one.  I," she said quickly, grabbing her purse,


"have to get home, and I will call you tomorrow."


        Marion brushed past Anita and nodded at Chris.


        "Wow," Chris said, "talk about a fast getaway."


        Anita smiled.  "Come here," she said quietly, and motioned


for him to come toward a closed door.


        Anita opened it.  Through the curtains, a ray of moonlight


shone on the face of a beautiful little four year old girl.


        "God," Chris whispered, "She's adorable.  I didn't know you


had a little girl."


        Anita closed the door and turned to Chris, biting her lower


lip.  "I don't.  She's Sandy's."


        Chris looked stunned.


        Anita looked him square in the eyes.  "And yours."








                                     -4-


     About an hour and a half (and four cups of coffee) later, Chris


finally snapped out of it.  He'd been basically in shock since Anita


informed him that he had a daughter.


        "I just don't understand it.  Why didn't she tell me ? " he


asked, confused.


        Anita sipped her coffee slowly.  "Look," she said quietly, "I


don't know what happened between you two, but I do know she said she


wanted to wait until you go over something."  She put down her cup.


"I guess the longer she waited, the harder it got.  I do know she was


planning on calling you last night to tell you about Michelle.  And a


few other things."


        "Like what ? " he asked, curiously.  "What else could top


this ?"


        Anita shook her head.  "I haven't a clue.  But," she added,


rising from the kitchen table, "She told me to give you something


just in case."  She headed for the bedroom.


        Chris waited.  Maybe Anita was right.  Then again, he was


starting to have some doubts.  He couldn't figure out what ran through


Sandy's mind.


        Anita came out, carrying an envelope in one hand, Michelle


wrapped up with her free arm.  "Come on," she whispered, "we'd better


put her to bed."  She handed the envelope to Chris.


        He stuck it in his back pocket and opened his arms to take his


daughter.   Anita handed her over and went for the kitchen drawer.


She opened it and pulled out a set of keys.


        He followed Anita out, waiting out on the balcony while she


locked her door.  They walked next door.


        Anita unlocked the door to Sandy's condo.  She turned to Chris.


"Let me put her to bed," she whispered, "I know the way."


        Chris nodded.  He followed Anita into the condo.  He stood in


the doorway for a minute, looking around.


        "Plants," he said aloud, softly.  The hallway had four, two


in the front corners, and one each on the side of the entryway to the


living room.  He walked in and closed the door behind him.


        He strolled over to the entryway and looked into the living


room.  The furniture was all modern, except for an oddball lamp on one


of the end tables.  He saw the fireplace and saw the mantle above it.


He moved toward it.


        Photographs.  There was one of, he was guessing, Madison.  Two


of Sandy and Michelle.  On one end was a picture of Sandy and Anita.


On the other was one of Chris.  He smiled sadly and walked over to it.


        He picked up the picture and looked at it.  It was taken the


day he was promoted to detective.  He shook his head.  He noticed right


next to it another picture of Sandy with Madison.


        He had his arms around her, both of them smiling.  She looked


happy.  'Good', he thought.


        "She was happy about it," Anita said softly from behind him.


Chris turned around.  "At first, anyway."


        Chris looked puzzled.  "What do you mean ? "


        "Well, she was acting kind of, I don't know, edgy, I guess.


The last two weeks or so, she was jumpy.  Especially when you mentioned


Madison."   Anita shook her head.  "I even remember seeing her jump


when the phone rang."


        Chris rubbed his chin.  'Madison,'  he thought, 'I think we


should have a little talk.' 


        "Look," she said, turning, "I'll let you get some sleep."


        Chris smiled.  "Look, I'm just going to crash on the couch.


Why don't you stay with Michelle in the bedroom ?  I'd really prefer


she sees a familiar face when she wakes up."


        Anita smiled.  "Okay, I'll just run home and get a change of


clothes."


        Chris watched her as she left.  "Interesting," he said,


"definitely interesting."  He turned and headed for the bedroom.  He


pushed the door open slightly.


        Michelle lay there, sound asleep, her long brown hair trailing


in back of her head, one arm underneath and the other reaching toward


the end of the bed.  He watched and tears started to well in his eyes.


He sighed.  "Thank you Sandy," he said, half-aloud, "and thank you


God."


        Anita was behind him, smiling.  She tapped his shoulder.


"I hope you won't be doing this all night long."


        He rubbed his eyes and turned to face her.  "No," he said


softly, "Just before I turn in."


        She smiled.  "I understand."


        "Do me a favor and make sure I'm up by eight, okay ?  I need


to make a phone call.  I may need your car also."


        She rolled her eyes.  "Anything else ? "


        He smiled.  "Not till I know you better."


        She smiled back.  "That can be arranged."  She brushed close


to him and reached for the doorknob.  "Until tomorrow."


        "Goodnight," he said quietly and turned toward the couch.  He


heard the bedroom door click shut behind him.


        He took his jacket off, leaning it on a chair, and headed for


the front picture window.


        It overlooked the parking lot and part of the river that


separated the mainland from the beachside.  He was having a little


trouble getting used to all the palm trees, not seeing any maple trees.


He glanced directly down into the parking lot and noticed him again.


        The dark man.


        The dark man waved, and Chris nodded his head.  'I don't know


how,'  Chris thought to himself,  'but for some reason I know he is


not the problem.' 


        He turned and headed for the couch.


                               ***************


        He wasn't really tired.  He tossed and turned.  Finally, he


reached over and turned on the light on the end table.


        He rose and went over to his jacket.  He pulled out his


cigarettes and the envelope Anita had given him.  He pulled out a


cigarette and lit it, staring at the envelope.


        He moved back over to the couch and sat down, taking a long,


deep, drag.  He opened the envelope.


        'Dear Chris,'  it read, 'If you're reading this, I'm either


missing, or god forbid, dead.  I gave this to Anita to give to you


in case anything happened.  First, I need to tell you how sorry I am.


I only realize now how wrong it was of me to hide your daughter's


existence from you.  It was wrong of me not to keep in touch, too.


First , don't think I don't love you.  I do - just not the way two


people should.  It's kind of hard to explain.  I guess you loved me


more than I loved you.


        'I love Franklin in a way I've never loved anyone before.


I can't explain it.'   Chris shook his head.  If he'd known this, he


would have asked Melissa out about two years ago.  He kept reading.


        'I don't know why I didn't tell you about Michelle earlier.


I guess I was afraid you'd drop everything and come down here, trying


to play father, while still having problems coping with Quentin's death.


I hope you are over that now.


        'I've told our daughter nothing but good things about you,


Chris. She's seen about a hundred pictures of you.  To tell the truth,


the last month, she has done nothing but ask about you, and ask to see


you.  She's unusually bright.  Just like her dad.' 


        'And her mother,'  Chris added.


        'I'm entrusting her to you, Chris.  Please be careful explaining


this to her.  Just tell her how much I love her.


        'Now, for something else important.  I am not sure who or what


is responsible for you receiving this letter.  I was working closely


with Franklin on a top secret project.  I don't know for sure who, or


why, but there was some espionage involved.  I say this because Franklin


informed me so.  About a week ago, he found his computer files were out


of order.  I thought he was mistaken, but a few days later, they were


out of order again.  He wasn't just being paranoid.  If he is still


around, I think you should talk to him.  He may need your help.  Please,


Chris, do what you can for him.


        'The reason I can't tell you what I was working on is for


national security.  If this letter gets in the wrong hands, it could be


devastating.  Oh, and by the way, remember what I gave you on our first


anniversary ?  Well, I got that little lamp on the end table at the


same store.  Keep it as a reminder.  Love, always, Sandy.' 


        Chris folded the letter up and put it back in the envelope.


He frowned.  Madison probably wouldn't tell him shit.  He shook his


head.  This was a peculiar situation.


        He smiled and looked at the lamp.  Same old Sandy.  The lamp


was kind of ugly, brass, with all kinds of buttons on it.  Chris picked


it up.He started pushing the buttons, one by one.  The fifth one turned


the trick.


        A small section of the base opened.  A compartment revealed a


key and a piece of paper.  He smiled.


        He picked up the key and held it under the light.  "Hmm," he


said, thoughtfully, "Florida National Bank."


        He placed it on the end table.  'Safety deposit box,'  he


thought, 'Sandy was no dummy.' 


        He picked up the note and read it.  'Chris, I know you've found


this.  The key is to a safety deposit box.  In it you'll find some


things that will help you.  All you need to do is talk to Mrs. Lansky.


She's the bank president, and she'll be expecting you.  You shouldn't


have any problems.  And Chris, I can tell you Franklin's work was of


interest to three government agencies.  Please be careful.  If I turn


up dead, I don't want Michelle to be an orphan.' 


        Chris folded the note in half, and stubbed out his cigarette.


If this was true, then he was willing to bet that one of those


government agencies was the F.B.I.. "Plants," he said aloud.


        He pondered it.  The Department of the Interior ?  Chris


shrugged.  Maybe or maybe not.  Didn't make much sense.


        Then he heard a voice in his head.


        'Do not take such things for face value, Christopher.' 


        Chris was stunned and got up.  He walked over to the window.


He instinctively looked down in the parking lot.


        The dark man was there again, looking up.  He nodded.


        Chris nodded back.  He knew now that this person was somehow


linked to him.


       "Great," he said, turning away, smiling, "just what I need."


        He shook his head, turned off the end table light, and lay


down on the couch again.


        He smiled and shook his head.


        "Another freaking mystery."


        With that, Chris finally fell off to sleep.
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     He stirred, the smell of fresh coffee rousing him from a fairly


sound sleep.  'Good,'  he thought, 'coffee.' 


     He pulled the sheet off himself and sat up, rubbing his eyes.  He


opened them, stood up, stretched, and grabbed his cigarettes.  He


pulled one out and lit it.


     He walked quietly into the kitchen.  "Good morning," he said,


scaring Anita half to death.


     Anita whirled.  She was wearing a pair of jeans and a tube top.


Chris raised an eyebrow.


     "You scared the crap out of me," she said.  "Have a seat," she


added, walking to the counter and pouring him a cup of coffee.


     Chris sat down and pulled the envelope out of his pocket, along


with the key.  "Couldn't sleep last night, so I figured I'd catch up


on my reading."  He put them on the table.


     Anita put the coffee down in front of him.  "Did it help any ? "


     "Some."  He slowly sipped some coffee.  "Sandy didn't tell you


what she wrote ? "


     Anita shook her head.  "She just made me promise to hide it and


not to read it.  Besides," she added, "it wasn't addressed to me."


     Chris nodded.  "Well," he said, inhaling on his cigarette, "more


or less some explanations, but actually more of a mystery.  How much


exactly do you know about Sandy's work ? "


     Anita shrugged.  "Not a hill of beans, actually.  She didn't talk


about it much at all."


     He inhaled deeply.  "Did she ever talk about Madison's project ? "


     "Not a whole lot.  Except," she paused, sipping her coffee, "that


she hinted, accidentally, I think, that the Departments of the Interior


and the Department of Transportation were interested."  She frowned.


"Of course, I'm not really sure of that."


     Chris shook his head.  'Interior and Transportation ? ', he


thought.  "What the hell was going on ?'.  He glanced at the wall clock.


It was eight-twenty.


     Chris rose.  "I have to make a phone call.  I've got my secretary


working on some things."  He stubbed out his cigarette, picking up the


note and the key, and stuffing them in his pocket.


     Anita tilted her head.  "There's a phone in the living room."


     Chris went into the living room and headed for the phone.  He


punched in Melissa's number.


     It rang four times and was picked up.  "Okay," she said, out of


breath, "this had better be good."


     "Well, well, aren't we a little ray of sunshine this morning ?"


he asked, snickering.


     "Crap," she said, "you're ten minutes early."


     "So ? " he asked, "Who were you expecting ? "


     "Maybe that guy who visited Suzanne last night."


     Chris was silent.  "What guy ? "


     "Never saw him before.  I saw him go in, and saw Suzanne walk


him to the door.  He couldn't have been there more than five minutes."


     "Got a description ? "


     Melissa sounded hurt.  "You know me better than that."  Chris


heard her turning pages.  "Okay, he was about six-two, maybe six-four.


I'm guessing two hundred pounds, maybe a little more."


     "What was he wearing ? " Chris asked, sensing something.


     "You know, now that you mention it, it seemed a bit odd.  It was


about ninety degrees up here last night, and this guy is dressed in


black, complete with hat."


     "Didn't see his face, did you ?" Chris almost whispered.


     "Yeah," she said quizzically, "How did you know ? "


     Chris shifted uneasily.  "Never mind.  I'm going to call Atkins


later.  You make sure you're over there before she leaves for Silverton.


Oh, and Melissa," he added, "no more wiretaps."


     She sighed.  "Anything else ? "


     "Yeah.  Do a full check on a Dr. Franklin Madison.  He's a research


scientist.  Botany."


     "Okay boss.  Is that it ? "


     "Hold on a minute."  He put his hand over the mouthpiece.


     "Anita," he called.


     She came into the living room, frying pan in hand.  "Yes ? " she


said.


     "Are you free for the next couple of days ?"


     She nodded.  "Vacation.  I have two weeks."


     "I'm going to need your help with Michelle.  I have to do some


running around."


     She smiled.  "Sure, no problem."  She turned and headed back


toward the kitchen.


     He pulled his hand away.  He gave Melissa the phone number and


said goodbye, telling her to be careful.  He hung the phone up.


     He hoped it would be alright.


                               ****************


     The Dallas skyline was as serene as it would look all day long.


Weather reports were predicting temperatures well over one hundred were


expected.


     He stopped and turned back to his desk.  He reached underneath and


flipped the switch.  The light went on.  The scrambler was working.


     He punched in the phone number.  The phone was picked up after the


first ring.


     "Sonny's seafood," they answered.


     "Yes," the gravely voice said, "let me talk to Marco."


     "Hold on."


     He drummed his weathered fingers on the desk.  He'd thought long


and hard about this and he knew that it would prove a distraction.  His


thoughts were interrupted.


     "Yeah," a voice answered.


     "Hello Marco.  This is Richard.  I have a little job for you."


     He heard Marco strike a match.  "A little out of your territory,


ain't I ?  Besides, what about your big gun ? "


     "My 'big gun' as you put it is working on something else.  As far


as being out of my territory, perhaps, but it is not out of yours.  I


need you to, well, put someone to rest."


     Marco laughed.  "It will be the usual."


     The gravely voice chuckled.  "Of course.  Half is being delivered


by special courier.  It should be there within the next twenty minutes."


     He smiled.  "Good.  Who needs the rest ? "


     "This is the part you're going to enjoy.  It's the wife of an old


friend of yours."


     Marco paused. "Okay, who ? " he asked.


     "Suzanne Mclellan."


     Marco burst out laughing.  "Boy, you are fucking nuts.  I'll be


the first one they come looking for."


     "No.  There are plenty of others.  Be sure you dispose of what you


must.  Make it, how should I put this, grisly."


     "You really know how to entice someone, you know.  I'll take it.


Where is she ? "


     "She is leaving for Silverton.  Do it before she leaves."


     "Okay, I'll take care of it," Marco said, dropping his cigarette


to the floor and crushing it.


     "Marco," the voice said menacingly, "this must be taken care of


within the next two hours."


     "Shit," he whispered, "you don't give me much time."


     "It gives you enough," the voice said.


     He shrugged.  "Okay.  I'll take care of it as soon as your courier


arrives."


     "Very well.  I'll contact you later."  He hung the phone up.  He


kind of liked Marco.  He was a mercenary son of a bitch.  Marco was a


lot of things, but stupid wasn't one of them.  He would take care of


the target.


     He leaned back in his chair and smiled.


     One more thing for Christopher Shedd to worry about.


                        ***************


     Chris looked down at the phone solemnly for a moment, and then


realized that Melissa was no dummy.  Funny, he couldn't help but worry


about her though.


     He turned.  She was standing in the bedroom doorway, rubbing her


eyes.  He froze.


     She stopped rubbing, pulling her right hand down to clutch a small


blue rabbit she had been carrying in her right arm.  She opened her


eyes and caught his.


     Her eyes grew wide.


     "Daddy ! " she screamed, dropped her bunny and ran to her father.


     Chris dropped to his knees and hugged his daughter.


     He knew.


     The minute they made contact, he knew this little girl was his.


He felt Sandy's warmth and love within her, as well as his own.


     "How," he asked, choking back tears, "did you know I was your


Daddy ? "


     She pulled away a little.  "Mama told me before she went away I


would see you soon.  Besides, she gave me pictures.  Wait, I'll get


them."  She broke away, picking up her bunny on her way back to the


bedroom.


     Chris looked puzzled and turned to Anita, who was standing in the


kitchen doorway, smiling.  "Did you tell her about Sandy ? "


     Anita bit her lip and nodded.  "I tried so hard to break it to her


gently, but it was like she knew already."  She shook her head slowly.


     Chris stared down at the floor for a minute.  "There's one thing


that I have to know.  How does she speak like that ? "


     Anita shook her head.  "I don't honestly know.  Sandy said she was


putting complete sentences together when she was two years old.  She


took her once to have her I.Q. tested, but she was off the scale."


     Chris looked at her strangely.  "Off the scale ?"


     Anita folded her arms.  "They don't have a test complex enough to


measure her intelligence.  She said you would understand."


     Michelle came running back in with a photo.  She held it smiling.


"See, Daddy," she said proudly, "Mama gave me this."


     Chris looked at the picture.  He was wearing a uniform and Sandy


was standing next to him, arm around his waist.  He smiled.  It was the


day he graduated from the academy.


     He looked at his daughter.  She smiled back.


     "Mama said you became a policeman that day."


     Chris nodded.  "You and I," he began, kissing her forehead, "have


an awful lot of catching up to do.  But I have some work to do."


     She frowned.  "Like catch the men that made mama go away ? "


     Chris held her tightly. "You bet," he whispered, "you bet."


     She pulled away and looked at him ,concerned.  "Okay."


     "Now," he said, rising, "I want you to stay with Anita until I


get back.  I'll be back as soon as I can."


     He turned to Anita.  "I want you to keep that door locked.  And


deadbolted.  Do not answer it.  I'll be back as quickly as I can."


     Anita looked at him.  "You don't think we're in any danger ? "


     He shrugged his shoulders.  "I'm not sure.  But I'm not taking any


chances either.  I especially don't want anything happening to Michelle-


just in case."


     Anita nodded.


     Chris turned back to Michelle.  "As for you, we are going to go to


dinner tonight, with Anita, if she wants to."


     Anita smiled and nodded.


     Michelle smiled, and then her face turned serious.  "Daddy ?"


she asked.


     "Yes."


     "The man in the coat didn't do it."


     Chris was shocked.  "I know.  When did you see him ? "


     "Almost every day."


     "Have you ever talked to him ? " he asked.


     "Not really.  But daddy," she said, looking fearful, "please be


careful."


     He smiled.  "You know I will."


     She smiled back.


     Chris turned to Anita.  "Can I use your car ? "


     She reached in her pocket and tossed him the keys.  "Sure."


     He caught them and smiled.  "Thanks.  I'll grab a rental later.


I should be back," he paused, looking at his watch, "probably by


eleven or maybe twelve."


     "Okay, Chris, but be careful."


     He looked at her and Michelle.  "I'm always careful."  He turned


toward the door.


     Anita absentmindedly tapped her lips with her index finger.


     'I hope so,'  she thought, 'I hope so.' 
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     Chris pulled out of the parking lot.  'Bank won't be open for a


while,'  he thought, 'may as well stop and get some coffee.' 


        He turned left and headed down Beach street, knowing he could


get to Ridgewood avenue.  He had recognized Ridgewood last night as


being a main drag.


        He drove along slowly, noticing the trees, and people walking


on the sidewalks.  He thought how Sandy must have loved it here.  He


then thought how Michelle must too.  He shook his head.


        He noticed the street people.  He knew there were plenty of


them here, jobs being scarcer.  He grimaced.  Life was really no


different here than anywhere else.  The only difference was a milder


winter and nicer beaches.  He came to a stoplight.


        He sat at the light, peering down a side street on his right.


Spying a convenience store down about two lights.   He put his blinker


on.  Just then the light changed.


        He made the turn.  'Lord,'  he thought, 'I have a daughter.' 


How did she get so smart ?  He was having a hard time believing she


was only four.


        The driveway was just up ahead.  He put the blinker on, and


pulled in.  There was a spot directly in front of the store.  He shut


the car down and pulled the keys out.  He sat there for a minute.


        He noticed a phone booth to the left, with a book cabled to it.


He got out of the car, locking it, and walked over to the phone.


        He picked up the book and leafed through the yellow pages.  The


only branch of Florida National was on Ridgewood, going south.  He


smiled.


        "Nose for direction," he said, half-aloud.  He walked in and


headed for the coffee.  As he was pouring a cup, he turned around and


looked up in the security mirror.


        That was when he heard it again.


        The voice in his head.


        'This is not important,'  it said, 'Nothing will come of it.' 


        Chris muttered, "We'll see."


        He grabbed his coffee and went to stand in line, right behind


the man.  He noticed a bulge in his front jacket pocket.


        To Chris' surprise, the man bought a package of chewing gum and


left.  He shrugged.


        "That all ? " the girl asked with a heavy southern accent.


        Chris sighed.  "Yeah.  You know," he said, casually, "I think


that man was carrying a gun."


        The girl giggled.  "Of course he was.  He's the police chief."


        Chris paid for his coffee, after turning an appropriate shade


of red, and left in a hurry.


                                 ***********


        He was about a block from the bank when he started laughing.


"Oops,"  he said aloud.


        He shook his head.  He'd always had good instincts.  His


instincts told him there might be trouble back at the store, but


something else told him there wouldn't.  He shook his head as he turned


into the bank parking lot.


        He pulled into a decent spot, only about ten yards from the


back door.  He shut the car off, and pulled out a cigarette.  He sat


there, tapping one end of the cigarette, thinking about this whole mess.


Mostly he was thinking about Michelle.


        He lit the cigarette and took a long deep drag.  He really


didn't know anything about raising a little girl.  He smiled sadly.


"Guess I'll to learn fast," he said quietly.


        He got out of the car, stuffing the keys in his right pocket,


and locked it up.  He walked toward the door, taking a few more drags,


before stubbing the cigarette out in the ashtray outside the back door.


        He strolled into the bank and walked up to the guard.  "Where


can I find Mrs. Lansky ? " he asked politely.


        The guard nodded to a window office directly across from the


teller's counter.  Chris smiled.


        "Thanks," he said, and walked over to the door.  It was open,


but he knocked on the door jamb.


        Martha Lansky was sitting, looking over some paperwork, and


lifted her head quickly.  Chris estimated she was about forty-five,


maybe fifty.


        She motioned him in.  "Can I help you ? " she asked sincerely.


        Chris walked in and stood in front of her desk.  "I hope so.


My name is Christopher Shedd."


        "Oh," she said, standing up, extending her hand.  "I've been


expecting you.  I with that it were under, well better circumstances."


        Chris nodded.  "Yes, me too."


        "I'm sorry.  I really liked Sandy.  She told me you would have


the key."


        Chris reached in his pocket and produced the box key.


        She put her finger to her lips.  "She also told me you would


show me what you were given for your first wedding anniversary."


        Chris smiled.  He reached into his other pocket and pulled it


out.  The nickel.


        He held it up and saw Martha Lansky smile.  She shook her head.


"You know," she began, "I didn't believe it when she told me.  But


she seemed almost, well just plain paranoid.  I guess she wanted me to


be sure that it was you who had the key."  She paused.  "As a matter of


fact, she told me you would be here very soon."


        Chris raised an eyebrow.  "Well, I don't know about that, but


as far as anything else was concerned, Sandy wasn't being paranoid, she


was just being careful."


        Martha nodded.  "Follow me," she said, "I'll take you to her


safety deposit box."


        He followed her out the door, past the guard into the vault.


She walked over to box 655.  "This one, Mr. Shedd."


        Chris walked over, and waited until she inserted her key.


Chris inserted his and they opened the door.


        She pulled her key out as did he.  "Take all the time you need.


Just push that buzzer over there and the guard will let you out."


        Chris watched her walk away and heard her tell the guard to give


him all the time he needed.  He watched the door shut.


        He opened the box.


        Inside was an envelope with Chris' name on it, two documents


that looked like insurance policies, a videotape, and a computer disk.


       Chris shook his head.  He pulled everything out, and found a copy


of her will underneath.  He shook his head.  He folded the will up and


stuck it in his pocket.


        He put the rest of the papers in his pocket as well, and picked


up videotape.  He looked at it.  It just about fit in his inside jacket


pocket.  He looked at the computer disk.  He shook his head.


        He sat for a minute, pondering.  Was the key to this whole


thing in the box ?  He didn't think so.  Maybe it would help.


        He rose and walked over to push the buzzer.  He just stood


there, waiting.


        It would have to help.


                        **************


        He drove.  His next stop would have to be Sandy's office.  He


wanted to talk to Madison.


        He crossed Ridgewood and headed back toward the river.  He'd


gone about a half a mile when he saw the Daytona Beach city hall.  He


turned left and parked.


        There were some benches along the street, and looking a little


further, he saw a gazebo.  He picked up his coffee, got out of the car,


and moved toward it.


        It was starting to get warm.  He loosened his shirt, and rubbed


his chin.  'Should have shaved,'  he thought, then remembered his bag


was still in the back of Anita's car.  He sipped his coffee and sat


down on the bench in the gazebo.


        He put his coffee down, and pulled the papers out.  He was


right, two of them were insurance policies.


        He opened the first one.  It was worth three hundred thousand


dollars, and named Michelle the primary beneficiary.


        He folded it up and opened the other one.  His jaw dropped.


        The policy was worth well over two million dollars.  Chris was


the beneficiary.  He folded it up.  That was Sandy's way.  She knew he'd


take care of their daughter, and didn't want him to worry.  He shook


his head.


        He put the policies back in his pocket and pulled out the will.


        The first thing that caught his eye was the date.


        It was dated four days before she died.


        Chris stood up, folded the will back up and started to head to


the car.  "It's time," he said to no one in particular, "to talk to Dr.


Franklin Madison."


        He took a few steps and paused.  'Better read the whole thing.',


he thought.  He returned to the gazebo, picking up his coffee and


draining it.


        He took the will back out.  As he opened to the sixth page, a


letter fell out.It was addressed to Chris.


        He opened the envelope, cautiously wondering what other


surprises were in store for him.


        'Dear Chris,'  it read, 'If you are reading this, it's only


because I'm gone.  I hope to god you or Anita can explain it to


Michelle.


        'I made arrangements with my lawyer, Bob Singleton, to read the


will whenever you contact him.  The only people who should be present


are you and Franklin.  No one knows better than you, since we were both


orphans.


        'I hope you and Michelle are getting along okay.  I know it's a


great shock and a difficult one to accept, but I thought it was best (at


the time) to hide her existence from you.


        'Now I realize what a mistake that was.  Please understand, I


love you as a friend.  I always have.  That's what we started out as,


remember ?  Friends first, and my best friend, at that.


        'I cherish the memories of our time together.  I wish I could


change the way I feel, but I just can't.  Nothing you or anyone else


could have done would have changed my mind.


        'As far as my personal things are concerned, I want you to have


the condo.  Even if you only use it for vacations, I think you would


have been very happy here.


        'Franklin may want some of my personal things.  Please co-operate


with him.  I know how hot-headed you can get.


        'I want you to put Michelle's insurance policy into a trust


fund.  Lock it up so nobody, I mean nobody, can touch it.  Leave is


so she has it for college.


        'All our wedding pictures are in my hall closet on the top shelf.


I hope you'll save them.  I also saved a couple of albums of Michelle,


and one of us before, and after, we were married.


        'Chris, if you are here investigating my death, trust Anita.


Aside from her, I can't think of anyone else off the top of my head


whom you should trust.


        'Most of all, be careful.  If you are here for that reason, I


have a feeling you'll be at risk most of the way.  If you need to, and


you feel she is in danger also, talk to Ben Richardson.  He'll be glad


to take Michelle for a couple of days.  Ask Anita how to get a hold of


him.


        'Most of all, good luck.  If you find anything, I hope you get


whoever did this.


        'Take care of our daughter, Love, Sandy.' 


        Chris gingerly folded the letter back up, and placed it in the


envelope.  He bit his lower lip.


        She knew.


        Sandy knew she was going to be killed.


        But who ?  Why ?  Chris shook his head.  He was no closer than


he had been before.  With the exception of one thing he now believed for


sure to be a fact.


        Someone had murdered Sandy.


        Christopher Shedd sat in the gazebo, staring at the traffic


passing by.


        He sat and cried.
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     Photosyn was the largest scientific research facility in central


Florida.  It was the third biggest in the southeast.


        Chris turned into the front driveway, noticing all the security


options the plant had around the perimeter.  There were security cameras


hidden in strategic locations, as well as a twelve foot chain link fence,


complete with barbed wire at the top.


        There were guards patrolling, one of them with a dog.  And this


was during the day.


        As he approached the main entry's guard booth, he slowed up.  He


suddenly felt uneasy.


        He pulled up and a security guard (armed), walked out and held


his hand up for Chris to stop.  Chris pulled over and rolled down the


window.


        "Visitor ? " the guard asked gruffly.


         'He was a police officer,'  the voice inside Chris' head told


him.


        Yeah," Chris replied.  "I'm here to see Franklin Madison."


        The guard snickered.  "You mean Dr. Madison ? "


        "Well, yeah, " Chris said, sarcastically.


        The guard got pissed off.  "I.D."


        Chris pulled out his wallet and gave the guard his P.I.'s license.


        The guard snorted.  "Private investigator.  Oh, yeah, he'll want


to see you."


     The guard looked at the name.  He eased up.  He looked at Chris


in a different way.  "I'm sorry."


        Chris just nodded.  "Can I go see him or what ? "


        "Sure," the guard said quietly, "just let me call and see if


he's in today."


        Chris knew the guard was just calling to warn Madison he was


coming.  This guy probably kept record of his own bowel movements.


        The guard returned.  "Okay, " he began, "first go park in the


visitor's lot to the left of the main entrance.  Then go see Officer


Richardson at the main desk.  He'll help you from there."   He handed


Chris his license back.


        Chris took it and nodded to the guard.  He rolled up the window


and headed for the parking lot.


        He shut the car off and sat.  Something was bothering him.  He


pulled the will and the envelope addressed to him out of his pocket.


        He checked out the will.  He inherited everything, except for


two joint bank accounts she had with Madison.  There was also the


matter of some personal effects that she wanted Madison to have.  The


will also stated Michelle was to stay in Chris' care.


        As he got toward the end, he noticed that if anything happened


to him, Madison gets it all.  He shook his head.


        "This guy must be something special," he muttered.


        He then looked at the other envelope.


        'Open it,'  the voice inside his head said.


        "Do you mind if I think of some things myself ? " he asked in


frustration.


        'Sorry,'  it replied.


        He laughed. "I must be going nuts," he said aloud.


        He tore the envelope open.  Inside were two pieces of paper.


        One was a security report on a Mitchell Freeman.  The other


was a photocopy of a phone message taken, probably for someone at


Photosyn.  It had the company logo at the top.


        He glanced at the security report on Freeman.  Nothing


particularly out of the ordinary.  Just a few notations about working


unauthorized hours.  Overtime, in particular.


        The phone note, however, was far more interesting.  It looked


like it said to call Anton.


        The damn thing had been ripped.  The number was for a pager.


He shook his head.  He would track it down later.


        He folded the paper up and stuck it and the will back in his


jacket pocket.


        Chris locked the car and walked to the main entrance.


        As he opened the door, he noticed the security cameras all over


the place.  He raised an eyebrow.  Sandy had said it involved national


security.  Someone was taking no chances.


        He walked over to the main security desk and waited for the


guard to get off the phone.


        The guard noticed him, and finished his conversation.  He hung


the phone up.  "Can I help you ? "


        "Yeah," Chris said, "Name's Chris Shedd.  I'm here to see


Franklin Madison."


        "Okay," the guard said, "Let me tap into the computer and see


if you are cleared."


        He smiled.  "So you're Sandy's ex.  She said you used to be


one hell of a cop."


        Chris smiled.  "She thought so," he answered.


        "Okay," the guard said.  "You have a priority two clearance."


        "Damn," Chris said, "I tried so hard for priority one."


        The guard smiled and shook his head.  "Sorry, pal, but Sandy


warned me you were a real smartass."


        Chris laughed.  "Did you know Sandy well ? "


        The guard smiled.  "Not real well, but well enough to know she


was a real good person.  Our kids were in daycare together.  Michelle's


one great little girl."  He paused for a minute.  "You know," he


continued,  "It's a shame, but it seems bad things happen to nice


people."


        Chris nodded.


        The guard extended his hand.  "Ben Richardson."


        Chris took his hand and shook it.  "It's nice to meet you, Ben."


        "About Madison," Ben said, handing Chris a red security


clearance badge, "He's a little stand-offish.  I don't like him very


much."


        Chris nodded.  "Thanks.  Hey," Chris added, "that guard at the


front gate-"


        "Yeah.  Adams. "  Ben shook his head. "He used to be-"  Chris


interrupted him.


        "A cop, right ? "


        Ben nodded.  "How did you know ? "


        Chris stared.  "Don't know.  Just had a feeling."


        Ben shrugged.  "Well, the elevator is over to the left.  You


want the twenty-eighth floor."


        Chris nodded.  "Thanks.  I'll see you later."


        Ben smiled at him.  "Bet on it."


                                  *********


        He stood in the elevator, waiting.  'How do I know things ? ',


he thought.  He shrugged.  'This could have something to do with the


dark man.'   It was a mystery that would have to wait.  The elevator


was stopped on the fifteenth floor, when he realized he needed to ask


Ben a few more questions.  He got off, and luckily there was an elevator,


headed down, stopped.  He caught it just in time.


        On the way down, he was wondering how Melissa was making out


trying to keep tabs on Suzanne.


        The trip was quick, and he bolted off the elevator and headed


right for the security desk.  Ben looked up.


        "Forget something ? " he asked.


        "Yes.  What do you know about Mitchell Freeman ? "


        Ben laughed.  "He's some sort of lab assistant.  Not real


bright, at least not by my standards.  I think he answers only to


Madison or-" Ben paused.  "Sandy."


        Chris nodded grimly.  "Where can I find him ? "


        Ben shook his head.  "No can do, Chris.  You need priority one


for the lab.  Or Madison's permission."


        Chris grinned.  "I'll get it."


        Ben shook his head as he watched Chris walk away.  "Good luck


on that, pal."  He smiled.


        He had a feeling if anyone could, it would be Chris.


                                  *******


        Chris rode the elevator up again.  He arrived at the twenty-eighth


floor, surveying his surroundings.  The whole floor seemed to be made


up of small, walled off cubbyholes, each with it's own computer terminal.


He glanced up at the ceiling.


        There were more security cameras than he'd ever seen in one


building,never mind one floor.  "Just like a fishbowl," he said softly.


        He looked to his left.  There was a hallway, and three offices,


with a receptionist in front.  He headed for the receptionist.


        "Can I help you ? " she asked in a nasal tone.


        "Chris Shedd.  I'm here to see Dr. Madison."


        She nodded.  "He's expecting you, but he's in the lab right now.


He said if you wanted, there were some personal effects in Sandy's office


you might want."


        Chris nodded. "Okay."


        She pointed to the middle office.  "Just go right in.  He'll be


back shortly."


        "Thank you," Chris said and headed for the door.  He reached


for the knob and turned it.


        The minute he opened it, he knew it was Sandy's office.  There


were plants and pictures all over.  He looked around the walls.  There


were six pictures on the wall, one of Chris and Sandy.  He walked over


to it.  It was taken just before they were married.


        They were so happy at that time, it almost hurt.  He looked


away.  There were two pictures of Michelle, one looked pretty recent,


the other was taken right after she was born.  Chris walked over to see


the latter.


        He smiled.  His little girl.  She was so small.  He shook his


head sadly.  He'd missed so much.


        He walked over to the opposite wall, and saw the other three


photos.  One was of Sandy by herself, Sandy included at what appeared


to be a picnic, maybe a company outing, and one of her and Madison.


Chris frowned.


        He was sure Madison had left that one there on purpose.  He


took all the pictures down, except for the one of her and Madison.  He


walked over to the desk and placed the pictures on it.


        On her desk was another picture of Michelle, and a small desk


calendar.  It read yesterday's date.  Chris pulled the last page over.


        Funny, the previous day's page was missing.


        The day Sandy died.


        He leafed through it and saw that eight days ago, June 4th,


there was a notation that said Williams written in at two o'clock.  He


scratched his head.


        He pulled his pad out, and made a note of it.  He leafed back


through the pages and noted some other appointments.  Someone called


Pierce, and someone referred to as "A"  He jotted it all down and


returned it to it's original place.


        Curiosity then got the better of him.  He turned the calendar


to tomorrow's date.


        It said Williams, two o'clock.  Chris noted it and turned the


page back.  He stuck the pad in his jacket pocket, and then opened the


desk drawer.  Nothing.


        He sighed and got up from the desk, rolling the chair underneath.


He took a look around the office and stared for a minute at the picture


of Sandy and Madison.  He looked intently at it, focusing on her eyes.


She seemed happy.


        "Hope you were," he said, softly.


        He gathered up the pictures he'd removed and walked out, closing


the door behind him.


        He then walked over to the receptionist.  "Is Dr. Madison in


yet ? " he inquired.


        "He got in about five minutes ago."


        "Thanks.  Can I leave these here ? " he asked, indicating the


pictures.


        She nodded.


        Chris walked over to the left office door and opened it.


        The man behind the desk rose.


        "Dr. Madison, I'm Christopher Shedd," Chris said cooly.


        Chris closed the door behind him.
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     Melissa sat in her apartment, wondering how Chris was making out.


She had been nervous about his going down there, and since he had, she


really didn't want to think about it.  She was afraid to.


     Melissa had met Chris three years ago, after Sandy had left him.


They hit it off and became fast friends.  She, however eventually fell


in love with Chris and to this day has never told him.


     She sipped her coffee slowly.  Whatever was going on, she couldn't


understand exactly what was happening with Suzanne Mclellan.  She


shrugged.  'Must be something to do with one of Quentin's old enemies.' 


     She put her coffee down and headed for the front door.  She retied


her bathrobe and opened the door, picking up her paper.  She, as always,


looked down the hall both ways.  Nothing.  She sighed and returned


inside her apartment.


     She picked up her coffee and took another swallow.  She almost spit


it out.  The front page caught her eye.  Down in the lower left hand


corner was an article about a drug dealer being released early from


prison.


     Jerome.


     "Oh shit," she said aloud, putting her coffee down.  She picked up


her portable phone and rose, heading for the rolodex.


     Her fingers flew through the file.  "Okay," she said, calmly, and


dialed Suzanne Mclellan's number.  It rang three times.


     "Hello," the phone answered.


     "Suzanne ? " she asked.


     "Yes," Suzanne answered back.


     "This is Melissa, Chris' partner."


     "Oh hi," she said, sounding happy, "How are  you ? "


     "I'm fine.  Look, can I come over and talk to you ?  It's kind of


important."


     Suzanne paused.  "Okay, I guess so."


     "Great," Melissa responded, "Just do me one favor."


     "What ? " she asked.


     "Don't let anyone else in, okay ? "


     "All right," she said pensively.  "Is there something wrong ? "


     "I don't know.  Regardless, don't let anyone in.  I'll be there in


fifteen minutes."


     "See you then, " Suzanne responded.


     Melissa Thorton hung up the phone.  She felt she better make tracks.


                              ***********


        He watched from around the side of the building, peering in


through the edge of the sliding screen door.  He watched her hang up the


phone and walk around the corner to the hallway.


        'This will be a piece of cake,'  he thought, grinning.  He slid


open the patio door and crept inside, hiding behind the drapes.


                                ************


        He stood in the bank lot, torn between what he knew was to


happen in Connecticut and what he knew must happen in Florida.  He


looked up at the sky.


        'It's not fair,'  he thought.  He shook his head.  He knew


direct interference was forbidden.


        He knew what to do.  He knew the only chance for Suzanne


Mclellan was to involve the other.  He grimaced.


        He hoped it wasn't too late.


                                *************


        Melissa turned the key.  She was about fifteen minutes from


Suzanne's townhouse, and she knew, somehow, that time was of the essence.


She put the car in drive and punched the gas pedal, leaving two eight


foot strips of rubber.


        She concentrated as she sped toward Suzanne's.  She felt that


something was going to happen.  She frowned.


        Suddenly, the car sped up on it's own, much to Melissa's


surprise.  Within a second or two, she had adapted to it, believing


she had done it.  She arrived within a half mile of Suzanne's when the


car slowed up.  She parked out in front and shut the car off.


        She looked toward the front door.  At first she thought it was


closed.  Then she noticed it.


        She squinted and saw that the door was open a slit.  She opened


her glovebox and grabbed her .38.  She checked to make sure it was


loaded.  Satisfied, she slipped it into her purse.


        She pulled her keys out of the ignition and picked up her cell


phone.  She dialed the police.


        "New Haven Police, Sergeant McMurtry speaking."


        "Atkins, please."


        "Who's calling ?"


        "Melissa Thorton."


        "Hold," he grunted.


        "Atkins."


        "Tom, this is Melissa Thorton, Chris' partner."


        "Melissa, I don't have that information yet-"  Melissa stopped


him.


        "Look, I'm at Suzanne Mclellan's."  She paused.  "I think


somebody's broken in."


        "Don't move," Atkins ordered, "I'll be right there."


        She looked at the phone, hearing him hang up.  "I don't think


so,"  she said curtly.


        She closed the car door softly.  She went up the walkway to the


door.  Her heart started pounding.  She put her left hand in her purse,


grabbing the handle of her gun gingerly.  She got closer and noticed the


door was indeed open a crack.


        She pulled her gun out slowly and used the muzzle to push the


door open.  She crept in quietly.


        She was horrified.


        There was blood all over the carpet, the walls, the pictures hung


in the hallway.  Melissa raised her right hand and used the back of it to


cover her mouth.


        She stared at the picture of Quentin and Chris, the day Chris had


graduated from the academy.  It was covered with blood.  She stared for a


second and watched the blood, still wet, drip slowly down the frame.


        The blood formed a drop at the lower corner and fell to the


carpet.  She watched it fall and combine with the blood already dripped.


She rubbed her forehead with the back of her right hand.


        She looked away and realigned herself.  She drew a deep breath.


She walked toward the entryway to the living room, being careful not to


step in any of the blood.


        She got to the doorway and stopped.  What she saw on the floor


nearly stopped her heart.


        There were pieces of a lamp, apparently shattered during a


struggle.


        And two fingers.


        Her vision began to get a little fuzzy.  She gasped.  They looked


like they had been crudely hacked off, with a knife, or maybe an axe.


There were still strands of muscle hanging off the end.  She looked away.


        Her eyes began to tear, and she realized that none of this blood


was dried.


        Whoever did this was more than likely still here.


        She pulled the hammer back on her .38 and raised the gun, looking


around the room.


        'My god,'  she thought, 'the blood.'   Tears started to slowly


flow down her cheeks.


        It was everywhere.  She noticed something sticking out, laying on


the floor around the side of the couch.  She walked over and stopped dead


in her tracks.


        Suzanne's arm.  That was all.  Just her arm.


        It, like her two fingers, had been hacked off crudely right above


the elbow.  It was laying in a huge pool of blood.


        Melissa turned away.  She began to get angry.  'Son of a bitch,' 


she thought, 'Son of a bitch.' 


        She looked to the opposite end of the room.  The blood headed


toward the bedroom.  She followed the trail slowly, cautiously.


        She saw the bedroom door was open a little and she saw something


move.


        She tensed, pulling the gun closer to her chest.  She saw a


shadow through the narrow opening of the partially closed door.


        The scream scared her.


        A man came running out of the bedroom, screaming like a banshee,


with a meat cleaver raised above his head, gripped firmly in his right


hand.


        Melissa froze.


        He was nearly on top of her when she snapped out of it.


        "Motherfucker," she yelled, aiming straight for his head.  She


squeezed the trigger as his right arm came down toward her.


        He missed.


        She didn't.


        The man fell to her right, brushing past her as he did.  Melissa


sighed a breath of relief.


        And she looked to the bedroom door.


        As he'd left there, he'd closed it, somehow, maybe as he opened


it, or maybe he bumped against it.


        It didn't matter.


        She stared for a moment.  Then, partially immunized from what she


had seen and been through for the last five minutes, she calmly walked


toward it.


        She pushed the door open with the end of her still warm pistol.


        She stared in disbelief, at first, at what had once been Suzanne


Mclellan.


        She was crying openly.


        Right next to the bed was what was left.  This monster had


dismembered her.


        Every limb had been hacked from her torso.  The limbs were strewn


around the room like dirty laundry.


        Melissa was shaking and gasping for air.  Suzanne's face was the


only thing that had not been defiled.  Her torso had been hacked and


chopped like side of beef being readied to cut into different pieces of


meat.


        Melissa fell to her knees.  "I'm sorry," she cried to the remains


of Suzanne Mclellan.  "I'm sorry."


        Partially in shock she rose, tears flowing freely, and walked out


of the bedroom.  She felt sick.  And angry.


        The focus of her anger was lying in the hallway, stone cold dead.


        It didn't seem fair.


        He died so quick and painlessly after butchering Suzanne.


        She walked over and stared at him, laying there, face down, meat


cleaver still clutched in his hand.


        She used her foot to kick him over.  She definitely didn't


recognize him.


        She leaned up against the hallway wall, and almost fell, sliding


down, crying loudly and shaking.


        And that was how Tom Atkins found her.


                                ************


        After about twenty minutes, Atkins finally had Melissa calmed


down.  She was shaking, and the paramedics wanted to take her in, just to


check her out.


        She would have none of that.  "Gotta call Chris," was all she


would say.


        'God,'  she thought, watching them pull the stretcher out with


most of Suzanne in a bodybag, 'I really let him down.  I was supposed to


be watching her.'   She shook the tears out of her eyes.


        "Melissa ? " Atkins asked, carefully, "are you all right now ? "


        She nodded.  "Yeah," she said, hoarsely, "I guess so."


        "The perp you shot," Atkins began quietly, "was Portico.  He's a


two-time loser Quentin put away last time."  He shook his head.  "He got


out two years ago.  Paroled, that is.  He held a grudge against Quentin.


I can't figure out why he waited so long."


        Melissa shrugged.  Then it dawned on her.  "Look, do you need a


statement from me ? "


        Atkins nodded.  "You don't have to do it until tomorrow, if you


don't want to."


        "How about this afternoon ? " she asked, still hoarse.


        "Sure, if you're up to it.  Why the rush ? You could use some


rest."


        "I'm going on a little trip this afternoon," she replied,


tensely.


        "Where ? " Atkins asked, curious.


        She looked him dead in the eye.


        "Daytona Beach."
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        Franklin Madison rose from behind his desk and reached out his


hand to Chris.  "Franklin Madison," he said shaking Chris' hand.  "Won't


you have a seat ? "


        Chris nodded, taking note of the degrees pasted all over the


walls.  Madison must have spent the better part of his life in college.


        He sat, uncomfortably, in the chair across from Madison.  "I


guess you know why I'm here."


        Madison nodded slowly.  He cleared his throat.  "Part of it, I


suppose, is to make the arrangements for Sandy's funeral."


        Chris rubbed his chin.  "That is just part of it, Doctor."  He


rested his elbow on the arm of the chair and put his left thumb under


his jaw and his index finger over his mouth.  He pulled the finger away.


        "Sandy left me a letter asking me to look after Michelle.  She


also asked me to try to help you."


        "Me ? " Madison said, sounding indignant.  "I don't need your


help or anyone elses.  I don't know why she would even think of asking


you to do that."


        Chris rose, getting suspicious.  "Doctor, Sandy would never, I


mean never, ask me to help someone who didn't need it.  She also told me


in the letter about the problem with the computer disks."


        "She what !?! " Madison exclaimed, flying into a rage.  "She had


no damned business informing you of any security problem here.  This is a


classified project.  The government is more than just involved here."


Madison paused for a moment, calming slightly.  "What else did she tell


you ? " he asked, quieting down.


        "Oh, a little of this and a little of that.  A little about the


Departments of the Interior and Transportation." Chris said, slyly.


        Madison was starting to sweat.  "She told you too much.  She's


jepordized the entire project."


        "Dammit, Madison," Chris said, raising his voice.  "I wasn't


sure until this morning, but I am now.  Somebody killed Sandy and left a


daughter, that I didn't know I had until yesterday, motherless.  You


supposedly loved her.  If you really loved her, you'd be helping me, not


fighting me on this issue."


        "Don't you dare," Madison said quietly, almost threateningly,


"question my feelings for Sandy.  As far as helping you is concerned, I


don't trust you.  The police have assured me this was simply an auto


accident.  My project is a priority one security clearance.  You do not


have priority one clearance."


        Madison paused.  "Besides, how am I to be sure this isn't just


one of your, shall we say mental lapses ?  Sandy told me about how the


death of your partner on the police force affected you."


        Chris stared.  He couldn't believe Sandy had told him.


        Madison leaned forward over the desk.  "Do you still have the


nightmares, Mr. Shedd ? "


        The anger rose in Chris and quickly subsided.  "You're lucky," he


said quietly, "that I have come to grips with everything.  You're lucky


that I have a daughter to worry about."  Chris sat down, and looked


Madison in the eyes.


        "I'm sure Sandy told you," he said, looking cold, "that I have a


tendency to be hotheaded.  Well, fine I can be.  But I am dead sure that


somebody killed her.  Despite the divorce, she was my best friend.  If


you have a problem with me, then that's too bad.  But if I find out you


know-"


        "Oh, come on Shedd," Madison said, sweating slightly around the


forehead.  "You must know better than to threaten me.  Look, I will do


just about everything I can to help you with the exception of allowing


you access to sensitive materials and a tour of the lab."


        Chris nodded.  "Fair enough.  But I sincerely hope you won't hold


any information back that will hinder me.  I fully intend to find out


exactly what happened to Sandy."


        Madison looked Chris square in the eyes.  "I need to know if what


happened was not an accident."


        Chris paused.  "Okay, what can you tell me about one Mitchell


Freeman ? "


        Madison narrowed his eyes.  "Not a whole lot.  He's one of my lab


assistants working on an important project.  A couple of times he's


worked some unauthorized overtime, but that was quickly put to a halt."


        "How long has he been working here ? "


        Madison bit his lower lip.   "Oh, I think about two years.  Came


highly recommended.  Top of his class at Cal Tech.  Brilliant research


mind.  Probably the brightest computer whiz I've ever seen.  Keeps to


himself.  He's not much to look at."


        Chris looked puzzled.  "What do you mean by that ? "


        Madison readjusted himself in his chair.  "Well, if you saw him-


oh, wait a minute.  I was supposed to get a report from him about a half


an hour ago.  Hang on a second."


        He picked up the phone and pressed a button.  "Lucy, is Freeman


out there ?  Good.  Send him in."  He put the phone down and looked at


Chris.  "Now you'll see what I mean."


        The door opened and Mitchell Freeman walked in.  He was five-foot,


four, maybe, Chris figured, a hundred pounds soaking wet.  His sandy-brown


hair was unkempt and long.  He looked like he had neither shaved nor


bathed recently.  He walked right past Chris to Madison.


        "Here's the report, Dr. Madison," he said, mumbling to Madison,


and handing him a file folder.


        Madison turned to Freeman.  "Thank you, Mitchell.  Mitchell,"


he said, motioning toward Chris, "This is Christopher Shedd.  He's Sandy's


ex-husband."


        Freeman's eyes widened.


        It was then that Chris sensed it.


        Pure, unadulterated panic.


        He didn't feel it, or guess it, or just surmise it.


        He knew it.


        He extended his hand to Freeman.


        Mitchell Freeman eased up on his fear and shook Chris Shedd's


hand.  "I'm sorry about Sandy.  She was a nice person."


        Freeman turned back to Madison.  "Will that be all ? "


        "Yes, Mitchell," Madison replied.  "I'll need today's test


results first thing tomorrow."


        Freeman nodded and hustled out the door.


        Both men watched him leave, and Chris turned to Madison.


        "I see what you mean," he said quietly, "I'd never take him for


a scientist."


        Madison nodded.  "I didn't at first.  We weren't going to hire


him, but somebody," he said, shaking his head, " convinced the board he


was a good choice."


        "How ? "


        Madison shook his head.  "That I don't know, but usually when a


board decides, there is money, or a favor involved."


        Chris nodded.  "I see.  Any way of finding out who on the board


made the push to get him hired ? "


        Madison scowled.  "Hardly likely.  Usually one hears rumors, but


there wasn't even a whisper."  He rubbed his chin.  "He has actually


worked out very well, though."


        Chris shook his head.  "I find it hard to believe you have no


idea-"  Madison interrupted him.


        "No matter what you think, I'm simply a figurehead here.  The only


reason I'm in charge is because of my research.  It's my life."


        Chris rubbed his chin.  He pulled out his notebook and tapped it


on his knee.  "Look," he began, "You knew most of the people Sandy


associated with here, right ? "


        Madison nodded.  "More or less."


        Chris opened the book up.  "Do you know someone named


Williams ? "


        Madison looked straight at Chris.  "Well, sure, he helped set up


the security system."


        "You mean those closed circuit cameras and the electrified


fence ? "


        Madison laughed.  "Not only that, but the entryway to the lab,


and a computer protection system."


        Chris got curious.  "Computer protection ? "


        "Yes," Madison began, "If someone breaks into our computers, some


hacker, for example, what they get is a virus kicked back into their own


system.  Mr. Williams called it a watchdog with a bad attitude."


        Chris whistled.  "Sounds kind of high-tech to me.  He must be a


good security man."


        "The best," Madison stated matter-of-factly, "he's on loan to us


from the F.B.I."


        "I see.  The government wants to make sure-"  Madison finished


it for him.


        "Yes, that their secrets are safe.  After all, federal funding is


our life's blood."


        Chris pondered it.  "How about someone named Pierce ? "


        Madison looked shocked.  "Pierce ?  No-" he paused, "I can't say


that I remember a Pierce."


        Chris took in his reaction.  "How about someone Sandy called


A  ? "


        Madison shrugged.  "I don't have the slightest.  Maybe it's an


outside vendor.  We have to purchase large amounts of materials outside


the plant, and Sandy was in charge of keeping that information safe."


        Chris shook his head.  "Is there anyone here she was particularly


friendly with ? "


        Madison smiled.  "Everybody loved her."  He looked down at his


desk.  "Everybody," he whispered.


        Chris started to feel sorry for him.  "Look," he said quietly,


"I know how bad you feel.  I know this isn't easy.  But I need to know


who in the building she was particularly friendly with."


        Madison thought.  "The main two people, aside from myself, would


have to be Anita Singer and Ben Richardson."


        "What do you know about them ? " he asked, baiting him.


        Madison paused.  "Not a whole lot.  Richardson is a security guard


here and he does his job adequately.  He has a son Michelle's age.  They


met through the daycare center Sandy had Michelle in.  As far as the


Singer woman is concerned, she's just some secretary in purchasing."  He


soured.  "I don't think she's very smart.  Can't say I think much of her


at all."


        "But," he said, lightening up, "Sandy and her were good friends.


They spent a lot of time together."


        'Almost more than you and Sandy did, huh ? ', Chris thought to


himself.


        "Alright, Doctor," Chris rose, "I thank you."


        Madison rose also.  He extended his hand to Chris.  "Look, if I


can be of any help whatsoever, call me."


        He nodded.  "Thank you."  He paused.  "I just received a copy of


her will."


        Madison raised an eyebrow.


        "After all," he said, "Except for Michelle, I'm the closest thing


to a blood relative she had."


        Madison dutifully agreed.  "Yes," he said quietly, "she told me


she was orphaned when she was young."


        "Did she also tell you I was ? "


        Madison looked shocked.  "No, she didn't."


        Chris nodded.  "Even though we were divorced, I lost the closest


thing I had to family, that is until now.  Anyway, the reading of the will


should be sometime next week.  The funeral is set for Tuesday.  But I


think I'll see you before then."


        "Sure," Madison said.  "Just call to make sure I'm here."


        Chris nodded.  "Goodbye, Doctor."


        "Goodbye."


        Chris Shedd walked out the door.  He closed it behind him and


could swear he heard Madison jump to the phone.  He smiled.


        As he smiled at the receptionist, he picked up the pictures and


said goodbye.  He knew he'd see her again.


        He walked down the corridor to the elevators a confident man.  He


pushed the button and the doors opened.


        He stepped in, smiling.


        The voice in his head said, 'You are correct.  He deceived you


about some things.'    He smiled.  The elevator doors closed, and he was


alone.


        "I know," he said aloud, "The doctor did not tell me the whole


truth."


        'Very good Christopher.' 


        He smiled. "Thanks."


        The elevator doors started down.
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       Chris knew he had to call Melissa.  He decided the best move would 


be to wait until he was well clear of Photosyn.  He pulled out of the 


driveway, one hand on the steering wheel, the other on the pictures next 


to him on the front seat.As he turned right on to Beach Street, he saw 


the dark man leaning against a lightpole.  He waved.


        The dark man waved back.  Chris smiled.  He knew this man was 


perhaps guiding him, somehow, in the right direction. 


        He headed back toward the condo.


                                 ***********


        Chris Shedd pulled into traffic.  The whole thing was starting to 


make him a little nervous.  He was getting even more worried about 


Melissa.  He shuddered, a strange feeling of dread coming over him.


        Madison was hiding something, but he wasn't sure just what.  He 


knew he had to find out.  He shook his head.


        And twitched.


        Something was about to happen.


        He focused his attention to the intersection fifty yards ahead.  


He saw the small red compact sitting at the light waiting to head south on


Beach Street.


        The light changed and she started across the intersection.  Chris 


saw and he could do nothing.  The old pickup came from the west, slamming 


squarely into the driver's side of the car.


        The pickup careened off the compact, shattering glass and spraying 


it everywhere.  It then slid across the street, up out on a curb, where it 


stalled.


        The compact, meanwhile, had been turned sideways.  The driver, 


although she had been wearing her seatbelt, slammed her forehead into the


windshield, destroying it.


        Chris feared the worst.


        He sped up, passing two cars in front of him, and pulled over to


the curb.  He jumped out and yelled at an onlooker to call 911.  The man 


ran in the house to do so.  


        Chris slammed the car door shut, and moved toward the compact.  


He moved like lightning through the traffic.  He reached the car and put 


his left hand in through the open window.  Her pulse was racing, getting 


faster.  Chris knew she was going into shock.  He glanced in the rearview 


mirror.  He saw a student I.D. hanging there, from the local community 


college.


        The girl was only twenty-one.  Chris began to seethe.


        He twitched again.


        The other driver.   


        Chris dropped the girl's wrist, and looked toward the pickup.  The


driver was trying to start the truck.


        Chris ran for the pickup.  He saw the driver look his way and open 


the door.  'He's gonna run,'  Chris thought grimly.


        The driver fully intended to run.  He hopped out of the cab, 


landing on his ankle.  He grimaced and got up, trying to run down the 


street.


        Even with a sprained ankle, the man was fast.  And big.


        Chris made him out to be at least six-six.  Chris sped up.  He was 


only about a foot from him when he leapt.


        Chris knocked him to the ground cleanly.  He knocked the wind out 


of him.


        Chris arose.  "That ought to hold you."  He heard the sirens.


        He counted two ambulances and one police cruiser.  He reached the 


car again, the first ambulance arriving close behind.  He watched as they 


ran for the pickup driver.  He sped toward them.


        "Forget him," he said, "the girl in the car is going into shock."


They nodded and ran toward the girl.


        He glanced over in the pickup driver's direction, again.  He was


getting up again, ready to run.


        Chris ran full at him.  Another flying tackle stopped the big man


dead in his tracks.  The big man fell, but got up quickly.  "You think you


can stop me, boy ? " he slurred.


        Chris frowned.  He was drunk.


        The big man swung at Chris, but Chris ducked it easily and 


countered with a hard left to the ribcage.  He felt a snap.


        The big man winced.  "Sonofabitch," he wheezed, "you broke my 


rib."


        Chris' face became emotionless, almost like stone.


        He reached out and grabbed the big man by the neck.  He lifted 


him three inches off the ground.


        "You nearly killed that girl, you bastard."  He tossed the man 


down.


        The big man rubbed his throat and stared angrily at Chris.  "You 


a fucking cop or something, asshole ? "


        Chris rushed the man, getting right in his face.  "No," he said,


gritting his teeth, "but the longer they take to get here the worse it 


could get for you."  Chris smiled sadistically.


        "All right," a voice came from behind, "I want to see hands up in


the air, both of you."


        Chris stood up, hands raised, smiling down at the big man.  "You 


are lucky," he said hoarsely.


        The big man smiled back.  "I'll get off easy, you know," he said,


rising, hands raised.


        Chris snapped.  He hit the big man with a left.


        The big man dropped like a stone.


        Then Chris was grabbed from behind.  Chris turned.  "Shit." was 


all he could say.


        A police officer came around the front and stood between the two 


men.  "Okay, let's get their I.D.'s."


        A female voice came from behind Chris.  "Officer, that big man was


driving the truck.  This man stopped him from running away."


        The officer in front of Chris looked down at the big guy.  "Okay,


hands on your head."  The big man complied, grumbling.


        The officer cuffed him.  He turned to Chris.  "It's not that we 


don't appreciate your help, but let us do our job, okay ? "


        Chris just stared back.  "Right."  He looked at the big man.  "I 


will testify, pal."


        The big man just laughed.


        Chris pulled his arms from the officer who'd been holding him 


back.  "Sonofabitch."


        "I.D., pal, " the officer who'd been holding him, said.


        Chris narrowed his eyebrows.  He recognized the voice.  He turned.


He smiled.


        "Nicky? " he asked.


        The officer stared for a second and started laughing.  "Chris 


Shedd,  what the hell are you doing ? "  He started laughing.


        Both men laughed for a minute or two,  Nick stopping first.  "I 


don't think I need to ask what you're doing here. I'm sorry about Sandy."


        Chris bit his lower lip.  "Yeah, well, I'm working on that."


        Nick stopped him.  "Chris, it was an auto accident."


        Chris shook his head.  "I'm not so sure, Nick."


        Nick Samuels removed his sunglasses.  "How so ? "


        Chris scratched his head.  "I've been doing nothing but turn up


question after question since I've been down here."  He paused.  "I may 


need your help on some things."


        Nick frowned.  "I don't know, Chris.  Chief Caputo is a good guy, 


but he'll be pissed if some private citizen is getting assistance from 


one of his beat officers."


        Chris sighed.  "I did get my private investigator's license, Nick.  


Will that carry any more weight ? "


        Nick threw his hands up in the air.  "Oh, that's even better," he


said, rolling his eyes, "I can't begin to tell you how fond he is of 


P.I.'s.  God, Chris, he hates private eyes."  He stopped.  "Look, I'll 


help you as much as I can.  I owe you that."


        Chris shook his head.  "No, you don't, Nick."


        Nick looked at him.  "Come on, I'll walk you to your car.  You 


know,"  he said, as they started to walk, "you were who I looked up to 


when I first joined the force.  I thought you had it all together.  You 


taught me more about police work than Finnegan."


        Chris laughed.  "He was something else.  So what are you doing 


down here ? " he asked.


        "Oh, it wasn't my idea.  My mom got sick, so I came down here, at


first, just to take care of her.  Finally, I asked Atkins to see what he


could do about getting me a transfer.  I had to quit Connecticut, because


there was no way.  Two weeks later, a patrolman's position opened here, 


and I got the job."  He stopped and looked around.  "I kind of like it 


down here, Chris.  I like the climate.  It's actually just like Connecticut 


with cleaner sidewalks, nicer weather and about the same crime rate.  Most 


of the people I've met down here are really nice.  Hey, why don't you come 


over for dinner ?  We'll talk about old times.  Besides, I want you to 


meet my wife Amanda.  She's a hell of a good cook."


        Chris stopped.  They had reached Anita's cougar.  "After," he 


said softly, "I figure out how and exactly why someone killed my wife."


        Nick nodded.  "Okay, but I really think you're barking up the 


wrong tree.  Listen," he said, pulling a card out of his pocket, "take 


this.  It has my work and home numbers on it.  Give me a call."  He 


stopped for a moment.  "Look, I'm not promising anything, but I'll see 


what I can do about getting you copies of the accident report and the 


autopsy report.  Okay ? "


        Chris nodded.  "Thanks, Nick, I really appreciate it.  I'll give 


you a call, okay ? "


        Nick smiled.  "You bet."


        Chris got in the car and drove away.


                               ************


        He was standing at the window, staring off into space.  He was 


thinking about this whole deal he'd consummated.


        He shook his head.  He may have made a mistake with Freeman.  He 


seemed a little unreliable.  "Damn scientists," he grumbled.


        His train of thought was interrupted by the phone ringing.  He 


turned to his desk and saw the light was blinking.


        The call was coming in scrambled.


        He sat down at his desk and picked up the phone.  "Yes."


        "This is Connors."


        Hyde straightened.  "Well ? "


        "Portico won't be collecting the other half of his payment."


        "What ? " he roared, "Did that sonofabitch fail ? "


        There was a hesitation on the line.  "Not exactly."


        Hyde sighed.  "What happened ? "


        "Apparently Portico surprised the Mclellan woman.  He broke in, 


and well, to be quite frank, butchered her."


        "Dammit, that's what he was supposed to do."


        "Yes, but he was killed."


        "By whom ? " Hyde asked.


        "Melissa Thorton."


        "She a cop ? " he asked.


        "No."


        "Well then, just who the fuck is she ? " he yelled.


        "She's Christopher Shedd's secretary, or partner.  I'm not clear 


on it yet." Connors replied.


        Hyde was silent.  "Very well."  He hung up the phone.


        He rose from his desk.  'Shit,'  he thought, 'another damned 


problem.  Now this one must be fixed.' 


        He stood there, staring out the window.  He would need to think


carefully about the entire situation.  After all, he didn't get to where 


he is now by making foolish mistakes.


        He looked grimly out the window.


        There would be no more mistakes.


                                 *************


        He leaned against the light pole, looking up at the forty-second 


floor.  He saw the figure standing, looking out the window.  He shook his


head.


        Hyde must not continue.  He sighed.


        Interfere ?  He could not.  Direct contact was forbidden.  He


smiled.


        Perhaps that was the answer.  Sometimes a little indirect 


interference can go a long way.  The protection of the innocents was 


supposed to be a priority.


        He scowled.  Sometimes the restrictions prevented his keeping the


priorities.


        This time it was important.  This time he would have to break a 


rule.


        The direction of the prophecies was clear.


        He would have to make contact.
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        He turned the shower off, and stepped out of the tub.  He then


grabbed the white towel off the dowel next to the shower.


        As he started to dry himself off, he started thinking about his


current employer.  Hyde was a real piece of work.


        Martin Pierce moved over in front of the mirror and opened his 


shaving  kit.  Yeah, Hyde was a real pain in the ass, but he paid good.


        After all, wasn't that what counted ?  Pierce had been careful 


with him.  The little bastard did have a, well, a cunning, he hadn't 


encountered in all the time he'd been doing his job.


        His job.


        Pierce smiled and lathered his face up.  His six foot five-inch 


frame 


smiled back at him.  He looked down at his abdomen and frowned.  'Need 


more time at the gym,'  he thought.  'Soon as business slows down.'   He 


smiled again at the thought of his work.


        His work.


        Killing.


        Martin Pierce has been doing his job for nearly twelve years-and 


doing it pretty damn well.


        Over two hundred kills.  He'd never even been a suspect.  He 


smiled and then shrugged.  Hell, he'd never even been arrested.


        Pierce was a cold, calculating person-at least when it came to


business.  He could stare anyone or anything square in the eyes and pull 


the trigger.


        But he only had to do that twice.  Neither time disturbed him.  


Nothing disturbed him.


        It was about four years ago.  The DiCaprio's (waiting to take 


control of the organized crime sector in Chicago) had hired him to kill 


the last remaining survivor of the Gondolfo family.


        A twelve year old boy.


        Pierce took the job.  He realized there was no other way to do it.


                                 ***********


        He waited until the boy came home from school.  He'd been watching 


the house for weeks, and had their routine down to an exact science.  He


killed the first bodyguard by the back door.  One bullet through the 


heart.


        He crept into the house.  He knew there were two other bodyguards.


He found the second quickly, putting a bullet through his forehead.


        The third one had made the mistake of not paying attention.  


Pierce crept up behind him, quickly wrapping his left arm around the 


man's neck.  His right hand produced a knife, which Pierce plunged up into 


the man's back, puncturing his lung simultaneously.


        Without a sound, the man crumpled to the floor.  Pierce looked 


down.  He wiped the knife off on the victim's tie and put it away.  He 


smiled.  He walked into the room the last bodyguard had come out of.  The 


boy was sitting there at a desk, doing homework.  He just stared at 


Pierce.


        Pierce walked over to the desk and pulled out his nine millimeter, 


complete with silencer.  He stared the boy square in the eyes.  The child


was on the verge of crying.


        Pierce shrugged his shoulders.


        "Sorry," he said.


        He squeezed the trigger twice.  


        One shot between the eyes, the other through the heart.  The boy


gurgled and slumped over the desk.


        "Nothing personal," he said, walking away.


                                 **********


        Pierce was never even close to being a suspect.  His price for 


that one kill had more or less set him up.  His assets here in the United 


States were probably worth more than a million and a half.  Plus he had 


about six million in cash stashed in a Swiss bank.


        But Pierce didn't exactly feel like retirement just yet.  He did 


enjoy his work.  Actually, he was addicted to it.  He was also smart 


though.  He would know when it was time to quit.


        Pierce stopped shaving and rinsed his face.  'Yeah,'  he thought, 


'this is it.  I'll finish this business for Hyde, and I'm done.' 


        With that, Martin Pierce decided his 'brilliant' career was just 


about done.


        He'd had enough.


                                ***********


        Chris Shedd walked into the kitchen.  He found a note from Anita 


on the kitchen table.  She'd taken Michelle to the riverbank, where the 


small boats docked right at the edge of the condos.  He smiled.


        The phone rang and he jumped.  He opened the refrigerator and 


grabbed a soda.  He opened it, took a big swallow, and walked over to the 


phone.


        "Hello," he answered, flatly.


        "Shedd ? " a voice coughed into the phone.


        Yes, this is Chris Shedd, " he said, looking puzzled.


        "You might want to check that car real careful."  Click.


        Chris stared at the phone.  The car he was driving or Sandy's ?  


He scratched his head.  Either or, he would check both of them.  He put 


his soda down.


        He headed out the door, and stood there on the balcony.  The dark 


man was standing down in the parking lot by Anita's car.


        'Am I supposed to check Anita's car ? " he thought.


        The dark man shook his head.


        Chris nodded.  He knew the caller meant for him to check Sandy's 


car.


        He watched the dark man walk away , seeming to simply disappear 


in the parking lot.


        Chris watched him, fascinated,  thought, 'This may be the most 


difficult thing to figure out.' 


        He walked back into the condo, shutting the door behind him.  He 


walked into the kitchen and picked up his soda.  He drank the rest of it 


down.


        'I don't know how,'  he thought to himself, 'but I will figure out


what his link to all this is.' 


        Chris Shedd went to unpack.


                           ***************


        Nick Samuels went down to the morgue.  It wasn't exactly the most 


fun place in the station.


        He pushed the door open, and found a note on the desk, 'Gone to 


lunch, be back at 1:30'.  He smiled.


        He moved a few files on the desk and sat down.  He'd found 


Sandy's autopsy report.


        He paused before opening it.  If Chris was right, something would


show in either the autopsy or the car.  So far, inspection of the car had


shown nothing.  This had to be the key.


        He took a deep breath and opened it.  Just as he did, he heard


footsteps coming down the hall.  He quickly closed the file and stuffed 


it down his shirt.


        The door burst open, just as Nick stood up.  It was Captain 


Caputo.  Norman Caputo was five-nine, dark black hair, glasses, and built 


like a prizefighter.  He stared at Nick.


        "Samuels, where is Dr. Winger ? " he asked gruffly.


        "Don't know, Captain, I've been looking for him myself."


        "Well," Caputo roared, "you can look for him later."


        Nick walked out, Caputo close behind.  "Samuels," Caputo said, 


quieting down, "who was it that held the DUI suspect this morning ? "


        Samuels swallowed.  "Someone I used to work with in Connecticut, 


Chris  Shedd."


        Caputo stopped dead in his tracks in the hallway.  "You mean the 


guy you've always talked about ? "


        Nick turned and looked Caputo dead in the eyes.  "The one and 


only."


        Caputo grimaced.  He didn't like the way Nick looked at him.  


Usually, when someone was determined about something, he could tell.  "I 


hope you thanked him for his help and let him know we could handle our own 


problems."


        Nick smiled.  "Of course.  Chris knows the routine.  He's not one 


to interfere."


        Caputo smiled.  "Good.  Bring him by the station.  I'd like to 


meet him."


        Nick Samuels nodded.


        They continued walking to the stairway and upstairs to the main 


squad room where they went their separate ways.


        Samuels headed over to his desk.  He opened the top drawer and 


took out an envelope.  He sat.


        He waited.  When Caputo went into his office, he rose and headed 


for the copier.  He'd have to give Chris a copy of that autopsy.


        He owed him that much.


                                *************


        Chris had been out of the shower about fifteen minutes when he 


heard the door.  He tensed.


        While a shower might relax most people, it seemed to heighten his 


awareness of noises.  He reached into his bag, sitting on Sandy's bed.  


'No,' he thought, 'You're not going to need it.'   He took the gun out 


and hid it underneath the mattress.


        He had put on a pair of jeans and a short-sleeve sports shirt 


with three buttons on it.  He was barefoot and crept out into the living 


room.  'Daddy,'  he heard in his head.


        "Michelle," he called.


        She came running and he knelt down.


        "Hi daddy, me and Anita were down by the river and saw all these


jellyfish," she rambled, hugging her father tightly.


        He smiled and kissed her cheek.  "Cool," he said.  He looked at 


Anita.


        Anita rolled her eyes.  "She said she saw a manatee, but I sure 


didn't.   She has eyes like a hawk."


        Chris smiled.  That was something he was sure she had gotten from 


him.


        "All right, where should we go for dinner ? "


        Michelle smiled.  "How about the boardwalk, daddy ? "


        Chris scratched his head.  He'd heard the boardwalk was not 


exactly a safe place to go.  Especially with a child.


        'It'll be all right,'  he heard a voice in his head.  He looked


directly into his daughter's eyes.


        Michelle smiled slyly.


        Chris smiled back at his daughter.


        "I really don't think that's a very good idea," Anita said, 


frowning.


        Chris looked at her.  "I think we'll be alright."  He turned 


back and looked at his daughter.  "What do you think ? "


        She smiled.  "I think it'll be alright."


        "Well, then, I've got to get you into the tub.  You," Anita said,


emphasizing the you, "are a dirty little girl."


        Michelle smiled.  "Okay with me.  As long," she continued, eyes


pleading, "as it's nice and hot."


        Anita wrinkled her nose.  "I," she paused for a few seconds, 


"guess so."  She turned to Chris.  "I have no idea where she gets this 


fondness for hot baths."


        Chris waved a hand.  "From both Sandy and I.  We, for some reason,


shared an affinity for very hot showers."


        Anita shrugged.  "Okay, I'll go run the tub."  She turned toward 


Michelle.  "A hot tub, okay ? "


        Michelle grinned from ear to ear and nodded.


        Anita shook her head and headed to the bathroom.


        Chris looked Michelle in the eyes.  "Yes, daddy ? " she asked,


innocently.


        "How do you do that ? "


        "What do you mean ? "


        He paused, rubbing his chin for a moment, thinking.


        "Oh." she said nonchalantly, "You mean talk inside your head ? "


        He nodded.


        "The same way mommy used to."


        Chris looked astonished.  "You mean Mommy could do that too ? "


        She nodded.  "But she told me not to tell anyone."


        Chris backed up.  "Anyone but me."


        She nodded.  "You're the only one I told, daddy."


        "Anita doesn't even know ? "


        She shook her head.  "But I," she said, confused, "can't hear 


what she says inside her head."


        He smiled.  "We'll talk more about this later."


        She nodded and headed off to the bathroom.


        He watched her go and stood up, pulling his cigarettes out of his


pocket.  He pulled one out of the pack and lit it.


        He inhaled deeply as he realized totally what his daughter had 


told him.


        Sandy was a telepath.


        And so is Michelle.
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     She sat on the couch, her slender, but muscular five-foot eight inch


frame stretching out.  She was mentally and physically exhausted.  She was 


wearing the same terrycloth robe she'd worn only hours before she'd 


decided to check on Suzanne.


     Melissa Thorton had just stepped out of the shower.  She had returned


only a half hour ago from the precinct house, having given Atkins a full


statement.  He in turn, had given her the information Chris had requested.


The whole morning had wiped her out.  She sighed.


     She really felt like she'd let Chris down.  'Dammit,'  she thought,


chastising herself, 'I should have been there earlier.'   She brushed her


long black hair back.  She looked at her watch.


     It was three o'clock.  She was going to catch a four-fifteen out of


the local airport.  She sighed again.  She still didn't have an idea about


what and how she was going to tell Chris.  She rose to go pack.


     She packed lightly, only taking one suitcase and hardly any makeup


at all.  But then, that's just the way she was.


     Melissa Thorton had been born into a very rough life.  Her mother had


died when she was fifteen, leaving Melissa to care for her two younger


brothers.  Melissa handled the job more than capably, but she couldn't


handle her alcoholic father whose abuse worsened after his wife's tragic


and painful death.


     As a result, Melissa became tough, hardened.  She took self defense


lessons and became a green belt (in karate) before she hurt her knee.  It


wasn't a totally debilitating injury, but she took the time to look for


a career, something to occupy her mind mostly.  The problem was that she'd


had her heart set on being a police officer, and with the knee injury, she


kissed that idea goodbye.  So she did what she did best - a little of


everything.


     She worked briefly for the phone company, studying and learning 


everything she possibly could about phones - the way they worked, general


company procedures and testing methods, even learning about how they used


satellites.


     She took college courses at night, studying everything from anatomy


and physiology to accounting.  She became basically an expert without a


field.  The only thing she knew for sure was that she loved what she was


doing now.


     She loved working with Chris.  She was the one who convinced him to


him to get his license. She then worked to get hers.   She was glad she 


did.


     They met around three years ago at a small community college.  They


were both taking computer courses.  She'd never seen anyone as bright as


he was.  She fell in love with him at first sight.


     But after talking to him, she realized that he still cared for his


ex-wife a great deal.  She could not, and definitely would not, compete


with a memory.


     When she had convinced him to get his license, he asked her to 


actually work with him, rather than for him.  She jumped at the chance.


     So Melissa Thorton got up from the couch, tossing her head back to 


get the hair from in front of her eyes, and headed into her bedroom to 


pack a few things for her trip.  She walked toward the phone, pausing for 


a moment, and then walked into the bedroom.


                        ********************


     Police Chief Thomas Atkins sat behind his desk, just sitting and


staring at Melissa Thorton's statement.  He started thinking about Suzanne


and Quentin Mclellan.  He drummed his fingers on the desktop.  "First Q,' 


he thought sadly, 'and now Suzanne.'   He shook his head.


     He was wondering how Chris was making out.  He shook his head, and 


rose to his feet.  His train of thought was interrupted by the intercom.


"Captain ? "


     He pushed the button.  "Yes ? "


     "There's a Horace Williams on line two.  From the F.B.I. "


     Atkins scowled. "Thank you."


     He sat back down and picked up line two.  "Atkins."


     "Captain, this is Horace Williams with the Washington office of the


bureau."


     "What can I do for you ? "


     "I understand you've been making some, uh, discreet inquiries about a


Dr. Franklin Madison."


     Atkins raised an eyebrow.  "Yes I have."


     "Well," Williams said, somewhat diplomatically, " Dr. Madison is


working on some rather high security work."


     "I see," Atkins said, shaking his head, " but a very close and 


personal friend of mine just lost someone and is investigating her death.


She was involved with Dr. Madison."


     Williams was silent for a moment.  "I realize that Mr. Shedd was not


only under your command, but also was and still is a friend of yours.  It


is just that I can assure you-"


     Atkins stopped him.  "I know.  That Dr. Madison had nothing to do with


her death."


     Williams tone turned menacing.  "Look Captain, I know you've heard


this crap before, but due to bureau policy, I have to tell you anyway.  You


have your job to do and I have mine.  And," Williams said, voice getting


louder, "until Madison shows up to be a suspect, or your boy Shedd can even


prove his ex-wife was murdered, you will get nothing from us about him."


     "Uh-huh," Atkins said, unmoved.


     "And," Williams added cockily, "I personally don't think that your


aiding Mr. Shedd in his investigation is going to go over too well with


your superiors.  That is if you get my drift."


     "If you're talking about the police commissioner, or the mayor, I'd


forget it, Williams.  They are as fond of Chris Shedd as I am."


     "Well," Horace Williams continued, "then I guess three of you will


be looking for work."


     Atkins stiffened.  "Should I take that as a threat, agent Williams ? "


     "Take it any way you want to Captain.  But be warned, I don't


make threats."


     "Agent, you had better understand this.  I not only have an interest


in what Chris is working on, but I also have a minor problem here that


requires my attention.  As soon as Chris calls me with even an inkling of


proof that Sandy was murdered, I will be speaking with you.  Understand ?"


     Williams backed off.  "Please do.  I would be personally interested.


But in the meantime, back off Madison.  Right now you are screwing around


with a matter you shouldn't be."


     "I'll be in touch," Atkins said, "have a nice day."


     Thomas Atkins hung the phone up, smiling.  He sat back.


                        ********************


     She sat on the edge of the bed staring at the picture she kept on the


nightstand.  "Jesus," she said softly, "I'm sorry Chris.  I didn't protect


her like I promised.  I failed."


     Melissa rose and looked in the mirror.  She was dressed in jeans and


a black silk blouse that fit perfectly.  She brushed her tears away and


looked down at the picture again.  "Besides," she whispered softly, "I


love you."


     She shook her head.  She knew she would never have the courage to


him.  She turned her attention back to herself.  Melissa Thorton had a


damned good hunch that whoever had Suzanne killed had picked Chris out as


a target also.  She didn't like that too much.


     She liked being one even less.


     She straightened up and tossed her hair back.  She grabbed her bag and 


walked over to the desk.  Checking her watch, she had twenty minutes to 


make her flight.  She grimaced and picked up the phone.


     She dialed the number, and waited.  An answering machine picked up the


phone.


     "Hi, this is Sandy, and I'm not here.  So just leave me a message and


I'll call later."


     The phone beeped, and Melissa hesitated slightly, spooked from hearing


Chris' ex-wife's voice.  "Uh, yeah, Chris, this is Melissa.  I'm coming


down.  I'll be in Daytona on the nine forty-five.  Please meet me, see 


you."


     She hung the phone up and looked around her apartment.  Nothing to 


worry about.  She picked up her cosmetic case and her bag and walked out,


locking up behind her.


     She knew something was going to change.  And it was making her 


nervous.


     Melissa blamed herself for failing to protect Suzanne Mclellan.


     She knew she shouldn't, but she did.  She felt, for one of the few


times in her life, as though she had failed.


     And failure was not something that she took well.


                        ********************


     They walked along the boardwalk, Chris holding Michelle's hand in his


in his right, and Anita's in his left.


     They had been walking just a little while when their hands made 


contact, and it seemed natural for them.  Chris was somewhat attracted to


Anita Singer, but mystified by her on the same note.


     They found an arcade (there were about a half dozen of them there)


and walked in.  Michelle wanted to ride the little merry-go-round, and


her father was more than willing to oblige.  He went up to get change


when he heard her in his head.  'Daddy, the man is here.' 


     Chris looked puzzled and turned his head to the outside window.


     There, leaning against the bench, stood the dark man.  He tipped


his hat to Chris.  Chris nodded back.  He got the change and turned around


to go back to Michelle and Anita.


     'Daddy, he talked to me.' 


     She was in his head again.  He shook his head and walked back to the


girls.  He handed a quarter to his daughter and smiled.


     "Thanks daddy, " she smiled and ran over to the merry-go-round,


Chris and Anita following.


     "She's very perceptive,"  Anita said quietly to Chris.


     Chris nodded, almost chuckling.  "That she is.  She takes after her mother in that


respect."


     "But not her father ? " Anita asked, smiling.


     "Fraid not.  I'm just, I don't know, I guess deductive."  He smiled.  


"That is why I became a police officer."


     Anita shook her head.  "Why do I have a feeling there is something


you're not telling me ?"


     "What's there to tell ?  I've been orphaned as long as I can remember.


Don't seem to remember much at all before I met Sandy.  She was an orphan,


also.  We met at the orphanage and left when we graduated high school.  A


few years later, we got married.  We were fairly happy until-"  Chris 


stopped.  He looked out toward the front door and saw the dark man, almost


sensing his helplessness.   He returned his attention to Anita.


     "Until Quentin was killed," he said softly.


     Anita looked at him inquisitively.


     "Quentin  Mclellan.  He was my partner, my mentor, and most of all,


my friend.  He was three years older than me and he had the street smarts


and intuition I admired."   Chris stopped suddenly.


     He reached his right hand up to his temple.  It wasn't right.


     'Jesus,'  he thought, 'my head.'   He started to feel a great deal


of pain.  He closed his eyes and tried to push it away, but the harder he


tried, the worse it got.


     Something was wrong.


     Something had happened.


     He couldn't be sure of how or when, but something had happened.


     Anita looked at him, gently touching his hand.  "Hey, are you


alright ? " she asked.


     Chris composed himself, as the pain was easing.  "Yeah, just a little


tired I guess.  A lot has happened in the last two days.  Anyways," he 


continued, "Quentin and I were staking out a big drug deal he got a tip


on.  Turns out it was a trap to get him.  I lucked out.  Quentin was shot


to death, but they never recovered the body.  For months, I was convinced


he was still alive.  I guess the therapy helped me deal with that.  


Anyway, I was promoted quickly, and then started letting what happened  


to Q affect me and I quit."


     Anita looked at him incredulously.  "You just up and quit something


you loved so ? "


     He nodded.  "I quit.  Sandy couldn't take it, so she split before I


quit.  Can't say I blame her, it was eating her up inside to see me killing


myself over it."


     Anita nodded.  "I can understand that."


     "Look," he said, turning to face Anita directly in the eyes, "you 


don't mind if we go back, do you ?  I'm waiting for Melissa to call and I


think she'll have some information for me."


     Anita smiled.  "Of course not."


     The rose and walked over to get Michelle.


     As they walked out the door and headed toward the car, Chris was 


uneasy.


     Something was very wrong.
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     Richard Hyde rubbed his chin.  He was not very happy.


     All his life he'd worked to be in this position and a moment of truth


had arrived.  So far, it was nothing he could really take action on.  At


least not without drawing attention to himself.


     He shook his head and tried to get comfortable in his big leather 


desk chair.  He knew that Shedd was only the start of his problems.  He 


knew Shedd's secretary or partner, or whatever she was, would be a problem 


also.  He was, to say the least, upset over her part in what had become a 


minor mess,  for the time being.


     He heard the beeping and knew the fax had arrived.  He wanted every


piece of information on Melissa Thorton he could get.  He rose, walked over


to the fax, and waited for the machine to stop and thought about what a 


sneaky little bastard that  Connors was.  He smiled.


     The fax beeped, letting him know it was finished.  He rose from behind


his desk and grabbed the fax.  It was two pages.


     He smiled after reading only half of it.  'Good,'  he thought, 'She 


has family.  Two brothers.' 


     Richard Hyde knew it paid to have something to 'use' if the need be. 


But he stopped after reading some more.  The smile turned into a grimace.


This girl would be trouble.


     He noted her expertise in self-defense.  He read through her family


history and realized she was extremely self-reliant and tough.  He shook


his head.  'Damn Portico anyway.', he thought angrily.  'Oh, yes.', he


thought, 'she is definitely trouble.' 


     As much trouble as that bastard Shedd.


     He sat back down at his desk and switched on the scrambler.


                        ********************


     Martin Pierce relaxed.  He sat back in his hotel room, sipping on


some fifteen year old scotch, savoring every drop.  It was (aside from


his work), his one vice.


     He grabbed the remote and flipped through the channels, settling for


the all news channel.  He did like to keep up on things.  The picture


immediately grabbed his attention.  He turned up the volume.


     "Police in Connecticut still have no evidence, but it has been alleged


the killing was a murder-for-hire.


     "The victim was thirty-one year old Suzanne Mclellan, widow of slain


police officer Quentin Mclellan.  She was found this morning by an as yet


unidentified woman.  Mclellan had been brutally murdered by one Marcellino


Portico, a convicted felon whom her husband had helped put away.  She 


leaves her-"  Pierce shut off the television.


     'Dumb bastard,'  he thought, shaking his head.  'He's getting nervous


and that is just plain stupid.' 


     Martin Pierce shrugged and took a large swallow of scotch.  'Still,' 


he thought, with a smile, 'at least that asshole Portico is dead.  He can't


hurt the situation that way.'   Pierce rose.


     He walked over to the window and stared out at the street.  He could


never figure out why Hyde had Portico on the payroll in the first place.


The man was not a professional.  He didn't strike Pierce as being 


particularly bright, either.


     He just shook his head in puzzlement.  Why did Hyde need Mclellan


iced ?  He didn't know, but he was sure about one thing.


     This whole thing was tied into the Daytona Beach situation.


                        ********************


     He stood outside the hotel.  He knew of what would happen if Hyde 


called Pierce in on to Daytona to eliminate Chris Shedd.


     'This,'  he thought, 'must not happen.'   He looked to the sky and


grimaced.


     "I know," he said, looking sadly, "no intervention."  He looked back


over toward Pierce's room.  He turned away.


     'Pierce is relentless.  I only hope Christopher is becoming aware. 


That,'  he thought sadly, starting to walk down the street, 'is our only


hope.' 


     He walked away and seemed to fade into the background.


     The dark man was gone.


                        ********************


     Hyde sat there, waiting for Connors to pick up the phone.  He heard


him pick up.


     "Yes, sir."


     "Good work Connors.  Where are Thorton's brothers now ?"


     "Well, one of them, Daniel, is currently serving in the Air Force and


he is on permanent assignment in Washington."


     'Forget it,'  Hyde thought, 'no way to get at him.' 


     "Damn," Hyde said angrily, "what about the other one ? "


     There was a pause.  "Micheal Thorton disappeared about four years 


ago.  He was living in California, somewhere near Big Sur.  He vanished


during a camping trip in Denver.  It seems he went on a two week camping


trip and was trapped by a huge snowstorm.  They assume he froze to death."


     "Assume ?" Hyde asked curiously.


     "Yessir, the body was never found," Connors said, matter-of-factly.


     Hyde smiled.  "Okay, I want you to get me the last known photos of


Micheal Thorton."


     Connors snorted.  "That won't be easy."


     Hyde lowered his tone menacingly.  "I don't care if it's fucking


impossible.  Get them and fax them."


     Connors was silent for a moment.  "It could take days, maybe even


weeks."


     Hyde was tensing up.  "I want them yesterday.  Find a way.  You hear


me ?"


     "Okay."  Connors bit his lower lip.


     "Good.  Now get on it."  Hyde hung up.  He knew Connors wasn't being


entirely truthful with him, and he knew that by threatening him, he would


get what he needed.


     He picked up the phone again.


     He had one more call to make.


                        ********************


     Pierce was sitting, flipping through the channels, trying to find the


sports network.  He did keep up on baseball.


     The phone rang.


     Pierce muted the television and rose.  'Better be you, Hyde.', he


thought, walking over to the phone.


     He picked it up.  "Yeah," he said.


     "I have some work for you," Hyde said calmly.


     "It's about time.  I'm bored," Pierce responded.


     "I want you take care of Mr. Shedd.  Permanently."


     "I had figured as much.  Do you mind a question ?"


     Hyde paused.  "What is it ? "


     "Why did you have that asshole Portico butcher that woman ? "


     Hyde grew angry.  "My motives for what I do are none of your fucking


business.  You are an employee, not an advisor."


     Now Pierce grew angry.  "Hyde, if you pull one more stupid stunt and


any, I mean any fucking attention is drawn to me, there's going to be hell 


to pay."


     Hyde was enraged.  "How dare you threaten me ?  You have no idea-"


He got cut off by Pierce.


     "You're right.  And I personally don't give a rat's ass how 


powerful you are.  You're paying me to do a job.  If you make one more 


dumbass mistake, I'm out.  You can kill Shedd yourself."


     Hyde thought for a minute.  He grimaced.  "Okay, Pierce.  I'll play


along.  But I want Chris Shedd's head on a stick.  Just Shedd."


     Pierce looked puzzled.  "What do you mean ?"


     "Do not, and I'm dead serious, do not harm his daughter or there


really will be hell to pay.  If anyone else is harmed, it will do nothing


but draw attention to me.  And if attention is drawn to me......."


     Pierce made a face.  "I get the idea, Hyde.  I've got no problem with


that.  I just may need to catch him alone."


     "Would you like a bonus ?"


     Pierce looked at the receiver.  "What do you have in mind ?"


     "Shedd's secretary is on her way down.  You may catch the two of them


together, alone somewhere."


     Pierce shrugged.  "Sure."


     "Very well.  Shedd is in-"  Once again, Pierce interrupted.


     "I know where he is.  I also know he's no dummy.  I'll take care of 


it."


     "See that you do.  I'll contact you later."  Hyde slammed the phone


down.


     Pierce looked at the handset.  "You'll get yours, you bastard."


     He hung up the phone and went to pack.


                        ********************


     Hyde knew that Pierce could be a problem later.  He shrugged.


     He rose and walked over to the liquor cabinet, pulling out the bottle


of bourbon.  He dropped some ice into a rocks glass and filled it.  He


picked up the glass and took a sip.


     He smiled.  Hyde had an ace in the hole.  He had a backup plan, as


usual.


     This time, no one had an idea as to who it would be.


     He dialed the number.  The phone rang six time.  The voice on the


other end was whispering.


     "Yes."


     "I'm sorry to bother you, but," Hyde said politely, "but you may


have to finish this assignment for me."


     "Oh, really ?"


     "Yes, I'm beginning to wonder if Pierce has what it takes to handle


this problem."


     "I see."


     "Allow Pierce to attempt to finish this himself.  If he fails-"


Hyde's voice trailed off.


     "I understand."


     "Shedd must not live another two days, tops."


     "I agree.  He is much more dangerous than you think."


     Hyde paused.  "Very well.  I need it done very cleanly or I'm sure


there will be too many questions."


     "Anything else ?"


     "What about Madison ?"


     There was a laugh.  "What about him ? "


     "I don't like loose ends.  If he starts to look like he may cause some


trouble, well, add him to the list."


     "Madison is the least of your problems.  He is a coward.  Cowards are


controllable.  I believe that Shedd will not be an easy target, so it will


cost.  You realize you are going to run up quite a bill."


     Hyde laughed.  "Well, I can afford to pay it.  I will contact you in


twelve hours."


     "Good.  Let me know about Pierce's movements."


     "Fine."  Hyde hung up.  He shivered.


     He had never seen this assassin.  He had paid off through a private


Swiss bank account.  He didn't like doing business like that, but Pierce


was becoming less and less trustworthy.


     He really didn't like this one.  Not knowing what they look like


bothered him.  He shrugged.


     This situation requires reliability.  He straightened up.


     He knew that he made the right move.


     There was a chance Pierce was becoming a liability.


     And that he could not afford.


                        ********************


     Pierce folded the slacks neatly and laid them in the suitcase.  He


tossed in his electric shaver.  He then reached down and closed the 


suitcase.  He picked it up and walked into the living room, putting it


down next to the television.


     He walked over to the refrigerator and pulled out a bottled water. 


He opened it.


     He walked back over to the recliner and sat down, taking a swig of


water.  Hyde was pissing him off.


     He had a hunch that Hyde would send someone after him.  He smiled.


     Someone else had made that mistake once.  It didn't even come close


to working.  And Pierce had paid him back.


     In spades.          
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     Chris pulled into the convenience store so Anita could buy milk and


coffee.  He sat in the car while the girls went inside.  'Be right back,


Daddy,'  he heard inside his head.


     He smiled.  He sat there, confused as to how his daughter had gotten


this strange ability.  He never knew Sandy could do this, and he'd known 


her for about sixteen years.  He shook his head.


     Maybe it was an ability she didn't discover until recently.  He just


didn't have a clue.


     He'd had a strange feeling he couldn't shake at the boardwalk.  


'Thank god the headache let up.', he thought.  It was like some sort of 


disaster had occurred.  He wasn't sure, but something had happened.


     His attention turned back to the door of the convenience store.  


Anita and Michelle were coming out.  He started the car and smiled.


     They hopped in the car and Chris made them buckle up.  He pulled out,


heading back toward the condo.


                        ********************


     They arrived at the condo, Chris turning the key in the door, Anita


and Michelle giggling about something.  He smiled.  'I can't tell for 


sure, but I think she likes you daddy,'  his daughter let him know.


     'I like her too.', he thought.


     'Like mommy ?', she asked.


     Chris shook his head no as he opened the door.  Michelle smiled.


     They walked in, Chris locking the door behind him.  He grabbed his 


daughter.  "It's eight o'clock.  Guess what ?"


     She frowned.  "Okay, I'll go get ready," she groused, kissing her


father on the cheek.  She turned and headed for the bedroom.


     Chris rose, smiling.  He turned to Anita.  "Coffee ?" he asked.


     She walked over and put her arms around his neck.  "As long as I 


don't have to make it."  She reached up and kissed him, long and tenderly.


     He was surprised, but he wasn't.  He smiled back.  "You won't have


to."  He pulled her from around his neck and headed into the kitchen.


     Anita smiled wryly.  She was sure she had him interested, to say the 


least.  She sighed as she watched him walk into the kitchen.


     He headed for the coffeemaker, when the corner of his eye caught the


blinking answering machine.  It was blinking twice, so Chris assumed there


were two messages.  Anita walked in the doorway behind him.


     "Two blinks, two messages ?" he asked.


     "Yeah, I think so."


     He hit the button.  "Chris this is Nick Samuels.  I have that document


you asked me to get.  We need to talk.  I'll call you later.  Bye."


     "Good," Chris said quietly.  The machine beeped again.


     "Chris, it's Melissa.  I'll be arriving at the airport on the 9:30


from Connecticut.  We have to talk."


     Chris put his hand to his forehead.


     Something happened to Suzanne Mclellan.  Melissa would never come


down unless it was really important.


     Chris went and sat at the table.


     Anita walked over and sat across from him.  "What's up ?"


     He looked at her.  "I need for you to keep Michelle over at your 


place, for tonight, okay ?"


     Anita looked disappointed, but nodded.  "Is something wrong ?"


     "My secretary," he paused and corrected himself, "actually my partner


is on her way down here.  She's coming into the airport at 9:30.  I'm going


to have to go get her.  She wouldn't be coming down if it wasn't 


important."


     "I see," Anita said, thoughtfully.  "Well how about that coffee?"


     Chris frowned.  "Yeah.  I have a feeling I'm gonna need it."


                        ********************


     Melissa Thorton sat near the window, nervously picking at her thumb.


She was scared about seeing Chris.  She had let Chris down and she knew it.


She closed her eyes and lowered her head.


     Ever since she met Chris, she had felt something for him.  She 


couldn't help it.  She had let one man have her heart before, but he'd 


left her.


     She sat and thought.  She raised her head and looked out the window.  


Matt had been everything she'd wanted, but she hadn't been everything he


wanted.  She shook her head.  That was in the past.


     Melissa Thorton didn't believe in living in the past.  She knew time


either stood still or went forward.  You can't go back.  She went forward.


     And forward to her was Chris.  He was everything she ever wanted and 


dreamt of.  She felt tears starting to well up.


     She couldn't stop blaming herself for Suzanne's death.


                        ********************


     Chris finished his coffee.  He was feeling strange.  As attracted as


he was to Anita, it was Melissa he was so looking forward to seeing.  She


had become more than a friend to him.  He put the coffee cup down.


     "All right," he said to Anita, rising.  "I'm going to head out to 


the airport and pick up Melissa.  Do me a favor and just make sure you 


lock your door."


     Anita looked at him. "Okay," she said slowly,"I'll just take her 


over to my place."


     Chris nodded.  "Melissa and I will be working.  I don't want to 


disturb Michelle."


     Anita straightened up.  "Okay.  I'll stop by later.  Maybe with some


coffee ?" she asked, fishing.


     Chris smiled.  "That would be great."


     Anita smiled and went to get Michelle.  Chris shook his head.


     'Can't tell how she feels, can you ?', he thought.


     Anita walked out with a sleepy Michelle in her arms.  "See you 


later," she whispered.


     Chris nodded and followed her out, locking the door behind him.


     Anita waited by the door for him to give Michelle a goodnight kiss.  


Chris walked over and kissed his little girl on the forehead.  Anita's


eyes caught his and she kissed him.  She smiled.


     She watched him walk away.


     She felt he was falling for her.


                        ********************


     Chris drove.  The airport was not far now, and he was worried.


     Mostly about Melissa.


     He was starting to think more and more about her, and he was 


wondering if she felt the same about him.  There was only one thing that 


might stand in their way.


     A ghost.


     Sandy.


     He drove on.


                        ********************


     Anita put Michelle to bed and left her while she went to take a 


shower.


     Michelle was not sleeping soundly, tossing slightly.  She felt 


something disturbing and it jarred her suddenly.


     'Daddy ?', she mentally cried out.


     'He's fine, Michelle.' 


     'Where are you ? ', she asked.


     'Just outside your window.' 


     Michelle crawled out of bed and moved the curtain aside.  She looked


down.


     The dark man waved.


     Michelle waved back.  'You've been watching us, haven't you ?'.


     'Yes,'  the dark man replied silently.  'I've been close at all 


times.' 


     'I think something's going to happen to Daddy.' 


     'Do not worry.  Your father can take care of himself.'   He paused.  


'I think he is becoming aware of his abilities.' 


     'Daddy can do this too ?'.


     'He just does not know.  Do not tell him.  He will find out on his 


own.  When he understands, he will tell you some things you did not know.  


Trust him, Michelle.  He loves you very much.' 


     She smiled.


     'You are a very special little girl, and your father is more than


capable of protecting you.' 


     She frowned. 'I know that.  But I'm worried about him.' 


     'I know.  But a friend of his is on their way to help him.' 


     'Okay,'  she relented.  She straightened up.  "I think-'.


     The dark man interrupted.  'I know.  Do not worry, I will be near.' 


     Michelle watched the dark man fade into the night like a mist.  She


smiled.


     At least her friend was near.


     She knew her father would be safe.


                        ********************


     He sat in the car on the side road off the airport.  He took a drag 


on the cigarette.  He knew Shedd would be by the road soon.  He would have 


to.


     He coughed a little and smiled.  This little job would ingratiate him


to his employer, and give him some more money for his work.  He took 


another drag.


     He didn't like the waiting.  He felt like a mousetrap spring, waiting


to pounce.  He smiled.  It wouldn't be long that Shedd would be by.


     After all, he had to be at the airport to pick up that little bitch


assistant of his.


     Maybe he should wait and get her too.  Maybe there would be a bonus 


in it for him.


     He shrugged and stubbed out the cigarette.  He'd only been told to 


take care of Shedd, not both of them.


     He glanced at his watch.  Any minute he should be going by.


     "Any minute," he murmured out loud.


                        ********************


     Chris looked at his watch. 'Damn', he thought. 'Gonna be late.' 


     He tensed.  Something was wrong.


     He felt the click and veered off to the side of the road.


                        ********************


     'Jesus,'  he thought, pulling the gun back in the window.  He turned 


key and drove off.  He was starting to panic.


     He decided to take a series of backroads home.  It would be less


conspicuous and harder for anyone to follow.


     He thought on the way home.  How did Shedd do that ?  He couldn't 


have seen him.


     Shedd veered out of the line of fire just a nanosecond before he'd


been able to pull the trigger.


     He shuddered.


     And hoped his employer was not going to be angry.


                        ********************


     Chris shut the car off and got out.  He'd seen the flash just after 


he veered out of the way.  He looked around.


     There, just down the road, stood the dark man.  He pointed to the


telephone pole fifteen yards in back of the car.


     Chris walked over and looked.  He saw a small hole just above the 


first footpeg.  He peered closely.  It was a bullet hole.


     'Looks like someone doesn't like me,'  Chris thought.


     'I would not worry, Christopher.  You have more pressing matters at


hand,'  the dark man interjected appearing directly behind Chris.


     'Like what ?', Chris queried, turning to face him.


     'Your daughter's safety, for one.  I fear for her.' 


     'Wait a minute.  You've been, uh, communicating with her ?'.


     'Yes, for some time now.' 


     Chris stood and nodded.  'Where were you when Sandy was killed ?', 


he asked, almost angrily.


     The dark man lowered his head.  'I was attending another matter. 


Yours are not the only concerns that must be attended.' 


     'One question.  Who are you ?'.


     'I cannot tell you now.'   He straightened to turn and walk away.  


'But I can promise you that you will know more soon, Christopher.' 


     With that the dark man turned.


     And blended into the darkness.
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     Chris watched as the dark man faded into the night.  He stood there


for a moment, wondering about him.  Did he really have concerns more


important ?  He shook his head.   Glancing at his watch, he realized he


had better get a move on.  He was going to be late.


     He climbed back into the car, not bothering about the attempt.  He


knew the dark man was right.  This attempt was important, but it really


wasn't.  Chris had it pegged as the work of an amateur.  He buckled the


seat belt and started the car.


     As far as the attempt was concerned, he wouldn't bother with 


reporting it.  Whoever did this got clean away.  Chris knew, as he drove 


off, that this was not someone he had to worry about.  Right now his 


concern was Michelle.  He looked up ahead to the airport entrance.


     'Now,'  he thought solemnly, 'I think I'd better go see my partner.


She didn't sound good.' 


     As he drove, Chris Shedd shifted uneasily in his seat.  He was 


starting to worry, perhaps unnecessarily (considering her abilities), 


about his daughter.


     Michelle, after all, was just a child.  She was also Chris' final


link to Sandy.


     He pulled into the airport lot and parked.  He shook his head.  She


left so many questions.  So many questions.


     And Chris knew he must find the answers.


                        ********************


     She stretched.  The plane had come to a halt at least ten minutes 


ago, but she thought better of trying to get off a full plane.  'Let them 


empty it out some,'  she thought.


     But she was stalling.  She knew it.  She wanted to see Chris badly, 


but the circumstances scared her.  She was afraid he'd be disappointed in


her.  She took a deep breath.


     She rose and grabbed her travel bag.  She knew that getting her 


suitcase would be a nightmare.  She shook her head and headed for the 


exit.


     She walked through the connecting tunnel and saw him.


     Chris was standing there, looking at his watch.  She picked up her 


pace.  She was about eight feet away when he looked up.


     Chris smiled.  'Thank god,'  he thought, 'I thought you'd never get 


here.'   He walked over and hugged her.  "Hey," he said, drawing her


away as she started to sob, "Melissa I knew it was bad, but I think we


should go sit down.  Come on."  He put his arm around her and walked


over to the coffee shop.


     The shop was closed.  Chris unclipped the barrier.  Melissa followed


him, and they sat in a booth right near the entrance.


     "Okay," Chris said, concerned.  "I know this has to be bad.  I've


never seen you even come close to crying.  What happened ?"


     She composed herself and looked at Chris as calmly as she could.


     "Suzanne's dead, Chris," she said and started to cry.


     Chris turned pale.  'God,'  he thought, 'what's next ?'.


     He looked at her.  "My god, Melissa.  You don't blame yourself, do


you ? "


     She nodded silently and lowered her head.


     Chris reached over and touched her hands.  "Just tell me what


happened."


     Melissa swallowed hard.  "I read that Jerome had been released. I


figured I'd better get over there before he did."


     Chris listened intently as Melissa told him about how she found


Suzanne, her killing Portico (leaving out the part about how she was


nearly killed), and her fears that it was all her fault.


     As she finished her story, Chris rose.  "Come here," he said softly,


holding his hand out to her.


     Melissa Thorton rose.  She took his hand and Chris pulled her close


held her.


     "It's okay," he said gently, "It really is.  It's not your fault.


I'm just glad you're all right."


     Melissa openly cried.  Chris was surprised.  He'd always thought 


Melissa was as tough as nails.  He held her tighter, then started walking


her gently back through the airport.


     "Come on," he said softly, " I have a lot to tell you."


     They walked down the hallway toward the airport entrance.  "Do you


have any more baggage ?" he asked.


     "Yes, a suitcase," she said, looking up at him.


     Chris stopped and looked in her eyes, for a minute forgetting what


he was going to say.  "Okay, I'll get it and we'll go get some coffee,


all right ?"


     Melissa nodded mutely.  Chris left her side, and went to get her


luggage.  She wiped her eyes and straightened up.  'Damn it,'  she


thought, chastising herself for crying in front of Chris.  'I can't


believe I did that.' 


     Chris found her bag fairly easily, and practically ran back to her.


"Got yours easier than I got mine," he said sarcastically, trying to 


ease her mind.  He carried the bag in his right hand and put his left


arm around her.


     She shivered slightly.  They walked out the entrance to the parking


lot, and Chris put his arm around her a little tighter.  She felt warm


and safe.


     They reached the car and Chris too his arm from her.  He went to the


trunk to put the bag in.  He put the key in the lock and went to turn it


when he stopped.


     He twitched.


     Someone was watching.


     He knew it was not the dark man, but something else.  He tensed.


     He narrowed his eyes and looked around.


                        ********************


     He saw Shedd peering around and slipped back behind the support for


the concrete overhang.  'Shit,'  Pierce thought, 'I must be slipping.' 


He waited and glanced out to see Shedd looking behind him.


     Martin Pierce decided to blend in with the small crowd.  Now was not


the right time.  He shook his head.  He was hoping that Hyde's messy


situation in Connecticut hadn't fouled everything up.


     But he knew somehow it had.


     It's no good if the prey is on the alert.


                        ********************


     Chris shrugged.  Whatever it was, it wasn't watching him anymore.  He


opened the trunk and put Melissa's bag in.


     He then walked around, opened his door and used the button to unlock


Melissa's door.  They got in the car.


     As he started to and drove out, they were silent.  He found a diner,


just a few blocks from the airport road, off the speedway.  He pulled


in and parked right in front.


     They got out and walked in.  The place was fairly deserted, so they


walked over to a corner booth.  They sat across from each other.  Chris


took out his cigarettes and pulled one out for each of them.  He handed


her one.


     Melissa took it and Chris lit them.  The waitress was about two feet


from the table when Chris said, "Two coffees."


     The waitress turned and walked away.  Melissa stared at Chris.  


"How," he stopped her short.


     "I don't know.  We'll talk about that later."  He flicked ashes in 


the ashtray.  "Now I'm going to fill you in.  Sandy's death was not an


accident."


     Melissa raised an eyebrow.  "How so ?"


     "First off, she made her will out four days before the accident.  And


she left me three notes, one with a friend of hers, one with the will, and


the other hidden in her condo."


     "Okay, that adds up."


     "Now," Chris said, putting his cigarette down, "what did you find


out about Madison ? "


     Melissa fumbled around for a moment, and pulled her notebook out of


her purse.  "Okay, Dr. Franklin Madison, masters degree in botany, a


doctorate in biology, and chemistry, and up to his ass in money.  No


arrests, not even a parking ticket.  This guy has no relatives living 


close to him.  Parents are still alive on the west coast.  A sister 


working in France, a painter.  Big on fundraisers.  His work at Photosyn 


is being partially funded by the Department of Transportation and the 


Department of the Interior.  Now this you won't believe."


     Chris looked at her deadpan.  "Go ahead."


     Melissa leaned forward.  "The F.B.I. set up security at his place."


     Chris waved his hand.  "Let me guess.  Horace Williams, right ?"


     Melissa looked stunned for a minute.  "Well, yeah.  How did you 


know ? "


     "Well, I got a look at Sandy's appointment book for the last week 


before she died.  Williams and somebody referred to as 'A' are the only


two I couldn't figure out.  Besides," he said mysteriously, "I have a


feeling I'll be hearing from Mr. Williams very soon."


     "Okay, so what now ?"


     Chris looked at Melissa.  "I got into Sandy's safe deposit box.  She


left a copy of her will, a few insurance policies, a videotape, and," he


said, pulling something out of his pocket, "this."  He held up the


computer disk.


     "Hmmm."  Melissa thought for a minute.  "Want to bet this has it's 


own password, or maybe a tapeworm built in ?  If Sandy was as careful as


she appears to have been, I'll bet she took that precaution, too."


     Chris nodded.  "I'm going to the library tomorrow and check it out.


In the meantime, she also explained in a letter that she was going to


marry Madison."


     Melissa was stunned.  "But I thought-" she drifted off.


     Chris shook his head.  "No I realized a long time ago that Sandy just


didn't love me anymore."  He looked at her thoughtfully.  "I really need


you, Melissa.  This one has more questions and absolutely no answers."


     Melissa nodded.  She knew he meant that professionally, but she


wished he didn't.


     "Melissa, have you seen that man in the trenchcoat lately ?"


     Melissa shook her head.  "No, but, as a matter of fact, I was worried


about Jerome being out.  But I don't think he'll bother you.  Atkins


said that Jerome will have problems when he gets out.  Something about


some uh, 'family' members not being real happy with him."


     Chris nodded.  "That's what I figured."


     She leaned back, took a drag on her cigarette.  The waitress walked


over and put two cups of coffee down on the table.  Chris stubbed his


cigarette out.


     The waitress left as quickly as she came.  Melissa pulled her cup 


toward her, dumped in two sugars, and stirred.  She took a sip and noticed


Chris was staring at her.  "Okay," she said, putting down her cup,


"What now ?"


     "There's something else," he said quietly.


     Melissa looked cautious.  "Alright, Chris, what is it ?"


     He looked her in the eyes.  "She was pregnant when she left me, 


Melissa.  I have a daughter."


     "Whoa."  Melissa looked stunned.  "I don't understand-"  Chris


stopped her.


     "Yeah.  I didn't understand either.  She was afraid I wouldn't


be able to handle it, mostly because of what I was going through, trying


to deal with Quentin's death and my guilt."


     Melissa looked at him softly.  "So what is she like ?"


     Chris smiled.  "She's adorable.  She looks more like Sandy, thank


god.  And she's highly intelligent."


     Melissa smiled.  "Like her father, I think."


     She caught Chris off guard.  He squirmed, slightly.  "I think her 


mother had the brains.  But, well, you'll meet her in the morning."


He checked his watch.  "Come on, Thorton, we have work to do."  He threw


two dollars on the table.


     They left the diner.
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     Chris unlocked the door, and motioned Melissa inside.  After she 


entered, he picked up her bag and followed, closing the door.


     Melissa visually picked the condo apart with her eyes.  She saw the


plants, pictures, and furniture and started to 'see' Sandy through her


surroundings.  She shook her head.  'Amazing,'  she thought to herself,


'I should have figured.' 


     "Come on Melissa," Chris said, brushing by.  He hurried into the


bedroom, putting her bag down by the dresser.  He turned and left the


room, nearly running right into her in the doorway.  She smiled.


     "Come on, Thorton," he said looking in her eyes, "we have work


to do."


     She moved out of his way.  Chris led the way into the kitchen,


Melissa following.  He poured two cups of coffee from the pot that had


been sitting there and put them in the microwave.  He set the timer for


a minute and a half, and went into the cabinet over the refrigerator.  He


pulled down some papers and a videotape.


     Melissa leaned on a kitchen chair and watched.  She smirked.  'Same


old Chris,'  she thought, 'always in a big rush.' 


     He turned and smiled at her, putting the tape and papers down on the


kitchen table.  "Get comfortable, Thorton," he said sarcastically,


'it's going to be a long night."


     She smiled.  She put her purse down on the table and took out her


notebook.


     "Okay," Chris began, "Sandy was sure something was going to happen


to her.  I get three, not one, but three letters that say 'if you're 


reading this, then something's happened to me.' 


     Melissa frowned.  "You say she was involved with Madison ? "


     Chris heard the bell go off and took the coffee out of the 


microwave.  "Yeah," he said, putting sugar in both of them.  "They were


supposed to be married soon."  He put a cup down on the table for


Melissa and took a sip from his before sitting down.


     Melissa sat down across from him and took a swallow.  "Well, Madison


came up squeaky clean.  What else do you have ? "  They were interrupted


by a knock on the door.  Chris rose to answer it.


     It was Anita.  She had a fresh pot of coffee.  Chris brought her


into the kitchen.


     "Melissa, this is Anita Singer, Sandy's closest friend.  Anita, this


is Melissa Thorton, my sec-, I mean my partner."  He smiled at Melissa.


"And my very best friend," he added.


     Melissa smiled and shook Anita's hand.  Anita smiled half-heartedly.


     "Well," Anita said, eyeing Melissa up and down, "Chris told me


you two would be working for quite a while, so I brought some coffee."


     "Thanks," Melissa responded, "I know I'll need it."


     Anita waved her hand.  "He does too, especially first thing in the


morning."  She walked over and put the fresh pot of coffee on the burner.


     Melissa winced.  That remark was not meant innocently.  She felt as


though she was laying claim to him.


     "Is Michelle all right ? " Chris asked.


     Anita nodded.  "She's fine.  Out like a light.  As a matter of fact,


that is where I'm headed."  She reached an arm around Chris' neck and


kissed him.  "See you tomorrow."  She withdrew her arm and headed for


the door, closing it behind her as she walked out.


     Chris stood there a little stunned, and a little embarrassed.  'I 


think I'd better have a talk with her.'   He turned back to Melissa.


     She had the most sarcastic look on her face.  "Sandy's friend ?"


she asked.


     "Uh, yeah.  Back to work," he said quietly.  "Okay, The will is


clear.  I will have custody of my daughter.  I more or less inherit


everything.  Apparently, she wants me to let Madison have some of the


things here."  He snapped his fingers.  "Oh nuts, I have to make a 


phone call."


     He went over to the phone and dialed a number.  It was picked up


almost immediately.  


     "Hey Ben, I hope I didn't wake you."


     "No. Uh, Chris ? "


     "Yeah, and I need a big favor."


     "Uh-oh.  This doesn't involve sneaking you into Madison's lab or


anything, does it ?"


     Chris laughed.  "No, but that's not a bad idea."


     "Forget it, Shedd."


     "Listen, what I really need is for you to look after Michelle for a


couple of days.  Can you do it ?"


     "Sure," Ben said.  "Her and my son Charlie get along great.  I'm off


till Tuesday.  Is something going on ? "


     Chris hesitated.  He looked at Melissa while talking to Ben.  


"Somebody fired a shot at me tonight.  I don't think it was a random deal."


     "Oh boy.  What did Caputo say ?"


     "I didn't report it.  And I don't intend to.  I'm actually trying to


avoid meeting him."


      "Chris, you better report it.  He's got eyes in the back of his 


head."


     Chris paused for a moment.  "Yeah, I guess.  Can you pick Michelle up


tomorrow morning around ten ?"


     "Sure," Ben said, "see you then."


     "Yeah, see you then."  Chris hung up the phone.  Melissa stared at


him.  "I was going to tell you about that."


     Melissa nodded.  "Uh-huh.  Where ?"


     "On my way to pick you up," he said.  "Look, let's finish this."


     She shook her head.  "If someone shot at you on your way to pick


me up..."  She trailed off.


     He nodded.  "I know.  Just my presence here means something."


     "Okay, what else do we have ?"


     Chris took a gulp of coffee.  "The letters she left me tell me little


but that the work she and Madison were involved with had the interests


of both the Departments of the Interior and Transportation, but either


the C.I.A. or the F.B.I. as well."  He tapped his chin.  "I'm dead


sure it's the F.B.I."


     "Sandy's calendar appointments ?" she asked, still scribbling.


     "Yeah.  Madison told me that the computer security system that was


set up was done by Horace Williams, an F.B.I. security expert.  Now,


unless they were just being generous, I have a hunch they have a personal


interest in Madison's work.  I made a call yesterday and found out that


Williams also happens to be one of their best field agents as well."


     Melissa smiled at him.  "Nice work, Sherlock.  So have you called


him yet ?"


     Chris shook his head.  "I'm willing to bet he'll call me, though.


On Sandy's calendar, he met with her on the ninth, and was scheduled to


meet with her again on the day after she died.  We need to find out who


that 'A' was on her schedule.  I asked Anita, but it wasn't her.  Oh, 


and she met with somebody named Pierce, too."


     "Okay," Melissa said, still scribbling, "any idea who Pierce is ?"


     Chris frowned and shook his head.  "Nope.  I'll have to talk to Ben


tomorrow and see if he has a clue.  I'd really like to find out who 'A'


is.  She also left me a security report on another Photosyn employee,


Mitchell Freeman, as well as a torn piece of paper with part of a name


'Anton' and a phone number."


     Melissa stopped scribbling.  "Did you try the phone number yet ? "


     "Not yet.  I think I'll let you try that tomorrow.  Maybe we'll


find out who 'Anton' is.  I also need you to check out Freeman."


     She nodded.  "Anybody else ?"


     Chris rubbed his chin.  "Just for kicks, check out Chief Caputo."


     Melissa smiled. "Is that it ? " she asked trying to sound


exasperated.


     He picked up the videotape.


     She paused, putting down her pencil.  "What's on it ?"


     He shook his head.  "I haven't watched it yet.  Kind of unsure about


how I'd react or exactly what I'd see.  But since you're here, you know


more about body language and would probably spot some clues I might miss."


     Melissa nodded.  "Chris, how did Sandy, um, how did it happen ?"


     Chris waved his left hand as to wave the question off.  "Not sure


yet.  Nick Samuels said they've ruled it an accident, but I don't


think it was.  Too many coincidences.  At least for me."


     Melissa stopped him.  "You mean the Nicky that was on the force up


in Connecticut ? "


     Chris smiled.  "One and the same.  He's been down here since his


mom got sick, and stayed here after she died.  He's on the Daytona


Beach PD.  He's going to get me a copy of the autopsy."


     "Wow."  She scribbled down some more notes.


     Chris lit another cigarette.  "Any ideas ? "


     She smiled.  "A few.  This thing with the computer disk could be the


key to everything.  Or it could be that," she said, pointing to the


tape.


     He took a drag and nodded, adding some information.  "Another


factor is the guy in the trenchcoat."


     She looked at him strangely.  "Why ?"


     "Don't be surprised if you see him here."


     She raised an eyebrow.  "You've seen him again ? "


     "A couple of times.  I've spoken with him.  Well kind of."


     "What do you mean ?" she asked, puzzled.


     Chris finished his coffee and went for another one.  "More ?" he


asked Melissa.


     She nodded.  He brought the coffeepot over and poured Melissa


another cup.  He turned and replaced the coffee pot on the burner.


     "He's," stopping to sip his coffee and trying to word it carefully.


He took a swallow.  "He has been kind of looking out for me."


     "How so ? "


     "Tonight for example.  He was there right after the shot was fired."


     Melissa looked thoughtful.  "You said you've spoken to him."


     He looked at her.  "You're going to think I'm nuts."


     "You know better than that. "


     "Okay," he said, "He hasn't spoken to me, so to speak.  He's


communicated telepathically."


     Melissa pursed her lips.  "Are you sure ?"


     "A hundred percent."


     She leaned back in the chair, looking in his eyes.  "Okay, Chris


what else ? "


     "What ? "


     She sighed and lit another cigarette.  "You know damn well what I


mean.  All this time I've known you, I know when you have a thought


that won't leave you alone."


     "Okay," he said, taking another sip of coffee, "I don't think he's


human."


     She looked at him.  "That's not it.  What is it, Chris ?  You know


you can tell me everything."


     He shrugged.  "Look," he said, "what do you think about this


telepathy thing ?"


     She inhaled deeply on her cigarette and put it down in the ashtray.


"I have no doubts it exists.  There are thousand of documented cases.  I


haven't ever met a telepath before, but like I said, I don't doubt


it."


     "Well, that's good."  Chris took a drag on his cigarette.  "Because


tomorrow, you are going to meet a telepath."


     She smiled.  "Really ? Who ? "  She took another swallow of coffee.


     "My daughter."


     Melissa almost spit out her coffee.
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     "Are you serious ?" Melissa asked, disbelievingly.


     Chris nodded.  "I didn't believe it either, but Sandy mentioned in


one of her letters what a 'special' girl she is.  I think that's what


she meant."


     "Has she communicated with you that way ?" Melissa asked.


     "We carried on a conversation without speaking.  She told me she


has been able to do it since she can remember.  I asked her about it, and


she said Sandy also had that ability."


     Melissa whistled.  "That's a little unusual."


     "What do you mean ? " Chris asked softly.


     "Well, if she really is a true telepath, and what you've told me


indicates she is, it's more than likely both her parents are telepaths."


     Chris took one last drag on his cigarette and stubbed it out.  "So


what you're telling me is either she's just some sort of exception to a


rule, or-" Chris stopped.


     "Yes," Melissa said, "or you have some sort of telepathic ability


you're not aware of.  Mind you, there isn't really any precedence for


this, but all the data that's been collected indicates that's the trend.


I don't really know a whole lot about it."


     "But wouldn't I have become aware of some sort of ability like that


by now ?"


     "Not necessarily, Chris.  Remember," she said leaning forward,


"when you have hunches, they're usually right.  Besides, most everyone


displays some sort of psychic ability at one time or another."


     Chris nodded.  "So ?"


     "Well, it's possible you do have some form of psychic ability."


     Chris shook his head.  "Well I can tell the future."


     She raised one eyebrow.  "How's that ? "


     He leaned toward her.  "You get the bedroom and I'm taking the couch.


But first-"


     As he paused, Melissa's heart started to race.  But she knew he


wouldn't.


     "We are going to the movies," he said, holding up the videotape.


"Want to get my coffee ? "


     She rose, her own coffee cup in her hand.  "Get your own, wiseguy."


     He smiled.  "Okay," he said taking her cup, also.  "At least grab 


the tape."


     Melissa walked over and took the tape from him.  Their hands touched


just briefly, but they both felt it.


     It was like they had both noticed each other for the first time.


     "Um, in the living room," Chris said, clearing his throat.


     She nodded slowly, and followed him into the living room.  He put the


coffee down on the coffee table, and she handed him the tape, their hands


meeting again.  Again they felt it.


     He motioned to the floor, right next to the coffee table.  "Have a


seat," he said softly.  She complied.  He put the tape in the vcr, 


grabbed the remote, and sat right next to her.  "Get your notebook out, 


sunshine."


     She made a face at him.  "Making me get up again ?" she said, rising,


"you'll pay for this."


     Chris giggled and turned the television on.  Melissa came back with 


her notebook.  "Hit it."  She sat down, closer to Chris.


     'Work,'  he thought.  'We're working.'   He turned the vcr on and


started the tape.  It appeared to be some sort of picnic or outing.


     "Looks like a Photosyn company picnic," he mused.


     "There's that woman I met tonight," Melissa pointed out, looking


for a reaction.


     Chris nodded.  "Yeah.  And there," he said, pausing the picture,


"is Madison."  He got up.


     The scene paused had all the major players in it.  "Okay," he said, 


standing right next to the television, "start writing."


     "Go ahead, boss."


     "This," he said pointing to the two people standing on the left end


of the picnic table, "is Sandy and Madison."


     Melissa wrote down a quick description of Madison.  She looked at


the television again and looked at Sandy.  She smiled.  She had seen no


pictures of Sandy until now.  No wonder Chris was so reluctant to discuss


her.  The one time he'd told her what happened, she thought she would see


a picture, but she didn't.  He didn't carry one.  Chris had one in his


apartment, but he kept it in the bedroom.


     Chris moved over.  "The woman you met tonight, sitting right on the 


left end is Anita Singer.  Right next to her is Ben Richardson.  He's a


security guard at Photosyn.  He was pretty close to Sandy.  Michelle and


his son were in daycare together."


     Melissa raised an eyebrow.  "Not bad.  Who is the little guy behind


him ? "


     "That's Mitchell Freeman.  He's the one I have the security report


on.  I think Sandy suspected him of some sort of espionage."


     Melissa nodded. "Looks kind of like some sort of rodent."


     Chris looked at her and laughed.  "That is rather appropriate."


     He pointed at the little girl sitting next to Ben Richardson.  "That,


Melissa, is Michelle, my daughter."


     Melissa put her pen down.  "God, Chris, she's beautiful.  Just


gorgeous.  She actually looks like Sandy, but she has your eyes."


     Chris touched the screen gingerly around his daughter.  "She does,


doesn't she ? " he whispered.  He cleared his throat and looked Melissa


in the eyes.  "That is why she is going to stay with Ben for the next


couple of days."


     "I don't blame you," she murmured.


     "Besides, the two of us have a lot of work to do.  This mystery needs


to be solved.  There is something really big here.  I just haven't figured


out what yet."  He paused.  "Even if Sandy's death was an accident, there


is still something going on, and I'm going to find out what."


     Melissa nodded and then glanced back at the television.  "Hey, Chris,


who is that ? "


     Chris looked at the screen.  "Huh ?  I don't know.  I've never seen


him before."


     Melissa rose and got closer to the screen.  "He almost looks like


he doesn't belong.  Looks like he's trying to blend into the background."


     Chris looked at the screen intently.  "I think you may have something


there, " he mused.


     They sat back down and played the tape.  They watched as Sandy and


Madison talked, Sandy looking over at Anita, and Madison looking at her


dourly.


     Freeman walked in back of Sandy and Madison, looking nervous.  Ben


sat there talking to Michelle, who was smiling and giggling.  The man


who was in the background had moved out of the camera range.


      Chris tried to turn the sound up, but whoever had recorded it had


the volume down too low.  "Damn," he said.


     "Hey," Melissa said, "look at Madison."


     Chris stared.  Madison was looking off in the direction of the man


who had gone off camera.  "Wait, Melissa, look at Sandy and Michelle."


     They watched as Sandy moved her head back toward Michelle and made


eye contact for a moment, then Sandy looked off camera, in the direction


Madison went.


     Ben had continued talking to Michelle and Freeman kind of slid


further into the background.  Anita and Sandy started to talk as Madison


was off camera.


     The camera was moved to focus on Anita and Sandy.  Sandy said


something and it looked like Anita was laughing.


     It panned to Freeman, who looked like he was vaguely trying to 


smile.  It then panned over to Ben talking to Michelle, who had started


giggling uncontrollably.  The camera then shut off.


     Chris rewound it and played it again.  They watched the scenes  


again, and Chris shut it off.  He turned to Melissa.


     "Looks like Madison went over to talk to our mystery man.  I don't


have a clue as to who he was, but, after seeing Michelle get Sandy's


attention, I think it disturbed her."


     "You think Michelle got Sandy's attention telepathically ?"


     Chris nodded.  "I'd bet on it.  Michelle either picked up something


from Madison or from that guy.  You know," he said thoughtfully, "Sandy


had asked me to help Madison.  Maybe this guy was blackmailing him."


He took a sip of his coffee.  "Or maybe something else."


     "I have an idea we had better find out who that guy is."


     Chris lit another cigarette.  "I think you're right.  Let's see if


there is anymore on the tape."


     Chris hit the play button and there was static for a minute or two.


Then Sandy appeared talking to the camera.


     "Okay, Chris I hope you got a hold of this.  I know that stupid


picnic tape was on here, but this is important.  Dr. Winston gave me


permission to have this taped.  Here goes."


     She moved out of the way.  There was a table, Michelle sitting on


one side, a man, apparently a doctor, sitting on the other side.  There


was a divider between the two, preventing them from seeing each other.


     The doctor removed the partition.  "Okay, Michelle, just put these


blocks in the right holes.  Wait till I say go."


     He slid the box toward her, with six different holes in it.  She


smiled and looked down at it.  "This is easy," she said, smiling.


     The doctor looked at his watch.  "Go," he said.


     Fourteen seconds later, Michelle was finished.


     "Very good, Michelle.  Your mommy tells me you can read."


     Michelle nodded.


     "Okay," the doctor said, reaching for the top book on a small 


pile next to him.  "I want you to read this book to me, okay ?"


     "Okay," Michelle said, taking the book from him.  She began reading,


cover to cover, not stumbling at all.  The book was a first grade primer.


     When she finished, he asked her about the story to check her


comprehension.


     Dr. Winston continued until she had trouble, with a fifth-grade


level book.


     "You've done very well, Michelle."


     She smiled at the doctor.  "Thank you."


     "Now we're going to do something special.  I have a deck of cards."


He rose and replaced the partition.  "I'm going to pick a card up and


concentrate on what it is.  I want you to guess what it is, okay ? "


     "Sure," she said, smiling, "that sounds like fun."  They went


ahead with the test.


     When it was completed, he told Michelle to go see his nurse for


some cookies.  He rose to talk to Sandy.  They were both on camera.


     "Mrs. Shedd," he began, scratching his head. "your daughter is


extremely intelligent.  I don't even know if an I.Q. test could measure


hers.  My advice on this is to allow her to attend a normal school in


order to learn how to cope with and deal with social situations.  If


she learns her social skills well, you could send her to a school for


gifted children later.  I think she needs to be a child first."


     "My intentions anyway, Dr. Winston." she said, nodding in 


agreement.


     "Now, about this other thing."  He paused.  "Do you or her father


have any intuitive power or ability ? "


     "Not really, " she said emotionlessly.


     Chris looked at Melissa.  "She lied to him."  They looked back at


the screen.


     "Well, your daughter scored perfect on this test.  While this is


not my main field of expertise, but if I were you, I would not tell, 


or encourage Michelle to tell, anyone about these results."


     Sandy looked perplexed.  "Why ?"


     "Because, if the wrong people find out about this, there will be


questions, people wanting to do more tests.  It could be a problem."


The doctor paused.  "No one, I mean no one, has ever scored perfect on


that test.  Your daughter is the first."


     Sandy nodded.  "I understand.  Thank you doctor."  The tape went


blank.


     Melissa whistled.  "Okay.  Maybe you should have her help you."


    Chris rolled his eyes.  "Please.  She's only four.  I just want


her safe until this is over.  She hasn't been exposed to the violence


I have."  He paused.


     "Just kidding, anyway," Melissa said.  "You can trust Ben


Richardson ? "


     "Yeah, I'm sure.  Sandy trusted him, and that's good enough for


me."


     "Okay, then I need some sleep.  I've got a ton of work to do in the


morning."  She rose and smiled at Chris.  "Besides, I'm going to meet a 


little girl tomorrow who can read my mind."


     Chris rose and stood face to face, looking Melissa directly in the


eyes.  "I'm beginning to wonder if you should be here.  I need you here,


but I'm just a little apprehensive."


     She smiled.  "Not fair," she said softly, "you know that I can


take care of myself."


     He smiled.  "I guess you can.  Go get some rest."  He kissed her 


on the cheek.


     "Goodnight," she said, turning and heading for the bedroom.


     As Chris watched her go, he felt he wanted to follow.  But he would


let what he felt for her wait.


     Until this was over.
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     Chris had been unable to sleep.  He knew Melissa would, for the


plane trip alone should do it.  He started thinking about the last twenty


four hours.  He shook his head.


     He tried to understand how she must have felt on the way down here.


She knew how he depended on her.  He watched the picnic tape again and


tried to pick something out, but it only made him ask more questions.


     Right now there was one question on his mind.


     Who took a shot at him tonight ?  While he agreed with the dark


man, that it wasn't important, it still bothered him slightly.  'It was


sloppy,'  he thought, just shaking his head.  'Maybe is was just a 


fluke.'   Chris knew better than to even think that.  So far, nothing


could be considered a fluke.  Everything he thought about, everything he'd


learned only brought up more and more questions.  He shook his head


again, returning his attention to the tape.


     Who was that man ?  And what was his connection to Madison ?  Chris


knew he could answer a whole lot of questions by just answering those


two.  He was getting more and more curious about one thing.


     What was Madison working on ?  He knew that that was the key.  Just


then a knock on the door interrupted his train of thought.  He got up


and looked at his watch.  It was just half-past midnight.


     He thought it was Anita, but it wasn't.  He opened the door and saw


Nick Samuels.


     "Hi Chris.  I know it's late, but my captain sent me to get you."


     "What for ?" he asked.


     "Well an undercover car was on the way to the airport tonight..."


Nick purposely trailed off.


     Chris rolled his eyes.  "Oh, brother, I should have guessed."


     "Before we go," Nick said, pulling something out of his back


pocket, "I have something for you."  He handed Chris an envelope.


     Chris took it and looked at it.  "Is this-" he broke off.


     Nick looked down.  "Yes, it's Sandy's autopsy report."


     Chris sighed.  "Thanks, Nicky.  I owe you one."  He took the


envelope and went to put it on the coffee table.  Thinking better of


it, he put it in the drawer in the end table.  He then grabbed his


jacket.


     He scribbled a note for Melissa and left it on the coffee table.


He then walked back toward the front door and walked out with Nick,


locking the door behind him.  "No offense, Nick," he said, "but do


you mind if we take separate cars ?"


     Nick laughed.  "I'll meet you at the station."


     They headed for their cars.


                        ********************


     Chris got there at the same time as Nick, following him closely.  He


pulled into the station lot (which was only about ten minutes from the


condo) and parked in a visitor's spot.  Nick was already out of the


squad car and waiting for him.


     Chris got out of the car.  "Hey Nick, should I lock it ?"


     Nick laughed, shaking his head.  "I think it'll be alright."


     Chris closed the car door and walked over to Nicky.  "Okay," he


said, quietly, "How is your captain, as far as dealing with him is


concerned ? "


     Nick shrugged his shoulders.  "He's not really a bad guy, Chris.  


He's just from the old school.  A little hardnosed, but fair.  He's 


always treated me well."


     Chris nodded.  "Sounds like Atkins."


     "Kind of," Nick said, thinking, "but even a little more hardnosed.


He just doesn't like private investigators.  What's worse is your little


intervention in that accident case this morning.  Believe me, he wasn't 


happy with that."


     Chris nodded.  "I see.  I'll do what I can to smooth things over."


     They reached the front door and Nick pulled it open for Chris.


"Please," Nick said, "see to it that you do."


     Nick walked past Chris and opened the security door.  They walked 


down the hall to Caputo's office.  Nick knocked on the door.


     "Come in," came from inside in a loud voice.


     They walked in and Nick stood there.  "Captain, this is Christopher


Shedd."


     Caputo smiled, looked at Chris, and then at Nick.  "You can go now,


Nick.  I'll see you tomorrow."


     Nick nodded and said goodbye to Chris.  He walked out, shutting the 


door behind him.  Chris turned his attention from the closing door to


the captain.


     Caputo pulled off his glasses and rubbed his eyes.  "You know, Nick


is one of my best officers.  I think the world of him."  He stopped and 


put his glasses on.  "And he thinks a great deal of you.  Sit down."


     Chris sat down uncomfortably.  "Nick's been a good friend of mine 


since we were together on the force in Connecticut."


     Caputo looked at Chris deadpan.  "I know.  He's done nothing but


talk about you.  How you made detective in record time.  What a brilliant


investigator you were until the night your partner was killed caught


up with you."


     Chris shifted in the chair.  "I think he may have exaggerated a 


bit.  As far as Quentin's death was concerned, that actually affected me


a lot earlier than everybody thought."


     Caputo held up his hand.  "I personally didn't want to see you to


bring up your old ghosts.  I more or less wanted to ask you a few 


questions."


     "Shoot," Chris said.


     "First off, why are you here ? "


     Chris frowned.  "Okay, you can stop tiptoeing.  You must have a


pretty good idea as to why I'm here."


     Caputo smiled.  "Well, at least we can drop the bullshit.  Okay,


let me make that point clear.  Your ex-wife died in an auto accident.  


That's what the autopsy shows.  So I don't think your digging around 


is going to help anyone."


     Chris started to get angry, but held it back. "Look, Captain, I


have a solid reason to believe Sandy was not the victim of an auto


accident.  I believe she was murdered."


     Caputo frowned.  "That's a pretty wild theory.  Unless you have 


some hard proof, and I mean proof, not speculation, you'd better drop


that idea right now.  Your wife's death, as far as this office is


concerned, is a closed case."


     "Very well," Chris said , shrugging.


     "You know what will happen if I catch you nosing around.  I don't 


need wild innuendo floating around town."


     Chris smiled.  "Why captain, that sounds like a threat."


     Caputo stood up.  "You bet your ass it is.  I'm sure Nick told


you how I feel about private investigators.  Your license is good in 


Connecticut. I don't think that's going to help you down here.  Get


my drift ? "


     Chris nodded.  "You may have a point, Captain.  As it is my 


ex-wife left me everything, including her condo.  I just may , well


relocate."


     Caputo laughed.  "I should have known.  A smartass."  He turned


serious.  "Look, Shedd, you seem to be a reasonable man.  I have no


problem with you until you break the law or start stirring up stuff


you shouldn't.  As far as this morning goes...."


     Chris nodded.  "I know," he said quietly, "You'd rather handle


apprehending perps on your own.  You don't need my help."


     Caputo nodded.  "Now, I want to know what happened on the airport


road tonight."  He looked at him sternly.


     Chris thought fast.  "I was on my way to pick up my par-" he 


stopped short and corrected himself, "secretary when I hear a bang.


I figure I have a blowout, so I pull over and it was nothing.  I just


get back in the car and went on my way."


     Caputo narrowed his eyes.  "Look, Shedd, don't bullshit me.


You and I both know you damn well know the difference between a blowout


and a gunshot.  This was a gunshot."


     Chris shook his head innocently.  "Honest, Captain, it's been so


long since I've heard a gunshot."  Caputo stopped him.


     "Then why, pray tell, did you get out and look at the telephone


pole.  I got the report from my undercover officers, and they saw you


go to the pole and look at something."


     Chris thought for a minute.  'What about the dark man ?'.  He 


started to open his mouth, not sure what was going to come out, but


Caputo stopped him again.


     "We found the bullet, Shedd."


     Chris frowned.


     "So," Caputo said, leaning back in his chair, "what would somebody


be doing shooting at a nice man like you."  Caputo shot up.  "I'll


tell you what.  You made some enemies in your time.  If I were you, I


wouldn't be chasing ghosts.  I'd be looking for someone who got out


of prison."  He calmed.  "Look, I'm not unreasonable.  If, and I mean


if, you should happen across some hard evidence that proves your


ex-wife's death was not an accident, then I will help you.  But until


then, I think you had better watch your step.  You break the law one


more time, and I will lock you up.  Got me ?"


     Chris nodded.  "Yeah,"  Caputo sat back down.


     "Did you get a look at who fired the shot ? "


     Chris shook his head.  "I heard the shot and somebody in a late


model brown import shot across the intersection.  That was all I could


see."


     Caputo nodded.  "Okay, I didn't think you would, as the street lights


are a rarity around here."  He looked at Chris.  "Look, I'm sorry about


your ex-wife.  From everyone I spoke to, she was a nice person.  Just as


I said, let me know if you come up with some hard evidence.  If somebody


went through all this trouble to make her death seem like an accident,


then they are not playing games."


     Chris rose and walked to the door.  He stopped, put his hand on the 


knob.  He then turned to Caputo.  His eyes were stone cold.


     "Neither do I, Captain."


     Chris left.


                        ********************


     She got up.  It was around a quarter to one.  She tossed on her


bathrobe, and walked out of the bedroom.


     "Chris," she called out.


     But he wasn't there.  She looked around and saw a hastily scrawled


note.


     'Crap,'  she said, picking it up, 'He gets to meet the captain.' 


     She put the note back down and went in to get some coffee.


                        ********************


     He stood on the edge of the dock.  'It is not the way it was 


written,'  he thought,  'There must be something else I can do.' 


     He shook his head.  He knew there was virtually no way he could


tip Christopher off, at least not directly.  If it goes the way it is


supposed to, everything will be fine.


     He took a deep breath.  From all indications, the prophecies may


not be fulfilled.  He shook his head.  He would have many battles ahead


to defeat this dark one.  And he would have to rely on his basic 


instincts for the time being.  He had not awakened yet.


     There would be many casualties.  The cost would be high.  The


dark man thought about Sandy.  The cost had already been too high.


     But this is a key battle.


     The cost could be higher.
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     Chris approached the condo door and heard noise from inside.  He


paused and reached for his gun, but it wasn't there.  'Damn,'  he


thought, 'it's under the mattress.'   He pushed the door open slowly.


     Melissa was sitting on the floor, remote control in hand, watching


the tape of the picnic, stopping it, writing notes, watching some


more.


     He stood there and sighed.


     "Can't sleep, huh ?" he asked.


     "Nope," she said, turning to look at him.  "Have fun with the boys


in blue ? "  She smirked.


     "Hee-hee," he said, sarcastically, "very funny.  Not really.


This captain of Nicky's, Caputo, is a real pain in the ass.  Ten times


worse than Atkins ever thought of being."


     Melissa shuddered.  "You're giving me the creeps.  Any problems ? "


     "Nope.  Usual stuff.  'We can do our job without your help.  Your 


ex-wife's death was an accident.  You shouldn't go poking around', you


know."


     "How'd you handle it ?" she asked.


     He smiled, strangely.  "Well, he got me upset.  I almost told him


to get bent."


     Melissa howled.  "I could see me bailing you out now."


     Chris shook his head.  "Leave it to you to find the bright side."


He walked over to the drawer where he'd left the copy of the autopsy,


but thought better of it.  "Okay, what have you noticed ?" he asked,


tossing off his coat.


     "Look at this Freeman guy," she said, rewinding the tape.


     Chris sat right next to Melissa, closer than usual.  She looked


in his eyes, "Watch him," she said, looking softly in his eyes.


     She hit the play button.  Freeman moved in back of Madison, pulling


his shirt pocket up.  Melissa stopped the tape.


     "Doesn't that look a little peculiar to you ? " Melissa asked.


     "Now that you mention it," Chris murmured, "rewind that again."


     Melissa rewound the tape.  "Chris, do you see something in his


pocket ?"


     "Oh, yeah.  Good catch, Melissa."  He looked at his watch. 


"Alright, let's quit for the night.  It's almost two."


     Melissa used the remote and shut the tv and vcr off.  "Guess you're


right."


     She and Chris rose and looked in each other's eyes.  Suddenly,


they were lost.


     "Goodnight, Melissa," Chris said softly, leaning over and kissing


her deeply.


     "NIght," she said weakly, turning slowly, and heading toward


the bedroom.


     Chris watched her slowly walk into the bedroom and close the door


behind her.  He put two fingers to his lips.


     'My god,'  he thought, 'I've never felt anything like that in my


life.  Not with anyone.' 


     He sat on the couch.  He sat, wondering if he should have said 


something to her first, or even if she felt the same way.


     He lit a cigarette, inhaled deeply, and sat back on the couch.


     "Probably not," he said, half-aloud.


                        ********************


     The door closed behind her, and she just leaned against it. 


'Good lord, Melissa, no snappy comebacks, he left me speechless.' 


She stood there, bathed in a feeling she'd never had before.


     'God,'  she thought,'I should have kissed him back.  Well,


tomorrow-'.  She stopped.  What if this was a one time deal.


     She wondered.  Was it just an impulse of his, or did he really


feel something for her ?.  She felt like she couldn't wait. 


     But she would have to.  She had to be sure he was over Sandy.


     She couldn't compete with a ghost.


                        ********************


     He stood outside the condo, watching until the lights went out.


'Better wait,'  he thought, 'He's probably quite ready for me.  Got to


catch him unawares.'   He got back in his rental car and drove out


of the lot.


     And in the shadows, the dark man emerged, smiling.


     He knew, deep inside, that Christopher would be ready for this


particular challenge.  He sighed.


     Well, he'd better be, for there were even greater ones ahead.


     And this was one he could not help him with.


                        ********************


     They both slept restlessly.


     Chris got a little more sleep than Melissa.  He'd gotten about


three hours sleep, when he heard a knock on the front door, and Anita


opened it, complete with Michelle holding her hand.


     They walked over to the couch, and Michelle hugged her dad good


morning, and just as Melissa was coming out of the bedroom, Anita


leaned over and kissed Chris.  "Coffee ? " she asked softly.


     "Need you ask," he said groggily.  Anita went into the kitchen.


     He opened his eyes and smiled at his little girl.  'How are you


feeling this morning, sweetie ?', he asked her, telepathically.


     'Good, daddy.  How come I slept over Aunt Anita's last night ?'.


     'You'll see.'   He broke off as he saw Melissa approaching 


from behind Michelle.


     "Michelle," he said, softly, "I want you to meet Melissa."


     Michelle turned away from her father.  She broke into a broad smile


when she saw Melissa.


     'God', Melissa thought, 'you are just so pretty.' 


     'Thank you,'  Michelle responded, 'you're beautiful.' 


     Melissa gasped.  "Hi, Michelle, did you-"  She stopped.


     "I'm sorry," Michelle said, "I didn't mean to scare you."


     Melissa smiled.  "You didn't scare me.  You just surprised me.


Your father told me last night."


     Michelle turned to her father.  'Daddy, I thought you said not to


tell anybody.' 


     'I know, Michelle.  Melissa is my best friend in the whole world.


I trust her.  She won't tell anybody.  Besides,'  Chris stopped short,


afraid of what he would think.


     Michelle smiled. 'Really, daddy ?'.  She turned and looked at


Melissa, who was smiling at the two of them.


     'Her too, Daddy.'   She beamed at her father.


     Chris looked at her in disbelief.  'I hope you didn't do-', he


stopped.


     She looked down.  'I'm sorry, daddy.  I won't do it again.' 


     "See to it you don't,"  He lifted up her face and looked in her


eyes.  "But you didn't tell me anything I didn't have any ideas 


about."  


     Michelle smiled, and Anita came walking in with coffee.  


     "Coffee, Melissa ?" Anita asked.


     "Yes, thank you." she answered, kind of slyly.


     The phone rang and Anita grabbed it.  "Hello ?  Yes, one minute,


please."


     "Chris, it's Captain Atkins."


     Chris sprang up.  "Hello ? "


     "Okay, Chris, how the hell are you ? "


     "Pretty good, actually.  You have something ?"


     "Not much.  Did Melissa get there okay ? "


     Chris smiled.  "Yeah, she's here.  A little shaken up when she


got here, but," he said, smiling at her, "she's back to her old self


now."


     "Good," Atkins said, " I was worried about her yesterday.  Chris,


she had to pump a shot into him when he was right on top of her."


     Chris stared at Melissa.  "My god.  She didn't tell me that."


     "She was so upset about what happened to Suzanne, I don't think


she thought that was important.  Look, I have some information on


the perp."


     "Shoot."


     "It was your old buddy Portico.  Found out through a snitch he was


freelancing.  Mostly small time stuff, but he was working out of the 


docks in New Haven, through some fish house.  He was getting work from


somebody out of town.  Not sure where yet, but we're working on the


phone records."


     "Damn it.  Suppose he was out on parole."


     "Well, of course.  Look, how are things holding up on your end ?"


     "Ran into Nick Samuels."


     "Really ?  How's he doing ?"


     "Pretty good.  Got me a copy of Sandy's autopsy.  Met his captain."


     "Uh-oh.  Hardass ? "


     "You got it.  Look, I'm going to give you a couple of names to


check for priors.  Somebody doesn't want me checking this out.  Somebody


fired a shot at me last night."


     "Okay, who do you need checked ? "


     "Guy named Mitchell Freeman and run the name Pierce."


     "Just Pierce ? "


     "Yeah.  Look, I've got Melissa here to help me.  Just call when


you get something."


     "Sure, you take care of Melissa."


     "Bet to that, Cap.  Talk to you later."


     "Okay, Chris, bye."


     Chris hung the phone up.  Anita handed him a cup of coffee.  


"Thanks," he said, taking a sip.


     "Something wrong ? "


     "A few things. Do me a favor and pack some clothes for Michelle


for a couple of days."


     "Why ? " Anita asked.


     "Somebody took a couple of shots at me.  I'm not taking any chances


with my daughter."


     "Well, I'm not going anywhere," Anita said, staunchly.


     Chris thought.  That was a double-edged sword.  If she's safe,


he loses whatever information she can add to the scraps he's picking


up.  If she stays, whoever is after him will come after her.  'That


figures,'  he thought.


     "Well, just get some clothes packed for her, okay ?" he asked.


     She smiled.  "Sure," and went into the bedroom.  Chris walked 


back into the living room.


          He saw Michelle and Melissa sitting on the couch.  "Okay," he


     said, "What are you two up to ?"


          "Melissa wants me to watch a movie, daddy." Michelle said, 


     smiling.


          Chris smiled back at her.  Melissa was thinking.  "Well, do you


     want to ?"


          "What's it about ?"


          "It's a film of a picnic you went to with Mommy and Ben."


          "Oh, I remember."  She hesitated for a moment.  "Okay."


          Melissa smiled at Chris.  She hit the button on the remote and


     turned on the tv and vcr.


          "Wow.  Look at mommy, daddy."


          "I see her, Michelle.  Do you know that man ?"  He walked over


     to the tv and pointed to the mystery man who was trying to blend into


     the background.


          Michelle frowned.  "Not exactly.  He talked to Dr. Madison.  I


     know mommy didn't like him.  I don't remember his name."  She looked


     at her father.


          "Sorry, daddy."  She looked disappointed.


          "It's okay.  Well I guess Dr. Madison would remember him, 


     huh ?"her father asked, smiling.


          "Sure," she said, smiling.


          Then she saw Anita walking out of the bedroom, carrying a 


     suitcase.  'Daddy, am I going someplace ? '.


          'Just to stay with Ben for a few days.' 


          'Okay, I guess.  I was worried about you before, but with Melissa


     here and my friend, I know you'll be all right.' 


          He smiled. 'Atta girl.  I promise after this is all over we'll


     spend some real time together.' 


          She just smiled at him.


          Anita said aloud, "I'm cooking breakfast.  Who's coming ?"


          Chris looked at his watch.  "Melissa and I will be there in about


     a half hour.  We have a few things to go over, okay ?"


          "Sure," Anita said, sounding disappointed.  "C'mon, Michelle,


     you can help me make pancakes."


          Michelle smiled and left with Anita.


          Chris and Melissa stood there watching them leave.  As the door


     clicked shut, their eyes moved from the door to each other.


          And Chris and Melissa stood there, just staring, smiling at one


     another.


          For what seemed an eternity.
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     It seemed like it took forever.


     Chris cleared his throat.  "Look, before we have breakfast, there's


something we must go over."


     Melissa nodded silently, hopefully.


     Chris walked right over to Melissa and looked her in the eyes.  "I


know," he said chokingly, "I feel the same."


     Melissa's eyes got misty.  "Thank god," she said.  They embraced


and kissed each other passionately.


     They held on for a few minutes.  "We," Chris said quietly, holding


her tightly, "must finish this before we can be....."


     Melissa held on tighter.  "I know," she whispered.  She pulled her


head off of his shoulder and looked him deep in the eyes.  "It's the


only way.  Just hold me."


     He held on.  It felt so good.  "Come on, we have to go eat."


     She pulled away.  She was smiling.  "I know."


     "Before we go," he said, walking over to the end table, "I have


something for you to work on."  He opened the drawer and pulled the


envelope out.  He walked over to Melissa.


     "This," he said sadly, "is Sandy's autopsy report."


     Melissa bit her lower lip.  "Okay, let's see it."  Chris handed


it over to her.


     She opened it.  They sat on the couch.  "Okay," she said reading


it carefully.  "Hmmm.  Doesn't seem to be anything unusual.  I don't 


know Chris. I'll need some time with - oops, wait a minute."  She


focused on one spot.


     "What is it ?"


     She looked at him.  "She had a large bruise on the side of her


neck."


     "Couldn't it be from the car wreck ? "


     "I suppose. I just find it unusual.  I mean, it was supposedly,


according to this, a head on crash."


     Chris nodded.  "I see what you mean.  I've got to get a look at 


the car."  Chris smiled.  "I can do that.  Be right back."


     Chris rose and went into the kitchen to use the phone.  Melissa


continued reading.


     She was puzzled by the blood chemistry results.  'Something's


wrong here,'  she thought.  'I just can't put my finger on it.' 


     She continued reading.


                        ********************


     Chris called Nick.  The phone rang twice.  "Hello," a female


voice answered.


     "Hi," Chris said.  "Is Nicky home ?  This is Chris."


     "You mean Chris Shedd ?," the voice raised.


     "Yes."


     "I've heard so much about you.  I'm Amanda, Nicky's wife."


     "Hi. Nicky told me about you.  I plan on getting together as soon


as I'm through with a job I'm working on."


     "Well, you better, or I'll make his life miserable.  Hang on,


he just got up."  She put the phone down.


     'Sounds nice,'  Chris thought.


     "Chris, what is it ?"


     "Nicky, I need a favor."


     "Uh-oh.  What now ?"


     "I need to get a look at Sandy's car."


     Nick straightened up.  "That's no problem.  It's in the impound


yard.  Just go into the stationhouse and get a pass from the desk


sergeant.  He'll direct you from there."


     "How come this is so easy ?"


     Nick laughed.  "Because we've already looked it over."  He stopped.


"Caputo give you a hard time ? "


     "What do you think ?"


     Nick laughed.  "Okay, I'll call the desk sergeant so you'll be


expected.  Talk to you later."


     "Yeah, thanks," Chris said. "Bye."  Chris hung up.


     He knew he had to go see that car.


                        ********************


     Chris walked back into the living room to see Melissa, sitting on


the couch still pouring over the autopsy report.  "Hey," he said softly,


"enough work for a while."


     She folded the report up and stuck it back in the envelope.  "I-I


know," she stammered, "but, now I can't rest until this is finished."


She put the envelope down and stood up.


     Chris walked over to her and gently embraced her.  "I know, I


can't either."


     She held on tightly to him.  'I hope you really know what I mean.',


she thought.


     He kissed her.  "C'mon, let's go get breakfast."


     She smiled.  "Alright."


     As they walked out, Chris was in deep thought.


     Of course he knew what she meant.


                        ********************


     Breakfast was fine, with the exception of Anita's attitude.  She was


acting like a trapped cat, willing to fight for whatever she thought was


hers.


     Outside the condo, the ever present dark man was standing.  He


smiled.  Intervention, while prohibited, may not be necessary after


all.  Chris was awakening.  He thought for a minute.  Chris and Melissa ?


     He smiled.  Whatever was meant to be, would be.  He then saw 


Pierce's car turn into the lot.  He grimaced.


     Some things, on the other hand, should not be.


                        ********************


     Chris rose from Anita's kitchen table.  "Ladies," he said, "my


daughter and I have some work to do."  He took hold of Michelle's


hand.


     Melissa rose from the table.  "Need some help ? " she asked 


Anita, cautiously.


     "Sure," Anita said, smiling.


     As Chris and Michelle walked out the front door, Anita, with


Melissa right behind her moved over to the kitchen counter.  Anita put


the dishes in the sink, put in the stopper, and started running


water.  She opened the cabinet underneath and withdrew a drying towel.


     "Here," she said, handing the towel to Melissa.


     Melissa uttered a thanks.  She felt uncomfortable, but knew Chris


had to do something with Michelle while they were waiting for Ben to


pick her up.


     Anita cleared her throat.  "So," she began slowly, "how long


have you known Chris ?"


     'Nuts,'  Melissa thought, 'here it comes.  This is not going to


be fun.'   "Oh, going on three and a half years now."


     "How did you meet ?" she asked, trying to seem casual.


     "College.  Chris and I were both taking classes."


     Anita stopped.  "Really ?  What kind of classes ?"


     Melissa put the plate she'd been drying on the counter.  "Computer.


They were night classes.  We became friends and I helped him with


some of the more advanced courses.  He helped me with some of operations.


He helped me ace the course."


     Anita handed Melissa another plate.  "Somehow, you don't impress me


as someone who would need a whole lot of help."


     Melissa smiled.  "Thanks, but it's Chris.  When he's got it


together, I don't really think I've seen anyone brighter.  I guess 


that's why he and I get along.  I've learned more from him than any of


the classes I took.  He's my best friend."


     Anita smiled.  She liked that word.


     Friend.


                        ********************


     'Daddy,'  she thought, 'what do you mean we have work to do ?'.


     "Speak, Michelle.  Let's not talk like that unless it's absolutely


necessary."


     She nodded.  "Okay."


     "Now," he said, "there are some things we have to go through."


He went over to the hall closet and took down the box.  "Let's sit,"


he motioned his daughter toward the couch.


     Michelle obeyed her father and sat right in front of the coffee


table.  Chris sat right next to her, placing the box on it.


     He lifted the lid.  On top were some letters.  Chris took them


out.  "This is some stuff your mom saved and she wanted me to go


through it," he said looking at Michelle.  Again she smiled.


     Chris looked at the letters.  They were addressed to him, but


never stamped.  He shook his head.  Someday he would read them, but


now was not the time.


     The wedding album was on top of the remainder of the contents.


He lifted it out.  "Hey," he said to Michelle, "Want to see some


pictures of mommy and daddy ?"


     "Together ?" she asked.


     Chris nodded and opened the book.  They looked through the photos


together, Michelle laughing at some of them.  At one point she stopped.


"Daddy," she asked, "aren't there any pictures of your mommy and


daddy or mommy's in here ?"


     Chris hesitated.  "No, sweetheart, there aren't.  You see," he


said softly, "mommy and I were both orphans.  Our parents died when


we were very young."


     Michelle looked astonished.  "Since mommy died, am I an orphan ?"


     Chris shook his head.  "No, Michelle, and you're not going to


be."


     They looked through the book and Michelle asked him another


question.  "Daddy, if you were so happy together, why did you stay


up there and mommy down here?"


     He looked at her.  "Something bad happened to one of my friends,


and I didn't know how to handle it.  Mommy thought it best she come


down here and go to work."


     Michelle looked puzzled. "Why ?"


     "Because this way we wouldn't both feel bad about what was


happening to me.  There were things we couldn't solve or fix by being


together."


     "Okay," she replied, still confused.


     "It's something you'll understand when you get older," he told


her gently.  Chris closed the book and looked into the box.  There


were pictures of both he and Sandy at the orphanage.  He smiled.


Those were simpler times.


     He put the pictures down gently and continued sorting through some


papers.  There was Sandy's high school diploma, an old poem Chris had


written for her, and a small box.  Chris reached for the box.


     Michelle looked at it.  "What's in that daddy ?" she asked quite


innocently.


     "I don't have an idea.  Let's see."


     It was the ring.


     The one he'd given her on their first anniversary.


     Michelle was awed.  "Oooh, daddy, that's pretty.  What is it ?"


     He smiled.  "It's something I gave your mother after we were


married for a year."


     She looked at him.  "Where did you find it ?"


     He looked into his daughter's eyes.  "I had it made.  Went to a


jeweler in Hamden.  I had him make it special for her."


     "Where did you get the idea ?" she asked.


     Chris looked puzzled.  "You know, to this day, I have no idea.


Much as I try, I can't figure it out."


     He looked at her.  "Since mommy's gone, I think this is yours."


He placed the ring in her tiny hand.


     It started to glow.


     Just for a moment or two, and then it stopped.  "Did you see 


that ? " Chris asked, stunned.


     Michelle nodded.


     "I think you better put that away.  We'll figure that out some


other time."


     Michelle went to her room, and Melissa and Anita came in the


front door.


     "Chris," Melissa said, "Anita said she'd look at the tape, and


maybe she'd recognize that guy."


     "Good," Chris answered, "okay, Anita, have a seat."


     Anita sat on the couch.  Chris turned on the television and vcr.


The tape of the picnic began.


     Anita said, "Oh, yeah.  That's Madison and Sandy, me, Ben and


Michelle."


     Chris paused the picture.  He pointed to the corner.  "This guy,"


he indicated the man near the tree.  "Do you recognize him ? "


     She squinted for a minute.  "Uh, yeah, I think so.  I think he


was in charge of some grant that Madison was getting from some


ecology group."


     Chris looked at her blankly.  "Do you remember his name ? "


     "Yeah," Anita said, tapping her left index finger on her 


temple.  "That's Pierce."


     "Martin Pierce."
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     Horace Williams took off his trenchcoat and hung it on the old


coat rack.  He turned and said hello to Jean, and walked straight into


his office.  About three minutes later, Jean walked in with a cup of 


coffee.


     "Horace," she said, "Hickerson has been calling all morning."


     Horace snorted and looked up at the wall clock.  "Why ?  I'm not


late ?  It's only eight-fifteen."


     She smiled and put the coffee down.  "I don't know, but he sounds


nervous. "


     Horace looked at her smiling.  "We make him nervous.  Anybody


black with any ambition makes him nervous."


     Jean shook her head.  "Not that kind of nervous.  Besides, our


being the only two black people in this department puts him at ease."


     Horace looked at her puzzled.  "How do you mean ? "


     "He doesn't have to hire any more."  She smiled, and they both


laughed.


     Horace thought for a minute.  "Look, I'll call him in a few


minutes, but I think I know what this is."


     "Daytona ?"  She looked at him deadpan.


     He grimaced.  "Probably.  Don't ," he said, looking at her softly,


"make any plans for lunch."


     She smiled.  "Sure."  He watched her leave the office.


     He picked up the phone, and then changed his mind and put it back


down.  What is he going to do ?


     To interfere now could mean blowing everything they've tried so 


hard to set up.  If they couldn't trap Pierce, lord knows how many


more people would die.  On the same token, one false move and they were


sure they wouldn't catch his employer.  And then there was the Sandy


Shedd incident.  Williams shook his head.


     He still didn't understand where Photosyn fit in.  He knew that


Sandy's death would be difficult to explain.  But he couldn't officially


go poking around right now without arousing suspicion.  He especially


couldn't since there was a wild card in the mix.


     Chris Shedd.  The minute Horace found out Shedd was poking around,


he knew it would lead to some information Horace couldn't openly


search for.  But he found that distasteful.


     He picked up the phone.  "Jean," he said, "bring me that file on


Christopher Shedd, please."


     He sat there, smiling at Jean when she handed him the file, and


was still smiling, watching her leave.  Horace looked down at the


file and opened the seal.  He decided it was time.


     'Hmm.  Orphan.  Lived in Connecticut all his life.'   He skipped


the police record.  That he got from checking their personnel files.


He flipped a page.


     'Special notes..extremely high I.Q., self defense skills, and a


fair computer hacker.  Medical... never sick,not even a stitch or a 


broken bone,took a bullet the night his partner was killed.  No records


of doctor visits, hospital records disappeared.  Hmmm.  Four medals


of commendation from the New Haven PD.  Quit four years ago.  Severe


depression.  Clean bill of health from therapist,but didn't return.


College degree in computer operations.  Ah, hospital notes.  That was


the night he broke up that ring.' 


     'That was,'  he thought, sullenly, 'the Jerome deal.  We couldn't


even nail him.  According to the report, the whole thing was a set up


just to kill Quentin Mclellan.  And Chris Shedd survived.'   He shook


his head. 'But," he thought, 'should I tell him ? '.


     The Daytona agent, Stevenson, told him about the attempt on his


life.  If he tells Shedd more, it could make it more dangerous.  Not


just for Shedd, but for Horace, too.


     After all, should the C.I.A. get a hold of the fact that he, not


quite directly, involved a private citizen, there could be problems.


But he countered, Shedd was more than a private citizen.  After all,


Sandy had told Horace all about Chris.


     Horace Williams drummed his fingers on the desk.  This was quite


a dilemma.


     Still, having Shedd do all this work for them unknowingly was to


Horace's advantage.  If given enough time, he was sure Shedd would


figure out what was going on.


     Not only what Horace knew, but what he didn't know.  No, he 


wouldn't confide in Shedd totally.


     After all, he was doing what needed doing.


                        ********************


     Hyde was pissed.


     The whole Daytona affair was, he was sure, going to blow up in


his face.  That was something he sure as hell could not allow to


happen.


     He got up from behind his desk and walked over to the bar and


poured a bourbon.  He knew that Pierce was becoming more and more


unreliable.  But this screw up by Freeman was simply intolerable.


     That moron should have done it right.  But no, he waited in his


car and fired a shot at Shedd, not just missing him, but alerting


him that he was a target.


     Hyde didn't trust Freeman in the first place.  He seemed like


a little weasel whose only attribute was his love of money and his


willingness to do anything for it.  That alone ingratiated him to


Hyde.


     Hyde took a slug of bourbon.  'Well,'  he thought, 'better take


care of this before the little bastard sells me out.'   He took another


swallow of scotch, put the glass down and headed for his desk.


     He flipped the switch under the desk and saw the pilot light


come on.  The scrambler was activated.  He dialed Daytona.


     "Yeah," Pierce answered groggily.


     "Good morning.  I have a target for you to take out before the


other two."


     "Good," Pierce said sarcastically, "bonus time."


     "Indeed."  Hyde stopped.  "I have an idea.  If you could do this


and somehow incriminate Shedd, you may solve all our problems and give


you more time to eliminate him."


     "Fine with me.  I'll tell you one thing, that guy is spooky.


It's like he was expecting me, or somebody like me.  And I can tell


from the way he moves, his instincts, and his mannerisms, he won't be


an easy target."


     "Well, take out this target first.  It's Freeman.  I suggest you


use your head.  There are other factions involved."


     "Okay," Pierce said, "I'll call when I've completed this 


termination."


     Hyde looked smug.  "I expect to hear from you soon."  He hung


up and walked over to his file, pulled out the sheet on Freeman, and


walked back to the fax machine.


     He punched in the number for his Daytona contact.  Fortunately,


he  was able to scramble these too.  He thought about his little


conversation with Pierce.  He smiled.


     He now felt very sure of himself.


                        ********************


     Pierce got dressed.  'Don't think that guy ever sleeps.'  he


thought.  He knew he should go right to the office where that fax


would come in.


     Hyde was sure smart.  'Maybe a little too smart,'  he thought


to himself.  'Guys like that get too cocky.' 


     Pierce pulled the crew neck sports shirt over his head.  He


slipped on his holster and his sports coat.  He then grabbed his keys, 


locked the room and headed for the car.


     'Jesus,'  he thought, smiling, 'what a nice day.'   He got in the


car.


     'But it won't be a nice day for Mitchell Freeman.'   He started


the car and laughed.


                        ********************


     Anita got up from the couch.  "I think Sandy met with him once,


maybe twice.  I'm not sure."


     Chris nodded. "Thanks."


     She walked over and kissed him.  "Don't mention it."  She glanced


sideways at Melissa, who, to say the least, looked uncomfortable.


     "Michelle," Anita said, looking at her, "Do you want to pick


out some toys to take over Ben's ?"


     Michelle nodded and smiled.  She walked over and took Anita's 


hand and walked into the bedroom with her.


     Chris looked at Melissa.  "C'mere," he said, motioning toward


the front door.  He held out his hand and she smiled and took it.


     They walked out the front door and stood on the balcony, looking


the river.  "Chris," Melissa began.  But Chris stopped her.


     "No.  I'm not involved with her.  She's been making advances, but


quite honestly, I really haven't been interested in her."


     Melissa smiled and looked down at her nails.  She looked back up


at Chris, one eye squinted closed, smiling.


     Chris raised his right hand and gently touched the side of her


face.  She grabbed his hand and held it tightly.


     "You know," he said softly, "I never realized until just this


moment how beautiful you really are."


     She bit her lower lip.  As she started to say something, Chris


put his finger to her lips.


     "Don't.  Not right now.  I have a few things to tell you."  He


dropped his hands.  She nervously picked at her thumbnail.


     "First of all, I don't want you on the streets around here unless


you're with me.  Do you have your gun with you ?"


     Melissa shook her head.  "No, I left it with Atkins.  They wanted 


to run ballistics on it."


     "Well," he said seriously, "mine is under the mattress you were


sleeping on last night.  Keep it close.  If someone is shooting at me


because I'm getting close to something, odds are you'll be a target,


too."


     Melissa nodded.


     "Also, check out that autopsy report.  I'm going to look at the


car after Ben picks Michelle up.  I'm probably going to check some other


things out this morning."


     "Okay," she said, hesitantly, "I'll call my contact in Washington


and see what he can give me on these names."


     Chris nodded.  He leaned over and kissed her gently.  "I don't 


want anything happening to you.  Especially now."


     She smiled.  "Same here," she said tearfully.  "You've got to be


careful."


     "I know.  There's something else that's bothering me."


     "What is it ?"


     "Why didn't you tell me exactly what happened at Suzanne's


yesterday ?"


     "What do you mean ?"


     Chris frowned.  "Atkins told me exactly what happened.  Why didn't


you wait for him ? "


     She looked down.  When she looked back up at Chris, there were 


tears in her eyes.  "I'm sorry.  I thought I would get there in time.


I was careful, Chris.  I went in there slowly, and carefully, not


disturbing any evidence.  When he jumped out at me, he caught me by


surprise."


     "Atkins said you didn't get the shot off until he was on top of


you."


     She nodded, wiping the tears away.


     "Be on the alert, Melissa.  I don't want anything happening to 


either one of us or Michelle right now."


     She smiled.  "I'm impressed with her Chris.  She's a very bright


girl.  With," she added softly, "a very unusual ability."


     Chris smiled.  "Yes, I know. I think she'll be a lot safer with


Ben right now.  I think it's the best move."


     "Well," Melissa said, straightening up a little, "considering the


fact that someone wants to kill you, or maybe just scare you off, it


probably is the best move."  She giggled.


     "What's so funny ?"


     "You. Being scared."


     He raised an eyebrow.


     "I've never seen you scared in all the time I've known you.  I don't


think you ever have been.  I don't think you know how."


     He looked at her.  Funny thing, though, she was right.


     He could never remember even being frightened.


     Except for someone else.


     Anita opened the front door.  "Hey, Chris, you want to check 


everything before she goes ?"


     "Sure," he said.  "I'll be right there."  Anita closed the door.


     "After this is all over," he said, looking into Melissa's big


brown eyes, "we are taking a vacation."


     She smiled and followed Chris into the house.


     "Anita," Chris said, getting her attention.  "I really wish you'd


go somewhere safer for a while."


     "No way," she said unhappily, "Sandy was my best friend.  If I can


help, I will," she added, glancing over at Melissa.


     Chris went over and checked everything.


     The doorbell rang.
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     Chris rose and walked over to the front door.  He opened it wide.


     Ben Richardson stood there with a wide grin on his face.  "Hi,


Chris, is she ready ?"


     Chris smiled.  "Before you go, we have to talk."


     "Ben !" a little voice cried excitedly from the bedroom.


     "Hiya, Chelle," Ben said, squatting down to give her a hug.


     "Daddy needs for me to stay with you for a few days," she nodded.


     He smiled.  "'S okay with me and Charlie."  He looked up and saw


Anita. "Hi, Anita."


     "Hi, Ben," she said, smiling.


     "Anita," Chris began, "would you take Michelle and her things down


to Ben's car ?  I need to talk to him for a minute."


     "Sure," Anita said.  "Come on, Michelle, let's move out."


     "The red mustang, Anita," Ben said.


     "Okay," she replied, picking up Michelle's bag.


     Michelle looked at her father.  'Daddy,'  she thought, 'Please be


careful.' 


     He hugged her.  'I will, sweetie.  You be careful.'   She smiled.


     "Bye daddy," she said, "I love you."


     Chris smiled and watched her walk out, holding onto Anita's hand.


     As she walked out, she looked puzzled.  'How did daddy know what


I was thinking ?', she thought, 'I wasn't trying to tell him.' 


     Melissa came out of the kitchen.  "Hey boss," she said slyly,


"coffee's ready."


     "Great, Melissa.  This is Ben Richardson."


     She walked over.  "Would you like to see part of a movie ?"


     Chris smiled.  "She's a step ahead of me, Ben.  One of the reasons


I keep her around."


     Melissa made a face at him.  "What did I do to deserve this ?"


     Chris went for the remote.  It was all Ben could do to keep from


laughing.


     "Okay," Ben said, smirking, "what's this all about ?"


     "In a minute, Ben."  He hit the play button.  "Okay," he said,


freezing the picture,  "Do you recognize him ? "  Chris was pointing


to the man Anita had identified as Martin Pierce.


     He thought for a minute.  "Oh, yeah," he said, "that's Martin


Pierce.  He came to see Madison about four or five times, and Sandy


twice, I believe.  He works for an ecological group, but I don't quite


remember which one."


     "Any way you can find out ? " Chris asked, curious.


     "Yeah," he said, "but probably not until Tuesday.  I'm off until


then.  Now, what is going on ? "


     Chris shut the vcr off.  "Come on," he said, leading him into the


kitchen, Melissa close behind.


     The two me sat down, Melissa pouring coffee into two cups.


     "I told you somebody took a shot at me last night."


     Ben nodded.  "Then your right ?  Sandy's death wasn't an 


accident ? "


      Chris nodded.


      Ben slammed his hand on the table.  "Damn it."


      Chris waved his hand.  "I'm gonna get whoever did this," he


said, quietly and menacingly.  "But first, I need to know.  Do you keep


a gun at home ? "


     Ben nodded.  "Yeah.  I keep it out of reach of my son."


     "Keep it close, Ben.  If somebody's after me, odds are they'll try


to get to me using Michelle.  I don't want anything happening to her."


     Once again, Ben nodded.  "I promise you, Chris, I'll protect


her."


     Melissa put the coffee down.  "I'm going to go see what Anita's


doing," she said, rolling her eyes.


     Chris nodded, and watched her walk out the front door.  "She's


something else," he said absent-mindedly.


     Ben smiled.  "I'll say."


     Chris turned back to Ben.  "I can't be sure, but this whole thing


is starting to stink.  I'm not sure, but I think that little weasel


Freeman has something to do with it.  What's more, I don't think I trust


Madison much, either."   He shook his head.  "Madison may be ok, but


Freeman..."  He trailed off.


     Ben looked at Chris funny.  "That's weird."


     "Yeah, well in Sandy's safe deposit box, I found a security report on


him.  Not only that, but she wrote me a letter saying she thought he


was the one who was messing around with Madison's computer files."


     Ben nodded.  "I remember that incident.  Look, you want to know how


you can tell if Freeman's lying to you ?"


     "I'll bite."


     "He sweats, Chris."


     Chris started to laugh.  "You're kidding."


     Ben shook his head smiling.  "No bullshit.  It's better than


putting a lie detector on him."


     Chris rose.  "Okay, Ben.  Now please, be careful."


     Ben rose and nodded.  "No sweat, Chris.  I owe Sandy that much."


     The two men walked to the front door, Melissa being outside on the


balcony, looking down at the parking lot.


     Chris extended his hand.  "Thanks, Ben.  I really appreciate this."


     "Forget it," Ben said.  "You're exactly like Sandy described you.


I'll take care of your little girl.  Just be careful and call me if you


need any help."  He grabbed Chris' hand and they shook.


     "Take care," he said, leaving Chris and Melissa on the balcony.


     "Call you soon," Chris said.


     Melissa and Chris walked back inside.  "Look," Chris said softly


to her, "I want you to be careful.  And keep an eye on Anita.  For all


I know, she could be a target, also.  At this point I can't take any 


chances."  He stopped, standing in the middle of the living room,


facing Melissa.  He raised his hand to the side of her face.  "Most of


all," he said, quietly, "I couldn't bear it if anything happened to you.


I need you."


     Melissa started to say something, but caught herself.  She had


waited three years to hear him say those words, and she didn't know


how to react.


     "You understand me ?" he asked.


     She nodded.  He pulled his hand away and gently kissed her.  He 


pulled away.  "You've got to stay sharp, Melissa," he said sternly,


"a few lives are depending on it."


     "Yeah," she said in a broken voice, "I know."


     They turned toward the door,  where Anita was standing, and 


clearing her throat.  "Am I interrupting ? "


     Chris shook his head.  "Anita, I want you to be careful.  I have


to go to the impound yard to check out Sandy's car."


     She shrugged.  "No biggie.  I'll be next door, just in case,"


she said curtly, looking directly at Melissa, "in case you need some


help."  She looked at Chris.  "I'll talk to you later."


     Chris nodded.  They both watched her leave.  "If you find something


in the autopsy, tell me first.  It's not that I don't trust her, but


the less she knows..."


     Melissa waved her hand.  "No need to explain.  I understand.


On the same note...."


     Chris smiled.  "Of course.  You know I won't hide anything from 


you."


     Melissa smiled back.  "I know that," she murmured.  "Just be


careful."


     He kissed her gently.  "Sure thing.  I am going to wrap this up


in the next two days, guaranteed."


     He turned and left.


     'I hope so,'  she thought.


     He got outside the door.  'My god,'  he thought, 'does she hope


so ?'.


     He shrugged and headed for the car.


                        ********************


     She walked out and watched him head for the car.  Melissa touched


her two fingers to her lips.  She turned and went back inside. 


     'He's right.  I have to stay sharp.'   She picked up the autopsy


report and headed for the kitchen.  She tossed the report on the kitchen


table and went for her coffee.


     She got her cup, and sat down.  She started studying the report.  It


was bothering her.


     Just something about the report.


                        ********************


     Chris pulled into the police station.  He knew better than to just


show up at the impound yard.  He got out and walked into the station.


     The sergeant behind the glass partition looked up.  "Can I help


you ? "


     "Yes," he said, "I'm Christopher Shedd.  I need a pass to get my


ex-wife's personal-"


     The sergeant stopped him.  "Yeah, no problem.  Nick explained it."


He pulled something out of the top desk drawer.  "I.D., please."


     Not knowing what Nick had told him, Chris played it safe and


showed him his driver's license.


     The sergeant took it, wrote something on a slip of paper and


handed both of them to Chris.  "Here you go.  You can take anything


out of the car.  The impound yard is three and a half miles on the 


left."


     "Thanks," Chris nodded.


     He left to find the impound yard.


                        ********************


     He pulled in and parked out front.  He sat in the car, pausing,


then shut the car off and got out.  He walked over to the gate, pass


and driver's license in hand.  He showed them both to the guard.


     The guard opened the gate and let Chris in.  He pointed to the 


back portion of the yard.  "It's a red Ford.  Front end's smashed,


windshield, too."  Chris started walking away.  "Can't miss it," the


guard yelled after him.  "Windshield's the only one in here with blood


on it."


     Chris walked toward the back of the yard.  He absent-mindedly


looked at the wrecks, thinking there weren't many for the size of a


town like Daytona Beach.  He saw the Ford and focused.


     He approached the car slowly.  Sure enough, there was blood on


the windshield.  Not a whole lot, but enough.  He shook his head and


checked the plate.  It matched the number Nicky'd given him.


     He walked over looked at the front end of the car.  It had been


more or less destroyed.  He shook his head.  It had splintered wood


from where it hit the telephone pole imbedded in what was left of the


front bumper.  He knelt down and looked closer.  There was a wire


hanging down.  He followed it, unjamming the hood and raising it.  The


wire was spliced into the cruise control.  He narrowed his eyebrows.


He looked at the car and noticed the wiring.  All the tie wraps were


black.  The ones holding this wire were clear.  He went back to where


the wire had been hanging.  Nothing.


     He looked in back of the bumper and saw it.


     It was a circle in the dust that had accumulated on the bumper.


He frowned.


     Chris rose and took the keys Anita had given him and went to


the trunk.  He opened it.


     There were boxes of invitations and thank you cards.  He looked,


seeing they were all stamped, shook his head.  "Ten to one she was


going to mail them that day." he mused.  The rest of the trunk was


nice and neat.


     He closed the trunk and walked over and opened the front door.


The car had been pretty well picked over by the police.  He looked and


saw nothing important.  His eye then caught it.


     She had a crystal hanging from the rear view mirror.


     He reached for it and it moved.  It moved toward his hand.


     He gasped.  He knew there was something important about it, but


he wasn't sure what.  It would have to wait.


     He took it off and put it in his pocket.  He headed for the gate.


     He knew one thing for sure now.


     Sandy had been murdered.


     'I think it's time,'  he thought, 'to go see Mitchell Freeman.


If he's been doing what I think he has.....'   His thought stopped


as he handed the pass back to the guard at the front gate.


     He stopped outside the gate and turned back to stare at the yard.


     'Let's go see if I can make Mitchell Freeman sweat,'  he thought


grimly.
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     Mitchell Freeman felt uneasy.  He'd been careful enough to ditch


the gun he used last night, but he just felt uneasy.


     He took a drag on the cigarette and thought about Hyde.  He seemed


okay with what happened, but Freeman was apprehensive.  Freeman stubbed


out the cigarette and frowned.  The phone rang.


     Freeman picked up the phone.  "Yes," he answered flatly.


     "Freeman ? "


     "Yeah."


     "It's Pierce.  I have a bonus for you from the boss."


     Freeman sat up.  "Oh, yeah ?" he said.


     "Yeah," Pierce replied, "I have it right with me."


     Freeman licked his lips and thought for a minute.  "Can you bring


it here ?"


     Pierce was quiet.  "I guess so.  Neighbors home ?"


     "No. Neither one."


     "Okay, I'll be there in five minutes."  Click.


     Freeman hung up the phone and smiled.  Things may work out after 


all.


                        ********************


     Chris got into the car.  He paused, looking for the security 


report he had on Freeman.  He knew where it was, so he decided to make


a phone call.


     He pulled out of the impound yard and headed for the convenience


store near the police station.  He had to get a hold of Melissa, and


get Freeman's address off that report.


                        ********************


     Melissa was stumped.  She'd taken college courses in anatomy and


physiology, but she was stumped by the blood samples.


     Sandy's iron content was extremely high.  The tissue samples


taken also puzzled her.  She decided to go next door and ask Anita


about Sandy's health, when the phone rang.


     She grabbed it.  "Hello."


     "Hey, that was fast."


     "Chris," she said excitedly, "did you get a look at the car ?"


     "Yeah, I'll talk to you when I get back.  Listen, that little


end table next to the couch has a drawer in it.  Inside is that security


report on Mitchell Freeman.  Get it for me, okay ?"


     "Okay, hold on."  She put the phone down on the table and walked


into the living room.  She opened the drawer, took out the report, and


returned to the phone.


     "What do you need ?" she asked.


     "His home address," he replied flatly.


     "Okay...it's 117 West Beach.  Chris, can I ask you a question ?"


     "Sure, what ?"


     "Did anyone ever tell you that Sandy was, I don't know, sickly or


anything ?  I mean, did anyone ever mention anything about her


health ? "


     "No.."  He paused.  "Why ?"


     "Nothing, I guess.  Look, I'll talk to you when you get back,


okay ? "


     "You bet, Melissa.  Stay safe."


     "Love you, bye."  She smiled and hung up the phone.


     Then she sat there for a few minutes.  'Oops,'  she thought, 


'shouldn't have said that.' 


     She rose and walked back into the living room.


     'At least not over the phone.' 


                        ********************


     He smiled and hung up the payphone.  'I love you, too,'  he 


thought.  He had an idea where West Beach was, but he wasn't sure.  He


walked into the convenience store for directions.


                        ********************


     Pierce pulled up in front of Freeman's house.  'Good,'  he said,


glancing in the directions of the driveways surrounding it, 'no neighbors


home.'   He pulled his nine-millimeter out of his pocket.  He dropped


the clip out, checked it, and replaced it.  He made sure he had the


envelope in his other pocket.  He smiled.


     He knew what a greedy little man Freeman was.  He also knew that


Freeman would not want to leave home, so he wouldn't even suggest


meeting somewhere.  He smiled.


     It helps to know your prey.


     Pierce could read a fax with simple information on it and get more


out of it than if he personally knew them.  Pierce would have made a


good detective.


     He pulled into the driveway, parked the car, and left the keys in


the ignition.  He got out and walked briskly toward the front door.


He rang the bell.


     Freeman answered, looking around, and then opened the screen door 


and let Pierce in.


     "Okay," Freeman said, "you want a drink ?"


     "No," Pierce said quietly, "I don't have time.  The boss has other


work for me."  He put his hand in his jacket pocket and produced an


envelope.  He handed it to Freeman.


     The envelope was sealed.  Freeman, anxious to see the bonus, tore


it open and ignored Pierce.


     The envelope was loaded with blank slips of paper.


     Freeman was in shock.  "What is this," he said, "a joke ?"


     He looked at Pierce.


     Pierce was now holding his nine-millimeter and pointing it directly


at Freeman.  "Ha ha," Pierce said.


     He squeezed the trigger.  Twice.


     Freeman slumped, one shot hit him in the chest, the second right


between the eyes.


     Pierce leaned over and took the envelope from him.  "Joke's on you,


huh ?" he said callously.


     He took his handkerchief out of his pocket and put the envelope 


and all the blank pieces of paper back in his pocket.  He turned and


wheeled toward the door, grabbing the knob with the handkerchief.


"Sweet dreams," he said, smiling.


     He shut the door behind him and left.


                        ********************


     Chris climbed back into his car.  According to the girl, it was


about ten minutes to West Beach.  He would make it in five.


     He started to leave when he saw him next to the payphone.  'It is


too late, Christopher.  Be careful,'  the dark man communicated.


     'Maybe,'  Chris responded, 'but maybe not.' 


     Chris sped out of the lot.  He headed the way the girl told him,


but ran into a bunch of stop signs.  He looked at his watch.  'Not


gonna make it in five,'  he thought.


     The small blue car passed him going the other way, and Chris 


noticed that the driver averted his eyes.


     Chris felt something.  There was something wrong.


     The blue car was almost out of sight.  'The dark man said I was


too late,'  he thought, 'well, let's find out.' 


     He headed toward Freeman's house, just five minutes away.


                        ********************


     "Yes," he said, "I think there were shots fired at 117 West


Beach.  I'm sure they were-"  He hung up.


     He knew the Daytona Beach police would respond quickly.  They 


would panic if someone were killed or seriously injured and they


didn't respond.


     He smiled.  The police should get there just in time.


     In time to catch Chris Shedd and arrest him for murder.


                        ********************


     Shedd pulled into Freeman's driveway.  One thing he was sure about, 


and that was that Freeman was hiding something.  Whether it be the 


fact he was stealing secrets from Photosyn or he knew something about


Sandy's murder, he was hiding something.


     Shedd went to knock on the door.  As he rapped on it, it opened.


     He pushed it open the rest of the way with his hand.  "Freeman ?"


he called, "Mitchell Freeman ?"


     He looked around the room.  It was a mess.  There were papers and


magazine clippings all over.  He lowered his eyes.


     He saw a foot from around the corner of the partition.  He walked


over.


     Mitchell Freeman was laying on his back.  He was bleeding, slowly,


from the chest and head.  Chris knelt down.


     'Hmm.  Nine-millimeter, I guess.  Looks like Freeman was


expendable.' 


     He rose.  Whoever did this was afraid Freeman would talk.  He


shook his head.  He looked up, checking the table.  Mostly magazines,


advanced ones at that, about computers and chip designing.  He raised


an eyebrow and returned to the body.


     "I don't know exactly what you were up to, but I wish I'd gotten


here about fifteen minutes ago."


     Another good lead, another dead end.


     Really dead.  He shook his head, turned to leave, and was greeted


harshly.


     "Hands on your head, pal," the young officer shouted, "and do


not move."


     Chris raised his hands and placed them on his head.  "Okay."


     The other officer just sighed.  "Chris, what the hell are you


doing here ? "


     "Just came to talk to Mr. Freeman.  He's, well, not talking right


now."


     Nick Samuels shook his head.  "He's okay, Phil.  This is Chris


Shedd."


     The younger officer reholstered his gun.  "Cool," he said,


extending his hand, "Nick says you're the greatest.  What happened ?"


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  "Front door opened when I rapped on


it.  I pushed it open with my palm.  That should be the only place


you find my prints here."


     Nick nodded.  "Phil, call the coroner and the detectives.  Don't


say anything about Chris being here."


     Phil nodded.  "You bet, Nick," he said, and left.


     Nick turned back to Chris.  "Okay, what do we have here ?"


     Chris scratched his head.  "Not sure, Nick.  Come here."  Nick


walked over to the body.  "I'd be willing to bet the bullet holes are


nines."


     Nick scratched his chin.  "Bet you're right.  And," he said


dead serious, "this is a professional hit."


     Chris looked at him.


     "I heard about a couple of these last year.  One shot to the


heart, one to the head.  Word was a pro."


     Chris rubbed is chin.  "I had suspicions about Freeman selling


information about Madison's work at Photosyn.  Guess this confirms


it."


     Nick looked down at Freeman.  "Suspicions or no, keep them to


yourself.  To be honest with you, I think you're on to something.  But


if Caputo hears them, well, he's spoken to me once.  I don't need


another damned lecture."


     "Look," Chris began quietly, "Caputo has made up his mind.  Sandy


died as a result of that car accident.  There's only one thing that


will change his mind.  He wants definite proof.  The last thing I or


you need is for me to go in there half-cocked with a theory and no


proof.  I don't think he'd like that very much."


     Nick nodded.  "You got that right.  Did you see anybody ?"


     Chris thought for a minute.  "No- wait a minute.  There was a blue


car, a compact, going past me about six blocks back.  You know, the


driver purposely averted my eyes."


     Nick nodded.  "Bet to that.  If you are on to something, Chris,


and I do mean if, somebody has it in for you."


     Chris nodded.  "No shit," he said, looking down at Freeman.


     Phil came running back into the house.  "Nick, everybody's on the


way."  He paused, looking at Nick sheepishly.  "Caputo told me to tell


you that if Shedd showed up, he wants to see him."


     Nick frowned.  "Okay."  He looked at Chris.


     Chris shrugged.  "You can't win em all.  See you later."


     With that, Chris Shedd headed for the police station.
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     Melissa sat looking at the autopsy report.  She'd been staring at


it since she got off the phone with Chris, and she was no closer than


when she first saw it.  She felt like she was missing something.


     She drummed her fingers.  it was more than just the report on her


blood chemistry.  The initial report showed bruises and fractures,


all more than likely sustained in the crash.  There was a bruise and


a splinter in the back of her neck.


     She shook her head.  Did someone hit her there, put her in the


car, and send it off into the telephone pole ?  If so, exactly how ?


She shook her head again.


     The car.


     The answer to that would be in the car.


     With any luck, Chris would have something on the car.


                        ********************


     Chris Shedd parked in the station lot again and just sat there.


He knew he was walking into a lion's den, and Caputo would not be a


very happy man.  He shrugged.  'Oh, well, what the hell,'  he thought.  


He got out of the car.


     His attitude won him Nick's respect a long time ago, but deep 


down he was worried.  Caputo was a tough customer, and what Chris


didn't need was another adversary.


     He walked in, and the same sergeant who was on duty when he went


to the impound yard was on the desk.  "The captain," Chris was stopped


by the sergeant.


     "I know," he said, smirking.  "Go right in."  He hit the buzzer,


and Chris walked in.  "Good luck," he said smiling.


     Chris stared at him.  "Thanks, I think."


     The sergeant chuckled.


     Chris smiled and walked away.  He found Caputo's office and 


knocked on the door.  "In," Caputo yelled from inside.


     Chris walked in and stood there, stoically.  "Yes, Captain, you


wanted to see me ?"


     "Well, well, Mr. Shedd.  Have a seat."  Caputo seemed relatively


calm.


     Chris sat down carefully as though he thought the chair would blow


up.


     "Mr. Shedd, what were you doing at Mitchell Freeman's house 


this morning ?"


     "I needed to ask him some questions about my ex-wife."


     "Concerning what ?"


     "Her health, actually. There were some-"  Caputo stopped him.


     "Okay, Shedd, knock off the bullshit.  I know you're investigating


her death.  I know you think it's murder.  I called your old captain


up in Connecticut, Shedd.  You know what he told me ?"


     Chris shook his head.


     "He told me that if you think she was murdered, she probably was.


But you know what I think ? "


     "Do I have to ask ?" Chris asked, calmly.


     Caputo turned red.  "No smartass, cause I'm gonna tell you anyway.


I think you're an ex-cop who's all burned out because he let his partner


get killed and you see this as your way of redemption.  You think if


you can find some way to prove she was killed, you can rid yourself


of the guilt you feel-"  Chris rose, fire in his eyes.


     He narrowed his eyes and spoke softly.  "Okay, Captain, now I'm


gonna tell you something.  First off, I'm sure Sandy was killed.


Secondly, I am not even close to being burned out.  And thirdly, Quentin


Mclellan died because of his own carelessness and the fact we were 


set up.  It took me five years to figure that out, and I'm not going


to let some dumbass police captain tell me otherwise.  So far, unless


I've broken a law, don't bother me.  And I haven't broken any."


     Caputo started to get more furious.  "No.  You haven't broken


any.  But," he said quietly, "if I happen to find out any members


of my department are aiding or assisting you, they'll be out of jobs.


Anybody.  And, if I catch you so much as spitting on the sidewalk,


you had better get a good lawyer."


     Chris stared angrily at Caputo.  "Fine.  But if I find out Sandy


was murdered and you withheld information, or dragged your feet..."


     Caputo stared.  "I don't answer to you.  Do not threaten me.


I suggest you go on your way.  And don't leave town."  He stood


staring Shedd in the eyes.


     Chris stared right back.  "I'm not going anywhere."  He 


wheeled and left.


     Caputo sat back down, and paused.  He rubbed his chin for a moment


or two, and picked up the phone.


                        ********************


     Chris was angry.  He stormed back to the car and just sat there 


for a minute.  'Let it go, Christopher,'  he heard in his head.  He


looked to the left.


     The dark man was standing up against the pole.  'Your anger will


not help you clearly see what happened to Sandy.  Nor will it help you


clearly see what else is going on.  You must open your mind.' 


     The dark man looked Chris' way.


     'I must leave for a while.' 


     'Where ?', Chris asked.


     'Where I am needed for the time being,'  he responded.  'I shall


be back soon.  This matter is also urgent.  Take care of Michelle.' 


     'Bye,'  Chris thought.  He turned the key and started the car.  Then


he thought for a minute.


     'He's right.  If I let my anger get in my way, then I could miss 


something, or make a mistake that could cost me Michelle or Melissa.' 


     Chris straightened his jaw. 


     He would not allow that.


                        ********************


     Melissa sat there, sipping her coffee and smoking a cigarette.


'Must be missing something,'  she thought, absent-mindedly.


     There was a knock on the front door and it opened.  It was Anita.


     "Hey, anybody here ?" she yelled.


     "Yeah," Melissa responded, "in here."


     Anita came walking into the kitchen.  "Hi," she said.


     "Hi," Melissa said, half-heartedly, "coffee's on."


     Anita looked at her.  "What's bugging you ?"


     Melissa looked at her.  Did Sandy have any health problems the


last few months ?"


     Anita thought for a minute.  "I don't think so.  She was probably


the healthiest woman I ever knew.  Never even caught cold or the flu


for that matter.  Why ?"


     Melissa took another drag on her cigarette.  "Something in the


autopsy report about her blood chemistry just didn't make sense.  I


don't know.  I might just be grasping at straws."


     Anita shrugged.  "Beats me.  If she had any complaints, she kept


them to herself.  She always seems so damned, uh...."


     "Healthy ? " Melissa finished for her.


     Anita looked at Melissa strangely.  "Exactly," she said.


     Melissa nodded.  "Chris.  He's exactly the same."


     Anita was about to say something when the front door opened.


Chris walked in.


     "Melissa, I hope there's some more coffee," he said, walking 


straight toward the kitchen.


     "Coming boss," she said, rising and walking toward the coffeepot.


     Anita got up and met Chris in the living room and gave him a


hug and then a kiss.  Chris was in shock.


     'Got to talk to her,'  he thought.


     Melissa walked in, seeing Anita's arms around Chris, rolled her


eyes.  She then cleared her throat.


     Anita dropped her arms slowly, forcing Chris to push past her


and walk over to Melissa.


     "Did you get anything off of that autopsy report yet ?" he asked,


his eyes searching hers.


     She looked back, trying not to, but smiling anyway.  "Not yet,


Chris.  I'm still working on it.  What did you come up with at the


impound yard ?"


     He walked into the kitchen, Melissa right behind, and Anita not


far behind her.  He sat and picked up his coffee.  He took a sip,


and then took out a cigarette and lit it.  


     "Well," he started quietly, "somebody was screwing around with


her car.  I found a spot where something had been mounted, probably


magnetically, behind the front bumper.  There was a wire hanging


down to it."


     Melissa was all business.  "Did you trace the wire ?"


     He nodded and looked at her blankly.  "Right back to a relay to


the cruise control."


     Melissa hit her palm on the table.  "Dammit," she said, "we don't


have anything without the device.  That's a professional job."


     Chris nodded.


     "Professional ?" Anita asked.


     Chris cleared his throat.  "Yes, somebody paid to have Sandy 


killed.  I'm not sure who or why, but I'm getting the picture.  Slowly,


but I'm getting it."


     "What about Freeman ?" Melissa asked.


     Chris shook his head.  "Sonofabitch is dead.  Somebody knocked him


off just a few minutes before I got there."


     Melissa frowned.  "Look," she said sensibly, "if he was doing


what you think he was, then it only makes sense...."


     Chris nodded.  The phone rang, and he picked it up.  "Hello."


     "Hi Chris."


     "Oh, boy, Cap, you couldn't have called at a better time."


     "Why ?"


     "One of those guys I had you check on turned up dead."


     "Freeman ?" he said.


     "Yeah," Chris said, disgruntled.  "Bastard wasn't dead more than


ten minutes.  I must have just missed the killer."


     "Okay, that makes sense," Atkins said slowly.  "Look I checked out


Madison.  He's clean.  After I got through, I  got a call from the


F.B.I..  You know an agent Williams ?"


     "You mean Horace Williams ?"


     Atkins paused.  "Yeah.  How do you know him ? "


     "I don't exactly know him, but he's the one who put Madison's


computer security system in at Photosyn.  Sandy met with him three or


four times before the accident."


     "Well," Atkins said, "Mr. Williams doesn't want anybody screwing


around checking up on Madison.  What does that tell you ?"


     "Either what he's working on is a big deal national security


project, or," Chris paused, "they think he's up to something."


     "Exactly.  Freeman checked out, well, somewhat clean.  Big debts.


The boy had a gambling problem."


     "Makes sense," Chris said thoughtfully.  "What about Pierce ?"


     There was silence.  "Nothing, Chris.  I need a birthday, a first


name, a social security number, something."


     "Okay.  Hey, he was a bigshot in some ecological group."


     "Hmm.  I'll do what I can.  Look, there's something else you


should know."


     "Uh, okay."


     "Caputo called down here checking on you.  Records decided to let


me know after he'd checked on your background records."


     "That explains it."


     "What ?" 


     "I was told he wanted to see me after Freeman turned up dead.  


He knew about my work record, and most importantly, he knew about


Quentin."


     There was dead silence.  "Sorry, Chris.  But the report shows-"


     "I know, cap.  But he couldn't resist calling me a burn-out,


saying I wanted to make a case down here for redemption.  He made it


quite clear that if I freaking jay-walk, he's gonna make it hot."


     "I'll reach out if things get tough.  In the meantime, try to


avoid pissing him off."  He paused.  "How's Melissa ?"


     Chris smiled.  "Beautiful, cap.  Just beautiful."


     Atkins sighed.  "Okay have her call me later, I'll keep working


this from my end.  Oh, and Chris ? "


     "Yeah, cap ?"


     "It's about time you noticed her."


     They hung up.








                                    -25-


     Richard Hyde had just received the fax from Pierce.  He was pleased.


     'Well,'  he thought, 'one down and two to go.'   He sat.  It


looked like Pierce had done his job well after all.  Freeman's dead


and more than likely Shedd would be arrested soon.  That would tie him


up for quite a while.


     He rose from behind the desk and walked to the window.  He knew


someone would take Freeman's place.  Everyone has a price.


     The phone rang, and he walked back to his desk to pick it up.  


"Yes," he said flatly.


     "Mr. Connors on line two, sir."


     "Thank you.  Hold all my calls."


     Hyde sat down, flipped on the scrambler, and picked up the phone.


     "Yes, Connors."


     "I wouldn't bother you this early, but I'm afraid there has been a


snag."


     Hyde bit his lower lip.  "What do you mean a snag ?"


     "There are absolutely no photographs available of Micheal Thorton."


     Hyde was silent.  "Well, I guess I'll have to live with that.  Is


that all ? "


     "There is one other thing."


     "What is it," Hyde said, exasperated.


     "Well, according to my contacts in Daytona, Shedd is not even a


suspect in Freeman's death."


     Hyde was silent again.  "Are you sure ?" he asked quietly.


     "Positive.  I do know for sure that the captain, Caputo, is just


waiting for him to make a wrong move.  I do believe that will hinder


his investigation somewhat."


     "Well, that much is good.  Call me when anything changes, Connors,


I expect to hear from you."  He hung up the phone. 


     He sat there wondering, contemplating his next move.


                        ********************


     Chris hung up the phone.  "Atkins said you should use your contacts


to check these guys out better," he said to Melissa.


     Anita interrupted.  "Hey, I've got to go, left something on the


stove," she said, heading for the door.  "If you need me, I'll be right 


next door."


     As she left, Chris watched and turned to look at Melissa, who had


a funny look on her face.


     "Okay, what is it ? "


     "You should say something to her."


     "I know, and I will," he said, looking concerned.  "As soon as we


slow down a little."


     Melissa smiled.  "Okay."


     "Now," he said, "call your friends in Washington.  Find out why


Horace Williams would even be interested in what I'm doing.  Okay ?"


     "Gotcha," she said, scribbling down a note.  "Anything else ?"


     "Check everybody out.  Something is telling me I'm missing


something."


     "Okay.  Now where are you off to ?"


     He looked down at her, smiling.  "I'm going down to the water and


see if the river can inspire me."


     Melissa shook her head.


                        ********************


     It came to him out of the blue.


     Hyde knew what to do.  Pierce was getting overconfident and sloppy.


He picked up the phone, checked to make sure the scrambler was still on,


and dialed Daytona Beach.


     It rang seven times before he got an answer.


     "Yes."


     "Took you long enough.  I have work for you."


     The voice on the other end sighed.  "You always call at the worst


times.  I have been busy."


     Hyde paused.  "I realize that.  This will be a little tougher.  I


want you to make sure Pierce doesn't blow this.  I need the girl alive.


Shedd and his partner must die."


     There was a pause.  "Both of them, eh ?"


     "Yes," Hyde said, almost hissing.  "Both of them.  And nothing, I


mean nothing, tying them to me."


     There was a laugh at the other end of the phone.  "Are you kidding ?


This whole thing will tie into you eventually, anyway.  You just don't


have a clue.  By using inferior soldiers, you've created a mess.  It's


only a matter of time before the authorities tie you in.  Your best bet


is to finish your business before the weekend is up."


     Hyde thought for a minute.  "You may be right."


     The voice on the other end laughed again.  "Of course I'm right.  


About the work, if Pierce fails, I'll do the woman for a hundred thousand.  


But Shedd...."


     "A hundred thousand for the woman ?" he asked, incredously.


     "Hey, Hyde, she moves like a martial artist.  There's a good chance


she'll know what's coming before she gets it.  Of course she's high.


But Shedd, he's even higher."


     "How much ?" Hyde asked dryly.


     "Five hundred thousand."


     Hyde whistled.  "What, do you need fucking kryptonite to kill him


or what ?"


     "Look, Hyde, I'm no dummy.  I know why you want the girl.  Her


father may have the same abilities."


     "What do you mean ?" he asked, feigning innocence.


     "I know you have that doctor on the payroll, now."


     Hyde was silent.  "Do you really think he has those abilities ?" 


he asked, voice wavering.


     "I'm pretty sure.  I just think he doesn't know it."


     Hyde was silent.  "I don't know.  Six hundred thousand dollars for


those two..."


     The voice interrupted him.  "You have a problem, get somebody else


to back Pierce up.  Shedd is just too damned dangerous."


     "No," Hyde said, grimly.  "I know you can do this.  But-" he


continued quietly, "let Pierce do his job first.  If he's doing it 


right...."


     "Understood.  But Pierce has maybe one chance in ten of delivering


on this contract.  I'll call you if there is a problem from now on,


right ?"


     "Yes," Hyde said, trancelike, and hung up the phone.


     The order had been placed.


                        ********************


     He walked in, shutting the door quietly.  She was sitting at the


kitchen table, arms folded, giving him a sly look.  He walked into the


kitchen.


     Chris smiled.  "Okay, Melissa, Atkins says you may have more luck


with your Washington contacts than he would through official channels.


He's pulled up some information on Freeman.  Said  he had some sort of


gambling problem.  That would add in with my suspicions about him."  He


sat down at the table.


     Melissa sat across from him, sipping slowly on her coffee.  "Was he


able to come up with anything on Pierce ? "


     Chris frowned and shook his head.  "No.  He needs a birthdate, or


a social security number or something.  I think we need to find out 


which ecological group he's working with.  That's yours."


     She smiled weakly.  "Shouldn't be too much of a problem.  They all


have membership lists.  Part of it, though," she continued, taking


out a cigarette, "is we don't have a clue as to where he lives."


     Chris nodded.  "I know, but if anyone can do it, Melissa, you 


can."  He took one last swallow of coffee.  "Now," he said, rising,


"I'm going to go find out what this is."  He pulled the disk out


of his pocket.


     "Where are you going ?"


     "The public library here has computers available for use by the


public."  He stuck the disk in his pocket.  "We'll compare notes when


I get back."


     Melissa nodded.  "Be careful."


     He smiled at her and headed for the door.  He stopped there and


turned to look at her.


     "I always am," he said softly.


                        ********************


     The public library was off the main roads, surrounded by water,


except for the entrance.  There was a bridge off of Beach Street, a


walking bridge, for pedestrians.  Chris pulled into the parking lot


and parked as close as he could to the entrance.


     He walked inside, stopped at the book return counter, and asked a


volunteer for directions.  She pointed him to the computer room.


     He strolled in and asked the woman about using a computer.  She


smiled.


     "You seem to have come at the right time.  Number three is open.


Just print and then sign your name on the sign on sheet."


     Chris nodded and went over and signed on.  He then walked over and


sat down in front of number three.


     He pulled the disk out of his pocket and took a deep breath.  He


then slipped it in the floppy drive.


     He moved along, trying to open the disk directory.  No problem.


     There were six files, all but one named after dates.  He opened


the first file, dated about two weeks before Sandy's death.  The screen


came to life.


     "Report, June 1.


     "Franklin's work is getting closer.  It's quite possible he may 


achieve primary target goals sooner than we thought.  The only stumbling 


block is using the sun as a power source.  He feels it is our best bet, 


but I'm not sure.  If it is to be a pure and safe procedure, perhaps he 


is right, but I'm not sure it's totally feasible.


     The rest of the project has proceeded as he hypothesized, so I am


quite confident that he will achieve positive results soon."


     Chris stared.  What was Madison working on that involved using the


sun for a power source ?    He knew it would involve plants, but that


was a given. 


     He double checked the file name.  Sure enough, it was 601.  'Well,'


, he thought, 'at least she made this part uncomplicated.' 


     He closed the file and went back to the directory.  The other files


were 602,604,606,609, and, FMF1.  According to the dates, Chris was 


sure that FMF1 was written either the day before she died, or on the


day she died.


     Chris tensed.  He had to know.


     He moved the mouse and clicked on FMF1.


     The Photosyn logo appeared and the words "security level 1" 


appeared on the screen.  Chris smiled.


     This was what he was looking for.  He was sure this would tie up


some of this mess he was working on.


     Then the word flashed on the screen that he dreaded would.


     "Security password. *********"


     Chris' jaw dropped.  Nine letters.  He closed the file immediately.


'Ten to one, it's got some sort of tapeworm built in.  I can't afford


to lose this file.' 


     He pulled the disk out.  'If anyone can figure this out,'  he


thought, 'it's Melissa.  I guess I need to put her to work on this one


too.'   He shook his head.


     He shut the computer off and slipped the disk back in his pocket.


He stood up and turned.  He suddenly had a strange feeling he was being


watched as he turned and looked, but there was no one there.  He 


shrugged.


     He walked over to the counter, thanked the woman and left.  "You


may be just a little jumpy, Shedd,'  he thought.


     'Just a little.' 


                        ********************


     He watched Chris Shedd pull out of the lot and leave, nodding his


head up and down.


     'Yeah,'  Martin Pierce thought,'You're one toughie.' 


     It had become painfully obvious to Pierce that Freeman's little


stunt last night had done nothing but put Pierce's prey on edge.


     Pierce didn't like that.  When they got edgy, they became more and


more difficult to hunt.  Morons like Freeman always made his job tougher.


     But Pierce knew what would happen.  Sooner or later, Shedd would 


let his guard down, and when he does, Pierce would nail both him and 


his nosy partner at the same time.


     He knew it would happen.  Pierce would win.


     He always won.








                                    -26-


     Melissa Thorton sat at the table, contemplating the autopsy report.


She felt like she was banging her head against the wall.  


     Something was bugging about the blood chemistry and the bruise to 


the back of her neck.  'Well,'  she thought, 'if somebody did whack


her on the back of her head, it would almost explain the car crash.' 


     Almost.


     How could the car continue straight enough on route one without


weaving or hitting anything else ?  She sat and drummed her fingers


for a few minutes.  Upset, she rose and moved back into the living 


room, where she decided to watch the picnic tape again.  "Must have


missed something here, too," she muttered out loud.


     She pushed the tape in and turned on the television, then 


hitting the play button.  She grabbed the remote, hit the pause button,


and walked into the kitchen.  


     She poured herself a fresh cup of coffee, grabbed her cigarettes,


and walked back into the living room.  She put everything on the 


coffee table and sat down.


     'Now,'  she thought grimly, 'let's see what I missed.' 


     She watched again.  And again.


     Each time, she tried to focus on a different person.  First, she


watched Madison.


     Melissa had a gift for studying things.  Body language was 


something she had a natural talent for.  As she watched Madison, he


seemed comfortable, at ease.  But when he walked over to the side to 


talk to the man called Pierce, he seemed, well, tense.  She rewound


it and watched him again.


     Sure enough, he stiffened right up the minute he saw him. 


Melissa watched his eyes widen slightly.  She stopped the tape and


wrote down some notes to check for some connection (aside from


Photosyn) between Madison and Pierce.  She rewound the tape.


     Sandy was the next she would watch.  Sandy seemed like she was


having fun, joking and talking with Madison and Anita.  But Melissa


noticed something else.


     Sandy fidgeted and looked at Michelle, making eye contact with


her.  Melissa paused the tape again.


     She looked at Sandy and Michelle.  There must have been some sort


of message sent by either one to the other.  Melissa frowned.


     She continued the tape, and watched Sandy fidget as she watched


Madison approach the mystery man.  She felt as though she were missing


something.  She rewound the tape again and watched it intently.


     Then she saw it.


     When Sandy looked over at Madison talking to the mystery man,


she could swear she saw a glimmer, or a shine from Sandy's hand.  She


looked closer.  It was coming from her ring finger.


     She rewound the tape slightly.  That was when she saw it.


     The ring on Sandy's hand.  The ring Chris had once mentioned.


     She played the tape again.  The glimmer coincided with Sandy's


looking over at Madison and Pierce.


     Melissa became exasperated.  'Chris will have to figure that one


out,'  she thought.  The phone rang.


     She got up and went to the living room extension, hoping it was


Chris.  "Hello," she said quietly.


     "Uh, yeah.  I'm looking for Chris Shedd."


     "He's not here right now.  Can I take a message ? "


     "Um, yeah."  The caller paused and coughed.  "Tell him to call


me.  Name's Aarons.  Gary Aarons."


     "Right," she said, "what's your number ?"


     "I'm in the damned book," he coughed and hung up rudely.


     Melissa made a face at the receiver.  "Jerk," she said to it.


     Then she shrugged, giggled, and went back to watching the tape.


'Now,'  she thought, 'let's watch Anita.' 


     She watched her from the beginning.  Anita seemed withdrawn, just


pretending to enjoy herself.


     But she seemed to change the minute Sandy made eye contact with


Michelle.  And she changed even more when Sandy looked at Madison.


     Melissa was frustrated.  She couldn't read Anita's body language


at all.  It's like she was able to hide it, not totally, but more or


less pretty well.  She scribbled some more notes.


     She watched Ben a couple of times.  He was absorbed in talking 


to Michelle.  He was apparently oblivious to Madison and Pierce.


     She watched Michelle.  She too, was absorbed in talking to Ben,


except for that moment when her mother made eye contact with her.


     She watched Pierce.  She watched the way he moved.


     He was like a cat - the way he backed out of the picture, the


way he moved his body.  She saw something in his suit jacket.  It 


appeared to be a lump of some sort.  Right below the armpit.


     "Shit," she said, disbelievingly, "I'll bet good money that's a


shoulder holster."  She watched it twice more.  Each time she was


convinced it was a gun.


     'Now,'  she thought, 'what's a nice boy like him doing carrying


a gun ?'.


     She shook her head.  She didn't think too many people connected


with ecological groups carried weapons.  This was interesting.


     She paused the tape.  Her coffee cup was empty, and she could


use another cigarette.  She lit another cigarette, rose, and picked up


her coffee cup, heading out to the kitchen.


     She'd just gotten in when the phone rang.  She walked over,


poured herself another cup and muttered, "Hope it isn't that creep


again."


     She put the coffee down on the kitchen table and picked up the


phone.  "Hello," she said.


     "Melissa, it's Tom."


     "Oh, boy," she said, "I'm glad it's you captain."


     "Why ?" he asked sounding concerned, "What's up ?"


     "I'm going nuts watching this videotape over and over again.  And


Sandy's autopsy report is bothering the hell out of me.  She had a


bruise on the back of her neck, and one on the side."


     "It doesn't fit in with the accident ?"


     "Hardly," Melissa continued.  "Most of Sandy's injuries were to 


the front of her body.  Her skull was just about crushed in the


collision."


     "Okay, that makes sense to me."


     "The blood chemistry report is bothering me, too."


     "I tell you what.  I'll let you talk to Dr. Chou after we're


through."


     "Oooh.  Special treatment."


     Atkins laughed.  "Let's just say I don't want you getting


overworked."


     Melissa paused.  "Uh-oh."


     "I sense Mr. Shedd finally noticed you."


     Melissa blushed.  "How did-"   She stopped.  "Never mind."


     "Right.  Like I told him, it's about time.  Melissa, I don't know


what's happened to him, but he seems so, I don't know."


     "Confident ?" she asked.


     "Bingo."  Atkins paused.  "That's it.  He's sure of himself, but


not careless.  He seems to really be back to his old self.  Now, I've


got some new information for you."


     "Cool," Melissa said.  "Let me get my notebook."  She put the


phone down, ran into the living room, and grabbed her notes.  She ran


back into the kitchen.


     "Okay, Cap, shoot."


     "All right, first about your Pierce.  I started checking all the


groups, ecological and environmental.  From Greenpeace all the way down


the line.  There are six Pierces.  Two are women, so that leaves four."


     "Wait a minute," she said thoughtfully, "did you check general


membership ? "


     "No.  Just the boards of directors and officers.  You see, not 


of those groups would endorse, or legitimize, or even allow a common


member to represent them unless they were accompanies by an official


or if they were a really big financial sponsor."


     "Great," she said.  "Have you checked the membership lists and


cross checked them for big contributions ? "


     "Sure have.  That gives you two more Pierces, but one is a


woman, so that leaves a total of five."


     She shook her head.  "Okay, so what do you have ?"


     "Well I managed to check them out through the individual groups.


Two of them are over sixty.  That gives you three.  The biggest


contributor of the bunch is Richard Pierce. He's squeaky clean,


loaded, and currently lives in White Plains, New York."


     "Got an age on him ?"


     "Yeah," Tom said, "he's twenty-four."


     "Scratch him, he's not old enough."


     "Okay, the other two are interesting.  One of them is Wayne Pierce.


He's a recluse who lives in the mountains in Colorado.  Real survivalist


type.  He studies animals in his spare time.  I checked on his 


whereabouts, and he's been off on some sort of group mission in the


Appalachian Mountains.  I think that rules him out."


     "So that leaves -"


     "Phillip Pierce.  My guess is this is the guy.  He's on the board


of directors of a small group in Chicago.  He's forty-one, lives there


in Chicago, and I don't have a description yet, but I'm working on it."


     "So far," Melissa said, thinking about what she'd seen on the


tape, "I'd say we may have a match."


     "I'll call you with a description as soon as I have one."


     "Great."


     "Now, about this Portico clown."


     Melissa shivered.  "What now ?" she asked quietly.


     "Melissa, listen carefully.  This guy was a freelancer.  I finally


got a hold of the phone records.  I cross matched phone records with his


employment records so I could figure out if he was getting calls a work


to do his extra-curricular activities."


     "And ?"


     "Look, whoever hired this guy had hired him before.  I guess about


four times.  At least that's the only consistency I could find."


     "Did you get a phone number ? "


     "That's the funny thing.  They must have used some sort of calling


network."


     Melissa was quiet.  "A network ?" she asked, pensively.


     "Yes," Tom responded grimly.  "All four of those calls end up


coming from different cities and states."


     "Shit."  She paused.  "Well, what kinds of times do you have on


these calls ? "


     "Longest one was fifteen minutes."


     "Fifteen minutes ?  Where did that call originate ? "


     "Dallas.  A pay phone."


     She snapped her fingers.  "Tom, he's using a scrambler.  He's 


probably using a computer to bounce signals off of satellites to make


the calls untraceable.  But, fifteen minutes ? "  She shook her head.


"That's an awful long time to scramble a call."


     "I know.  I've called the Dallas PD.  They're staking out the pay


phone, and are going to direct trace it."


     "Okay, that makes sense."


     "Melissa, that little incident up here was only a ploy."


     "What do you mean ?"


     "Whoever hired Portico did so with the intention of either


scaring Chris off or preoccupying him with Suzanne's death."


     "So whoever it was-"


     Atkins was silent for a moment.


     "Wants Chris out of the way."
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     She was quiet for a moment.  "I get the idea," Melissa said,


quietly.  "I'll keep an eye on him."


     "Be careful yourself, Melissa.  Whoever it is, and whoever is doing


the killing, knows about your connection to Chris."


     "Yes Tom.  I kind of figured that out.  I need for you to do me one


more favor."


     "Sure."


     "I need for you to check a few more out.  Ben Richardson.  He's a


security guard at Photosyn.  Also check out Anita Singer.  She works


there also."


     "Isn't that the one that the one who was taking care of Chris'


daughter ?"


     "Yeah, probably won't be anything.  I'm just being careful."


     "Good idea.  Okay, I'll call you when I have something.  Now I'm


going to patch you in to Dr. Chou."


     "Thanks, Tom."  She bit her lower lip. 'Got to be careful,'  she


thought.


     A few minutes later, Dr. Chou picked up.


     After speaking with him, she was still in the dark.  She began to


wonder if she was just being paranoid, but she knew better.


     She was just being careful.


                        ********************


     Chris knew the disk would hold the answer to a question that was


starting to bother him more and more.


     Exactly what is Madison working on ?  


     He knew Sandy wouldn't tell him anything directly.  She must have


put it on a disk so he would find it in an emergency.


     He shook his head.  The whole thing was starting to smell like


espionage.  Industrial, forgien, or whatever, it was still espionage.


That in itself was dangerous.


     He headed back to Melissa.


                        ********************


     Melissa pulled out her wallet and took the slip of paper from her 


secret compartment.  She squinted and dialed the number.


     "Department G."


     ""Yes," she said, clearing her throat, "I'd like to speak to Ray


Fredricks, please."


     "Hold."


     "Fredericks."


     "Ray it's Melissa Thorton."


     "Melissa, how the hell are you ?" he asked, sounding happy.  "I


hope this is a social call."


     "Sorry, Ray, but it's not.  I'm working with you-know-who on his


ex-wife's death."


     "Yeah, I heard.  Tough break for him.  How's he doing ?"


     She smiled.  "Better than you might think.  Now, can you do something


for me ?"


     "Uh, it might take some time, Melissa.  They're watching us like


hawks."


     "It's okay.  Within the next twelve hours will do."


     "I think I can do that."  He paused.  "Okay, names."


     She opened her notebook.  "Okay.  Dr. Franklin Madison, Photosyn.  


Mitchell Freeman, same.  Martin Pierce-" she paused, "or Phillip Pierce,


some ecological group based in Chicago.  Ben Richardson, Photosyn.  Anita


Singer, Photosyn, and just out of curiosity, Gary Aarons, he's a Daytona


Beach private investigator."


     "Okay," he said, "I'll do my best, but Pierce may turn up to be a 


dead end.  Is that all."


     She tapped her index finger on her lips.  "No.  Try Horace Williams,


F.B.I.."


     The line was silent.  "I may not be able to help on that one."


     "Why not ?"


     "He's a Fed, Mel.  They catch me snooping around on him, my ass 


would be grass."


     "Look, we're on a secured line, right ?"


     "Of course.  Checked it myself."


     "I need to know why Williams is trying, indirectly, to get Chris


to back off his investigation."


     He sighed.  "It's a good thing you protected my ass in high school,


or you would be plain out of luck, kid."


     "Thanks, Ray."


     "Call me in twelve hours.  If I get something vital, I'll call you.


I know the number."


     She was stunned.  "Am I being watched ?"


     "Naw," he said, jokingly, "Caller I.D.."


     She laughed.  "Bye, Ray, and thanks again."


     She hung up the phone.


                        ********************


     Chris pulled into the lot, found the parking space, and got out of


the car.  He was a little tired from all the running around.  He knew 


he'd need some coffee.


     He got out and walked up the stairs into the condo.  He opened the


door.  Melissa was just hanging up the phone.


     "Hey," he said, jokingly, "calling your boyfriend ?"


     She laughed.  "No, but he could have been."  She got up and walked


toward him.  He shut the door and walked toward her.


     They met in the living room and embraced.  "How did you make out ?"


she murmured in his ear.


     "Ah, not so good."


     "And why is that ?" she asked, pulling away.


     "Disk has six files on it.  The one that may give us the most


answers needs a password," he said, matter-of-factly.


     She smiled.  "Okay, we can do that," she said confidently. "But,


in the meantime, do you know some private investigator named Gary 


Aarons ?"


     Chris thought for a minute.  "No, why ?"


     "He called here and wanted to talk to you."


     "Hmm.  Anything else ? "


     "As a matter of fact, yes.  I've been watching our favorite movie


again."


     "Panic at the Picnic," he said sarcastically.


     "How did you know ?" she asked facetiously.


     "Oh, call it a wild guess.  What did you spot now ? "


     "C'mere," she said, pulling him toward the couch.  She pushed him


down, grabbed the remote, and sat right next to him.  "Now you get a 


lesson in body language."


     She hit the play button.  "Now watch Madison.  He's relaxed right


now."


     "Yeah, except you cant tell he's not happy with Anita being there."


     "Well, yeah.  But watch the minute Pierce calls to him."


     Chris nodded.  "I see.  Mr. Pierce apparently makes Madison 


nervous."  He lit a cigarette.  "What else ?" 


     She rewound the tape to the beginning.  "Now watch how nervous


Sandy gets when he goes over there."


     Chris watched.  "Hey, did I see something else there ?"


     "In a minute.  Now," she continued, "watch Anita."


     Chris watched, puzzled.  "I can't tell anything."


     "I know.  That's a little weird.  It seems like she purposely holds


everything back.  Like she's acting.  But watch what she does when 


Madison starts walking over to Pierce."


     Chris watched.  "It's almost like she forces it, or she's really


just uncomfortable."


     "Sure is.  Before we get to the best one, check this out.  It could


be the sun or some camera trick.  Watch that ring on Sandy's hand."


     He watched.  "Did that just glow ?"


     "Yup."


     "Funny," he said softly, "that's what it did when I handed it to


Michelle earlier."


     Melissa looked at him funny.  "Are you sure ? "


     Chris nodded.  "I'm not worried about that right now.  Okay, let's 


see the best."


     She smiled.  "You asked for it."


     She rewound the tape.  "Now watch our favorite mystery man.  Watch


how he moves."


     Chris watched again.  "Lord, he moves so gracefully, like, like a-"


     Melissa interrupted him.  "A cat, right ?"


     Chris watched.  "Yes.  Just like a cat.  Or maybe a martial 


artist of some sort."


     "Oh yeah, that's it." she leaned over and kissed him.


     He turned and put his arms around her.  "You mean I read that better


than you ?"


     "Don't let it go to your head."  They kissed and hugged each


other tightly.


     "Okay," Chris said, looking into her eyes, "now I'm going to call


 this Aarons character."


     She let him go.  "Oh, boy.  Chris, this guy sounds very charming."


     He smiled.  "Was he drunk or something ?"


     "I don't know, but like I said, he was charming."


     Chris dialed the number.  The phone was picked up after just one


ring.


     "Yeah."


     "I'm looking for Gary Aarons."


     "Who are you ?" he asked, coughing.


     "Shedd.  Chris Shedd."


     "I see your secretary gave you the message."


     "She gives me all my messages.  And she's my partner, not my


secretary."


     "So-rry." he responded sarcastically.


     "What do you want ?"


     "I have some information about the circumstances surrounding your


ex-wife's death.  It's for sale."


     Chris looked exasperated.  "Yeah, how much?"


     "Hundred bucks."


     "No way. Fifty."


     There was a silence at the other end of the line.  "Be at my 


office in twenty minutes."  Click.


     "Okay, that's it."  He hung up the phone and dialed another number.


     "Nicky," he said after it was picked up, "do you know some private


investigator named Gary Aarons ?"


     "Oh, yeah.  Real dirtbag.  Heavy drinker, too."


     "He says he's got some information about Sandy's death."


     "Chris, take what he says with a grain of salt.  He's not always


reliable."


     "Thanks, Nick.  I'll talk to you later."  He hung up.


     "Okay, Thorton, let's go."


     "Where to, Sherlock ?"


     "We are going to meet a charming fellow private investigator."


     She rolled her eyes.  "Nuts," she said, flatly.


     "Oh, come on now, Melissa," he said, dragging her off the couch


and into his arms.  "Where is your sense of adventure ?"


     She smiled.  "Okay, but if this guy lays a hand on me-"


     He stopped her.  "I'll put him in the hospital."


     She  kissed him.  "Oh, let me do it.  It's kind of be fun."


     He smiled at her, "Come on, let's go."


     She shook her head.  "Oh, well."


     They started to leave.  "Wait," he said, "I may as well leave this


here."  He pulled out the computer disk.


     "Do not do that," she started, sternly.  She raised a finger when


the phone rang.  She went to get it.


     "Hello."


     "Melissa, it's Ray."


     "Calling so soon ?"


     "Yeah, look, I don't know what's going on here, but this is either


being scrutinized so close by the F.B.I. that it's an operation of 


theirs or it's a case they're working on.  I did dig up some information


on one of them for you."


     "Are you going to be able-"


     "Should be.  I can circumvent security with the best of them."


     "Okay, what do you have ?"


     "This Martin Pierce.  The one you said would be so tough.  Actually,


the one I thought would be so tough."


     "Yeah, what about him ?"


     "There are many ecological groups.  I think six with Pierce's in 


them."


     "Oh, really ?" she said, hoping he'd tell her something she didn't


know.


     "Uh-huh.  And only one of them has anything to do with a Martin


Pierce."


     She perked up.  "Yes ?"


     "Yup.  It's a Chicago based group. I believe it's called STE, short


for save the earth.  The Pierce in the group is Phillip.  His older 


brother's name is Martin."


     "You're a sweetie, Ray.  Call me later."  She hung up.


     "Let's go," Chris said, smiling.


     She smiled back and they walked out.
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     They got into the car.  "Okay," Chris said, "who called ?"


     "My friend in Washington," she answered, coyly.  "had a little


information for me."


     "Cool.  Anything good ?"


     "Yeah, Atkins called this morning, giving me about six Pierces


involved with ecological groups.  There was only one who fit."


     "Our boy ?" Chris asked as he started the car.


     "No.  But my Washington friend gave me the little piece that fits."


She buckled her seatbelt.  "It seems that Phillip Pierce of Chicago is


big with one of these groups."


     "Uh-huh," Chris said, as they pulled out.


     "And he has an older brother named Martin."  She smiled.


     "Oooh.  You get the gold ring.  We'll check on him as soon as we 


get back from talking to this creep Aarons.  Now where is his office,


anyways ?"


     She flipped open her little hand notebook.  "He's on Daytona 


Avenue.  Huh."


     "What's the matter ?"


     "It's an apartment number."


     Chris shrugged.  "I think we better gas up the car.  I'll get


directions to the street there."


     They drove, finding a station about fifty yards down the road.


Noting it was self-service, Chris got out and started pumping.  About


fourteen dollars later, it was full.


     He walked into the station and stood behind an elderly woman


buying lottery tickets for the night's drawing.  She finished and he


walked up.


     "Pump three," he said, casually.


     "Fourteen dollars," the large man said.


     Chris handed him the money.  "Can you tell me where Daytona Avenue


is ?"


     The big man smiled.  "Yeah, go to the fifth light, just past the


Harley Davidson dealer, take a left and your second right.  It goes


straight into Ormond Beach."


     "Thanks," Chris said and left.


     He trotted back to the car and got in.  "Okay," he said, buckling


up and looking at Melissa, "we're out of here."  HE started the car.


     They headed for Daytona Avenue.


                        ********************


     Gary Aarons was a chain smoker.


     He would smoke three, sometimes four packs a day.  He'd just light


one after another.


     He sat in the dark, coughing after almost each inhale.  The room 


was dark and smoky.  He took a drag and walked to the window.


     He opened the slat on the venitian blind.  It was a nice day out.


He opened the blind and grabbed his sunglasses.  He was hungover, as 


well.


     He turned his eye toward his dingy apartment/office.  He pulled


the two empty whiskey bottles off the desk, finishing a few drops in 


one of them, and walked through the swinging door into the kitchen.


"Don't want to offend this Shedd guy," he said to no one in particular.


He dropped the bottles in the basket.


     He walked back in, clearing the junk food wrappers off the desk 


and tossing them in the basket next to his desk.  He took another drag


on his cigarette, still between the fingers of his left hand, and the


ash dropped off on his desk.  "Damn," he muttered, brushing it off on


the floor.


     He sat down at his desk and put the cigarette in his ashtray.  He


opened the right bottom drawer and pulled out the file folder.  'Shedd


will pay,'  he thought,'but I probably should have stuck to a hundred.' 


     'And if he doesn't,'  he thought, 'my other little pigeon sure the


hell will.'   He smiled.


     He sat and waited.


                        ********************


     Chris pointed at the apartment building.  "Three one four ?" he


asked Melissa.


     She looked at the pad.  "Yup.  Can I wait in the car ?"


     He smiled.  "No.  I may need a witness."


     She looked at him inquisitively.


     "In case I have to get a little rough.  This guy is going to try


to hold me up for more money."


     Melissa nodded.  "Okay, then let's go do it."


     Chris pulled into the parking lot.  They got out and locked the


car.  "Hey," Melissa said quietly, "on the way back, let's get a rental.


I feel funny about using her car."


     Chris looked at her, smiling.  "Good idea."


     They walked into the main entrance and headed for the stairway.  


The building itself was clean, and fairly well sunlit.


     "He must do pretty good," Chris mused.


     "You thinking of working down here, wiseguy ? "


     "Only if I can get my partner to come."


     She smiled.  "I think she'll negotiate."


     Chris laughed.  "Okay," he said, "third floor.  Sporting goods,


housewares, furniture and, of course, seedy private eyes."


     Melissa giggled as Chris held the door for her.


     They walked down the hallway to find apartment three B.  They stood


at the front door.  Chris looked at Melissa, shrugged, and knocked on


the door. 


     They heard a cough, and "Come in."


     Chris opened the door.  The office was filled with smoke and pretty 


dirty.  He and Melissa walked in.


     "Shedd ? " Aarons coughed.


     "Yeah."


     He nodded.  "Who's that ?" he nodded toward Melissa.


     "My partner."


     "She goes."


     "Then so do I," Chris started to turn around, taking Melissa's arm.


     "Okay, okay," Aarons said, coughing again.  "She can stay."


     "Good," Chris said, turning around.


     "Sit," Aarons said.


     They looked at the seats on the chairs before they sat down.


     "You'll have to excuse the place," Aarons  said, facetiously, "the


cleaning lady is out sick."


     Chris nodded.  "Uh-huh."  He shifted in his seat.  "You say you 


have some information ?"


     "Yeah.  Fifty bucks."


     Chris pulled out a fifty, and laid it on the desk in front of 


Aarons.


     Aarons grabbed it, and stuck it in his shirt pocket.  "Okay, you


don't know where you heard this, right ?"


     Chris nodded.  "What have you got ?"


     "Your wife," Aarons said, coughing again, "did not die in an 


accident."


     "Okay, that much I had figured."


     Aarons stared at Shedd.  "Did you know somebody supposedly related


to her showed up here the day before she died ?"


     Chris was astonished.  He looked at Melissa, who was also surprised.


     "That's hardly likely, Aarons," he said, looking back at him.


"She was an orphan, just like I was."


     Aarons shook his head.  "No she wasn't.  Some guy, tall, brown eyes,


brown hair.  Hired me to find her.  Said he was her brother.  Didn't


know her married name.  I finally tracked her down.  The guy was sick


or something, though.  He went to the hospital and died."


     Chris narrowed his eyes.  "From what ?" he asked.


     "Dunno.  Said for me to give her a message."


     Chris sat back in his seat.  He could hear another fifty leaving


his wallet. "Okay, Aarons, I'll bite."


     "That," Aarons said, dropping the other shoe, "will cost you 


another fifty."


     Chris withdrew another fifty and deposited it on the desk .  "Talk"


     Aarons again stuffed the bill in his shirt pocket.  "He told me to


tell her to beware the dark one."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  Was Aarons on the level ?  No idea, but


he may as well get his money's worth.


     "What else ?"


     "Something about guarding the child.  Guy seemed a little strange."


     "What was his name ?"


     Aarons shook his head.  "I never asked.  He never called, nothing.  


Just came over here, looking for information.  Came back later that


night after I'd tracked your ex down.  Next day, he was dead."


     "Is that it ?" Chris asked.


     "Yeah," Aarons said, coughing.


     Chris and Melissa rose.  "If you think of anything else, you have


the number."


     "I can look into her death if you'd like."


     "No thanks, let it lie."  Chris took Melissa by the arm and


headed for the door.  He stopped there and looked back at Aarons.


     "By the way," Chris said in a mock sympathetic tone, "You really


ought to do something about that cough."


     They left.


                        ********************


     They exited the building.  "Chris, " Melissa began excitedly,


"Do you think we should check out the hospitals ?"


     Chris shook his head.  "I don't know what to think.  We were both


orphaned early."  He stopped as they got to the car.  "And that beware


the dark one thing."


     "Well," Melissa began thoughtfully, "what about the guy with the


trenchcoat ?"


     "No, Melissa.  He is not who this guy was referring to."  They got


in the car.  "He is not a threat to any of us, least of all, Sandy or


Michelle."


     "You sure ? " she asked cautiously.


     "Positive. He and my daughter have been, uh, talking for some time


now."


     Melissa looked at him hard.  "You mean telepathically ?"


     Chris nodded and started the car.  "Yes.  The dark one he referred


to is somebody else."  He started the car.


     "And I think I'm going to find out." He paused and buckled the


seat belt.


     "Maybe the hard way."


                        ********************


     Chris pulled into the dealership.  Melissa had insisted on renting


a mustang, like the one she had back in Connecticut.  He was kind of 


partial to them himself.


     She got out of the car and headed for the office.


     He sat there thinking.  The dark one ?  Whoever this person was,


the dark one could not be the dark man.  There was some kind of special


relationship between himself and the dark man that he had not figured


out yet.  He shook his head.


     Lots of things running through Chris' head.  For starters, he paid


a hundred dollars to listen to bullshit.  But he thought there may be


some truth to what Aarons said.  He shrugged.  Maybe so, but, like


Nicky had said, take it with a grain of salt.


     Ordinarily, he would have done as Melissa had suggested, but, he 


felt as though the time would be better spent checking out the solid


evidence they were building now.  His train of thought took him to the


disk.  He had to get back to work on it.


     Melissa was walking toward the car with a set of keys in her hand.


"Yippee !" she said, excitedly.  "Got a new one-convertible at that."


     "Great," Chris smiled.  "Follow me back."


     "What are we going to do ?"


     "First, we are going to return this car to it's rightful owner.


Second, we have to figure something else out."


     "What now ?" she said, raising her hands, "this guy Aarons ?"


     "No," Chris said quietly, "the security code on Sandy's computer


disk."


     "Good," Melissa said, quietly.


     "I love a challenge."


     Chris smiled.
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     Chris pulled into the parking lot and parked Anita's cougar, 


Melissa close behind.  He got out and watched Melissa pull in.  'A


white mustang," he thought, amused, 'a white freaking mustang.'   He


shook his head.


     Melissa parked, locked it up and walked over toward him.  She was


smiling and threw her arm around his shoulder.  "You know, Shedd,"


she said, almost laughing, "this ain't half bad."


     "Sheesh," he groaned, as he wrapped his arms around her, "give


her a mustang and she owns the world."


     They laughed as they walked toward the condo.  Anita was coming


down the stairs.  Melissa dropped her arm from around Chris.


     "Hey," Anita said, "I've got some errands to run.  You need


anything at the store ?"  Chris shook his head.


     "How about you ?" she asked Melissa.


     "Oh, no," Melissa answered politely, "thanks anyway."


     Chris stopped Anita and handed her the car keys.  "You may need


these."


     "But don't you-"  He interrupted her.


     "No, I'm not going anywhere for a while.  I should be home the 


rest of the day."


     Anita smiled.  "Great.  See you later."


     They walked up the stairs, watching Anita walk to her car.


     "How about some catnip ?" Melissa muttered.


     Chris looked at her wryly.  "Jealous, are we ? "


     She turned to Chris.  "Look, I can't put my finger on it, but I 


don't trust her.  Just something about her."


     He looked in her eyes.  "If God were here, " he whispered, "He'd


be on your suspect list."


     "Yeah," she said, disappointed at the logic, "I guess so."


     Chris leaned down and kissed her.


     They walked up the stairs to the condo and went in.


                        ********************


     "Okay," Melissa said, dragging Chris by the hand, "your ex left


something in her bedroom."  She pulled Chris into the bedroom.


     She then pointed to the desk next to the closet that Chris hadn't


noticed before.  It was a computer.


     "Oh boy,"  Chris smiled, and withdrew the disk from his pocket.


"Now, let's play."


     They walked over, Melissa taking the seat.  She held out her right


hand and Chris placed the disk in it.  She powered up the computer,


typed in a few keys, and the screen came to life.


     "Cool," Melissa said, checking the menu, "she was on the net."


     She placed the disk into the tower drive and turned it on.  She 


moved into the menu and tried loading the directory.  "Okay, which one


you want into ? "


     Chris looked.  "Try FMF1.  It's the one with the password."


     Melissa shrugged and moved the mouse, trying to open the file.


The Photosyn logo came up.  "Oh, cool," she said.


     Then the password required command came up.  "Holy smoke," she


said.  "Nine freaking letters ?  What could it be ?"


     Chris smiled.  "Breaking that is your job."


     "I'm afraid," she said cautiously, "it may have tapeworms built


in.  If I put the wrong code in three, maybe four or five times, it 


could destroy the disk."


     Chris nodded.  "That's what I was afraid of.  I want you to figure


out how to get into it.  You're the whiz."


     She turned down the corner of her mouth.  "Figures."


     "In the meantime, why don't we check out the contents of the other


files ?"


     Melissa nodded.  "She may have left clues as to what the password


is.  Okay, which one first ?"


     "Forget 601.  I checked that one out at the library.  All it is


is a report on Madison's work.  Not really any clues as to what he was


working on."


     Melissa closed FMF1.  "Okay," she said, moving the mouse, "Then


602 it is."  She clicked the mouse.  602 was open.


     They read the screen.


     "Report June 2.  Franklin hit a major breakthrough.  It seems the


process can be activated without using sunlight.  He had developed an


enzyme that does the work of sunlight during the major part of the 


process.  It also speeds it up by three hundred percent.  Unfortunately,


I believe the enzyme may be extremely unstable.  As a matter of fact,


I'll bet it is.


     "I don't like the little weasel Freeman.  He's always snooping 


around.  He's been paying special attention during this process.  While


all has been going well during the experimental stages, I believe the


next real test, on the 11th, will determine how culpable this entire


hypothesis is."


     "Sandy Shedd, Assistant Director of Development."


     Chris and Melissa looked at each other.  "Melissa," he said, "I


wonder-"


     She looked at him.  "No.  There is no way to grow most plants


without sunlight.  If he came up with an enzyme for that, it must be


unstable."


     Chris nodded.  "Close it up and open 604."


     Melissa complied, and another report appeared.


     "June 4.  Today more tests revealed that indeed the enzyme was doing


the work of the sun.  However, he found something even better.


     "The results he really needed, he finally got by mixing a solution


made from alcohol and benzine.  He mixed that solution into the original,


and the slightest amount of sunlight triggered the reaction.  Franklin


has finally succeeded.


     "The best part was that Horace Williams was present.  So was that


Pierce character from STE.  They weren't there at the same time, mainly


because Pierce doesn't have the security clearance Williams does.  Pierce,


however, when told of the results, was satisfied.  He says the group 


help fund his work.


     "Williams was here at the same time as Clemmons from the D.O.T. 


and Wellington from the Interior.  Both of them seemed cautiously 


optimistic about the results.  The real test comes in two days.  


Unfortunately, security will be real tight.  Somehow, I can't help but


wonder if this is a good idea.  I'm still concerned about Franklin.  He


appears worn out, almost as though he's pressuring himself to make


this work.


     "I hope he makes this test work."


     The report was signed the same way.  Chris scratched his head.  


"I don't know about you, Melissa, but I'm totally in the dark.  Why 


would an ecological group, the D.O.T. and the Interior all have a


stake in this ?"


     She turned to look at him.  "Don't forget Horace.  It seems the 


F.B.I. has a vested interest in this too."


     Chris nodded.  "Yeah.  Well, close this one up and open the next


report file." 


     Melissa did as asked.  The next report popped up.


     "June 6.  Today was the final test in Franklin's procedure.  It


was an amazing success.


     "The procedure worked better than it ever has.  He told me he


'fine tuned' it last night by changing the alcohol-benzine ratio.  I'm


not sure, but it worked better than I thought it would.


     "The interior and the D.O.T. were impressed enough to ensure


further funding for his work.  He received additional grants from each.


The extra six million dollars will obviously be enough to take him to


the next level.


     "Pierce promised another million from his group, stating that it


was a giant step.  Well, at least that's what Franklin said.  Now


comes the hardest part.


     "Franklin said it would be another six, maybe seven months until


they would be sure the process would be a hundred percent safe.  He has


to make sure the by-products of the procedure are not harmful.


     "The only things that really bother me are the stability of the


procedure and this guy Pierce.  I get a weird feeling that he's not all


he claims to be.  Maybe I'm just being silly, I don't know.  I'm


starting to get a feeling that Franklin's, well, I think in trouble.


He hasn't been himself lately.  I guess it could be the stress.  There


are more tests scheduled for the by-products and the potential of the


process.  They'll be done on the 15th."


     Sandy had signed off the same way.  Melissa closed the file and


immediately opened the next one.


     "Report June 9.  I missed the test this morning, but Franklin


said the by-products results were positive.  He gave some credit to


Freeman for work on the process.  Figures, I had no idea why he was


around in the first place.


     "I hope the test results were accurate.  Benzine is dangerous,


especially when we're dealing with the emission aspect of it.  I just


want to be sure.  My, (and Franklin's) reputation could depend on it.


     I will make another report on June 11."  It was signed off.


     Melissa rubbed her cheek.


     She powered the computer down and brushed right past Chris, heading


for the kitchen.


     Chris followed her.  "Funny, the next report was going to be done


the day she died."


     Melissa was putting water in the coffeemaker.  "It's not funny."


She put the pot on the burner.  "It's not even a coincidence.  Not 


even close.  I can't quite figure out what Madison was working on, but


I'd be willing to bet that's what got Sandy killed."


     Chris sat down and pulled out a cigarette.  "I don't have any


doubts about that either, but I just wish I could be sure what this


process was.  It's bugging the heck out of me.  I think it may give me


more than enough information to figure out exactly what is going on


here."


     Melissa nodded.  "I agree.  But first, we've got to find out what


Martin Pierce's real interest in this really is.  And exactly why


Madison forced those tests."


     Chris looked at her quizzically.  "What do you mean forced ?"


     She lit a cigarette.  "If you read Sandy's reports, she thought


that he was not taking enough time to test that enzyme.  Now, if you 


read between the lines...."  She trailed off.


     "Do you think that she may have had an idea that Madison did


something unethical ? "


     Melissa nodded.  "He could be faking the safety results.  Look


at it realistically.  He's a research scientist.  I have no idea what 


this project was or is, or how long he was working on it.  Most 


companies, even those on the federal level, want results.  And they


want them fast."


     Chris lit a cigarette, inhaling deeply.  He stood there, just


thinking.


     Melissa got up.  "Sit down," she said, getting them both coffee,


"and don't get too absorbed in it.  There could be something else


there.  Maybe he did figure out his glitch and I'm just looking for


something."


     "Maybe so," Chris said, stoically.  "but I think you may have


hit something.  Everything in these reports, which looks almost like 


a diary, may have some kind of clue we're missing."  He took another


drag on his cigarette and shifted in his seat.  "My concern here is


that if Madison's work is so important, lord knows how many people 


would like to get their hands on it.  But we won't be able to figure 


that out until we find out exactly what it was he's working on."  He


took a sip of coffee.


     Melissa frowned and shook her head.  "I think we're going to 


have to wait until somebody makes a move.  It should happen soon.  That


is exactly why you're a target right now.  Somebody figures you know


more than you do."


     Chris nodded.  "Just don't forget something, honey."


     She smiled.  "What's that ?"


     He looked serious.  "You're a target too."


     They were silent.








                                   -30-


     He stood outside the building, waiting for the security guard to


open the door.  The guard, moving quickly, rushed to open the door.


"Morning, Mr. Hyde."


     Hyde grunted.  He knew it would be necessary to wait until he was


upstairs in the sanctity of the office before he lost his cool.


     He walked over to the elevator.  'Patience,'  he said to himself,


'Shedd may not be in jail, but he'll soon be dead.'   He smiled.


     He wasn't sure what Christopher Shedd or Melissa Thorton knew,


but he didn't need either of them tying him to Sandy's killing-or anything


else for that matter.


     No, the only way to be sure that Shedd was taken care of would be


to make sure his contingency plan was in motion.


     He couldn't trust Pierce anymore, and besides, he would soon be very


visible due to this Daytona Beach business.  Plus, Pierce, he thought,


had lost a few steps.  Maybe his heart wasn't in his work anymore.  He


smiled sadistically.


     The elevator doors opened and he walked in.  He pushed the button 


and waited.  Actually, he was pretty content.


     After all, he'd had the foresight to put the backup in position


well before Shedd's ex-wife came to town.  But that was not the reason.


     He really didn't want to have that done.  Especially when her


ex-husband was a police officer.  He knew it would bring trouble, but


he hadn't been given much choice.  According to his informant, she had


even started to suspect his involvement in everything, and that spelled


disaster.


     He shook his head.  Damn it, if she hadn't been so nosy.  He rubbed 


his chin.  'Well,'  he thought grimly, 'now I've a few more loose ends 


to tie up.' 


     The elevator doors finally opened.  He had the entire floor to 


himself.  He walked straight out and down the long corridor to his


office.


     Richard Hyde opened the door and took his jacket off.  He casually


tossed it on the chair directly across from his desk.  He walked over


to the fax machine and checked it.  Nothing.


     He went over to the bar and pushed the button for the coffeemaker.


He put his cup under the spout and waited a minute or two for his 


coffee.  He took the cup, put one teaspoon of sugar in, and stirred.


He dropped the spoon on the bar and took the cup to his desk.


     He picked up his phone and dialed the pager number.  He hit the


four digit code they'd been using.  He hung up.


     Richard Hyde turned on the scrambler and waited.


                        ********************


     He had been waiting only five or six minutes when the phone rang.


He picked it up quickly.  "Yes," he said gruffly.


     "You called ?"


     "Yes .  I want Shedd and Thorton taken care of."


     "We've been over this already.  What about Pierce ?"


     Hyde thought for a moment.  "Him too.  If you can, save that 


bastard for last.  I don't trust him anymore."


     "Uh-huh.  Well, I can't get at Shedd and Thorton right now.  It


seems there's always somebody around."


     "I think you better find a way.  I'm afraid they're getting too


close."


     "I wouldn't worry about that right now.  They're not as close as


you think they are.  As a matter of fact, they have absolutely no clue


as to your involvement."


     Hyde took a sip of his coffee.  "I don't give a shit.  He's a


damned detective.  He won't be in the dark for long, that I'm sure of."


     "Very well.  But be aware I will not jepordize my situation."


     Hyde grimaced.  "As long as it's done before Monday."


     The voice on the other end paused.  "I'll find a way."


     "Good.  What about the little girl ? "


     "No guarantee's, but I do not think it will be a problem."


     "Good.  Call me when you've completed this."


     "Will do."  The voice paused again.  "Get this straight, Hyde.


No more phone calls," the voice said menacingly, "I'll call you.  Do not


call me again unless it's an attempt to cancel this contract."


     He heard the phone click.  Richard Hyde put it down and felt a


shiver move down his spine.


                        ********************


     Chris finished his coffee.  "Look," he said to Melissa, "it's 


shower time."


     She rubbed her hands together.  "Both of us ?" she smiled at him.


     He smiled back.  "No, just me.  We'll talk about that later."


     "Listen," she said seriously, "have you got Nick's phone number


handy ?"


     "Yeah, it's on the coffee table," he said, walking to the 


bathroom.


     She got up, stretching, walked into the living room and took the


piece of paper with Nick's phone number off the coffee table.


     She glanced at it while she walked back into the kitchen.  She


grabbed the phone, punched in the number, and waited.


     "Hello."


     "Nicky ?"


     "Yeah, who is this ?"


     "Nick, this is Melissa."


     There was silence for a minute.  "Chris' partner ?"


     "The one and only."


     "Wow, Melissa, how are you ?"


     "Fine.  Can you check something for me ?"


     "Sure.  If Caputo doesn't catch me."


     She smiled.  "This will be easy, I promise."


     "Uh-huh, yeah."


     Suddenly, Chris called out.  "Hey Melissa, I could use a towel."


     "Shoot, Chris, wait a minute."  She returned her attention to


the phone.  "Nick, just check on Anita Singer for me."


     "I'll need the address."


     Melissa gave him the address and thanked him.  She hung up quickly,


and ran to the hall closet, opening the door, and grabbing a towel.  She


went right across the hall to the bathroom and opened the door.  "God,


Chris, how can you stand it so hot ?"


     There was an incredible amount of steam escaping from the bathroom.


"Your towel is on the edge of the sink.  I've got work to do."


     "Thanks," he said from the shower.


     She walked out, shutting the door behind her.  'How,'  she


wondered to herself, 'could anyone stand water that hot ?'.


     She walked back into the kitchen.


                        ********************


     He sat in the far end of the lot, waiting.  He was watching the 


condo from a distance, being careful not to alert the prey.  Things had


gotten too complicated.


     Now that idiot Hyde wanted them both taken out at once.  He shook


his head.  This was not going to be easy.  Hyde was only making his job


tougher.  He grabbed the bottled water, removed the cap, and took a 


swallow. 


     He put the cap back on and his eyes caught the green cougar 


returning.  He picked up his glasses and squinted.  'Hm.  It's that


Singer witch.'   He watched her get out, open the back door, and


retrieve two bags out of the back.


     He chuckled.  'Sent her out for provisions, did they ?', he thought


to himself.  'Well, sooner or later, they'll have to leave the premises.


I think it's time for another car wreck.  Only this one won't quite be


so sloppy.'  


     He put the bottled water back in the cup holder.  He turned the


key, smiling, knowing he would return later.


     Much later.


                        ********************


     It was a warm Virginia day.  He smiled as he walked down the 


sidewalk and up the corner toward the hospital.  He had to oversee this


one, for it was a priority. The matters in Daytona Beach were in good


hands for the time being- Chris'.


     The dark man walked into the hospital, not noticed by anyone.  He


strolled casually toward the elevators, brushing past doctors, patients,


and visitors.  He pushed the elevator button and it appeared.  He 


walked in.


     He was alone in the elevator, and pushed his appropriate button,


watching it light and waiting.  The elevator arrived at the sixth floor.


     The doors opened, and the dark man walked out, heading to the 


left.


     Straight for the maternity ward.


                        ********************


     Linda and Greg had been waiting for this moment for six years.  


Their first child.


     Everything had gone fine so far, according to her obstetrician.


They were awaiting a healthy baby boy.  The only concern had been Linda's


age.  But then, forty four wasn't really that old.


     They were getting ready to have lunch when her water broke.  Greg


had called the hospital quickly, and had calmly driven her there, 


reassuring her the whole time.


     Everything was still under control and the doctor said it wouldn't


be long.  They were calm, Greg just being slightly concerned.


     The dark man walked in, blending in, not being seen.  He did not,


after all, wish to be.  At least, not yet.


     Linda was feeling the contractions get closer and closer.  Greg


was by her side, squeezing her hand.  "C'mon, Lin, breathe." he


coached.


     She nodded and did as he asked.


     The dark man smiled.  He too was awaiting this birth.  It would


eventually mean a great deal.


     The doctor came in as Linda went into heavy labor.  There was a


bustle of doctors and nurses.


     Thirty-five minutes later, it was done.  Linda and Greg had a 


healthy eight pound six ounce baby boy.


     Greg had tears in his eyes.  "You did it," he said, tears in 


his eyes, "Look at him."


     The dark man smiled sadly.  Unfortunately, he knew what would


happen next.


     Linda started gasping for breath.  She was losing blood pressure


rapidly.  The doctors hustled everyone, including Greg, out of the room.


     Greg stood outside the door, watching through the window as his


wife slowly let go of life.


     He was crying.


     The dark man frowned.  Nothing.  He could do nothing.


     He knew Greg would eventually remarry, years down the road, and


raise his son right.  This was one that would be fine.


     But he was distressed.  There was so much pain for Greg.  He made


himself visible to Greg, and to Greg only.  'I know,'  he thought, 'the


pain you feel.  But think of your son.  The pain will pass.' 


     Greg looked at him.  "Why ?" he asked, tears in his eyes.


     The dark man looked back.  "I do not know.  It is part of life.


Do not lose heart, Greg."  The dark man looked directly into Greg's


eyes.  "Now forget.  Forget you ever saw me.  Raise your son.  Life


will go on."


     The dark man vanished.


     Greg was looking through the window as he watched his wife pass


away, his name on her lips.  He felt a great sadness.  But he knew


now what he must do.


     He must concentrate on raising his son.


                        ********************


     The dark man stood outside in the warm  Virginia sun.  'Another


miracle,'  he thought.  He smiled.


     Another miracle for him to guard.  He walked slowly down the 


sidewalk.  He would do so as long as he was allowed.  


     It was his main concern, after all.


     And he did take it seriously.
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     He sat in his motel room, drumming his fingers.  His mind was working


overtime, coming up with different scenarios.  This was the way he worked


best.


     Others in his profession would work out one plan and stick to it.


Martin Pierce knew you had to be prepared for the unexpected.  There might


always be something you weren't ready for.


     For example, he was caught by surprise by Shedd"s apparent awareness


back at the airport.  But everything has an explanation.


     Pierce knew Hyde screwed up by having Suzanne Mclellan killed and


then letting that little weasel Freeman try to kill Shedd.  It was funny, 


at least to Pierce, that Hyde thought that Freeman could actually kill


someone without fouling it up.  Pierce chuckled.


     Hyde had made more of a mess of everything than anything else.  


Pierce knew better than to even trust him at this point.  After all,


if he was that willing to sacrifice Freeman, would he be that loyal to


Pierce ?  Pierce frowned at the thought.  'I'm not going to get 


complacent,'  he thought to himself.  'That bastard would have his own


mother killed to save his ass.'   He nodded.  He would be extra careful.


     'So,'  he thought, his attention returning to his current prey.


'Now, how do I get both of them at once ?'.


     He smiled.  Auto accidents were always fun.  He knew how to make it


special this time.  Last time, in Michigan, it was no fun.  This time,


he would make it more fun.


     He went into his valise, took out a relatively small piece of


C-4.  He added a tiny radio controlled detonator.  He smiled again.


But, this would wait.  He removed the detonator, and kept them separate.


This should wait till later.


     Night time would be best for this.  Or better yet, perhaps tomorrow.


     'Yes,'  Martin Pierce thought to himself, smiling.


     'Black Sunday,'  he thought.  He laughed.


                        ********************


     Melissa sat there, writing down every possible nine letter 


combination to the disk.  She shook her head.


     "This," she said aloud, "could take hours, maybe days."  She


heard the shower shut off, and the phone ring, both at the same


time.


     She pick up the phone. "Hello."


     "Okay, don't sound so excited, it's Ray."


     She made a snorting sound.  "Oh, goody.  Are we having fun today ?"


     "Not really."  He paused.  "You know," he said slowly, "you have


me check out some pretty weird people."


     She was quiet.  "What do you mean ?"


     "Well, I checked two more out.  This Ben Richardson, he's clean as


a whistle.  Went to work for SunState Security right out of college.  


Didn't want the police department, nor did he apply to any known


government security agencies.  He checks out squeaky clean.  But this


other one, man."


     "Which other one," she asked anxiously.


     "Mitchell Freeman.  Jeez, he's a mess.  Parents are loaded, both


retired.  They live just outside Silicon Valley.  His father made millions


with some type of computer chip design.  Mother's some sort of abstract


artist with a perchant for drinking.  Anyway, Freeman had a little bit of


trouble with the law when he was in college."


     "Really ?" she asked, "what kind of trouble ?"


     "Drugs and gambling.  He got busted for possession not once, not


twice, but three times.  Daddy's money got him out of trouble.  Daddy's


money also made the police records disappear.  The gambling seems to be


the big problem.  Apparently, his parents cut him off a few years ago,


and he's been struggling to pay his debts."


     "Great.  Thank, Ray." she said softly, "Call me later."


     "Will do," he said, hanging up.  


     Melissa pondered the information Ray had given her.  Drugs and 


gambling.  'It's a good chance,'  she thought, 'Freeman was selling 


information about Madison's work to somebody.  But who ?'.


     Chris walked in, wearing just a pair of jeans, rubbing his head


with a towel, trying to dry his hair.  "Who was that ?" he asked, 


sneaking up behind Melissa.


     She jumped.  "You scared me.  It was my Washington contact."  She


turned around.  She was startled again, never having seen Chris without


a shirt.


     "Uh, he says that Freeman was involved with drugs and gambling,


big time.  He also said that Ben Richardson checked out okay."


     He smiled at her.  "You expected something less ?"


     She looked at him wryly.  "Can't be too careful, Chris.  You can't


tell who might be involved in this mess."


     Chris shook his head.  "Next thing you tell me, you're going to 


have Anita checked out too."  He turned and walked toward the bedroom


to get a shirt.


     Melissa grimaced.


     'Ooops,'  she thought.


                        ********************


     He started to like the idea less and less.  


     It would be too suspicious, his ex-wife having died in an auto


accident too.  'No matter what happens, though,'  he thought, 'it would


be suspicious anyway.' 


     Besides, if Shedd was on guard as it seemed, he would probably be


ready.


     'I need an additional distraction,'  he thought, flipping through


the television channels.  He stopped on the all-sports station.


     Hyde didn't want any harm coming to Shedd's daughter.  Pierce 


smiled.


     'What if,' he thought, 'I snatch the little girl and put her up 


somewhere where she's safe ?  I can use her for bait, nail both Shedd


and his nosy partner at once.'   He smiled.


     He was working on a contingency plan.  He knew that the auto accident


might get only one of them.  It was a good move.  This way, he'd get


both of them.


     He dialed the number of the Daytona contact.  It beeped twice and


he punched in the code.


     He got up and went to the refrigerator, ready for a glass of


chardonay.  It was his custom for when he'd worked his plans out, and


he was happy with them.


     The phone rang as he was pouring his glass.  He finished pouring


it, placing the bottle on the counter, and, glass in hand, walked over


to the phone.


     "Yes," he answered, taking a sip of wine.


     "What do you need ?"


     "Information.  I've been keeping Shedd under survelience.  Where


is his daughter ?"


     There was silence.  "You know Hyde will not tolerate-"


     Pierce interrupted.  "Oh, fuck Hyde.  I'm not going to harm her.


I'll kidnap her.  I'm going to keep her safe until I see Shedd."


     "Hmm.  Maybe not a bad idea."


     "I think so.  I don't think I'll be able to get him and his partner


at the same time."


     "You may be correct.  However," the voice continued sternly, "if


anything happens to that little girl-"


     Pierce took a bigger swallow of wine.  "I know.  I'm quite aware 


of the wishes of our employer."


     "Very well.  She's staying with Ben Richardson.  The address is


in the book.  He's the only one in the city."


     "Good."


     "Just be careful."


     "Of course.  Thank you."  Pierce hung up.  He finished his wine,


and got a fresh shirt.  Time to do some scouting.


     For a place to hide Michelle Shedd.


                        ********************


     Hyde was drinking his bourbon, smiling.  Things were under control


again, thanks to his backup.  He was still congratulating himself when


the phone rang.


     The private line.


     He turned the scrambler on, and waited for the ready light.  He


picked it up.


     "Yes," he said, gruffly.


     "Thought you might like to know, I've heard from Pierce."


     Hyde smelled trouble.  "Uh, okay, why ?"


     "He's planning on snatching Michelle Shedd.  He's going to use her


for bait to nail her father."


     Hyde thought for a minute.  "You reminded him, I take it ?"


     "Yeah.  He's not stupid enough to let anything happen to the 


little girl.  I wouldn't sweat that.  His plan may actually work."


     Hyde shrugged.  "I want them both dead.  Shedd and Thorton."


     "I realize that, and so does Pierce.  I've been studying the


information you gave me on Shedd and Thorton.  I'm sure Pierce has been


too.  It makes a lot of sense to divide and conquer."


     "How so ? "


     "Together, it might well be damned impossible to get them.  


Individually, he stands a better chance.  But this is also good for us."       


     "Really ?" he snorted, "How ?"


     "Think of it this way.  If Pierce blows it, he could be found dead


along with Shedd."


     Hyde started to smile.  "I think I see what you mean."


     "Right.  No ties to you, no witnesses to worry about.  Nice neat


package."


     "Do it.  Even if he succeeds.  That way, no one has anything to 


worry about."


     "Consider it done."  The phone clicked.


     Richard Hyde was now totally relaxed.


                        ********************


     Nick Samuels was tired.  He'd been through the mill with Caputo


over Chris.  He shook his head.


     He sat at the computer, typing away, trying to dig up what he could


on Anita Singer.  Nothing.


     He shrugged.  'Well,'  he thought, 'Photosyn probably did a security


check on her anyway.  I think Melissa's barking up the wrong tree.' 


     He cleared his screen and returned to writing his report on 


Freeman's death.  Caputo came walking by.


     "Nick," he said, gruffly.  "I want you in my office."


     Samuels got up slowly and followed Caputo into his office.  He


shut the door.


     Caputo sat down.


     "What's up, Cap ?"


     "Nicky, I just got a call from the F.B.I..  I've been told that


Freeman was involved in drugs and gambling."  He leaned back in his 


chair.


     Samuels looked thoughtful for a minute.  "That makes sense."


     Caputo nodded. "But I don't think so.  I think your friend Shedd


might just know more than we do."


     Nick looked exasperated.  "Look, Cap, if Chris knew something


else, he would have told me.d  He's a straight arrow that way."


     Caputo nodded.  "I know.  I'm just waiting for the autopsy results


on Freeman."


     "Having drug tests done ?"


     Caputo nodded.  "The blood samples will show if there were any.  As


far as the gambling angle is concerned, check with your street contacts.


Find out if he owed anybody big money."


     Nick nodded.  "Sure, Cap."  He turned to leave.


     "Oh, one more thing, Nicky," he said seriously.  "Tell your friend


Shedd to stay out of this.  I do not want or need his help.  Got it ?"


     Nick turned around and looked in Caputo's eyes.


     "Yes, Captain."


     Nick Samuels left, feeling uneasy.
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     Atkins sat at his desk.  He'd just started looking over the phone


records.  'Took long enough to get the damn things,'  he thought.


     He had been able to tie Portico, at least circumstancially, to 


three other murders, and was attempting to see if there was a connection


between the phone calls and the murders.  Atkins had a hunch that


Portico was working for somebody when he killed Suzanne Mclellan.


     He put the records down and rubbed his forehead.  He owed Suzanne


and Quentin that much.


     He wondered how Chris and Melissa were making out on their end.


He'd been a little worried about Melissa since she shot Portico.  He


shook his head.  She was a strong woman.


     He picked the records back up.  He checked the seventh of February.


He'd been able to tie Portico to a brutal killing in Greenwich then.


There was a phone call from Nebraska to Portico's work place.  He put


a check mark next to the phone call.  It was only two minutes.  He then


picked up the phone records that were faxed from Nebraska.  At the same


time, there was an incoming phone call from the Dallas phone booth.


He scratched his head.


     The next date was the second of April.  There was a call that day


also.  It was a four minute call from Oakland, California.  He picked up


the phone records from the Oakland number, and it showed an incoming


call from Dallas.  The pay phone number again.  Atkins smiled.


     The third date was May twenty-ninth.  A seven minute call from West 


Virginia.  He picked up the West Virginia phone records.  Sure enough,


an incoming call from Dallas at the same exact time.  He started to


wonder, and picked up the phone.


     "Lisa," he said, pushing the intercom button.  


     "Yes, Captain."


     "Get me our contact from the phone company.  As soon as possible."


     "I'll call him right now, Captain."


     He released the button.  If his hunch was right, he'd call Melissa


immediately.


                        ********************


     Chris walked out of the bedroom.  He'd put a short sleeve v-neck


shirt on, combed his hair and looked livelier.


     "My, you look much better."


     He smiled, "Thanks, but I'm still pretty tired."


     Melissa turned.  "I know.  I am too, believe it or not. I just


can't stop.  There is so much here that, well, it adds up, but it


doesn't."


     Chris nodded.  "Look, why don't you take a shower, you"ll feel 


better.  In the meantime, let me try and figure out this code."


     She got up and stretched.  Chris stood there for a minute and


wondered why he'd never noticed how beautiful she was.  He smiled.


Well, he was noticing now.


     She looked at him.  "What ?" she asked, oblivious to the moment.


     He walked over and kissed her.  "Nothing,"  he whispered in her


ear.  "Nothing."


     They held on to each other for a minute or so, when the phone


rang.


     Melissa grabbed it.  "Yes."


     "Hi, Melissa, it's Tom.  Chris there too ?"


     "Oh yeah.  What's up ?"


     "I have something on the phone records."


     "Wait a second," Melissa said, motioning to Chris.  "Chris is 


going on the extension."


     Chris went into the living room and picked up the other phone.


"Okay, cap, what have you got ?"


     "What I have is a series of phone calls between Portico and 


somebody else.  There were three murders I was able to connect Portico


to.  On the day of each murder, before each murder, two calls were


made to him on each occasion."


     "Two calls ? " Melissa asked.


     "Yes.  Actually, one call from two numbers.  On the three dates


I've connected him with murders, there were calls from Nebraska,


California, and West Virginia.  But," he continued, "those numbers


all had incoming calls at the exact same times."


     "From where ?" Chris asked hoarsely.


     "Texas.  The same number we had before.  The phone booth."


     Melissa thought for a minute.  "How long were the calls ?"


     "The longest one was six minutes."


     Melissa thought for a minute.  "It sounds like somebody in 


Dallas is bouncing their phone calls off of satellites.  They 


probably have some sort of special scrambler, as  not to get caught.


Phone pirates use it commonly."


     "Phone pirates ?" Chris asked.


     "Yes," Melissa answered.  "People who don't like having anyone


monitor their calls.  The only problem is that they can still be


tracked to a number when they run more than three minutes."  She


paused.  "They usually use a satellite number, but it has to be in


the same area code."


     "In other words," Atkins said, "They can be traced to an area,


but not to their phone unless they stay on the phone a ridiculously


long time."


     "Swell," Chris said.  "Well, at least we know where the source


of our trouble is coming from."


     "Better than that, Chris," Atkins said.  "We know that the phone


booth is being watched by the Dallas PD. "


     "Great," Chris sounded disappointed.


     "Yes, but there is something else."


     "What ? "


     "There were two calls made the day Suzanne Mclellan was murdered."


     "What ?" Melissa, was shocked.


     "Yes.  Both calls were about six minutes long."


     "Dallas again ?" Chris asked.


     "The first one, yes."


     Melissa looked at Chris from the doorway to the kitchen, holding


the phone.  He glanced at her nervously.


     "Where was the second one from ?" he asked quietly.


     "Daytona Beach, Chris.  I'd be willing to bet that whoever had


Suzanne killed did so to get you away from there."


     Chris thought.  "You mean they were hoping I'd be distracted,"


he said solemnly.


     Melissa stared at him, speechless.


     "I'm afraid so Chris.  I don't see any other explanation."


     "Damn."  Chris hung his head.


     Melissa spoke.  "Thanks Captain."


     Atkins sighed.  "I'm sorry, Melissa.  I wish it was better news."


     She rubbed her forehead with her free hand.  "Look, it's a start.


Texas is closer than we were five minutes ago.  The call coming from 


here, though, gives me the creeps."


     "I know," Tom said.  "I'll talk to you when I have some more."


     "Thanks, Tom," Chris said, hanging up.


     "Bye Tom," Melissa said.


     She hung the phone up and walked into the living room, going over


instinctively to Chris and holding on to him.  "Not your fault, remember


those words ?"


     Chris nodded. "Now," he said quietly and strongly, "I am gonna get


this son of a bitch.  A distraction.  She was killed as a fucking


distraction.  I am," looking at her, his eyes flashing anger, "going


to to stop this son of a bitch."


     "No," she said, looking him in the eyes, "we are."


     Chris agreed.  "Yes.  We are."


     Melissa kissed his cheek.  "I'll get you some coffee, we'll have


a cup, and then I'm taking a shower."


     She walked into the kitchen and a few minutes later brought out


two cups of coffee.  Chris sat on the couch, Melissa sat right next to


him.


     He pulled out his cigarettes, offering her one.  He lit his, then 


hers.  "You know, whoever did this thinks we know much more than we


do."


     She took a drag.  "Yeah," she said, thinking for a minute.


     "There must be a way to use that to our advantage."


     "I don't know," Melissa said, reaching for her coffee.  "You


are right, though.  There must be a way."


     "Yeah," he said, quietly.  "There has to be something we're


overlooking."


     Melissa nodded in agreement.


     There was a knock on the front door, and Anita walked in.  "You


guys on a break, or something ?"


     "Yeah," Chris said.  "What are you up to ?"


     She walked over and placed herself right in front of Chris.  "How


about dinner tonight ?  I know a great little spot."


     Chris waved her off.  "I don't know.  Melissa and I have a lot of


work to do."


     "Well  then, " Anita said, sounding disappointed, "The both of


you.  You've been going at it full speed since you got here."


     Melissa thought.  "She's right, Chris."  She looked at her watch.


"God, it's only three."


     Anita shrugged.  "Make it an early dinner.  I'm sure you haven't


had lunch yet."


     Chris glanced at Melissa.  "Yeah, I guess so.  How about an hour ?"


     Anita leaned over and kissed him.  "Great, I'll be back then."


     She walked out the front door.  Melissa looked at him.  "You'd better


say something to her, Chris."


     He looked at her. "I know you're right.  But I'm not going to do


it right this second."  He reached over and pulled Melissa toward him


and kissed her passionately.


     "But I'm going to tell her tonight.  Right after dinner."


     Melissa nodded.  "That means I'm going to get a shower, now."


     She bounced up off the couch.  "If there is any hot water left."


She stuck her tongue out at him.


     Chris smiled as he watched her walk into the bathroom.  He knew she


was right.


     He had to tell Anita.


                        ********************


     He sat in his room, getting the tools he would need for the evening


together.  He had his nine-millimeter, but he really didn't want to use


it unless it was necessary.


     He opened the valise and withdrew a bottle of chloroform.  He smiled


and put it in his jacket pocket.  He also took a handkerchief and a ski


mask.


     'No need to be recognized,'  he thought.  He pulled out the leather


gloves.  'No need to leave any fingerprints, either.'   He smiled.


     He closed the valise, slid it under his bed, and put the tools in


his jacket pockets, with the exception of the gun, which he holstered.


     He made a final check.  He was set for what he had to do, and he


knew exactly how he was going to do it.


     Martin Pierce was dressed like a slob, basically.  From the 


torn-up jeans, to the ragged coat, he was sure  he wouldn't be


recognized.  Add the spray coloring to his hair, to make it all grey,


and he was a different person.


     He smiled, looking at himself in the mirror.


     After all, this was what he did best.


     Blend into the background.
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     Chris looked at Melissa.  "I think I'm going to call Ben."


     Melissa nodded.  "You should probably check on Michelle."


     Chris nodded, smiling.  He dialed the phone. 


     "Hello."


     "Ben, it's me Chris."


     "Oh, hey, how's it goin' ?  Do you want to talk to Chelle ?"


     "In a minute.  Anita's taking me and Melissa out to dinner.  Says


she knows some little spot."


     Ben laughed.  "Probably Fiddlers.  That's her favorite place."


     "Well, call her and make sure, just in case you need to get a hold


of me."


     "Sure thing.  Hey, here's Chelle."


     "Hi daddy."


     "Hi.  You behaving yourself for Ben ? "


     "Yes.  We're having fun.  We're playing pick-up-sticks."


     "Great.  Now, I'm going to come by tomorrow and see you, okay ?"


     "All right, daddy.  I know.  I'll behave."


     He smiled.  "That's my girl.  See you tomorrow, okay ?"


     "Okay.  Say hi to Melissa for me."


     "You bet.  Goodnight."


     Ben picked up the phone.  "I just called Anita on the other line.


She said she was taking you two to Fiddlers.  I'll call, but don't


worry."


     "Thanks Ben.  I appreciate it.  I'll see you tomorrow."


     "Okay, bye."  Ben hung up.


     Chris smiled and hung up.  He felt his little girl was safe.


                        ******************************


     He waited in the parking lot.  He got out of his car, making sure


the keys were left in the ignition.  No one had seen him come or go,


so far.


     He walked over to the apartment.  He stopped and looked in the


front window first, just to make sure he was alone.  He slipped the ski


mask on.  'Do it,'  he thought, grimly.


     He knocked on the door.  It opened.


     Ben Richardson said, "Yes ?" and froze.  The assailant pumped two


shots into him.  He fell, blood pouring from his right arm and the 


right side of his chest.


     Pierce then took the chloroform out, opened the bottle, and poured


a heavy dose on the handkerchief.  Michelle came out running, crying,


"Ben !"


     She stood there looking at Ben bleeding on the floor for a minute.


     A minute too long.


     Pierce made his move.  He grabbed her and forced the handkerchief


over her mouth and nose.  Within seconds, she was limp.


     He scooped her up quickly and started to walk back past Ben


Richardson's limp body.


     But Ben reached out and grabbed Pierce by the ankle.  Pierce


kicked Ben in the side.  Ben gasped in pain, releasing Pierce's leg.


     He stood there for a minute , looking down at Ben.  'You'll be


dead soon, anyway, ', he thought.  He smiled.


     He walked out, leaving the door open.  He looked to his left and


right, not seeing anyone there, he took Michelle into the car and put


her in the passenger seat.  He quickly fashioned a blindfold from his


spare handkerchief and tied it around her head.


     Pierce climbed into the driver's side, started the car, and


sped away.


                        ********************


     Melissa and Chris had finished getting ready for dinner.  Chris


was waiting for her in the living room, putting his sneakers on.  Anita


had said that the restaurant was casual attire.


     Melissa walked out of the bedroom.  'My god,'  he thought, 'she's


beautiful.'   He just stared.


     She was dressed in a low cut black velour blouse and a black short


skirt.


     She looked at him, smiling.  "Do I look alright ?"


     He rose and walked over to her, putting her arms around her waist.


"You are drop dead gorgeous."


     She put her arms around his neck and they kissed passionately.  


"Thanks, partner," she whispered in his ear.


     They broke their embrace.  "We," Chris said, voice breaking 


slightly, "had better get going."


     He took her arm and walked her to the front door, opening it for


her, and closing and locking it behind them.  Melissa went over to 


Anita's door to knock on it, but Anita opened it.  "Hey," Anita said,


"good timing.  I'm driving."


     Anita locked her door and waited purposely so she could walk next


to Chris.  "I hope you like seafood."


     Melissa looked back, smiling.  "He loves it," she said.


     Anita force a smile.  "Good."  She reached over and kissed him on


the cheek.  "You will love this place."


     They walked down the stairs to Anita's car.


                        ********************


     He pulled into the parking lot just down the street from his motel.  


Martin Pierce had checked this place out pretty thoroughly.  It was


totally deserted, having been taken over by the city for unpaid taxes.


     He parked around the back where the parking spaces were actually


under the building.  He got out, ran around the other side of the car,


unbuckled Michelle, and carried her into the building.


     He'd picked out a room earlier.  He carried her up the stairs to


the second floor.  He'd left the door open to room 287.


     He carried her inside and put her in the closet.  He put a bottle


of soda and some twinkies in there, and then locked her in.  'She'll


be all right in there,'  he thought, 'for the time being.' 


     He pulled the ski mask off and left it on the dresser.  'Now,' 


he thought, smiling, 'I can pull Shedd's strings.'   He grinned.


     The idea appealed to him.  He sat down to formulate the next


part.  The fun part.


     How to kill Chris Shedd and Melissa Thorton.


                        ********************


     They had just sat down at the restaurant.  "You'll love this 


place," Anita told Chris.


     "I hope so.  Connecticut is loaded with good seafood restaurants."


He picked up the menu, and Melissa did likewise.


     They were looking over the menu when Anita started to look


concerned.  "If you'll excuse me, I need to use the ladies room."


     They nodded and she walked toward the restroom.  "Is it my


imagination, Melissa, or is she on to us ?"


     Melissa smiled sarcastically.  "Why, whatever do you mean ?"


     Chris looked concerned.  "Look, Melissa, I don't want to alienate


her totally.  We still may need her help."


     Melissa nodded, partially frowning.  "Okay, I'll ease up."


     Chris reached over and touched her cheek.  "Hey, it's not all


that bad.  I love you, Melissa.  I'm all yours."


     Melissa was stunned.  She was afraid she was going to cry.  "I


love you too, Chris.  I always have.  From the first day I saw you, I


just knew.  I did."


     He smiled.  "How could I have missed it ?"  He shook his head.


"Some detective I am."


     She smiled at him.  "Even the best ones miss the most obvious


clues sometimes."


     He looked almost sad.  "Well," he said sarcastically, "you can 


call me the defective detective."


     They both started laughing when Chris suddenly grabbed his head 


in pain.


     "Chris," Melissa said, shocked, "what's wrong ? "


     He grabbed each temple with each hand.  "Something's wrong," he


gasped.  He grimaced in pain.  "It's, I don't know."  He looked at her.


"I am going to the men's room," he said quietly, "if the waitress


comes, order me the Captain's Platter."  He got up.  The pain had


subsided.


     He started to walk to the restroom.  "And a beer," he added.


     Melissa stared after him, worried.


     He was almost there when Anita popped out of the ladies room.  


She stopped him.  "Hey, are you alright ?"


     He took a deep breath.  "Yeah, I think so.  Just a killer


headache."


     "Wait a minute," she said searching her purse.  "I do have some


aspirin."  She kept digging.  "Here," she said handing him a small


bottle.


     "Thanks," he said weakly, walking into the men's room.


     Anita walked back to the table, sitting down.  "Is he all 


right ? " she asked Melissa.


     "I don't know," she said softly, "I've never seen him get a 


headache like that, that quickly.  Chris is a very healthy guy.


Never gets sick.  I don't even ever remember him getting a cold or"


she paused, "now that I think of it, a headache, either."


     "Funny," Anita said, "Sandy was the same way.  At least, as far


as I know."  The waitress came over.


                        ********************


     Adele Marcus was probably the most experienced emergency call


handler at the 911 dispatch.  She was eating her lunch (about two hours


late), when on of the newer ones motioned toward her.


     She put her sandwich down and walked over to Mark.  "Problem,


Mark ?" she asked matter-of-factly.


     "I don't know," he replied, puzzled.  "I have a trace on the line


but I can't make out what he's trying to tell me.  Listen."


     She put the receiver up to her hear.  "Lossst bloooood."  she 


then heard gurgling.


     She thought quickly.  "Mark call the Daytona Beach PD.We have some 


a life threatening situation."  She turned and grabbed the vacant 


seat next to Mark, and put the headset on.  She punched the button.  


"EMS, this is 911.  We have a life threatening situation, I am getting 


the trace, it's beachside."


     "Roger, 911.  Unit is on the way, please radio address."


     Adele waited.  The address flashed up and she gave it to EMS.


She turned toward Mark.  "Did you get that ?"


     He nodded.  "Police are on the way."


     She smiled at him.  "Good work, Mark.  You may have just saved a


life," she said.


     Mark smiled.  "Thanks."


     Adele watched as he went back to work.


     He would be just fine.


                        ********************


     Chris Shedd stared in the mirror.  'God,'  he thought, 'never had


pain like this before.'   He ran water in the sink, splashing his face.


Better.


     He took the bottle Anita had given him, checked out the ingredients,


and opened it up.  He took two pills out, swallowed them, then cupped 


his hands underneath the faucet, taking a swallow of water.


     He reached over and grabbed a few paper towels, drying his face.


The pain had almost totally subsided, and he felt much better.  He


dried his hands and walked out of the men's room.


     He got his bearings and headed over to the table.  Anita and


Melissa looked at him.  "Are you alright ?" Anita asked, sympathetically.


     "Yeah," he said, "headache's gone."


     "Chris, maybe you should-"


     "Go see a doctor, Melissa ?" he finished for her.  He shook his


head.  "I don't think so.  I'm alright."  He sat down and the waitress


arrived with dinner.


     "Wow," Melissa said, "that was fast."


     Anita nodded.  "Best service in any restaurant I've been in."


     They were halfway through dinner when the waitress came over.


"Are you Chris Shedd ?" she asked.


     He nodded. 


     "You have a phone call."  She handed him a portable phone.


     "Yes," he said.


     Caputo, on the other end, stood in Ben Richardson's living room,


watching Ben being wheeled away on a stretcher.  "Shedd, this is 


Caputo."


     "Yes, captain.  What did I do now ?"


     "Nothing," Caputo paused, uncomfortable.  "Is your daughter 


staying with Ben Richardson ?"


     "Yes, how did you know ?"


     "Ben told us just now.  I want to see you at the station.  As soon


as possible."


     "Why ?"


     The girls watched Chris as he put the phone down in shock.


     "Chris," Melissa said, "what is it ?"


     "Ben Richardson's been shot.  He's in critical condition."


     Anita gasped and Melissa drew back.


     "Michelle ?" Melissa asked, apprehensively.


     "She's missing, Melissa."  He started to shake.


     "My little girl is missing."
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     Melissa was stunned.  'No,'  she thought, 'not now. Not Michelle.' 


"Are you sure ? " she asked, her voice trembling.


     Chris nodded, emotionless.  The color had drained from his face.


     Anita motioned for the waitress.  "What did they say ?"


     Chris started to snap out of it a little.  "Caputo said that Ben


was shot twice."  He looked at Melissa.


     She put her hand over her mouth.  "No," she said quietly.


     He shook his head.  "Once in the arm, and once in the chest.  No


sign of a struggle.  It was either someone he knew, or he just plain 


got taken by surprise.  Either way, whoever it was took Michelle."


     Anita paid the waitress.  "What did Caputo say to do ?"


     "He wants me down at the station as soon as possible.  I hope he


doesn't want to play twenty questions."


     They rose and left the restaurant, Chris still somewhat in shock,


Melissa trying to figure out who took Michelle, and Anita leading the


way, very calmly.


     They got into the car and left.


                        ********************


     They pulled into the parking lot at the station.  Nick Samuels was


waiting for them.  He walked right over to Chris as he got out of the car.


     "Chris, I'm sorry."


     He looked at Nick.  "I know, Nicky, but don't worry," he said


determinedly, "I will find her."


     "Yeah, well," Nick said slowly, "keep that to yourself.  If


Caputo hears that, he'll give you more than you can handle."


     Chris looked at Nick deadpan.


     "Fuck the captain," he said, quietly.  


     Nick raised an eyebrow.  He let it go, knowing Chris wouldn't clue


Caputo in on what he was really doing.  He thought about how he'd


react if it was his daughter.  Then he spotted Melissa.


     He walked over and hugged her.  "God, girl, you look terrific."


he said, quietly.


     She hugged him back.  "Not fair," she whispered to him, "you


do to."   She looked him in the eyes.  "How've you been ?"


     He put his arm down.  "Fine, Mel.  It's great seeing you again."


     "Nick," Chris interrupted, "this is Anita Singer.  She was Sandy's


best friend."


     Anita and Nick shook hands.  Nick glanced sideways at Melissa. 


She put her finger to her lips, and Nicky understood.


     "Well," Nick said quietly, "Caputo is waiting for you.  C'mon."


     With Nick leading the way, the three of them walked into the


station and down the corridor to Caputo's office.  Nick knocked on


the door.


     "Come," Caputo said from inside.


     Nick looked at Chris and opened the door.  The three of them 


walked in, Nick staying outside.  "Nick, I want to see you after I'm


through here," Caputo said gruffly.  He looked at the three of them.


"Please," he said, "sit down."


     Chris, Melissa and Anita all sat down.  Nick closed the door and


stood outside.


     "Exactly what happened ?" Chris asked, fairly calmly.


     Caputo grimaced.  "Ben Richardson made the 911 call himself.  He


was shot twice, once in the right arm, and once in the right side of


the chest.  When we got there he was unconscious."


     "What condition is he in ?"


     "Critical," Caputo said quietly.  "The bullets were laced with


curari."


     Chris was shocked.  "What about my daughter ?"


     Caputo looked at Chris and almost seemed to soften, slightly.


"No sign of a struggle.  Either it was someone she knew, or, like Ben,


she got taken by surprise."


     Chris thought for a minute, and then looked at Melissa.


     'That's hardly likely,'  Melissa thought.


     Chris took a deep breath.  He could swear he heard Melissa say


something, but she didn't.  He shook his head.


     "Well," Chris said, starting to lose his cool, "What are you


doing now ?"


     Caputo sat back in his chair.  "We're canvassing the neighborhood


for witnesses.  We'll come up with something.  The only thing I want


you to do," as he started sounding tense, "is sit back and let us


handle this."


     Chris was starting to lose control of his temper.  "Oh, really ?"


he said, cockily.


     Caputo was losing his temper now.  "Yes, really.  We can handle


this."


     "Like you handled Sandy's death ?"


     "Your ex-wife's death," Caputo said, raising his voice, "was an


accident, nothing more, nothing less.  I suggest you keep that in


mind, Shedd."


     Chris shook his head.  "You really think so ?" he asked,


sarcastically.


     "I know so," Caputo roared.  "And if you come in here with any


half-cocked theories, unless you have evidence, you'll be spending


time in a cell, daughter missing or not."


     Chris fumed.  "I swear, if you mishandle my daughter's 


disappearance in the slightest, and I do mean slightest way, I'm going


to have your ass in a sling."


     Caputo stood up.  "I need your cooperation."


     Chris snorted.  "How ?"


     "First off, I need to know who you may have put away that would


go to these measures.  Somebody you might have busted that doesn't like


you  very much.  That first."


     Chris shook his head.  "Jerome was the big one.  He was a drug


dealer that Quentin and I busted up in Connecticut.  But that was before


he got into trouble with his own people.  I'd imagine he has enough


problems right now without messing around with me."


     "Are you sure ? " he asked sternly.


     Chris glared at him.  "Yes, I'm sure.  Is that all ?"


     "No."  Caputo quieted down.  "I'm telling you, if you get any


contact about ransom, or any contact from the kidnappers, you are to


call me immediately.  And this is the last time I will tell you to 


stay out of this and let me handle it."


     Chris rose and Melissa and Anita followed suit.  "Like you 


handled Sandy's death ?"


     Caputo turned red as they headed for the door.  Chris opened it,


stopped and turned toward Caputo.


     "There is one more person, Captain."


     Caputo raised an eyebrow.  "Who ?"


     "Whoever killed my ex-wife."


                        ********************


     Melissa walked beside Chris on the way out.  "Calm down, you're


going to blow a blood vessel."


     He let out a heavy breath.  "I know.  Just like I know something


else right now."


     "What ?" Melissa asked quietly, so Anita couldn't hear.


     "Anita," Chris asked meekly, "could you bring the car out front ?"


     "Sure," she said, softly, giving Melissa a dirty look on the way


out.  They both watched her go out the door.


     Chris looked Melissa in the eyes.  "That headache in the restaurant.


I'll bet you ten to one that's when Michelle was kidnapped.  I got a 


headache yesterday right around the time Suzanne Mclellan was killed."


     She looked at him.  "I was right.  If you have those abilities


also, it may have taken your contact with Michelle to unlock them. 


Chris, you know what I think ?"


     He looked at her.  "Oh, yeah."


     She smiled.  "If your connection with Michelle is that close, not


only biologically, but mentally, you may be able to track her down


telepathically."


     He scratched his head.  "If I knew what i was doing.  I just don't


know yet.  Lord listen to me.  Maybe it's just a coincidence.  Even


if it's not, what can I do ?  And it's not like I can run into the 


library and take a book out on how to use telepathy."


     Melissa rolled her eyes.  "Look, all I'm saying , is if we get


close enough to her, position wise, you may be able to sense her, to


feel her presence."


     "You mean like tracking her, like a homing beacon ?"


     Melissa nodded.  A horn blew out front.  "Look," she said to


Chris, "I don't think we should let Anita in on this little gift of


yours just yet, okay ?"


     Chris nodded.  "Right.  Let's go."


     Melissa nd Chris walked out the front door and got in the car.


                        ********************


     Caputo watched them walk out the office door.  Nick Samuels


walked in thirty seconds later.  "Okay, Captain, what is it ?"


     Caputo sat relaxed behind his desk.  He motioned to Nicky.  "Sit."


     Nick sat directly opposite Caputo.


     "Nick, I don't want Shedd getting anymore information from this


department."


     Nick went to say something, but Caputo held up his hand.


     "Anything Shedd gets comes through me first, got it ?"


     Nick nodded.  "You're being unfair."


     Caputo looked at him in astonishment.  "Oh, really ?  I'm going to


forget you made that remark."


     Nick got angry.  "I'm not.  Chris was one of my best friends on


the force up in Connecticut as well as being a good teacher.  He didn't


even know he had a daughter until he got down here the day before


yesterday.  If he asks for my help, he gets it."  He paused.  "Besides,


I'm beginning to think he's right."


     "About what ?" Caputo asked.


     "About his ex-wife's death.  Hasn't it occurred to you that it may


be too much of a coincidence that he starts poking around in it and


his daughter gets kidnapped?  I may not be Sherlock Holmes, but I know


when something stinks, and this stinks."


     "Okay, Nick, if that's the way you feel," Caputo said calmly, 


"Let's have your weapon and badge.  You are on suspension, without pay,


until further notice.  And if I catch you snooping around in this with


Shedd, you can kiss your job goodbye."


     Nick Samuels stared at Caputo.  "Okay, so that's how it's going to 


be, huh ?"  He took his badge off and tossed it on the desk.  He 


emptied his revolver and slammed it down on the desk.


     He turned to walk out the door.  He stopped suddenly and whirled,


facing Caputo.  "I'm going to the union, Captain.  This is starting


to seem a little unusual, to say the least.  I'll see you at the


Internal Affairs hearing."


     He spun back around and headed right up to the door.  As he went to


leave, he turned his head toward his captain.


     "By the way, Caputo ?"


     Caputo, stunned, answered, "Yes."


     "If you do botch this, God help you."  Nick slammed the door


shut.


     Caputo stood there looking for a minute at Nick's gun and badge.


He sat, collected them, and put them in the lower right hand drawer of


his desk.


     He sat back for a minute, tapping his chin with his index finger.


He moved forward, picked up the phone and punched his secretary's


intercom number.


     "Alice, I want to see Aviles and Garrison, right now."


     "Yes, sir."


     He sat back.  He smiled.


     So far, his plan was working perfectly.
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     Franklin Madison sat at his desk.  He'd been in early today, 


preparing everything for the final experiment Monday.  He was nervous.


     He'd been called earlier by the police and questioned about


Freeman.  Freeman was not irreplaceable, hell, damned close, but not


irreplaceable.  God knows, none of his assistants were.  It's just


that he'd gotten worried about the connection between the drugs and


gambling.


     And then there was the question of the disk.


     He wished he knew who siphoned files from the high security


section.  He knew that the whole experiment would be compromised if


somebody got their hands on that disk.  'Wait,'  he thought, 'stay 


calm.  They'd still have to figure out the security code.'   He sighed.


     Thankfully, Williams had set the security system up.  If somebody


did get a hold of it, the odds of them figuring out the security codes


was ridiculous.  Madison just wished he knew who made the copy,


     His train of thought was interrupted by the phone.  He picked it up.


     "Yes."


     "Good afternoon, Dr.Madison.  Is everything going well ?" a 


gravely voice inquired.


     "Yes, Dr. Jackael.  Yes everything is all set for Monday.  Security


is in place, all the testing done yesterday proved fruitful.  I believe


everything is in place for this to be a big success."


     "Good" Jackael said, "unfortunately Doctor, I shall not be able


to attend."


     "Oh," Madison said, sounding surprised.  He was relieved.


     "However, I shall send one of my colleagues.  I do hope everything


goes well."


     "I'm sure it will, doctor.  and thank you."  Hanging up,


Madison shuddered.  Jackael gave him the creeps.


     He started drumming his fingers. He grabbed his rolodex, and looked


for McIntosh's number.  He found it fairly quickly.


     He dialed the number.  It was picked up on the first ring.


     "Hello," a deep voice said on the other end.


     "McIntosh, please."


     "Speaking," he said, coughing slightly.  "Who is this ?"


     "This is Dr. Madison."


     McIntosh cleared his throat.  "Yes, doctor, what can I do for you ?"


     "There has been an accident.  Mitchell Freeman was killed this


morning."  There was silence on the other end of the line.  Madison


continued.  


     "I'm promoting you to chief assistant on the project."


     "Thank you," McIntosh said, somewhat stunned.


      "I suggest you get in here early Monday morning and familiarize


yourself with the particulars of Freeman's role in this project."


     "Yes," he responded, "I'll be there."


     "Good.  I'll see you Monday, early. "  He was about to hang up


when McIntosh stopped him.


     "Wait.  What about the files ?"


     "Oh," Madison said, "They've all been transferred to your office."


He hung up.


     'Except for one,'  Madison thought.  'Except for one.' 


     Franklin Madison drank his coffee.


                        ********************


     Anita drove to the condo.  "What are you going to do, Chris ?"


she asked, upset.


     "I'm going to see Ben.  Hopefully, he'll be conscious.  If not,


I'm going to be there when he wakes up."  He turned to Melissa.  "I'll


need the car."


     Melissa pulled the keys out of her purse.  "Look, remember what I


told you, and please, be careful."


     Chris nodded.  "Keep working on the disk.  We've got to get into


it."


     Melissa tried to smile.  "You know it."


     Anita pulled into the parking space.  "Why don't you change first


and get a cup of coffee.  It might help."


     "Good point," Melissa added.


     Chris  nodded.  "I guess so."


     Anita shut the car off, and they all got out.  They walked slowly


up to the condo.  Anita got to her door, turned and looked somberly at


Chris.  "I'll be over in a little while with some coffee, okay ?"


     Chris nodded.  He and Melissa walked down to his door and unlocked


it and entered.  Melissa practically had to pull him inside.


     She shut the door.  They stood there face to face.  She looked 


up at him and saw his eyes.  They were misty.  "My little girl," he


 said slowly, "I haven't even known her a day yet.  Somebody's taken


 her."


     She put her arms around him, and he responded, holding her closer


 than they've ever been.  Her eyes were starting to tear also.


     "If anybody can get her back, Chris, it's you."  She put her


 head on his shoulder.


     He held on to her, a few tears rolling down her face.  "I know,"


 he said, almost unconsciously, "I know."


     She pushed him away.   "Now," she said, clearing her throat,


"Get changed.  You've got to go see Ben."


     He nodded and walked into the bedroom.  She watched him close the


door.


     She'd known Chris longer than any man she'd ever been involved 


with.  She loved him longer, also.  It hurt her to see him in such


pain.  She bit her lower lip.


     She knew he was right back in Caputo's office, too.  Whoever did


this, did it to get Chris either to back off, or to trap him.  And


she was willing to bet it was a trap.


     She shook her head.  She'd just been able to tell him how she felt


about him.  She wasn't about to lose him now.


     The bedroom door opened, and Chris exited, wearing a different


shirt and the same pair of jeans.  He walked over to Melissa.


     They stood there, looking into each other's eyes for a minute,


and kissed, forgetting everything for a moment.


     Melissa opened her eyes slowly and looked at him.  "We'll get


through this," she whispered, "we'll get through this."


     He smiled weakly.  There was a knock at the front door and they


pulled away, turning to face the door.


     Anita opened the door, three cups of coffee on a tray.  "Said I'd


be here," she said quietly, "and I am."


     "Now," she added, "what are you going to do about finding


Michelle ?"


     "First," Chris said, as Anita brought the coffee over, "I'm


going to see Ben Richardson.  Secondly, I think that creep Aarons might


be able to tell me something more."  He looked at Melissa.


     "That might be a good idea," she said, nodding her head in


agreement.


     Chris picked up a cup of coffee and took a sip.  "But I'd better


get my ass over to the hospital."  He took a huge swallow.


     "If Ben is in critical condition," Chris said quietly, "something


could go wrong."


     Melissa looked at him.  "Just be careful."


     Anita added, "Same here.  Do you need me for anything ?"


     "I don't know.  But you should be careful.  Whoever grabbed my


daughter and shot Ben undoubtedly knows who you are and might just


decide to add you to his collection."  He looked at Melissa.  "That


goes for you, too.  I've a sneaking suspicion they've been watching us.


They must know you work with me."


     Melissa nodded.  "I'm not going anywhere.  I've got loads of work


to do."


     "Good."  Chris walked toward the door.  "I'll see you later."


     He walked out and Anita gave Melissa her coffee.  "I've got some


housework to do," she said quietly to Melissa.  "If you need me, I'll


be next door.  Call me if Chris finds anything out."


     Melissa nodded.  "Thanks, Anita."


     She smiled as she headed for the door.  "No problem," she said.


     After she closed the door, Anita wistfully watched Chris walk


towards his car.  She was making a wish.


     She wished she hadn't looked through the front window.


     She wished she hadn't seen them kiss.


                        ********************


     Chris pulled into Volusia County General.  He walked into the main


entrance, where Nick Samuels was waiting.


     "Come on," Nick said, "You won't get in there without me."


     "Hey," Chris said, "It just hit me.  Ben has a little boy.  You


don't suppose-"


     "No," Nick looked at Chris.  "His ex-wife picked him up a few hours


ago.  He wasn't there when it happened."


     "Thank god," Chris said.  But he was worried about Michelle.


"What kind of shape is Ben in ?"


     Nick shrugged.  "He's critical, but the doctor says he's strong


enough.  I told him you were his cousin."


     "Why ?" Chris asked.


     "Because that's the only way they'll let you in to see him."


     Chris looked at him, concerned.  "Why is it I have a feeling


there's something you're not telling me ?"


     The elevator appeared, and Nick walked into it, Chris close behind.


     "Okay, Nick, what is it ?"


     He looked at Chris.  "Caputo suspended me today."


     Chris sighed.  "I'm sorry, Nick.  I didn't mean for this to happen."


     Nick waved him off.  "Don't sweat it.  As far as I'm concerned


Caputo is so blind to this, he's not doing his job right.  He's a good


man, but he's way off base here.  He thinks the only explanation for


Sandy's death is an auto accident.  I have a hunch you're on the right 


track."


     "Why, because of the attempt on my life ?"


     Nick looked at him cooly.  "That and the fact Michelle is missing.


One being a coincidence is possible, but both of them ?  I don't think


so."


     The elevator doors opened on the eighth floor and Nick and Chris


walked out.  They were nearing the end of the corridor headed for the


intensive care unit when Nick spotted the doctor.


     "Dr. Martin ?"


     Joe Martin turned around.  "Hello, Officer Samuels, right ?"


     Nick nodded.  "This is Ben's cousin Chris.  Chris, this is Dr.


Joe Martin."


     Chris and the doctor shook hands.  "How is he ?" Chris asked,


concerned.


     "Well," the doctor started as they headed toward the ICU, "the


bullet wound in his arm was clean, it went right through.  The one in


his chest nicked his right lung and nearly collapsed it.  He really


should be fine."


     "Can I see him ?"


     Dr. Martin rubbed his chin.  "For a few minutes only.  I'd really


like for him to rest."


     Chris nodded.  "I understand."


     Dr. Martin watched Chris and got a strange feeling.


     They got to Ben's bed and Nick distracted the doctor while Chris


went over to see Ben.


     "Hey," Chris said, whispering, "Ben."


     Ben opened his eyes weakly.  "Chris, I'm -"


     "Shhh," Chris said, trying to keep Ben calm, "I'm here as your


cousin.  I've only got a few minutes."


     Ben nodded.


     "Did you recognize who shot you ?"


     Ben shook his head.  "Ski mask," he whispered, "he took Michelle,


Chris."


     "I know," Chris said painfully, "and I'm going to get her back.  


Did you recognize anything about him ?"


     "I don't think so, but," Ben continued slowly, "there was something


about the way he moved.  It was, I don't know, like an athlete."


     Chris straightened up.  Something clicked.


     "Maybe like a cat ?"


     Ben swallowed hard.  He nodded. "Yeah, like a cat."


     Chris knew who had his daughter.
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     Chris looked at Ben.  "Thanks buddy, I owe you one.  A big one."


     Ben looked sadly at Chris.  "Tried to stop him, but.."


     Chris grabbed hold of Ben's hand.  "I know."  He held Ben's hand


tighter.  "You did your best."


     "Chris, wait," Ben whispered, remembering something he'd seen. 


"He, he had a beeper."


     Chris rubbed his chin.  "You may have helped me more than you know,


Ben.  Get some rest.  I'll be back to see you."


     Ben nodded.


     Chris stood up.  "With Michelle. That's a promise."


     Chris looked over at Nick,.  He walked over to Nick and the doctor.


"Thanks, Dr. Martin.  I'll be back to check on him in a day or two.  Just


take good care of him."


     The doctor smiled.  "Sure thing, but don't be surprised if he's out


by morning, though."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  He looked at Joseph Martin and felt


something.  A twinge.


     "Thank you, Doctor," he said.


     Chris and Nick walked down the hall back to the elevators.


     "Well," Nick said, apprehensively, "did he tell you anything


helpful ?"


     They stopped at the elevator and Chris pushed the button.  He 


looked at Nick dead serious.


     "He told me who took my daughter."


     Nick Samuels was stunned.


     The elevator arrived.


                        ********************


     Melissa sat at the kitchen table.  She was scrawling nine-letter


words on a legal pad.  She shook her head.


     She got up and went to get a cup of coffee.  'I must be missing


something.  I can't see what it is.'   She shook her head and poured a 


cup slowly.


     She stirred her coffee absent-mindedly, wondering if Chris was able


to get any information from Ben that would help.  She shuddered.


     The only real reason anyone could have for kidnapping Michelle was


to trap Chris.  She shook her head.  Chris wasn't stupid, but she was


afraid he wouldn't use his head when it came to his daughter.  He'd 


only known her for a day, but Melissa could see it in his eyes. They,


in only twenty four hours, had indeed bonded.  She knew Chris well enough 


to tell this.


     She walked back to the kitchen table, sitting down at her pad again.  


The phone rang, startling her.


     She picked it up.  "Hello."


     "Melissa, it's me Ray."


     "Oh, hi.  What's up ?"


     "I ran the rest of those names for you.  First off, this Gary Aarons 


is a real peach.  Minor stuff mostly, but he used to be a police officer 


on the Ormond Beach PD.  He was asked to resign, shall we say, due to an 


impending investigation on graft in the department."


     "Oh, boy. Nice."


     "That's not the best of it.  He's a real winner.  The F.B.I. has


a file on him due to his suspected involvement in a kidnapping in


Palm Coast two years ago."


     "Suspected ?"


     "Yeah, they couldn't prove anything, though.  The victim was found


dead after the ransom was paid."


     Melissa took a deep breath.


     "Melissa, I'm getting something on my terminal.  I'll call


you right back."   


     "Sure," she said quietly and hung up the phone.


     'My god,'  she thought, 'what if that slimeball had something to


do with Michelle's disappearance ?'.


     She shivered.


                        ********************


     They were walking toward the hospital entrance.  Chris was like a 


man on a mission.  Nick hadn't seen him like this since he was a rookie 


on the force.  One thing he knew back then was, not to get in Chris' way 


when he was like this.


     "Hey," Nick said as they walked out the front door, "what would


you like me to do ?"


     Chris stopped.  He turned and looked at his friend sadly.  "Nothing.


You have done so much, Nick.  I don't want you getting in anymore trouble


with Caputo.  You're a good cop and they need you."


     "No, Chris," Nick protested,  "that's not good enough.  You and I


have known each other close to five years.  You taught me more about


being a cop than anybody on the force.  You always did the right thing.


Besides, after we prove Sandy's death was not an accident, Caputo will 


have to reinstate me."


     Chris thought for a minute.  "Okay, but you're going to have to be


careful.  Let me make a phone call first."


     Chris walked over to the phone.  He pulled out the scrap of paper


that had been left in Sandy's safe deposit box.  He put a quarter in the


coin slot and dialed the number.  It rang.


     Then an operator came on.  "Florida Message Center."


     "Yes," he said, "I'm trying to get a hold of someone."


     "Number, please."


     Chris read the number off of the slip of paper.


     "I'm sorry, sir, but that number is not in service anymore."


     "Not for non-payment, I hope."


     "Oh, no.  That was a customer request."


     Chris thought for a minute.  "I don't suppose you could tell me


who that customer was."


     "No, sir, I'm sorry.  Company policy."


     "Yeah, right.  Thanks anyway."  He hung up the phone, angry.


     'Damn it,'  he thought, 'well , it doesn't change the fact.' 


     He walked over to Nick.  "Okay," he said, quietly, "there is


someone you could help me track down."


     "Who ?" Nick asked.


     "Pierce," Chris said, coldly, gritting his teeth, "Martin Pierce."


                        ********************


     Melissa sat there playing with words.  There had to be something.


Something she was missing.


     Something simple.


     She just couldn't shake the feeling it was just so ridiculously


easy.  She kept scrawling words mindlessly.


     The phone rang again, snapping her out of it.


     "Yes," she said in a monotone.


     "Hey, don't sound so excited.  I have some more info for you."


     "Oh, I'm sorry, Ray.  My mind's just a million miles away right


now.  What do you have?"


     "Okay, I did a little more digging on this Pierce guy.  He


disappeared about seven years ago.  He doesn't live anywhere, he 


doesn't work anywhere, hence he doesn't pay taxes.  That's probably 


why the I.R.S. doesn't have any records on him."


     "Shit," Melissa said, disguisted.  "That figures.  What else?"


     "Well,I ran Dr. Franklin Madison and Horace Williams through.


Guess what?"


     "Oh, I don't know," she said, anticipating.  "Tell me."


     "Well, I get the same little red security flag on both names.


Which means they're involved in something which is classified.  Highly


classified.


      Melissa nodded.  "Yes," she said.  "There's the project that 


Madison's working on."


      Ray cleared his throat.  "Excuse me, they have more than that in


common."


      Melissa brightened up. "Like what?"


      "Like Chris Shedd's ex-wife, for example."


      Melissa paused.  'What the hell?', she thought.


      "Okay, Ray, exactly what about Sandy did they have in common?"


      "Well, Madison was linked to her romantically, besides working


with her.  But Williams was really working with her."


      "Huh?" Melissa said, confused, "what the hell are you talking


about?"


      "Mr. Williams has been meeting Ms. Shedd approximately twice a


week for the last two weeks.  I just found this out."


      Melissa paused.  "I know Williams was helping with the security


at Photosyn."


      "Regardless," Ray continued, "the meetings were more or less


like clockwork."


      "Like," Melissa started slowly, "she was making reports to him."


      "Hold all calls, we have a winner."


      "Nuts, none of this adds up."  She paused, trying to think.


      "Yeah, and I can't help you there.  I could only get into 


Williams files for a few minutes.  They can trace anybody hacking


around real fast."


      "Well, thanks Ray.  I owe you."


      "Dinner would be nice."


      She smiled.  "Mind if I bring a date?"


      He was silent for a moment.  "Well, I'll be damned.  After all this


time, he finally noticed you?"


      "Yes he did," she said softly.  "We're waiting until this is over


before we move forward."


      "Thank god.  I was wondering if you were wasting your time or not."


      "So was I," she responded sarcastically.


      "Oh, yeah, one more thing. This Anita Singer."


      "Yeah," Melissa said, "what about her?"


      "I'm coming up clean.  You got her middle name, or birthdate, or


social security number?"


       "No, Why?"


      "Well, I guess she's just squeaky clean, then.  Funny, I couldn't


even find any college record of any sort on her."


      "I doubt if she went to college.  Don't think she had to."


      "Just as well.  Call me if you need anything else."


      "You got it Ray.  And thanks again."


      "Okay, Melissa.  Say hello to Chris. Bye."


      "Bye."  She hung up the phone.  What was going on with Sandy and


Williams ? She was more confused about that than ever.  She shook her


head.  Did it matter?  It must.  Ray thought it did.


      She went back to her doodling.  She stopped, took a big sip of


her coffee and decided to light a cigarette.  She got up and went into


the living room, looking for her smokes.  They were right on the


coffee table.  There was a knock on the door.


      Anita came in with a plate.  "Hey," she said, quietly,"figured 


you'd need something to eat."


      Melissa smiled.  "Thanks.  I'm not hungry right now, but I will 


eat it later."


      "That's cool.  I have to call Ben's ex-wife and let her know how


he's doing.  The hospital called and Ben asked I do it."


      Melissa lit her cigarette.  "How is he?"


      "Doctor says he may be out tomorrow."  She brought the plate over


and handed it to her.


      Melissa took it from her.  "Thanks again."


      Anita smiled weakly.  "No problem.  Did you hear from Chris yet?"


      "No.  I expect I'll hear from him after he sees that creep


Aarons."


      Anita nodded and walked back toward the door.  "Okay," she said, 


"I'll see you later.  Keep me posted, okay?"


      Melissa smiled.  "Sure thing, Anita.  See you later."


      As Anita closed the door, Melissa took a deep drag on her 


cigarette.  She then thought about something Ray had said over the phone.


      She nearly choked on the smoke.


      She knew how to get into that disk.                                                            
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     She nearly dropped her cigarette when the front door opened.


Chris walked in with Nick Samuels.  She went quickly to Chris, giving 


him a hug.  "I've got something to tell you," she said.


     "One minute, honey."  He turned to Nick.  "Okay, Nicky, here you


go."  He turned on the tv and then the vcr.  Chris fast forwarded the


tape and then paused it.


     "That's him, Nick.  Right there."  He walked up to screen and


pointed.


     Nick nodded.  "Okay, I'll start by checking every hotel and motel


inbetween here and Ormond Beach."  He turned to leave.


     "Nick," Chris said, worriedly, "if you find him, please call me. 


Don't try to confront him yourself.  If this guy is who I think he


is, he's dangerous."


     Nick nodded.  "Sure thing, Chris.  I'll call you later."


     Chris watched Nick leave.  Melissa put an arm around him.  "Okay,


what's going on ? " she asked, "and more important, how's Ben ?"


     He looked at her.  "I think Ben's going to be all right.  But,


he told me indirectly who kidnapped Michelle."


     Melissa looked at him, and then at the screen.  Her eyes


narrowed.  "Martin Pierce."


     The phone rang.  "Wait, " Melissa said, "I'll get it."


     "Hello," she answered.


     "May I speak to Christopher Shedd ?"


     "Who's calling ?" she asked, not recognizing the voice.


     "Horace Williams."


     Melissa put her hand over the mouthpiece and motioned to Chris.


"Hey," she whispered, "it's Horace Williams."


     Chris looked stunned.  He reached for the phone, but Melissa stopped


him short.  "Make sure," she said, softly, "you ask him about all the


regular meetings he was having with Sandy."


     Chris nodded.  He took the phone.  "Shedd," he said, flatly.


     "Mr. Shedd, this is Horace Williams with the F.B.I."


     "I tried calling your office, but they wouldn't let me through."


     "Yes," Williams responded, sympathetically, "I know.  Security


reasons."


     "Uh-huh," Chris said, suspiciously.


     "I understand," Williams continued, "that you've been investigating


your ex-wife's death."


     "Yes.  So why are you interested ?"


     "Oh, come on Chris," Horace said sternly.  "I've a good idea you


know almost as much as I do."


     "Oh, right.  A burned out ex-cop turned private eye."  Chris rolled 


his eyes at Melissa, who put her hand over her mouth, smiling.


     "Cut the crap.  Our file on you is extensive, except for not 


knowing who your parents were."


     "Oh really ?  Then ask your files how unhappy I am that you tried


pressuring my old captain into talking me out of investigating Sandy's


murder."


     Williams was silent.  "Chris, I've called you because I want to


help.  Your ex-wife was a nice woman.  The only reason you were asked


to back off this is because of the high security of this operation.


Dr. Madison's experiments are a vital security priority.  I cannot risk


anymore citizens having knowledge of them."


     Chris paused for a second.  "Okay, Horace.  I can understand that."


He lit a cigarette.  "Now, how about some answers ?"


     "Okay," Williams said, "but I'm not putting national security at


risk."


     "Of course."


     "And," Williams added, "I have some questions for you."


     Chris opened his eyes wide and looked at Melissa.  She shrugged.


     "Well, Horace, " Chris said, "Why is the D.O.T. and the Interior


interested in Madison's experiments ?"


     Williams paused for a minute.  "Well, the modifications he will


require to field test this new process is going to have to be done on


a government testing site.  They have to be in on something of this


size."


     Chris paused.  "Okay, I'll bite.  What is he working on ?"


     Williams paused again. "Well, I really shouldn't tell you but,


you're going to be in a bit of a bind if you don't know.  Look this is


totally confidential.  Madison is developing a process that speeds


up photosynthesis.  It increases germination and fruition of plants by


nearly seven hundred percent."


     Chris whistled.  "No wonder."


     "Yeah," Williams said, sounding tired.  "I need to figure out


just who has been leaking information."


     Chris perked up.  "I can help you there.  Try Mitchell Freeman.


He's your best bet."


     Williams laughed.  "Figures.  I didn't like the little rodent the


first time I laid eyes on him."


     "Now," Chris said, "how about some background ?"


     "Who ?"


     "Martin Pierce."


     There was a dead silence.  "Not much to tell, yet, " Williams


said soberly.  "I don't have all the information I need yet, but I'm


pretty sure he's not a very nice man."


     "As in professional killer, maybe ?"


     "Well, that would be one way of putting it," Williams said 


quietly.  "Either that or a victim of very strange circumstances."


     "How so ?" Chris asked.


     "Well, he has been placed in the vicinity of approximately


seventeen unsolved murders over the last five years."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  "God."


     "Well," Horace said, clearing his throat, "you can't arrest 


someone on circumstance.  Now I have one more question for you."


     "Shoot," Chris said.


     "What have you discovered about your ex-wife's death ?"


     "Wait a minute," Chris said, "why didn't you guys check into 


that ?"


     "I can't Chris.  If I do that, I blow the whole security


surrounding this test.  This little experiment of Madison's has cost


us millions in security.  An investigation into the assistant project


head's death, which is so far accidental, would do nothing but draw


attention to the experiment itself.  Then, before you can sneeze,


we've blown it."


     "Okay," Chris said, "I've checked Sandy's car, and it was most


definitely tampered with."


     "Really ?"


     "Yes," Chris continued, "most likely a remote control device


hooked into the cruise control on the car.  I spotted a clean circle


on the inside of the front bumper.  Whoever it was got close enough


after the accident to remove it.  Her autopsy report shows a splinter


injury in a vertabrae in her neck, indicating she was hit from behind.


My guess is Sandy was most likely dead before she got behind the wheel.


I haven't checked yet, but I'm willing to bet there's evidence the


steering unit had something hooked to it also."


     "What about the police captain there ?"


     Chris hesitated.  "Not exactly cooperative.  He's got everything


wrapped up in a neat little package.  Accidental death."


     "Well, Chris, if you find anything else out-"


     Chris interrupted.  "I have one more question."


     "What is it ?" Horace asked.


     "Why were you meeting so frequently with my ex-wife ?"


     There was dead silence for a moment.  "I was helping her with the 


security there.  I'm sure you know that.  She had become concerned.  As


we found out, there was a leak.  So she had me change the entryway


security and the computer security three times in the last two months."


     "Okay, Horace, thanks for your help."


     "Wish I could do more.  Call me if you come up with anything else."


     "Sure," Chris said and hung up.


     He looked at Melissa.  "Well, I am on the right track."


     "What," she asked, "did he tell you ?"


     "Well, Ben told me the kidnapper moved like a cat.  Sound familiar ?"


     She grimaced.  "Pierce," she said, remembering the videotape.


"What did Williams tell you ?"


     Chris paused, looking at her seriously.  "He told me that Madison's


experiment involved speeding up plant growth by seven hundred percent."


     Melissa gasped.  "Neat trick, if you can do it."


     Chris nodded.  "Sure is.  He also told me that Martin Pierce is


more or less considered a suspect in seventeen different unsolved


homicides.  He's only been linked to being in the vicinity at the time


of the deaths, but there isn't any hard evidence."


     "Chris," Melissa said cautiously, "that makes him a tough customer,


especially now.  If he's the one...."


     "Yeah, I know.  Now Nicky got suspended by Captain Asshole, so he's


going to search the hotels and motels until he comes up with something.


There's one other thing, though."


     "What ?"


     "Williams wasn't being honest with me, at least not one hundred


percent.  He was lying about Sandy, and I think he was lying about


Madison's experiment."


     "Well," Melissa said, smiling, "I think I can help you there."


     He smiled back.  "You figured out the code ?"


     She nodded.  "I'm pretty sure.  I need some numbers.  Yours, 


Sandy's, and Michelle's."


     "Numbers ?" Chris asked, quizzically.


     "Social security numbers."


     "You don't think-"  He stopped.  That was exactly the kind of thing


Sandy would have done.  "Wait one minute."


     He went over to his jacket, still draped over the chair.  He pulled


the envelope with the will in it out of his inside pocket.  He looked.


Attached to it was a financial form with Sandy and Michelle's social


security numbers on it.  He smiled.


     He walked back over to Melissa and handed her the paper.  "Okay,


what are we waiting for ?"


     Melissa smiled and headed for the bedroom, Chris following close


behind.  They walked over, Melissa grabbing the chair, Chris took the 


edge of the bed, and planted themselves in front of the computer.


     Melissa turned it on and set it up.  It seemed like it took forever.


Finally, she was able to get into the program manager.  She pushed the


disk into the slot.


     She opened file FMF1.  The Photosyn logo came up and so did the


request for the password.  She looked at Chris.


     "Look," she said slowly, "I figure we have three, maybe four


shots at this at best.  Which one first ?"


     "Sandy's." Chris said flatly.


     Melissa carefully entered Sandy's social security number in.


     Access denied.


     "Okay," Chris sighed, "try Michelle's."


     Melissa entered his daughter's number.  


     Access denied.


     Melissa looked at Chris.  "Hey, Sherlock- who did she intend to


see this file ?"


     He snapped his fingers.  He got up and typed in the nine numbers.


     Access granted.


     He smiled at her.  "You can be brilliant, you know ? "


     She smiled back.  "I thought it was yours.  Now, let's see what's


on that file."
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     Chris and Melissa read the file slowly.  The first thing that 


popped up was a flashing notice indicating that it was classified


information.


     "Not anymore," Melissa mumbled.


     They read the screen.


     "Project Synfuel.  The hypothesis behind this project is that


decaying plant and vegetable matter, using a technique similar to


photosynthesis, can be converted to a usable fuel.  Dr. Franklin Madison,


head of the project, believes he has found an enzyme that will enable


this conversion."


     Chris and Melissa stopped the report, stopping to look at each 


other.  "No wonder, " Chris said quietly, "the D.O.T. and the Interior


are so interested in this project."  He paused, rubbing his chin.


     "Uh-huh," Melissa said, "and I'll bet that any local big oil


groups would be more than interested.  Still-"


     She looked at Chris.  "Ecological groups would be more than 


interested.  I bet Pierce got in by using his brother's name."


     Chris agreed.  "I have a feeling he would have found a way in,


anyway."


     She frowned.  "You're probably right."


     They continued to read.


                        ********************


     Hyde was not happy.  Things were not happening fast enough for him.


He sensed that Shedd and Thorton were getting close to him.  He knew the 


only way he could remain safe would be if they were both dead.


     And he couldn't believe Pierce.  Kidnapping the girl.  Still, if


it worked out all right, he could get everything he wanted.  Everything.


     Including the girl.


     'It would be perfect,'  he thought.  'I could rush the adoption


papers through.'   His thoughts turned back to more immediate concerns.


     He'd left the backup in charge of the whole thing.  While the


backup had never failed him, he didn't like the 'I'll call you, don't


call me' routine.  He thumbed through the rolodex.


     Finding the number he wanted, he turned on the scrambler and dialed


the number.


     "Connors."


     "It's me."


     "Yes sir.  What do you need ?"


     "I need for you to check with our outside contact in Daytona Beach.


Have him find out what's happening.  Then, have him killed."


     "Okay, no problem.  However I was just going to call you."


     "Why ?" Hyde asked.


     "You should watch your time when you're using the scrambler. I've


just discovered that there were inquiries into the phone records where


Portico was employed."


     "Do you think they've actually figured it out ?" he asked,


suspiciously.


     "I don't know yet.  All I do know is that the inquiries came out


of Connecticut."


     "Must be Shedd's connection up there.  I'll reroute the scrambler."


     "Just watch your time on these calls.  The longer you stay on,


the closer they're going to get."


     "Very well.  Take care of your assignment and call me when it's


complete."


     "Fine," Connors said and hung up.


     Hyde sat there for a moment.  He pulled a phone book out of the


bottom right hand drawer of his desk.  He flipped through the yellow


pages, found something amusing, and wrote the number down.


     He closed the book up, put it back in the drawer, and opened the


bottom left hand drawer.


     The main part of the scrambler was there, the number he was using


for the satellite lit in red.  He hit the enter key and punched in


the number he had written down.  He smiled.


     It was a number for a cememtary.


     He shut the drawer. 'Now,' he thought angrily, 'I'm going to find


out what's going on.' 


     He picked up the phone and dialed the number.  It beeped, and he


then entered his four digit code.  He would give his backup about


fifteen minutes.  He then hung the phone up, and a second or two later,


picked it up.  He dialed a local number.


     "Paulson," the other end answered.


     "Paulson, this is Hyde."


     "Yes sir, what can I do for you?"


     "How long will it take for my jet to be ready for a flight to


Daytona Beach?"


     "About a half an hour, depending."


     "Well, make sure it's ready.  I'm putting you on standby."                                                   "Fine, I'll do the preliminary flight checks now, sir.  It'll be


ready."


     "Good, I'll call you as soon as I know."  He hung up.


     He'd decided that it would be a good idea to make sure this went


off as planned.  Even if he had to take a hand in it personally.


     He sat and stared at the phone.


     Waiting for it to ring.


                         *****************


     They had completed reading the synopsis of the project.  Melissa


closed the file and shut the computer down.  "Coffee," she said, "I 


think we need coffee."


     Chris rose and she followed him to the kitchen.  She poured two cups


and brought them to the table, setting one down in front of the already


seated Chris, and taking a swallow of her own.


     "What do you think, Melissa?" Chris asked her quietly.  "Do you


think it's possible that Madison actually has discovered a way to turn


garbage into synthetic fuel?"


     She sat down, taking another swallow of coffee.  "I don't know,


Chris.  I really don't know enough about botany or even photosynthesis


for that matter.  I know they've been working on solar power, methane,


alcohol additives.  I do suppose it's possible."  She took out a


cigarette and lit it, inhaling deeply.  "But I don't know.  I mean,


after all, isn't Madison some sort of botanical genius ? And he does


have a masters in chemistry."


     Chris nodded.  "Well, I don't know either.  But this does tell us


one thing."


     "What?" she asked.


     "That Mr. Horace Williams of the F.B.I. was not entirely honest with


us.  He lied to us about the project.  And about something else, I 


believe."


     Melissa smiled.  "His meetings with Sandy, I presume."


     "Give that girl a cookie," Chris said, smiling at her.  "I don't


think these meetings were just about security measures.  I don't know


yet what was going on, but I suspect Mr. Aarons may have some idea."


     Melissa raised her eyebrows.  "Mr. Personality ?" she asked, 


sarcastically.


     Chris nodded.  "If I'm right," he said slowly, "I think that he


had some sort of connection with Mitchell Freeman.  Something they may


have had in common."


     "Gambling ?" she asked, cautiously.


     Chris nodded.  "It's just something I sense."


     She looked at him.  "You better run with the ball, then.  And may I


make a suggestion?"


     He looked at her.  "Sure."


     "On your way over to see him, put your 'sense' out for your


daughter.  You may be able to pick up something."


     "That's a good bet.  I'm going to get moving.  I need for you to


stay here."


     "Since you're taking the car, how can I go anywhere ?  Besides,"


she continued, slowly, "I think one of us should be here in case that


creep Pierce calls."


     He nodded.  "Remember, just be careful."


     She looked at the clock.  "I'm going to finish my coffee and take a


walk down to the water.  Then, I'm coming back and I'm going to sleep


for a couple of hours."


     Chris rose, and headed for the living room.  He walked over


to the couch and grabbed his jacket;  He strolled back into the kitchen.


"I'll be back in a little."


     "Okay," she said smiling.  "I was serious about getting sleep, so


don't wake me.  Give me about three or four hours at least.  We have to


find Michelle."


     Chris nodded solemnly.  He went to her, she rose, and they embraced


and kissed.  "I won't be long," he whispered in her ear.


     "Don't be," she whispered back.


     Chris turned and walked toward the door.  He got a strange feeling.


     Things were coming to a head.


                          ******************


     Atkins was dreading this.  He swallowed hard, and picked up the


phone.  Speaking to Caputo wasn't going to be easy, but he had to inform


him of the phone records.


     He dialed the number Chris had given him and the phone rang.  It


was picked up almost immediately.


     "Police department.  Is this an emergency?"


     "No," Atkins stated flatly. "My name is Captain Thomas Atkins of 


the New Haven PD.  I'd like to speak to Captain Caputo, please."


     "Hold, please."


     "Caputo," he said gruffly.


     "Captain, this is Thomas Atkins of the New Haven PD."


     "Uh-huh," he said, hesitating, "what can I do for you?"


     "It's about a murder I had up here yesterday morning."


     "Heard about that.  That victim who was butchered.  Police officer's


widow, I understand."


     "Yes.  Actually, she was the widow of Chris Shedd's old partner."


     Caputo was silent. "That's too bad.  Look, Captain, if you've called


to ask me to back off Shedd, you can forget it.  The last thing I need is


some private investigator trying to show up the Daytona Beach police 


department."


     "That's not why I called, Captain.  I have something else to tell


you."


     "Okay," Caputo said, "I'm listening."


     "I received phone records from the place the murderer worked.  It


seems that there are three other killings that he can be tied to.  He


received long distance calls on the days of and just prior to those 


killings."


     "And?" Caputo said, impatiently.


     "One of those was a Daytona Beach number."


     Caputo was quiet.  "Look, are you sure about this ?"


     "Phone records generally don't lie," Atkins responded curtly.


     "Give me the number.  I'd like to check this out personally."


Caputo absent-mindedly wrote the number down, thinking it was just a


coincidence.


     "Captain," Caputo said abruptly,"I thank you for your co-operation.


I will call you if I require more information."


     "Very well," Atkins responded politely, "thanks for your time."


     "One more thing.  I've come up with a contingency plan of my own.


I may be stubborn," Caputo said quietly,"but I'm not stupid.  I don't


think Shedd's burned out, but I'm not taking any chances.  Just be aware


I'm not the enemy."


     "I understand," Atkins said, "I'll call with anything new."  He


hung up.


     Caputo hung up the phone slowly.  He'd check this number out later.


He stared at the phone for a few moments.


     There couldn't be a connection.


     Could there?                                       
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     Chris sped along Beach Street, trying to communicate telepathically


with his missing daughter.  'No go,'  he thought grimly, 'she may be


asleep or unconscious.'   He frowned.  'I don't think Pierce would kill


her.  It's me he wants.  Maybe I just don't know what I'm doing.' 


     He slowed down, approaching Aarons' office.  He pulled into the


parking lot and shut the car off.  He glanced up toward the office.


'Good,'  he thought, seeing a light on, 'the creep is in.' 


     Chris instinctively didn't like Aarons.  He regarded him as the sort


of investigator who'd take his clients for what he could.  Kind of like


a cop who'd take a bribe.  He shuddered.  Aarons was definitely slime.


     He got out of the car and walked into the building, looking around,


taking notice of everything.  He walked up the stairs quietly, almost


creeping, wondering if he'd really get any straight answers out of Aarons.


He knew he probably wouldn't, but it was worth a try anyway.  At this


point, it wouldn't hurt.


     He walked down the hallway to Aarons door and pushed it open.  Aarons


was seated at his desk with an open tequila bottle, half-empty, still in


his right hand.  He was laying his head sideways on his left arm on


top of the desk.  Chris grimaced.


     He walked over and pushed him.  Aarons stirred, just moving his 


head slightly.  Chris shoved him harder, and Aarons awoke with a start.


     "Oh, it's you."  Aarons stretched, moving his head up, then


picking up the tequila bottle and taking a good strong swallow.  He


then held the bottle out to Chris as an offering.


     "That's not what I'm here for."


     Aarons nodded.  "I knew you'd be back once they snatched your 


little girl."  He took another swallow.  "I just fucking knew it."


     Chris sat on the edge of the desk.  "How did you know that ?"


he asked, sarcastically.


     "Because," Aarons said, raising his voice, "I know everything.


Everyfuckingthing."


     "Okay, smartass, if you know everything, you know what I want to


know.  Let's hear it."


     "Let's see some green, Shedd."


     Chris grabbed Aarons by the collar and picked him up off his feet.


"Now you listen to me, asshole.  I know who grabbed my daughter.  And I


know you know something about it.  I want to know how you do, and I 


want to know what you know."


     Aarons fell short of laughing in Chris' face.  "You've got to be


kidding.  I know you, Mr. Fucking Clean.  You ain't gonna do shit to me.


Maybe I know who's got your kid, maybe I don't.  But I know you Shedd.


You ain't gonna do nothin to me, and unless I see some cash, I ain't


tellin you shit."


     Chris was going to explode.  He tossed Aarons back into his chair


like a rag doll.  "Wrong answer, Aarons."


     "No it ain't asshole."  He took another big swallow from the bottle,


drawing strength from the liquor.  "You're so fucking predictable.  I'll


bet it was Quentin who took your kid."


     Chris looked at him in shock.


     Aarons started to giggle uncontrollably.  "Oh yeah," he continued,


"I know you.  I know your type.  Straight laced cop.  You let your


partner get killed, supposedly, and then wallow in self-pity for a 


couple of years.  Still feel guilty about it Shedd ?"  He took another


gulp of tequila and looked at Chris.


     Chris was stone-faced.


     "Oh, yeah." Aarons whispered, "You still do.  I can tell, oh yeah,


I can tell just by looking at that face of yours.  Still having those


nightmares ?  The ones about the night he was killed ?  I'll bet you 


are.  Say, Shedd, where's your partner ?  I bet she'd like to hear all


about this.  I'd bet, after hearing all this shit, she'd be begging


for me to do her right here on this desk.  Like a real man."


     Chris snapped.  He grabbed Aarons again, this time slamming him


into the wall.  Aarons dropped his tequila bottle.  It fell to the floor,


smashing, splashing the two of them.


     "Okay asswipe," Chris said intensely, "We're going to play truth


or consequences.  You're going to tell me the truth, or you're going to


pay the consequences.  Got it ?"


     Aarons was now in shock.  He was half-drunk and had pegged Chris


for a goody two-shoes.


     Bad assumption.


     "Okay," he said, hoarsely, "just put me down."


     Chris released his grip.  "Okay, where's Martin Pierce."


     Aarons raised an eyebrow.  "So you figured that much out."


     Chris clenched his teeth.  "Where is he ?" he asked, raising his


voice.


     "I don't know.  I heard he's somewhere in a motel on the beach."


     Chris glared at him.  "Where's my daughter ?"


     Aarons looked at Chris.  "I don't know that either.  Honest."


     Chris believed him.  "I suppose you don't know what Madison is


working on either ?"


     Aarons looked up at him.  "I heard it was some kind of way to turn


garbage into gasoline.  I think it's a lot of crap, myself."


     Chris then knew Aarons was too scared to lie.  "Okay, here's the


big one.  Did Pierce kill my ex-wife ?"


     Aarons looked at him in fear.  "You ain't gonna like this."  He


paused.  "No."


     Chris looked at him, narrowing his eyes.  "Are you sure ?"


     Aarons nodded.  "Positive.  I saw him jogging on the beach that


morning.  I was watching some guy cheat on his wife.  I saw Pierce 


running right around nine a.m..  The accident happened around nine-thirty.  


No way he could have done it."


     "What section of the beach ?"


     "Up in Ormond."


     Chris backed off.  He pulled a twenty out of his pocket and tossed


it on the desk.  He turned and walked out the door.


                        ********************


     Melissa finished her coffee a few minutes after Chris left.  'Think


I'll go down to the water,'  she thought, stretching.  she got up, walked


into the bedroom, and looked in Sandy's closet.


     She found a light jacket.  she put it on and headed for the door.


She stopped, wheeled, and went to get a cigarette.  She lit it in the


kitchen and proceeded to the front door.


     She walked out, shutting the door behind her.  She went down the 


stairs and turned right, heading for the dock.  She went right by the


blue car sitting in a visitor space.


     He waited till she went by before he rose.  Laying across the 


shifter was uncomfortable, but it was necessary.  After all, he didn't


want to tip her off.  He watched her walk.  He made sure he still had


the chloroform.  Good.


     He'd decided she was worth more alive than dead.  After all, Hyde


wanted Shedd more than anyone.  With both Michelle and Thorton, Pierce


would really be able to pull Shedd's strings.


     He smiled as he watched her, standing down the end of the dock,


smoking her cigarette.  He nodded.


     Directly across from the parking space was a partition between the


condos and the walkway.  He would wait there.  He got out of his


car, taking care not to spill the chloroform.  He walked over and hid


behind the partition, waiting.  She wouldn't be able to see him, but


he would hear her coming.


     She stood there for a few minutes, thinking about everything that


had happened.  It was dizzying.  Portico butchering Suzanne, Sandy's


murder, Freeman, Michelle's being kidnapped, and all that nonsense with


Photosyn.  There was something about it she wasn't buying.  It seemed


like there was just something wrong with the whole thing.


     Then she started to think about Chris.  She smiled.  After all this


time, he finally knew how she feels about him.  What had pleasantly


surprised her was that he felt the same way.  "I love you, Chris," she


whispered to the water.  She watched it lap up against the pilings on


the dock.


     'Well,'  she thought, 'I'd better get some rest.'   She rolled the


cigarette between her thumb and index finger  until the head fell out.


She stepped on it and put the butt in her pocket.  She headed back down


the dock.


     He heard her coming.  He pulled the handkerchief out and soaked


it with chloroform.  He held it in his right hand and waited.


     She walked right by the partition and he stepped right behind her,


covering her nose and mouth.  She struggled valiantly, but the initial


intake of the fumes overcame her.


     Pierce held on tight.  Within forty seconds, she went limp.  He


waited another few seconds before withdrawing the handkerchief.  He


picked her up and put her in the back seat of the car.  He smiled.


     She wouldn't give him any trouble.  At least, not for a while.


     He went upstairs to Shedd's condo.


                        ********************


     Aarons was pissed.  "Fuck Shedd, anyway."  He opened the bottom


desk drawer.  He pulled out a fresh tequila bottle.  "Nice to see you,"


he said.  He opened it and took a big swallow.


     He stood up, holding the bottle right around the neck.  He looked


out the window.  "Self-righteous fuck.  Who the hell does he think he


is anyway ?"


     Aarons took another swallow of the liquor.  "He don't know shit.


Yeah."  He started to laugh.


     He started laughing real hard.  He turned and looked across the


room.  "You ?  What the fuck are you doing here ?"


     "Shutting your mouth," the shadow across the room said, firing


two shots.


     Aarons whispered, "Oh, shit,"  The bottle fell from his hand.


     And as Gary Aarons fell, life's blood draining from his chest,


he watched the shadow across the room walk away.  He hit the floor just


after the tequila bottle.


     As he lay there, losing consciousness, he could only see the


tequila spreading all over the floor.


     "What a waste," he said as he died.


                        ********************


     He walked away from the hospital.  He hated seeing such pain, but it


was meant to be.  He knew Greg would raise his boy right.


     And at the right time, he would be there, to help guide and explain


to the child his gift.


     The dark man started walking down the street.  He knew things in


Daytona Beach were heating up.  He must get back.


     Chris was different, though.  Much different from the rest.  Perhaps


it was because he'd been unaware of his abilities all those years.  It 


could be because of many different things.  He smiled.


     The had told him Chris was special, but the dark man thought it was


just another to observe and indirectly aid.  But he was convinced that


Chris was becoming more.


     Much more.


                        ********************


     Hyde dialed the number again.  He'd grown tired of waiting.


     "Paulson," the phone was answered.


     "Have the plane ready.  I'm enroute."


     "Daytona Beach, sir ?"


     "Yes, Daytona Beach."


     Hyde slammed the phone down.


                        ********************


     Horace Williams picked up the phone in the back of the plane. 


"Yes, this is Agent Williams.  I'll be arriving at the Daytona Beach


airport in approximately ten minutes.  Have Agent Stevenson meet me 


there."  Williams hung up the phone.  He didn't like this.


     His little conversation with Chris Shedd had assured him of one thing-


he was going to have to level with him.  He knew everything would come


to a head.


     It was just happening too soon.
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     Chris pulled into the lot.  He parked the mustang in the nearest


space, not really caring whose it was.  He shut the car off and thought


for a minute.


     If Aarons was telling him the truth, who killed Sandy ?  He was


willing to bet it was a hit, but Aarons swore it wasn't Pierce.  He shook


his head, 'he was half drunk anyway.'   He took the keys out of the


ignition.  


     Chris wearily got out of the car, trudging toward the stairs.  He


climbed them slowly.  'God,'  he thought, 'I need some rest.' 


     He found his door and opened it.  He was in shock.


     The place was a wreck.  There were papers all over the place.  He


rushed into the bedroom.  No Melissa.


     He went into the kitchen.  There was a note on the table.  He picked


it up.


     'I've got them both now.  We're going to play this by my rules.  I


will call you in one hour.  You'd better be here.' 


     He put the note down.  "Damn it," he said, loudly.  Just then there


was a noise in the living room.  Chris spun around.


     It was Anita.  "Jesus," she whispered, horrified, "what happened 


here ?"


     Chris held the note up.  "He's got Melissa now, too."  It was all


Chris could do to keep from sobbing.


     Anita looked at the note.  "God, what are you going to do now ?"


     He composed himself.  "I'm going-"  The phone interrupted him.


     "Yeah," he said, answering it.


     "Chris, this is Nick."


     "Nick, what did you find ?"


     "I can't find Martin Pierce.  He's not registered in any of the


motels or hotels beachside."


     "Try giving them a description too."


     "Sure," he paused, "what's wrong ?"


     "Nothing," he said quietly.


     "Okay."  Nick was silent.  "What are you going to do now ?"


     "I'm going to see Madison."


     "I'll keep looking."


     "Hey Nick, try Phillip Pierce, too.  Come back here when you have


something."


     "Gotcha.  Bye."  Nick hung up.


     He turned to Anita.  "Look, I'd like you to stay here.  Just in case


he calls.  Leave the answering machine on.  If he calls, write down


what he says.  Okay ?"


     She nodded mutely.


     "And don't, I repeat, don't open the door for anyone but Nick or


me."


     Chris started for the door.  Anita stopped him part of the way


there.  "Chris, aren't you afraid he'll kill them if you aren't here ?"


     Chris shook his head.  "If that was what he wanted, he would have 


just killed them.  I know what he wants."  He turned toward the door.


As he grabbed the doorknob, she stopped him again.


     "What does he want ?" she asked.


     Chris looked at her blankly.


     "He wants me dead."


                        ********************


     Horace Williams got into the car.  "Hello Frank," he said, greeting


Stevenson.


     "Hi, Horace.  Why are you gracing us with your presence now ?  We


didn't expect you until tonight."


     "I've got a feeling things are going to come to a head.  We have a


fly in the ointment and he's stirring everything up."


     Stevenson raised his eyebrows.  "Could it be Sandy Shedd's ex ?"


     Horace frowned at him.  "You can be an asshole, Frank.  You know


damn well it is."  Horace looked out the window as they pulled into


traffic.  "I don't know how, but I don't think he believed me when I told


him 'confidentially' what the project that Madison's working on was.  


What's more I definitely know he didn't believe that his ex and I were


just working on security."


     Frank shook his head.  "Look, Shedd has a priority two clearance.


You should have leveled with him."


     Horace shook his head.  "No, Frank, it's a double edged blade.  If


I tell him about his wife, he may not continue.  Right now, he's doing a


hell of a job keeping the pressure on Pierce and whoever he's working


for."


     Frank snorted.  "Well, it hasn't slowed them down any."


     Horace looked at Frank as they pulled into the common looking


office building parking lot.  "What do you mean ?"


     Frank shut the car off.  "Oh, yeah, you've been airborne.  Well,


Freeman's dead."


     Horace shrugged.  "I knew that."


     "Somebody's kidnapped Shedd's little girl."


     Horace raised an eyebrow.  "That might make him a little angry."


     Frank nodded.  "It sure would piss me off-hey wait a minute."  He


raised his left had to the earplug in his left ear.  He shook his head.


     "What now ?," Horace asked, cautiously.


     "Police band.  They were following Shedd.  Caputo put a couple of


rocket scientists on his tail and they lost him."


     Horace shook his head.  "I think it's time we talked to this Captain


Caputo."


     Frank looked at him.  "What for, aside for cooperation on this


Madison deal ?"


     Horace frowned.  "That we'll get.  I think he should lay off of


Shedd for a while.  He's getting farther than any of us.  All we have to 


do is keep an eye on him."


     Frank frowned right back at Horace.  "That may not be easy.  He's


been very active.  I figure he may have gotten seven, maybe eight hours


sleep and he's been here," he paused to look at his watch, "nearly


forty hours."


     "I know."  Horace Williams was quiet for a moment.  "But there's


one thing he's proved to me."


     "What's that ?" Frank asked.


     "He's just as smart as his ex was, maybe smarter.  And now he's as 


much of a target as she was."


     Frank nodded in agreement.


     They headed for the police station.


                        ********************


     Chris sat in the car for a few moments, trying to compose himself.


He looked at the steering wheel.  Melissa wanted this car so much.  He


started to lose it.  "Damn it all," he said, hitting the steering wheel.


     'Melissa was right,'  he thought, 'gotta open my senses.  It's the


only way I'll find either one of them.'   He sat back in the seat and


relaxed.  He had figured Michelle was asleep or unconscious, but maybe


Melissa wasn't.  He tried to focus.


     Chris just sat there reaching out.


     Trying to find one of them.


                        ********************


     He climbed into the jet and handed the steward his briefcase.  "Are


we ready to go ?" he gruffly asked him.


     "Yes Mr. Hyde, I do believe so."


     Paulson came out of the cabin.  "Are you ready sir ?"


     Hyde nodded.


     "Very well, we'll be taking off in five minutes."  Paulson turned


around and walked back into the cabin.


     Hyde smiled.


     The sooner the better.


                        ********************


     She was groggy, but coming to.  She opened her eyes a bit and tried


to focus.  Gradually, everything became sharper.


     She was in a motel room.  He hands were bound with several loops


of rope.  Her legs were bound in the same way.


     She looked over toward the dresser.  She saw an open valise,


a bottle, a few handkerchiefs and a nine-millimeter gun.  She frowned.


     'Damn,'  she thought, 'getting caught by surprise.  Not like me.' 


     She was startled when the door to the room opened.  It was Pierce.


     "Ah," he said, cheerily, "I see you've awakened.  How nice."


     "Drop dead."


     "Oh, I don't think so.  But you," he continued, moving closer and


pointing to her, "are going to do exactly that after you've served your


purpose."


     "Which is to trap Chris, right ?"


     "Exactly.  After he meets me and I kill him, I'm going to come back


here and finish you also."


     "Where is Michelle ?" she asked angrily. 


     "Safe.  Sedated, but safe."  He walked over, picked up his gun, and


reholstered his gun.


     'No wonder Chris can't track her,'  she thought, 'but maybe...'   


She looked at Pierce.  "So why aren't you sedating me ?"


     "You're not a psychic.  The little girl is, or so I'm told."  He


paused.  "Besides," he continued, taking out and fondling his gun, "I


may just want to have some fun with you."  He laughed.


     'Gotta try,'  she concentrated, 'Chris, he's got both of us.  It's


a trap.' 


     He stared at her for a minute.  "Miss Thorton, I do hope you're not


trying to contact Shedd."  He stood up in disbelief.  "You are.  Well,


I'll just have to stop that."


     Pierce went over, soaked a handkerchief with chloroform, and covered


her mouth and nose.  Melissa struggled, but she was no match for him.


     Melissa fell unconscious.


                        ********************


     Horace and Frank entered the station.  They showed their I.D.'s


and stated that they wanted to see Caputo.  They did.


     He was coming down the hallway, on his way home.  They identified


themselves.  Caputo turned right around and motioned for them to follow


him.


     They all walked into the office and Stevenson closed the door.


Caputo sat down behind his desk and motioned for them to sit.  They sat.


     "Okay," Caputo said, "I'm tired, so let's hear what is going on


in Daytona Beach that interests the F.B.I.."


     Horace cleared his throat.  "We understand that Mitchell Freeman


was murdered this morning."


     Caputo nodded.  "Two shots.  One between the eyes, and another in


the chest."


     Horace looked at Frank.  "Okay, that's what I figured.  What about


the car accident that killed Sandy Shedd ?"


     Caputo was surprised.  "That's what I've ruled it, gentlemen.  An


accident."


     Horace looked at Caputo. "And why are you," he paused, breaking


into a smile, "I mean trying to, have Chris Shedd followed ?"


     Caputo frowned.  "Look, I've enough problems with private


investigators.  Just because his ex-wife died in a car accident doesn't


mean he can interfere-"


     Horace held his hand up.  "Look, Captain, our request is simple.


Back off Shedd.  He's extremely close to a professional killer I've been


trying to catch for months.  I don't know the man's face, but I do know 


his methods.  One shot between the eyes, another to the chest."


     Caputo grimaced.  "Very well.  Just what are you looking for,


Williams ?"


     He rubbed his chin.  "Let's just say because of our involvement


with Photosyn, the government is very interested in catching whoever is


doing these killings.  And," he added, raising his eyebrows, "we get


suspicious when two people, both working on a specific project together,


die within seventy-two hours of each other."


     Caputo nodded.  "I can see your point.  I think it's coincidence, but


I can see your point.  I'll call the tail off Shedd.  But," he added,


"if any civilians get killed, I'm holding you personally responsible."


He sat back in his chair, smiling.


     "Fine," Horace said smugly, "but I can promise you one thing."


     "What's that ?"


     "If you screw this up, you're next job will be in Alaska. Understood ?"


     Caputo nodded.








                                   -41-


     They were leaving Caputo's office (Caputo not being particularly


happy), when the desk sergeant stopped Caputo on the way out.  "Captain,


we have another one."


     Stevenson and Williams stopped, looking at Caputo.  "Where ?" he


asked flatly.


     "Beach Street.  Gary Aarons office."


     "Jesus," Caputo said, disgusted.  He turned to Stevenson and


Williams.  "Let's go."


     They left.


                        ********************


     The three of them walked into Aarons' office.  Uniformed and


plainclothes officers were already swarming.  Aarons was lying on the


floor, chalk outline and all.


     Caputo walked up to Dr.Winger, who was kneeling by the body.  "I 


thought you were off duty."


     "Live just down the street," he replied, not bothering to look


up from the body.  "Heard the call on my scanner.  Figured I'd be more


help here."


     Stevenson and Williams walked over.  "How long has he been dead ?"


Horace asked.


     Winger looked up.  "Who are you ?"


     They looked at Caputo, who looked at Winger.  "F.B.I.," Caputo


said, "how long ?"


     Winger shrugged.  "Not long at all.  Half-hour, maybe an hour on


the outside."


     Caputo looked down.  "Shot once ?"


     Winger shook his head.  "I don't think so.  It looks like he was


shot twice in almost exactly the same spot."


     Caputo knelt down.  "Got to be pretty lucky to do that."


     "Or pretty good," Williams said, slyly.


     Caputo raised an eyebrow.  Stevenson looked around.  "Hey, look


at this," he said, pulling paper out of the trash.


     The other two men came over and Frank held it out for them to 


see.  It was a note, Aarons handwriting, saying 'Get more out of Shedd'.


Caputo looked at them.  "I want to question Shedd."


     Williams looked angry.  "No way.  You leave him alone.  If you call


him, I'll personally make sure you lose your badge and your pension.


Got it ?"


     Caputo looked exasperated.


     "Besides, I'm sure Shedd's been here before.  I don't think he killed


him, though.  That's not how he works."


     Caputo snorted.  "How the hell would you know how he works ?"


     Williams grabbed Caputo by the arm and took him out to the hallway,


Stevenson close behind.


     "I'll tell you," he said, through gritted teeth, "because he has


a level two national security clearance.  Do you know what that means ?"


     Caputo shook his head.


     "I know everything that boy has done since he was ten years old.  He


grew up in an orphanage.  That's where he met his wife.  Went through


school with honors.  Graduated at the top of his class at the academy.


Married Sandy.  Was decorated four times in a five year career with the


New Haven PD, never a hint of scandal, never a brutality charge, hell,


the guy even helped the wife and kids of somebody he busted out of a


financial jam.  Chris Shedd is a regular boy scout who has one objective-


he tries to do the right thing.  Leave him alone, Caputo.  The government


wants it this way.  You fuck this up and you're finished, through.


Got it ?"


     "Made your point," he said haughtily and walked back into the 


crime scene.  Frank looked at Horace.


     "Pretty good, Horace.  But I read the file too," he said, scratching


his head, "and I don't remember seeing anything about him helping the


family of somebody he busted."


     Horace looked at Frank deadpan.


     "Hey, Frank, I was on a roll."


     Frank Stevenson smiled and they returned to the crime scene.


                        ********************


     Chris had received something, he just wasn't sure exactly what.  He


headed over the Main Street bridge, trying to sense more, but it was


like the line was dead.  He was not happy.  That would mean Melissa,


too, was either dead or unconscious.  Or maybe he just wasn't a telepath.


He shook his head.


     'Can't think that way,'  he thought.  'He's not dumb enough to hurt 


either one of them while he still wants me.'   He drove up and down the


beach.  Route A1A was loaded with tourist traps, hotels, motels, and 


bars.  He kept trying to sense something.


     He had to.  He'd already made his mind up, he would not lose.  Not


this time.


     Not like Quentin.


                        ********************


     After a good thirty minutes, Chris figured he'd better go home and


wait for the call.  Pierce was smart, and he knew that the only way to


find him was to play the game he started.  He frowned.


     He'd just pulled off of the bridge and headed toward the condo when


he spotted Anita's car on a side street.  'Shit,'  he thought, 'what's


going on ?'.


     He pulled down the street.  He parked on the opposite side of the


street and got out.  He walked over to Anita's car.  She was laying 


across the back seat with a note pinned to her.


     He felt her wrist.  Her pulse was there, good and strong.  She


started to come to.


     "Chris," she said, groggily, wrapping her arms around him.


     "Are you all right ?"


     She nodded.  "He called and said you had fifteen minutes to get 


here.  I sat in the car and waited.  He must have snuck up behind me.


He put a handkerchief over my nose and mouth.  Next thing I knew, I was


out."  She shook her head.  "God, I still have cobwebs."


     He unpinned the note and read it. 


     'If you're not going to play by the rules, Shedd, I'm not going to


either.  You have one more chance.  If you blow it this time, Thorton


and your daughter are both alligator food, got it ?'.


     'Thought you might.  I will call you in three hours.  Be there to


answer the phone.' 


     Chris put the note down.  "You okay ?"


     She nodded.


     "Do you have any other friends in town ?"


     "Yes, Susan lives on North Beach.  Why ?"


     "I want you to go stay there.  This is too dangerous.  You just got


lucky."


     "Why didn't he kill me ?" she asked quietly.


     "Because they don't perceive you as a threat.  Besides, you don't


know enough to hurt them."


     Anita breathed a sigh of relief.  "Okay, so now what ?"


     "Go to your friend's house.  I'm going to wait for the call."  He


helped her out of the back seat.  She went to kiss him.  He stopped


her.


     "Look, there's something I must tell you.  I wanted to wait until


we wrapped this up, but."  He stopped, not quite knowing what to say


next.


     She looked at him, sadly.  "It's Melissa, isn't it ?  You're in 


love with her."  She shook her head.  "I can tell just by looking in


your eyes."


     Chris nodded, looking at her.  "I guess I just never realized it.


She's my best friend and I am in love with her."


     Anita smiled and nodded.  She kissed Chris on the cheek.  "I


understand," she whispered.


     "You," Chris said sternly, "get over your friend's house.  I'm


going back to wait for the call."


     Chris turned and headed for the car.  Anita got into hers.


     They went their separate ways.


                        ********************


     "How long until we get there ?" he asked impatiently.


     "About thirty minutes, sir."


     Hyde was getting antsy.  This was probably what he should have 


done in the first place.  He was also getting extremely paranoid.


     He had this all figured out.  He would take care of this should


his employees fail.  Then the phone on the plane rang and was picked up.


     The steward brought it over.  "Mr. Hyde, it's Mr. Connors."


     Hyde took the receiver.  "What is it, Connors ?"


     "Sir, I must advise against this.  You are endangering yourself.  By


involving-"  Hyde stopped him.


     "Forget it.  This must be done.  Don't go anywhere, I'll call you


later."   He hung up.


     He knew deep down that Connors was right.  He may be taking a huge


risk.


     But that was how he had gotten where he was.


     By taking risks.


                        ********************


     Chris stopped at the convenience store on route 1 for coffee.  He


pulled in and saw a surprising sight.


     Leaning against the telephone pole was the dark man.


     'Hello, Christopher.' 


     'Welcome back.  I've needed you.  They have my daughter, and now


he has Melissa.'   Chris looked at him pleadingly.  'Where are they ?'.


     He bowed his head. 'I cannot focus on them.  They are not awake.


Besides,'  he continued, 'you are now able to know how to.' 


     Chris frowned.  'They could be dead.' 


     'No,'  the dark man said adamantly, 'they are most assuredly not


dead.' 


     'Thank god', Chris thought.


     'If I were you, however, you should first take a little detour.' 


     Chris brightened. 'Photosyn ?'.


     The dark man nodded.


     Chris started the car and pulled out of the lot.  He headed for 


Photosyn, wondering what he would find.  After all, it was Sunday, and


there wasn't much chance of anyone being there, except-that's when it


hit him.


     Madison.


     With all the information he'd gathered in the last twelve hours,


Madison had become a secondary importance to him.


     Chris sped up.  He pulled into the driveway and headed right for


the front of the building.  There were no cars in sight.  He parked, got


out, and started walking around the side to the employees parking lot, a


restricted area.  He saw one car.


     He crept around the side of the building.  He waited.


     A few moments later, he saw someone come out of the back entrance,


carrying a large briefcase.  Chris slowly walked behind him.


     He shadowed him until he reached the car.


     "Okay, Madison, that's it."


     Madison dropped the briefcase.  He whirled.  "What are you doing


here, Shedd ?  This is a restricted area."


     Chris stood there, arms folded.  "I don't care anymore."  He


started walking toward Madison.


     Madison fumbled for his car keys.


     Chris grabbed him by the collar.  "Where do you think you're 


going ?"


     "Home.  I've been working on the security for the project."  He


was starting to shake.


     Chris narrowed his eyes and pinned Madison harder against the car.


"Somebody kidnapped my daughter.  I've got a funny feeling you know 


who."


     Madison was starting to sweat.  "I don't have a clue."


     "Well that's another lie."


     Madison was starting to panic.  "What do you mean ?" he said,


indignantly.  "I've been nothing but honest with you."


     "Maybe," Chris said tensely, releasing him and backing up two


steps, "about some things, but not about Martin Pierce."


     Madison went into full panic.  He brought his right leg up to his 


right hand.  He pulled a gun.


     "No way," Chris said, blocking his right arm away as a shot went


off.  Madison then went to hit Chris with the gun.


     Big mistake.


     Chris unleashed and overhand right and a left hook.  Madison


crumpled to the ground.  Chris took his keys and opened the trunk.  He


picked Madison up and tossed him in.  He slammed it closed.


     "I'll be back," he said, tossing Madison's keys on his front seat.


     'Now,'  he thought grimly, walking back around the building,


'For Pierce.' 
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     Chris Shedd was pissed.  He knew Madison was up to something.  


Either he was in with Pierce or he knew what Pierce was up to.  Madison


gave it away.


     He shook his head.  Madison would have to be the furthest thing


thing from his mind, for the time being.  Chris was becoming more and 


more focused on Pierce.  He headed home.


     He knew Pierce was going to call, but he had time before that.  He


was hoping Nick would find him first.  That would make everything easier.


It makes it harder on a hunter when he too becomes a target.


     He also had a feeling he was missing something.  It was either in the


computer disk or the video tape.  He found the driveway and pulled in,


parking in Anita's spot.


     He moved slowly toward the stairs.  The lack of sleep was starting


to hit him hard, but he knew he couldn't rest.  He knew he could buy some


more awake time with coffee.  He climbed the stairs, got to his door, and


put the key in.


     He opened the door and noticed that Anita had managed to clean up


pretty well.  He smiled.  He went into the kitchen and noticed there was


a somewhat fresh pot of coffee.  He immediately grabbed a cup, filled it,


and took a swallow.  He headed for the bedroom.


     He sat at the computer.  He went into every file, reading each word


over and over.  Nothing.  Not a clue.  


     He shook his head.  'If Sandy left another clue,'  he thought 'she


hid it-'.  He stopped.  He had just finished reading FMF1.  It had been 


on the screen about two minutes when a hidden report popped up.  Chris


straightened up. It was a report that he and Melissa had not seen.


     It was information on a particular computer chip.  One that named


Freeman and Madison as designers.


     According to the report, this chip would enable the process for


Madison's project.  The report also said the chip was missing as of four


days ago.  Chris raised an eyebrow.


     That didn't make sense.


     Madison's last test results were four days ago.  Chris scratched his 


head and stared at the screen.  He also had made no moves to cancel or 


delay the impending test on Monday.


     So just what was Madison up to when Chris stopped him ?  Chris


shook his head.  He'd have been better of talking to him first and 


throwing him in the trunk later.


     Chris read more.  It said the only people who had access to the


chip were Madison, Freeman, and Sandy.  He wondered.


     He had a brainstorm and shut the computer down.  He got up and 


went into the living room.  He walked over to the vcr.  The tape was


still in the machine.  He ejected the tape.


     He then took the tape into the kitchen.  He sat down at the table,


examining the tape.  He opened the little door that exposes it, and saw


nothing.  He knew he would have to open it.


     He went to the kitchen drawer and opened it, taking a small steak


knife out of it's slot.  He went back to the table and sat down.  He


turned the tape upside down.


     There were five phillips-head screws holding the two parts of the


casing together.  He carefully fit the steak knife into each screw's 


slots, loosening them until they were totally free.


     After he removed the last one, he held his breath.  It came apart 


easily.  He pulled the back off and laid it down.


     And there it was.


     Taped to the back was the missing chip.


     Chris scratched his head.  Did Sandy have a reason for taking this ?


He looked at it.  Maybe there was much more to this than he'd originally


thought.  He shook his head and rose, feeling around in his pocket.  He


found his nickel.


     He opened it, and deposited the chip in it.  "Safe for a while,


anyway." he said.  He headed toward the living room.


     He was just nearing the couch when he grabbed his temples. "God,"


he cried, "not again."  


     Then he began to feel dizzy.


     Then Christopher Shedd fell unconscious to the floor.


                        ********************


     He awoke.  He was standing in a cabin, somewhere in the mountains.


He was watching two people in their mid-twenties wash and dry dishes.  He


heard them.


     "Samuel ?" the woman asked.


     "Yes, Carol," the man answered.


     "Do you think it will ever be safe to go back ?"


     Samuel dried the plate she had handed him and looked at it.  "I


don't know.  I'd like to think so.  But the dark ones have identified 


us.  It is not safe right now, either for us or for Christopher."  He


nodded over toward a crib in the corner.


     Chris went over to the crib.  He felt he was looking in a mirror.


     He then realized he was.


     He watched these people, Samuel and Carol.


     His parents.


     "I'm afraid for him, Samuel.  The dark ones, what if they-"


     "Shhhh."  Samuel Shedd went up and embraced his wife.  "I promise


nothing will happen to Christopher.  I'm going to impose a memory block


before we-"  He stopped talking and started communicating telepathically


with his wife.


     'Before we do what must be done.' 


     Carol lowered her head and nodded.  'I understand.  I just wish there


was another way.' 


     Samuel frowned.  'I know.  But we've been over this a million times.


If he grows up knowing the truth, he will be in constant danger.  Besides,


I do not know if I wish to believe what the old ones said before we left.


If it's true he will be safe until.....' 


     'I am not sure of it either,'  Carol thought, 'but what if they are


right ?'.


     Samuel mused.  'Then I am sure he will realize what to do when the


time comes.' 


     Suddenly a dish fell from the drainer, but Samuel caught it.


     Using telekinesis.


     Chris gasped,  He couldn't believe it.  His parents ?  Psycically


endowed ?  He closed his eyes and shook his head.  The scene changed.


     He was standing on the front porch.  He recognized the building 


well.  It was the orphanage where he grew up.  He was standing next to


his father and mother, who had a baby in her arms.


     Baby Christopher Shedd.  He watched as they told of their neighbors,


whose baby they were holding, had been in a fatal car accident just 


days before.


     He watched them as Carol Shedd, fighting tears, handed the baby


over.


     "Why ?" was all he could ask.  He closed his eyes and lowered his


head, a single tear running down his cheek.


     He opened his eyes and again the scene changed.  He was back in the


mountains with his parents.


     "Feels so empty," Carol said.


     "I know," Samuel said quietly.  "But I also know there is a dark


one close by.  We must be careful. We must not reveal Christopher's 


location should they attempt to interrogate us.  If possible, we must


subdue the dark one."


     Carol nodded.  "I'm aware.  That has never been done, though, Samuel.


Do you sense them ?"


     He shook his head.  "Not yet, but I'm sure it will be noticeable."


He looked at his wife seriously.  "Unless they have discovered a way to


block us."


     Carol's eyes widened.


     There were then a pair of eyes peering in the window.


     "Sam, we're being watched."


     "Yes, I know.  Wait, they'll make a move."


     Suddenly, the glass on the side windows of the cabin blew in.  It


flew everywhere, spraying everything in the cabin.


     But Carol and Samuel were ready for that.  The glass simply bounced


around them.  When the storm of glass stopped, the door blew in.  A man


and a woman, about their ages, walked in.


     "Well, look what we have here," the woman said sneering, "two more 


for the score card."


     The man nodded.  "Well," he said, pulling a gun out, "mark two more


down."  He fired twice at Samuel and twice at Carol.


     Samuel looked at the bullets coming toward him and froze them in 


mid-air.  They dropped harmlessly to the ground.  But Carol wasn't so 


lucky.


     She was so concerned with Samuel she wasn't concentrating.  She 


stopped the first one.  She didn't stop the second one.


     Carol Shedd fell, blood spurting from her chest.  Samuel went into


a rage.


     Chris Shedd watched helplessly as his mother died.  He screamed.


And his father did something he did not believe.


     Samuel Shedd sent some sort of blast out through his eyes.  Whether


it was telekinetic or just something else, Chris didn't know.  But he


watched the man that had just killed his mother get crushed against a


tree with the force of a hurricane.


     The woman became angry.  She sent a blast of her own toward Samuel.


But he somehow blocked it.  She backed out of the house and did something


Samuel Shedd was not ready for.


     She brought the entire cabin down on top of him.  Chris just stood


there and saw his parents die.  He watched the woman as she went over to


her mate, crushed against the tree.


     "Do not worry, Anton.  I will take care of our child.  We have killed


them."  She leaned against the tree, stroking her mate's lifeless hand.


     He looked down at his parents.  They were so young.  He started to


cry.  He closed his eyes. 


     He closed them and screamed.


                        ********************


     He then woke up.  He was sweating.  He picked himself up off the


floor.  Only twenty minutes had passed.


     He felt different somehow.  He'd realized things he didn't before.


     The phone rang.  He picked it up.


     "Hello," he said.


     "Chris, glad I caught you."


     "Hey Nicky," he said, "find that bastard yet ?"


     "He's gotta be somewhere near the shores.  It's the only thing that


makes sense.  Did he call yet ?"


     "No," Chris stated flatly, "but I'll bet you dollars to doughnuts


that I find him before he calls me."


     "Well, I ain't gonna bet against you."


     "Good.  Now, I'll call your house before I go anywhere, so check in."


     "Great.  Hey, I have some information for Melissa."


     "Uh, fax it to Madison's house."


     "Madison's house ?  Are you nuts ?"


     "Nope.  I am going to be there and find Mr. Pierce.  I think I have


this puzzle figured out, Nick.  And it's a doozy."


     "Okay," Nick sighed.  "But what if Madison's not there ?"


     "He's not, Nicky.  He's, uh, tied up somewhere."


     Nick paused for a minute.  "Uh, never mind, Chris, I don't want to


know."


     "Good move.  Fax the information.  I'll probably get there before it


does."


     "Is there any reason you don't want me to tell you over the phone ?"


     "Take my word, pal, it's safer."


     "Gotcha.  Bye."


     Chris hung up the phone.  He looked around.  He felt to make sure the


nickel was in his pocket.  It was.


     "Now," he said, eyes blazing with confidence and fury, "you're mine,


Pierce."


     Chris walked out, knowing what he had to do.
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     Chris was moving to the car quickly.  He had a hand on the door


handle, when he sensed something.  He spun around.


     Standing under an oak tree, the dark man remained motionless.


     'I knew you were here,'  Chris communicated.


     The dark man smiled.  'I know, Christopher.  Do you feel any 


better ?'.


     'You allowed me to see my parents, didn't you ?'.


     The dark man nodded slowly.  'Ordinarily, I would not do something


like that, but this, I felt, was necessary.' 


     Chris nodded.  'Thank you.' 


     He got in the car and started to drive off.


     The dark man watched him.  'Do not thank me yet, Christopher.  You


still have a battle on your hands.' 


     He started to fade into the shadows of the tree. 


     'Good luck.' 


                        ********************


     Horace Williams looked at Frank.  "I do believe that we are not


dealing with one assassin here, Frank."


     Caputo, sitting in the front seat, turned around.  "Could be he just


missed the guy's head this time."


     Frank looked at Caputo blankly.  "You've got to be kidding.  This 


character pumps two bullets in the exact same spot, and you think he


might have just missed the guy's head this time ?  Wrong answer, I 


think," Frank continued, looking at Horace.  "You just hit the jackpot,


Horace.  But this does pose a major problem."


     Horace grimaced.  "Yeah.  But not, right now, for us."  He looked 


at Frank.


     "Jesus," Frank said, "what if Shedd is unaware that there's two of


them out there ?"


     Caputo put his index finger in line with his upper lip.  "From


everything I got from his files and from what Atkins told me, I don't


think he could be unaware."


     Horace stared at Caputo.  "You haven't said one positive thing


about Shedd.  Why now ?"


     Caputo cleared his throat.  "Look," he said, whispering, "I hate


private eyes.  Most of the ones operating down here are running scams


so well covered, they'll never be touched.  But Shedd was a good cop.


If you guys are on his side, part of him probably still is a good cop.


Everyone I've spoken to has said nothing but good things about him.  


The only thing that bothers me is he comes down here blowing all kinds


of smoke about his ex-wife being murdered."


     Horace looked at Caputo, dead serious.  "She was, Captain," he 


said softly, "she was."


     Caputo looked at Horace.  "I figured that out a couple of hours 


ago."


     Frank and Horace looked stunned.


     "That's why I gave him a little more help."


     Frank stared at him.  "How ?"


     Caputo took a deep breath.  "One of my best uniforms learned 


everything he knows from Shedd when they were on the force together in


Connecticut.  I put Nick Samuels on suspension."


     Horace started to smile.  "You know, Caputo, you're one sneaky


son of a gun."


     He looked at Horace deadpan.


     "How do you think I got to be captain ?"


                        ********************


     Chris pulled into the driveway.  Madison lived on the water, 


actually not far from Sandy's.  He shut the car off.


     He knew he would have to break into the house.  He got out of the


car and walked slowly toward the house.  'God,'  he thought, 'this


place must have cost a fortune.'   He looked at the front door.  The


lock appeared simple enough.


     He went back to the car, opening the glove compartment.  There was


a paper clip holding the rental agreement and insurance papers together.


He took it and returned to the front door.


     He straightened the clip out and gently bent the tip of it very


slightly.  He slid it into the lock and stared to turn.  He heard the


tumblers click.  'Let's just hope he doesn't have an alarm system',


he thought.  He tried the knob.


     The door opened and Chris looked around.  The entryway was huge.


A spiral staircase, going up to the second floor was thirty feet in 


front of him.  He looked to the left and saw a large living room, 


decorated in modern furniture, and to his right he saw what appeared


to be a den. 'There,'  he thought, 'is my best bet.' 


     He headed over toward the den, walking in quietly.  The entire den


was paneled.  Directly in front of him was a leather couch, dark brown,


with a huge window behind it.  To his right were two huge bookcases,


filled with books.  Chris stared for a minute.  From where he was, he


could see that most of them dealt with botany or computers.  He looked


to his left.


     There was Madison's desk.


     He walked quickly over to it, seating himself at it in the 


overstuffed chair.  He immediately went for the rolodex.


     He thumbed through it as quickly as possible.  No Pierce.  


'Damn,'  he thought, 'it must be here somewhere.' 


     He opened the top desk drawer.  there was nothing in it except for


a few pens and pencils, a legal pad and a planner.  Chris pulled


out the pad and planner and shut the drawer.


     He leafed through the legal pad, but there was nothing.  He put 


it down and opened the planner.


     He saw a star on this coming Monday.  The word test was written


there.  The following day was also starred.  It said trip.


     A trip ?  'Must have something to do with the success of the


test.  Maybe he just decided to take a vacation.'   Chris shrugged.


     He looked ahead in the planner and saw, two months down the road,


another star, and the word final.  Chris scratched his chin.  He


thought it was a little strange.  He put the planner down.


     He opened the top left hand drawer.  There were a ton of papers 


in it.  He pulled them out.


     Most of them were grant applications that had been approved for


various projects.  He shook his head.  There must have been close to


thirty of them, all for ridiculous amounts of money.


     Further down in the pile were a few project outlines.  One in


particular caught his eye.


     It was a seemingly complex project which used a special process 


to synthesize sunlight.  It involved a very special computer chip.  


Chris sat back for a minute.  'Pretty far-fetched,'  he thought.  But


then he realized something. 


     He'd supposedly already developed that chip.  He checked the


project number against the grants.  Sure enough, there were three 


devoted to that project.  He stared for a minute.


     Then he realized that for Madison to really make a go at that


project, he would have needed Freeman.  But Madison could have looked


for someone else familiar with computers.  He shook his head.


     He put the papers back in the desk drawer and noticed something


about the legal pad. 


     There were indentations on it.


     He opened the top desk drawer again and removed a pencil.  He 


started to shade over the indentations.


     After a few moments, two numbers appeared.  One, long distance,


and the other local.  He decided to dial the long distance first.


     It rang six times before an automated answering system picked up.


     "You have reached Prairie State Fuel Manufacturing.  All of our


offices are closed-"


     Chris hung up.  'Damn, what's that story ?'.


     He shrugged.  He then dialed the local number.


     It rang once and was picked up.


     "Seaside Seven Motel."


     Chris brightened up.  "Where are you located ?"


     "We are on A!A south, just past the Daytona Beach-Daytona Beach 


Shores border."


     "Thanks," Chris said, hanging up.


     He dialed the police station.


                        ********************


     Richard Hyde got off the plane.  He walked over to Paulson.


"Where's the damned car ?"


     Paulson led Hyde to a luxury car parked near the hangar.  He 


handed Hyde the keys.


     Hyde snatched the keys from him.  "Now you listen to me.  I want


that plane refueled and ready to go in two hours.  I'll be back before


then, but in case I'm not," he glared at Paulson, "it had better be


ready."


     Hyde got into the car, an evil smile on his face.


     "This won't take long," he said.


                        ********************


     Caputo was in his office with Williams and Stevenson when the 


phone rang.  


     "Caputo," he answered.


     "Captain, you have a call on line two.  It's Chris Shedd."


     "Thank you."  He covered the mouthpiece.  "Shedd's on line two.


I'll put him on the speaker phone."


     Williams nodded and Caputo pushed the button.


     "Caputo."


     "Captain, this is Chris Shedd."


     "Where are you ?"


     "That's not important right now.  You might want to send a car


to Photosyn.  Around the back to the employees parking lot, actually."


     "Why ?"


     "Well, you'll find Dr. Franklin Madison's car there, with him in


the trunk.  I left the keys on the front seat."


     "Are you nuts ?  He can press-"


     "Forget it, Captain.  He can't press shit.  Also on the front seat,


you'll find the gun he pulled on me.  Hold him until I get there."


     "All right, but don't be too long."


     "Oh, and there is one other thing."


     "What else," he said, sounding exasperated.


     "Meet me at the Seaside Seven Motel.  I think you'll be pleasantly


surprised."


     "Chris," Horace Williams piped in.


     "Hi Horace.  Guessed you were there."


     "Chris,there's-" Chris cut him off.


     "I have to go.  Bye."  Chris hung up.


     Caputo looked at Frank and Horace.  "Let's go," he said.  The 


three men rose and left.


                        ********************


     Chris got out of the chair.  He was startled by a noise behind 


him.  It was the fax machine.


     The damn thing was out of paper.  He shook his head. 'Don't have


time to mess around,'  he thought, heading for the door.


     He locked the door behind him.  'Jesus,'  he thought, 'do I have


the creeps, or what ?'.  He shook it off.  He got into the car and drove.


     To the Seaside Seven Motel.


                        ********************


     Pierce walked out of the room where his captives were.  Both of 


them were still out of it.  He was being careful with the chloroform


as far as Michelle was concerned, but not with Melissa.


     As he started down the stairs, he was going to head over to his


motel room to call Shedd and set the trap.  He loved it when things were


going well.


     As he turned the corner at the bottom of the stairs, he saw the 


figure in the trenchcoat.  "Well, it didn't take you long, did it ?"


     "Knock it off Pierce.  I'm here to watch the merchandise while


you take care of him.  Just do it right, got it ?"


     Pierce made a face.  "When don't I ?"


     "Just get it done."


     Pierce looked at the figure for a moment and then snickered. 


"Maybe you should come along, you might learn something."


     The figure shrugged.  "What about your guests ?"


     "Oh, they'll be out for quite a while."  He held up the chloroform.


     The figure in the trenchcoat laughed.


     "Okay, maybe I will."


     They got into the car, Pierce in the front, the backup in the back.


     They headed for Pierce's motel.


     The Seaside Seven.
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     Chris walked into the Seaside Seven.  It was close to an old pier


where swimming and surfing were not allowed.  The desk clerk smiled.


     "Can I help you ?"


     "Yes, I'm looking for Phillip Pierce."


     "Um.  Room 103.  All the way down the end on the right."


     "Thank you," Chris said, turning around and walking out.  He


looked down on the right.  It was a corner room, with a large bush 


outside.  Looking around, Chris walked over and not seeing the blue car,


decided to wait around the corner.  


     He knew Pierce would be back soon.


                        ********************


     Caputo, Horace and Frank hit the Main Street Bridge at the worst


possible time.  A yacht was going through, and the drawbridge was up.


Caputo had enough.


     "Watch it, guys."  He flipped the red lights and siren on, and


u-turned in the middle of the bridge.


     He sped back down toward Beach Street.


                        ********************


     Pierce headed south on A1A toward the motel.  "Look," he said


quietly, "I've got to call him."


     "Where do you think you'll do it ?"


     "Probably real close to his kid.  And that nosy Thorton broad."


     Pierce looked in the rearview mirror.  The figure nodded.  "Just 


wait in the car," he said, quietly, "I'm going to make the call."


     Pierce pulled into the parking lot, parking near his room.  He got


out of the car.  The backup watched.


     Pierce had his motel room key in his hand when he heard it.


     "Going somewhere, Martin ?"


     He dropped his key and turned around.  Christopher Shedd stood 


there, eyes on fire.


     Pierce narrowed his eyes.  "Gee, I was just going to call you."


He moved toward Shedd.


     'Protect the innocents.'   He heard someone say that in his head.


Chris started to back right up on to the beach.  "Well, come on Martin.


I'm here.  You maybe want to tell me where my daughter and my partner


are ?"


     Pierce moved forward, steadily, stealthily.  "You know, I will. 


Right after I kill you."


     Chris had backed up halfway toward the water.  They were both 


standing in the sand.  Chris knew Pierce was a better fighter, and


right now Chris was wishing he had some of the abilities his parents


apparently had.  They stood there in the moonlight, face to face, no


more than ten feet apart.


     Martin Pierce pulled the gun from his shoulder holster.  "You've


been interesting.  Nothing personal."  He fired twice.


     The first shot his Chris square in the side.  He ducked the head


shot.  "You're getting sloppy, Pierce.  You almost never miss."


     Pierce moved closer.  Chris whirled and kicked the gun out of his


hand.  He grabbed his side.  Pierce stood there smiling.  "Good.  I


like it better this way."  He went into a sideways move, circling 


Chris.  Chris was wary and he was losing some blood.


     Chris moved sideways, mirroring Pierce's moves.  He was tense.  


He knew Pierce was capable of anything.


     Pierce started jabbing at Chris.  He threw a right and Chris side


stepped it, grabbing Pierce's right arm.  But Pierce was fast.


     He nailed Chris right where the bullet wound was.  Chris coughed


and released Pierce.  He fell.  He started to get angry with himself.


His opponent's reflexes and abilities were superior to his own.  But


Chris was a fighter, not a quitter.


     Chris dragged himself up.  He was not happy.  Pierce was smiling.


"Guess you're out of shape."


     Chris gritted his teeth.  "You think I'm out of shape ?  Come on,"


Chris said backing up toward the pier.  "Come on, pretty boy, let's see


what you've got."


     Pierce lunged at Chris, but Chris side stepped him again, grabbed


his arm, and brought his knee up into Pierce's chest.  Pierce fell,


scrambling in the sand.  He managed to get to his feet quickly.


     "Not bad," he said, with a sneer, "but let's see how you take it."


Pierce came after Chris with a full spinning kick that sent him flying.


It dazed him.


     Chris was wavering when Pierce repeated his move and Chris couldn't


get out of the way.  The second kick sent him to the ground.  He tried


shaking the cobwebs out of his head.  It was too hard.


     He was really groggy when Pierce walked over to the dock.  He 


side-kicked a beam and broke part of it off.  He walked back toward


Chris.


     Chris drew on all his reserves, but he was coming up empty.  He was


still dazed from the last two blows he took.  He tried pushing himself


up, but Pierce got there quickly.


     "Say goodnight." Pierce said menacingly.  He drove the rotting 


wood down toward Chris' head.  Chris managed to move his head.


     But not his shoulder.


     The wood stuck there, splintering into his left shoulder.  Pierce


stood there laughing.  "Now that I have your attention, please wait."


He turned and headed back to where they first started to battle.  He


searched for a few moments and saw the gleam in the moonlight.  He


smiled as he picked up his gun.


     'Pain,'  Chris thought, 'Can't fight this pain.'   He thought


about Michelle and Melissa.  He gathered every ounce of strength in


his body and pulled the wood out.  He screamed.


     Pierce moved up his pace.  He stood there not five feet from


Chris, holding the gun steady on him.  "Nice try, hero.  But this time,


you lose."


     Chris, eyes on fire, stared at Pierce.  "Before you shoot, there's


something I've got to know."


     Pierce shrugged.  "What ?"


     "Why did you kill my ex-wife ?"


     Pierce shook his head.  "That one I can't take credit for.  A


colleague of mine did that one."


     "I'm assuming," Chris said, between gasps for air, "that you 


nailed Freeman and Aarons."


     "Nope," he said with a dumb smile on his face, "well, not Aarons.


But, I'll tell you what I am going to do.  After I finish you off, 


which will be momentarily, I'm heading over there."  He waved toward


the abandoned hotel just beyond the boardwalk.


     "Do you have any idea what's over there ?"


     Chris stared at him harder, starting to get angrier.  "I'd be 


willing to bet my daughter and my partner."


     "You are pretty good," Pierce said, moving closer, "but not 


good enough."


     Pierce cocked the gun.


     "Nothing personal."


     Chris moved swiftly, kicking Pierce's legs out from under him.


The gun went flying, but not far enough from Pierce's grasp.


     He grabbed it and squeezed off a shot.


     He his Chris in the left arm.  Chris recoiled, and dragged himself


up.  He kicked the gun out of Pierce's hand and away from him.  He 


grabbed Pierce by the neck with his right hand.


     "You son of a bitch," he said, letting go and hitting Pierce


full force in the side of the face.  Pierce drew back and let loose


with a left and a right to Chris' head.  It didn't seem to phase him.


"Sorry pal," Chris said, teeth gritted, "wrong move."


     Chris, his left arm more or less useless, drew his right back and was


about to level Pierce when Pierce grabbed Chris' left and twisted it.


Chris screamed in pain and fell.  He spotted the gun and started to 


move for it.


     He was getting closer when Pierce came up from behind him and


grabbed his left shoulder where the wood went in. Chris screamed 


again, and fell to the ground in pain.


     'Damn it,'  he thought, 'I've got to try and block out the pain.' 


He crawled, inching forward.  The gun was getting closer and closer.


     But Chris was finding it harder and harder to block the pain out.


He stopped crawling and Pierce started pounding his face in the sand.


     "Nobody survives an encounter with me," he said defiantly. 


"Nobody !" he screamed.  Pierce had snapped.


     Chris was starting to lose consciousness from the repeated pounding


he was taking.  He forced his body closer to the gun.


     It was close enough now.


     And so was Pierce.


     Chris grabbed the gun just as Pierce had raised his head to slam 


him again.  He grabbed it with his right hand hand forced his weight


to his left.  He held the gun to Pierce's head.


     "Game over, pal.  You lose."


     Pierce raised his right hand to grab the gun.


     That was all Chris needed.


     A single shot to the forehead.


     Pierce was dead.  Chris struggled and pushed his body off.  He 


dragged himself up to his elbows.  His left arm didn't quite hurt so


much anymore, and his shoulder was still bothering him, but it wasn't


anything he couldn't deal with.  He sighed a breath of relief.  He 


turned his head toward the hotel Pierce had pointed to.


     He knew the only way they would be safe would be to get there


before Pierce's colleague did.  He prayed he had enough time.


     He dragged himself to his feet, feeling a little stronger.  He


decided, for safety's sake, to walk along the seawall.  The darkness


there would provide him good cover.


     He looked up at the night sky, noting the full moon.  'Yeah,'  he


thought, 'it'd be suicide to walk down by the water.'  He looked down


at Pierce's lifeless body.  He shook his head.


     Such a waste.  "I', he said to the corpse, "am starting to get a 


pretty good idea who your backup is, pal.  I am going to be ready."


He started walking, somewhat quickly, toward the board walk.


                        ********************


     Nick Samuels arrived at the Seaside Seven.  They had a Phillip


Pierce registered there, and he was going to check it out.  He pulled


in, letting the blue car go by, and parked right in front of the office.


He noticed the white mustang parked on the other side.


     He walked in and talked to the clerk.  The description fit Pierce


perfectly.  He shook his head.  He walked out, and there was a pay


phone out front.  He went over and dropped a quarter in the slot.


     He dialed Chris' number and it rang.


     That was all it did.


     He got frustrated and tried it again, but he got the same results.


He slammed the phone down and retrieved his returned quarter.


     He was then about to go back to his car when the white mustang


piqued his curiosity.  He went over to take a look.


     He saw Chris' jacket on the front seat.  He knew Chris must be


around here somewhere.  He went down toward the room number the clerk had 


given him.  He knocked on the door repeatedly, but there was no 


answer.


     He then took a look around the corner, on the beach.  Not much 


to look at, looking straight ahead, just a piece of driftwood.  He then


looked to his left.


     There was a body on the beach.
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     The figure in the back of Pierce's rental car sat and watched.


'This is not very good.  Pierce was not very well prepared.  Oh, well,


he was warned.' 


     The backup got out of the car and moved quickly into the front


seat.  Then the shot rang out.  'I'd bet that wasn't Pierce pulling the


trigger.' 


     The car started and went to pull out, but another car was coming


in.  The other car waited.


     The backup pulled out into traffic and headed toward the abandoned


hotel.  


     It was time to finish this.


                        ********************


     Hyde was about to pull into the Seaside Seven when he saw someone


he didn't recognize knocking on Pierce's door.  He pulled up farther,


just beyond the entrance.  He watched as the man walked around the corner,


was gone for a minute or two, and then returned to the front, running


for the payphone.  Hyde was in earshot.


     The man dialed a number.  "Captain Caputo.  Now.  This is Nick


Samuels."


     He waited a moment.  "I don't care where he is, patch me in.  


This is an emergency."


     "Captain, this is Nick.  Yeah, I know I'm on suspension."


     "Damn right you are," Caputo roared.  "Are you okay ?"


     "Yeah.  Look you better get down to the Seaside Seven Motel.  And


I do mean fast.  There's a stiff in back of the place, right on the


beach."


     "Do you know who it is ?"


     "Yeah, I've been helping Chris look for the guy.  His name is


Martin Pierce."


     There was dead silence.  "I'll be right there.  Stay put- and 


Nick ? "


     "Yes ?"


     "You're off suspension."  Caputo hung up.


     Nick was left scratching his head.


                        ********************


     Caputo hung up the carphone as they were moving down Beach Street


at a moderate clip.  He sped up.  He was stunned.


     "I just got a call from Nick Samuels.  The one I had suspended to


kind of keep an eye on things."


     "So ?" Frank asked.


     "He's at the Seaside Seven Motel.  Says he found a stiff on the 


beach.  He says it's Martin Pierce."


     Horace rubbed his eyebrows.  "Damn it.  I wanted that bastard


alive."


     Caputo looked in the rearview mirror.  "Why ?  And for what ?"


     Frank looked at Caputo.  "Murder," he said, "I think about


seventeen counts, the last time I checked."


     "Jesus," Caputo said angrily.  "Why didn't you guys let me know


there was somebody like that down here ?  You had to have been 


monitoring his movements."


     "Not that easy, captain," Horace said.  "This guy doesn't even


leave evidence.  Nothing.  No fingerprints, no fibers, zip.  He's the


smartest killer I've ever encountered."


     "Was," Frank corrected him.


     Horace nodded.  "Yeah, I guess.  I just hope Shedd's all right."


     Caputo frowned. "If he killed him, he probably found out where


his little girl is."


     Horace looked at Caputo.


     "That leaves him on his own."


     There was dead silence.


                        ********************


     Richard Hyde drove off.  "Goddamn it," he said out loud.  He 


moved up A1A north for about three miles.  He pulled over.  He picked


up the cellular phone he'd thrown on the seat and dialed a number.


     It rang and was picked up immediately.


     "Daytona."


     "Yes," Hyde bellowed, "patch me through to Connors."


     The phone beeped.  "Connors."


     "Connors, I have a problem."


     "Yes sir, what is it ? "


     "Pierce is dead."


     "I would say that is a problem.  About how long ?"


     "About ten, maybe fifteen minutes."


     "Good.  I'm sure the backup is on top of it."


     "That," he roared, "may be all well and good, but I want to know


where Pierce stashed Shedd's daughter."


     "She's in an abandoned hotel about eight miles north of his.  I


think it's called the Tropic-something.  You can't miss it.  Big, I


mean, big building."


     Hyde looked out the car window.  "Yes, I believe I can see it from


here."


     "I want to warn you again about the attention you'll draw-"


     Hyde cut him off.  "No way.  You worry about your end of this, and


I'll worry about mine.  If the damned backup can't do this, then I will."


He slammed the phone down.


     He pulled back out into traffic and drove another couple of miles.


"Good," he said to no one in particular, "half-way point, or close


enough."


     He shut the car off and got out, making sure he had is gun.


     He smiled.  "This is a good place for Shedd to die."


     He walked toward the beach.


                        ********************


     Caputo pulled into the parking lot for the Seaside Seven.  Nick was


waiting for him.


     "Where's the stiff, Nicky ?" Caputo asked quietly.


     He cocked his head.  "This way, cap."  He led the way Caputo


walking right beside him.  "Who are those guys ?" he asked, nodding


toward Horace and Frank.


     "Feds.  It looks like Shedd was right.  Pierce was a hired hit man.


I'm glad I suspended you."


     Nick looked at him strangely.  "What ?"


     Caputo, smiling, looked at Nick.  "I did it so you could help 


Shedd.  Things were starting to stink to me too, you know."


     Nick smiled. They had reached the back of the building.  It was


dark.  Nick turned his flashlight on and held it on the body.


     Horace and Frank were right behind them.  "Oh, yeah," Horace said,


frowning, but somewhat relieved.  "So that's Pierce.  Sonofabitch."


     Frank shrugged his shoulders.  "Well, look at it this way, Horace.


At least he won't be shooting anymore citizens."


     Horace nodded.  "That's about the only good news."  He knelt down


beside the body.  "Officer," he said to Nick, "shine that light up here,


please."


     Nick shone the light on Pierce's forehead.  Horace looked closely.


"Shot at real close range.  Look, there's powder burns, small ones, 


around the bullet hole."  He pointed.


     "Probably a struggle.  But," Frank continued, looking at the sand,


"somebody was crawling from here, I'd imagine," walking back to a spot


about seven feet from the body.


     Caputo walked around to the right side of the body.  "That's not


all fellas.  Nick, shine that light over here."


     Nick did so.


     Caputo knelt down and looked at Horace.  "It definitely looks like


somebody is injured.  Nick, let me have the light for a minute."


     "Sure," he said, handing Caputo the light.


     Caputo shone it around.  Sure enough there were red spots in the


sand.  They went north.  "Whoever it was was either shot or stabbed.


They're bleeding."


     The four men followed the trail as far as fifteen feet.  It stopped.


Caputo scratched his head.  "Guess he wasn't as injured as I thought."


     Horace shook his head.  "Just because the bleeding stopped doesn't


mean he isn't hurting."  He looked at Caputo.  "I don't want to cause


any major panic here, but who shot Pierce ?"  


     "Damn it," Nick said, very quietly, "Chris is on his own."


     Frank nodded.  "Well, I have an idea.  You guys may want to see 


this."  He walked closer to the pier and the water.


     They all followed and Frank knelt down next to a piece of driftwood.


"This isn't just driftwood," Frank said.  "Look at the splintered end."


     Horace got down low, and Caputo shone the light on it.  "Damn,"


he whispered softly.


     "What is it ?" Caputo asked, looking at Horace.


     "It's blood.  Look at where the blood is."  Caputo looked closer.


     "Whoa.  Somebody stabbed somebody with this.  Christ, it must have


hurt to pull it out."


     "Any ideas, Frank ?"


     Frank rubbed his chin.  "Aside from the obvious, it could be Pierce


and the backup had a little argument.  Over pay, maybe."


     Horace shook his head.  "I don't think so.  You know what a hard


time we've had proving anything with Pierce.  These guys don't get 


emotional or lose control."  He looked at Nick.  "Nick, I'm agent


Williams and this," he said gesturing toward Frank, "is agent Stevenson.


I'm Horace and that's Frank."  Frank nodded at Nick, and Nick nodded


back.


     "I'd really appreciate any input you may have."


     Nick lowered his head.  "I do know who did this."


     They looked at him.  


     "It," he said, taking a deep breath, "had to be Chris."


     Horace frowned.  "I was afraid of that."


     "Melissa rented a car yesterday.  It's that white mustang parked in


the lot.  Chris must have some idea of where Michelle is by now.  And,"


he continued, "after noticing no wounds with the exception of the bullet


hole in his forehead, I think it's safe to say that Chris got stabbed


with that."  He motioned toward the wood.


     Frank nodded.  "That would explain it.  I would be willing to bet


that finding out where his daughter is being held is driving him."


     Horace stood looking down at the piece of wood.  "Lord, he must


be in a lot of pain."


     Frank nodded again.  "Even if he finds his daughter, with the 


backup there, he won't stand a chance."


     "Well," Caputo said, "then let's find him before the backup does."


     "There's one other thing," Nick said quietly, "if he's driving 


that car and there's no answer at the condo, I'm willing to bet that


Pierce had grabbed Melissa too."


     Frank and Horace looked at each other. "Two hostages ?" Frank


queried.


     Horace shook his head.  "Chris must have something else they


want."  He looked uncomfortable for a moment.


     "But what ?" Frank asked.


     "Uh, beats me, " Horace shrugged.  "We'd better find either Shedd


or the backup."


     "And fast," Caputo added.  He turned to Nick.  "Look, Nick, the


minute the black and whites get here, let me know.  I going to want you


to head down the beach in the direction of those blood spots.  Chris


may be hurt worse than we think, and he might not be far away."


     Nick nodded.


     Caputo started to walk away, and then turned around.  "Good work,


Nicky."


     Nick smiled sadly.  He was worried.


     Worried about his friend.


                        ********************


     Chris had been following the seawall.  He was sore, and he'd 


started to bleed again.  He stopped and sat, leaning against the seawall,


catching his breath.  'Michelle,'  he tried reaching out psycically.


No go.


     He sat for a few moments.


                        ********************


     The backup exited the blue car, moving quickly up the stairs.


Pushing the door open, the figure saw Melissa starting to come to.


     "Don't wake up on my account."


     Melissa shook some cobwebs loose.  She looked at the figure in the


trenchcoat.  "You ?!?" she screamed.


     The backup shot Melissa Thorton and watched her slump to the floor.


"One down," and exited the room.


                        ********************


     He was resting, almost strong enough to resume his search when he


felt it.


     He screamed from the pain.


     He screamed her name.


     "Melissa !!"
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     "No," he said, sobbing.  "Melissa, no."  He buried his face in


his hands.


     'Do not despair, Christopher.  She is in great pain, but she is


not dead.'   The dark man was in the shadows.  Chris looked up.


     'A-are you sure ?', he asked apprehensively.


     'Yes, Christopher.  The assassin does not want to kill her until


you are dead first.' 


     'I got Pierce,'  he telepathed.


     'I know.  I cannot interfere, or I would.  You must not give up.


Your daughter needs you, and Melissa needs you even more.' 


     He wiped his tears away.  'What do you mean ?  And damn it, why


can't you interfere ?'.


     'Your daughter can protect herself better than Melissa can.  Her


abilities have grown quickly.  Melissa would gladly lay down her life if


she thought it would save Michelle.  And I cannot interfere because it is


written so.' 


     Chris shook his head.  'Doesn't make any sense.  She can't stop a


bullet.' 


     'That is why you must continue,'  the dark man pleaded.  'You must


finish this.  The dark one must be stopped.' 


     'I really don't understand any of this .' 


     "I realize that.  You will understand more as time goes by.  I


shall, fill in the blanks, so to speak, soon.  But right now I cannot.' 


     Chris took a deep breath.  He stood, still a little weak, but much


better for having sat.  He felt where Pierce had stabbed him with the


wood.  There was still blood oozing from the wound, and splinters of


wood still in his shoulder.


     'Damn, that hurts,'  he thought.


     'I know.  Go, Christopher.  You must not allow this to happen.' 


     Christopher Shedd stood tall, away from the seawall.  "You're 


damned right," he said out loud, "and I'm not going to."


     He started marching back down the beach, the dark man waiting in


the shadows, watching him go.


     He smiled as he faded into the shadows.


                        ********************


     Horace and Frank stepped into the office at the Seaside Seven and


got permission to look inside Pierce's room.  They got the key from the


clerk after identifying themselves as F.B.I. agents.


     They walked down, Caputo following.  They unlocked the door and


walked in.  The room was very neat.


     They all went to look at separate areas.  Horace went over to the


dresser, Caputo the kitchenette, and Frank got the bathroom.


     Caputo looked in the cabinets.  "Look at all this health food.


Jesus, I've never seen this much junk."


     "Didn't do him much good, did it ?" Frank wisecracked from the


bathroom.


     Caputo smiled and Horace snorted.


     "Guess not," Caputo said, opening the refrigerator.  "Christ, look


at this.  There's a case of bottled water in the refrigerator."  He


shook his head.  He then shut the door and started looking through the


drawers.


     Horace was looking on top of the dresser.  There was a scrap of


paper with a long distance number on it, and four local numbers.  He


scratched his head.


     He picked up the phone.  The clerk answered.


     "This is Agent Williams.  I need an outside line here.   I'll have


to make a long distance call and several local calls."


     "Okay, I can do that.  Just dial nine before each number."


     "Fine," Horace said, "Thank you."  He hung up.


     He picked up the phone again, and dialed the first number.  It rang


and rang and rang.  Horace grimaced.  'Probably not home,'  he thought.


'Could be-', he stopped, recognizing the number as Chris'.  'Of course,' 


he thought, smiling.  'Pierce did his homework.'   He didn't recognize


the other numbers.  He tried the next one.


     It rang three times, and an answering machine picked it up.  "You


have reached Photosyn.  Our normal hours of operation-"


     Horace hung up.  'I think I see, now.'   He dialed the next number,


and let the phone ring.  After the ninth ring, he hung up.


     'Damn it,'  he thought, 'I'll have to check that one later.'   He


looked down and tried the last local number.  It rang four times and


an answering machine picked up.  "Hi, this is Franklin Madison.l  I'm 


not home right now-"  Horace hung up.  He was fuming.


     'Well,'  he thought, 'let's go for the brass ring.'   He dialed the


long distance number.  It rang a couple of times.  Another answering


machine.


     "You have reached Prairie State Fuel Manufacturing.  Our normal


operation hours...."


     Horace didn't hear the rest of the message.  He was in shock.


     Frank, in the meantime, hit pay dirt in the bathroom.  He came out


with a gym bag, just as Horace got off the phone.


     "Looky here, boys.  Anybody want to play army ?"  He put the bag 


down on the bed and opened it.  Caputo whistled and Horace shook his


head.


     Inside the bag were four bricks of C-4, several hypodermics, some


medicine bottles, and enough nine-millimeter bullets to choke a horse.


There were also some radio controlled detonators for the C-4.  Frank


pulled the vials out one by one to check them.


     "Look," he said, "curari."  He shook his head. "Betcha he put


it in his bullets."


     Horace nodded.  "Dead on.  That's the easiest and - oh, shit."


     Caputo and Frank looked at him.  "What is it ?"


     "I hope to got Chris had enough brains to take his gun."


     Nick Samuels came walking in.  "Hey, guys, the coroner and the


black and whites are here."


     "Thanks," Caputo said.  "Hey Nick ?"


     Samuels spun back around.  "Yeah."


     "Is Chris armed ?"


     "I do not think so.  I think he told Melissa to take his gun."


     Horace looked at him.  "Why ?"


     "That shooting up in Connecticut yesterday, day before.  The woman


who was butchered-remember that ?"


     Horace nodded grimly.  "How can I forget ?  What about her ?"


     "Woman came in and killed the perp just as he was about to kill her.


That was Melissa Thorton, Chris' partner."


     Horace sat there stunned.  "Jesus," he whispered.


     "Yeah," Nick nodded.  "Cap," he said, turning to Caputo, "I'm 


going to fill these guys in and start walking, okay ?"


     "Sure, Nick."  Caputo turned to Horace as Nick left.  "Hey, I


didn't know."


     Frank shook his head.  "Horace, he's got to have Pierce's gun.  He


shot him with it, right ?"


     "Yeah, if he's not passed out somewhere.  Okay," Horace said


frowning, "you might want some more interesting news."


     "Might as well," Frank said flatly.


     "There's four local and one long distance number on this list.  One


of the numbers is Chris', another one is Photosyn, there was no answer at


the other one, the long distance number is Prairie State Fuel 


Manufacturing."  He took a breath.  "The last local number is Dr.


Franklin Madison."


     Frank slapped his thigh with his right hand.  "Shit.  You don't 


think ?"


     Caputo continued scepticallly, "Madison was in bed with Pierce ?"


     Horace shook his head.  "Not directly.  I think he was in bed with


Prairie State Fuel Manufacturing."


     "What ?" Caputo said.


     Frank nodded.  "I'm beginning to see, said the blind man."


     Horace nodded slowly and looked at Caputo.  "We started keeping


a closer eye on Madison.  That's one of the reasons I'm here.  He's been


getting research grants from various foundations like crazy.  Some of the


projects sounded a little far-fetched, to say the least."


     "If that follows," Caputo said ,  "hey, wait a minute."  He pulled 


his radio out of his pocket.  "This is Caputo."


     "Yes, Captain."


     "Did anyone retrieve Madison from his car yet ?"


     "Yes.  He's in with Detective Aviles, squawking like a chicken."


     "Good.  Throw him in a holding cell.  No lawyer, nothing.  Tell


him it's my orders, protective custody."


     "Yes sir."


     He shut the radio off.  Horace and Frank were both smiling at him.


He shrugged.  "I can do that."  He put the radio in his pocket.  "Now,


if Madison is doing that, we can check his bank records.  I'm sure


something unusual will turn up."


     Frank nodded in approvement.  "Oooh, he's thinking Horace."


     Horace smiled.  "Well, if he's in bed with Prairie State Fuel


Manufacturing, he may have more problems than we'd give him."


     Frank was looking around.  "Of course, if we're wrong, well, we're


wrong.  But I have a suspicious personality."


     They both looked at Frank.


     "Don't we all," Horace said, "don't we all."


                        ********************


     Nick Samuels filled in the sergeant, telling him which way he was


heading.  Caputo came out of the room and interrupted.


     "Sergeant, give Samuels your weapon.  And your radio."


     The sergeant begrudgingly did so.


     "Nick," Caputo said, moving closer, "just be careful.  I don't care


how, but shoot this character first and ask questions later.  Got me ?"


     Nick nodded.  "Thanks, cap."


     "Follow the seawall.  Unless he goes out to the street, you shouldn't


have too much trouble spotting Chris."


     "Or catching up to him."


     Caputo nodded.  "Probably not," he mused.  "And call if you find


just Chris.  He must need medical attention by now.  Pierce was lacing 


his bullets with curari."


     Nick turned pale.  "Oh, shit."


     Caputo frowned.  "Just call me as soon as you find him, okay ?"


     Nick nodded. "You bet."


     Caputo watched Nick trudge down the beach along the seawall.


     Frank and Horace came out of the room.  "Hey, let's call the


phone company."


     Caputo nodded and walked back toward the two agents.


     He paused, and watched Nick for a moment.


     Hoping he would be all right.


                        ********************


     He wasn't moving as fast as he wanted to, the pain slowing him down


again.  'Damn it,'  he thought, angrily, 'I have to pace myself.'   He 


stopped and leaned against the sidewall.


     He breathed hard for a few minutes and focused.  His eyes were 


getting more and more accustomed to the darkness.  He was getting stronger 


, and decided to start walking again.


     He moved rapidly at first, then slowed down a little, trying to


pace himself.  He looked to his right and saw the water, fairly calm,


tide coming in.


     He smiled and felt relaxed.


     In pain, but relaxed.


     He pushed on.  He was now halfway to the hotel when he felt it.


     He whirled around.  Nobody, nothing.


     He shrugged.  'I'm losing it.' 


     He walked another ten feet when he heard it.


     Someone behind him clearing their throat.
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     Chris stuffed the revolver he'd taken from Pierce up his shirtsleeve,


knowing it was too damn dark for whoever was behind him to see.  He


curled his thumb on the muzzle, holding the gun there.


     "Let me guess," Chris said, tiredly, turning around, "you want to


kill me."


      Chris had turned around to see a neatly dressed older man holding a


gun on him.  "You must be used to that by now, Shedd," Hyde remarked.


     "Yeah.  And I'm getting pretty damned tired of it.  Who are you ?"


     "Since you're about to die," the older man remarked, "I have no


qualms about telling you that.  My name is Richard Hyde and I'm the head


of -"


     Chris stopped him.  "Prairie State Fuel Manufacturing, right ?"


     "You are good," Hyde smiled.  "I don't suppose you-"


     Chris nodded.  " Yeah.  I've got a pretty good idea why you're here.


First off, you're involvement with Madison.  You were paying him to keep


delaying his results with his new process of turning garbage into fuel.


Am I right so far ?"


     Hyde nodded.  "Very good, Mr.Shedd.  I was right about you the whole


time.  You are dangerous."


     "I'm not dangerous.  Your little playmate Pierce was fucking


dangerous."  Chris smiled.  "But not anymore."


     Hyde looked pretentiously sad.  "I know.  It's a pity.  He'd done


so much good work for me in the past.  But I am rather grateful to you."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  "Saved you some money, did I ?"


     Hyde laughed.  "Yes, about a quarter of a million dollars.  That


bastard would have bled me dry on this contract."


     "So," Chris continued, watching Hyde carefully, "your boy Pierce


comes down here, pretending to be working with that eco-group his brother


belongs to, right ?"


     Hyde nodded.  "Go on."


     "Only his main function down here is to keep an eye on Madison to 


make sure he's not screwing you, right ?"


     Hyde nodded again.


     "But Sandy Shedd gets wind of your involvement and you decide to


nail her, right ?"


     Hyde grimaced.  "If I had known it would have meant your involvement,


I would never have done that.  She would have just disappeared."


     Chris nodded.  "That," he said sarcastically, "is fucking comforting."


     Hyde shrugged.


     "Back to business, you decide to draw attention - specifically, my


attention, away from my ex-wife's death by hiring Portico to kill Suzanne


Mclellan."


     "Yes," Hyde said, grimacing.  "Unfortunately for me, your partner


screwed that one up for me."


     Chris frowned. 


     "If she hadn't showed up when she did, Portico would have made a 


clean getaway.  And your damned partner would have stayed where she was."


     Chris shook his head.  "She would have been down here either way,


Hyde.  She was so broken up about letting me down, she had to tell me in


person.  Don't feel too badly about that one."


     "Thinking back on it, I don't.  I just wish Portico had killed her


too."


     Chris gritted his teeth.  "To add insult to injury,  you set that


little worm Freeman on me.  Just to draw suspicion away from Pierce."


     Hyde nodded, smiling.  "Very good.  I knew he'd fail.  I really


didn't need him anymore, anyway."


     Chris stared.  "That's why you had Pierce kill him and Aarons."


     Hyde raised an eyebrow.  "Aarons ?"


     Chris made a face at Hyde.  "Knock it off.  You had that slimeball


Gary Aarons killed."


     Hyde shook his head.  "Sorry, Shedd, I had nothing to do with that


one."


     Chris looked at him disbelievingly.  


     "Well, now that you've come full circle now, Shedd, I want that


chip."


     "Huh?" Chris said, then remembering he had it stashed in the nickel.


"I don't know what you're talking about."


     Hyde turned red with anger.  "You arrogant son of a bitch.  You really


think that you can play stupid with me ?  You know that the chip is the


main part of the process used in Madison's synthetic fuel."


     Chris shook his head.  "Sorry, Hyde, no can do."


     "Very well," Hyde said, stiffening.  "Goodbye Mr. Shedd."


     Chris stood and waited.


                        ********************


     Caputo, Horace and Frank were all in Caputo's car outside a small


restaurant.


     "Look," Caputo said, "If Shedd's still alive, I'm sure Nicky will


find him.  I've got four other men coming down the beach from the north,


and more on the way."


     Horace nodded.  "That's a big if, captain.  He's probably got blood


poisoning by now.  I would imagine if he took a bullet from Pierce, he


got some curari in his system.  A small amount you may survive, but if


I have Pierce figured right..."  He trailed off.


     Frank nodded.  "Yeah.  And if the backup finds him before Samuels


does, he can say goodbye.  Jesus, Horace, we don't even know who or


what we're looking for."


     Horace nodded.  "That makes it doubly difficult.  I'm going to let


you in on a little secret."


     "Okay," Frank said slowly, "what now ?"


     "Madison's project.  It was about turning rotting plant and vegetable


matter into a synthetic fuel."


     "Jesus," Caputo whispered.


     "Wow," Frank said quietly.  "Now that puts quite a spin on things."


     Horace nodded.  "You got that right.  Only, Madison has a problem


now. "


     "Aside from being in cahoots with Prairie State Fuel, what might


that be ?" Caputo asked.


     Horace was deadpan.  "The most important part of the project was a


computer chip that he and that weasel Freeman designed.  I happen to


know for a fact that the chip is missing."


     Frank raised an eyebrow.


     "And what's more, if whoever is after Shedd finds him and the chip


first, we can kiss the whole process goodbye."


     Frank slumped.  "Hoo-boy.  Well," he said, turning to Caputo,


"any ideas, Captain ?"


     "I'm calling in some plainclothes," Caputo said.  "I hope Shedd


just doesn't get himself into too much more trouble.  One more encounter,


another shot, he could be done."


     Frank nodded.  "Yeah, and then you can kiss the chip goodbye,"


he said to Horace.


     Horace nodded. "Yeah."


     Caputo got on the radio, and Frank stared at Horace for a minute.


"You've been using Shedd, haven't you ?" he asked him point blank.


     Horace nodded.  "I'm afraid so.  I knew I could count on him to


do the right thing.  I didn't want to get him killed.  I'm afraid I


may have done just that."


     Frank was about to say something when Caputo turned around.  "Okay,


I have twelve plainclothes on their way.  They should be here in about


ten, fifteen minutes on the outside.  I'm going to have them sweep


from two blocks west and search toward and converge on the beach.  This


way, if Nick doesn't find Shedd, they damn sure will."


     "I hope so," Frank said, looking at Horace.


     "Let's just hope they get here in time."


                        ********************


     He stood there waiting.


     Chris closed his eyes.  He heard the click and dove for the sand.


The shot went off a millisecond before Chris dove.  Hyde was stunned and


quickly changed his line of fire.


     As he moved his gun to point it at Chris, he was surprised.


     Chris had Pierce's gun firmly in his right hand, aimed for Hyde's


heart.


     "This," he said through gritted teeth, "is for Sandy, asshole."


He squeezed the trigger twice.


     Hyde dropped, moaning.


     Chris got up slowly.  He walked over and looked at Hyde, shaking


his head.


     "You son of a bitch," he said, angrily, "I hope you rot in hell."


     Hyde then went silent and died.


     Chris sighed a sigh of relief.  He sat down on the sand.  He was


getting more and more tired.  He dropped the clip in the nine-millimeter.


There was one shot left.


     'Well,'  he thought, 'hopefully I won't need it.' 


     He knew if he went to the street right now and tried to contact 


Caputo or Williams that he would be inviting Pierce's backup to use his


daughter and Melissa as bargaining chips.  He shook his head.  That


could not be allowed.


     The dark man was right about one thing for sure.


     This evil must be stopped.


     And Chris knew just how to do it.


     He looked toward the abandoned hotel where Melissa and Michelle 


were being kept.  It was a good five miles, maybe more.  He rose to his


feet.


     'I've got to get there soon,'  he thought sorrowfully.


     'I'm their only hope.' 


                        ********************


     Nick Samuels heard the shots.  They were about two miles ahead. 


He knew he shouldn't run, so he just picked up his walking pace.  He


turned the radio on.


     "Captain," he called in.


     "Yes, Nick," he responded.


     "I heard three gunshots, about three miles south of the boardwalk."


     "That would be near Captain's Choice, the hotel, right ?"


     "You got it."


     "We'll meet you there."


     Nick shut the radio off.


     He picked up the pace.


                        ********************


     "Okay," Caputo said, "Nick's got gunshots about six miles south of


here.  We've gotta move."


     "How many ?" Horace asked.


     "Three," Caputo said flatly.  "Why ?"


     "More than one," Frank said nonchalantly, "is good.  It means there's


a good chance Shedd survived the encounter."


     "At any rate," Caputo said, "we should get there in about ten,


maybe twelve minutes."


     "I hope it's soon enough.  Captain, I think you should have an


ambulance put on call somewhere down here."


     "Don't worry," Caputo said, "there's an EMT station right across


from the boardwalk.  They'll be there in seconds."


     "Good," Horace said, drumming his fingers on his thigh.  "I hope


so."


                        ********************


     Chris picked up the pace.  He was only a hundred yards from the 


boardwalk.  The seawall was quiet, safe and dark.  He looked at the


water, moonlit and calm, the tide lazily coming in.  He felt safe moving


against the seawall.


     But he knew he wasn't.
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     Nick Samuels slowed down.  "Got to get there in one piece," he 


said out loud, hoping Chris would hear him.  He neared the spot where


he'd heard the gunshots.


     He squinted and pulled the gun the sergeant had given him.  He saw


something in the sand, and not being sure what it was, he moved slowly


and cautiously toward it.


     As he neared it, he became aware it was a body.  'Could be a drunk


or something,'  he thought.  But with his hearing gunshots, he was sure


it was not.


     He closed in on it.  It was a body, all right, and thankfully it


wasn't Chris'.  Nick flashed the flashlight in the man's face.


     It was an older man, neatly dressed.  He looked like an executive


of some sort.  He radioed the captain.


     "Hey cap, this is Nick."


     "Go ahead Nick, where are you ?"


     "About a half a mile north of the hotel.  I found one of the 


sources of the gunshots.  It's not Chris."


     "Just keep an eye out.  We'll be right there."


     Nick sat in the sand next to the stiff.  He raised an eyebrow.


     Everywhere Chris was going, there was a corpse.


     Everywhere.


                        ********************


     She was fading fast.  


     Melissa Thorton knew she had lost too much blood.


     She knew it was her time.


     She raised herself up some, breathing heavily.  She knew that Michelle


had to be nearby.  She fell back down, falling into the blackness, into


unconsciousness.


     Michelle just started to come to.  She was woozy, and saw the soda


Pierce had left for her in the closet.  She tried the door, but it was 


either locked or jammed shut.


     She groggily reached for the soda, nearly knocking it over.  She 


picked it up and took a sip.  She was still not quite awake yet.  She tried


to reach out.


     'Daddy,'  she thought, 'I need you.' 


     With that she passed out.


                        ********************


     "Did you hear that ?" Caputo asked Frank and Horace, who'd been


busy in the back seat talking about something.


     Horace looked up front.  "What's that ?"


     "Nick found another body. It's not Shedd."


     Frank looked at Horace.  "At least it'll be easy to find him," he


quipped.  "He's leaving us a trail of breadcrumbs."


     Horace looked at Frank, narrowing his eyes.  "Not funny."


     "Yeah," Caputo piped in, "at least not from my standpoint. Nick's


staying with the body.  We'll be there in five minutes."


     "I hope it's the backup," Frank said.


     "Yes," Horace said, a worried look on his face.  "Me too."


                        ********************


     Chris was breathing heavily.  He stopped about ten feet from the 


boardwalk.  It was very quiet up there now.


     He checked the gun.  'Damn,'  he thought, 'only one bullet left.' 


He sighed.  Determined, he got to his feet.  'I've got to get to them.' 


     Then Chris Shedd doubled over in pain.  He was picking up pain.


     Melissa's pain.


     'No,'  he thought, 'not now.  Hang on, Melissa, I'm coming.' 


     He got slowly to his feet when the second shockwave hit him.


     'Daddy, I need you.' 


     'Michelle !,'  he tried reaching out.  He searched.  Nothing.


     His eyes were burning.  'No,'  he thought angrily, 'they're not


dead.'   He started walking again, almost staggering, toward the boardwalk.


He stopped again, and slid down, his back against one of the pilings.


     'Need a minute or two,'  he thought, 'or I won't be of any use to


anyone.' 


     Chris Shedd rested under the boardwalk.


                        ********************


     Caputo parked the car in the hotel parking lot and radioed for the


ambulance and the black and whites.  He, Frank, and Horace all went down


the pathway alongside the hotel that went down to the beach.


     They got to the end of the walkway and looked to the left.  There 


was Nick, waving the flashlight back and forth.


     They all ran.  Caputo, surprisingly, arriving there first.


     Horace and Frank arrived and they knelt around the body.


     "Okay, good work, Nick.  How many gunshots did you hear ?"


     "Three, cap."


     "Any sign of Chris ?"


     Nick shook his head.


     "All right, Nick," Caputo said, looking at him, "keep going.  I


think he's definitely headed north.  Just keep going and keep me 


informed, okay ?"


     Nick nodded.  He took the flashlight back from Caputo and rose,


resuming his tracking.


     "Okay," Caputo said, absent-mindedly watching Nick walk away,


"let's see what we've got here."  Caputo pulled out his own flashlight


and shone it on the victim.


     "Let's see some I.D.," Horace said, reaching inside the left jacket


pocket.  "Bingo."


     He pulled the wallet out and opened it.  Caputo shone the light on


it.


     "Here we go.  Frank, did you ever hear of a Richard Hyde ?"


     Frank nodded.  "Yes, he was named in some tampering rumors about


two, maybe three years ago.  Oil executive, and a ruthless sonofabitch,


at that."


     "Well," Horace said, smiling, "say hello to Mr. Hyde."


     Frank looked down.  "Shit.  Prairie State Fuel Manufacturing.  Now


I remember.  He supposedly bribed some congressmen to rule in his favor


on some environmental issues.  Nobody ever proved anything, and all the


allegations were withdrawn."


     "Was there anything to it ?" Caputo asked.


     Frank nodded.  "Chicken shit bastards in congress decided election


time wasn't a good time to be spending taxpayers money on long drawn-out


hearings.  Especially didn't want to lose the large campaign contributions


from big oil.  Personally, it pissed me off."


     Horace shook his head.  "That's usually the way it goes."  Horace


went to check the other pocket and withdrew his hand quickly.  "Nuts. 


Captain, shine that light over here."


     Caputo did so, and Horace looked at his hand under the light.  "I


guess we know where he was shot." 


     Horace opened the man's suit jacket.  There were two entry wounds.


     They stood up.  "I guess he got one shot off at Chris," Horace


said, worriedly.  "I just hope he didn't hit him."


     "Even if he didn't," Frank said quietly, "Chris is probably a dead


man walking anyway.  We've no idea how much blood he's lost, or for that


matter, how much of that curari is in his system."


     Caputo shook his head.  "I don't think so.  The more I hear about 


him, the less I believe he's dead.  He's a determined man."  He nodded


toward Hyde.  "That jerk made two big mistakes."


     "What's that ?" Horace asked quietly.


     "He killed Shedd's ex-wife," he paused, looking Frank and Horace


both square in the eyes.  "But that was nothing compared to kidnapping


his partner and his little girl."


     Horace nodded in agreement.


     Caputo turned stone cold serious.  "You just don't mess with somebody's


kids."


     They all stood there, looking at their fallen enemy.


                        ********************


     The figure in the trenchcoat stood there in the shadows, just waiting.


It had seen Shedd for a few moments now, and had drawn a weapon.  The 


backup was near completion of the mission.


     The figure turned to the right, hearing something. It looked down the


beach.  'Damn.  His cop friend.' 


     The backup walked down the walkway, quietly, stealthily.  It moved


toward Samuels, hiding in the shadows.


     Quietly, efficiently, it hid.  It would only have to wait moments


before Nick Samuels arrived.


     The backup screwed the silencer on the gun.


     The figure sat.


     'This one would be fun.' 


                        ********************


     Nick thought he saw something up ahead.  A figure underneath the


boardwalk.  He picked up the pace.  He'd covered a few miles, he was


sure.  Running in the sand would only tire him more.  He was hoping it


was Chris.


     He was about two hundred yards from the boardwalk.


     "Hey, cop."


     It came from behind him.


     He whirled around.


     The first bullet hit him in his right side, right around the appendix.


Immediately, he began bleeding profusely.


     The second one hit him in his left shoulder.  He started to spin,


partially from the pain, partially from the force of the gunshots.


     He was starting to fall, quickly he pulled his revolver out and


was just about to squeeze the trigger when the third bullet hit. 


Directly in his right wrist, causing him to drop the gun.


     Nick fell panting, breathing heavily.


     The figure stood over him and giggled.


     "Third shot's a charm.  Bye cop."


     The figure turned and left.


     Left Nick Samuels to bleed to death on the beach.


                        ********************


     Caputo was standing there, listening to Frank and Horace when he


saw it.


     A flash.


     And then another.  And another.


     "Oh, shit," he said.


     He pulled his radio out.  "I need backup.  Officer down behind,


dammit, south of the boardwalk, about two hundred yards south."


     "Come on," he yelled at Frank and Horace.


     "Where ?" Frank asked.


     He pointed in the direction of the boardwalk.  "Nick," he said,


barking into the radio, "Nick, you there ?"


     They jogged toward where Caputo had seen the flashes.  They listened


to the radio intently.  "Dammit, Samuels," Caputo roared into the radio,


"answer me or you're back on suspension."


     The two F.B.I. agents looked at Caputo incredulously.


     Then they heard it.


     "Cap, I'm shot."  Nick's speech was slurring and he was short of


breath.


     "I know you are son, I'm coming.  So's an ambulance.  How many


times did you get hit ?"


     "Th-three, c-c-cap."


     Nick Samuels passed out.


     "Nick!" Caputo yelled into the radio, breaking into a full run.


     They all ran.


                        ********************


     He stood up again.  He felt the shoulder gingerly.  It was bleeding


again.  He shook his head.  'Careless,'  he thought harshly, 'I've been


damned careless.' 


     He felt in his pocket for the nickel.  He pulled it out of his


pocket.  He opened it and took the chip out.


     He walked under the boardwalk, close to the water's edge.  "You,"


he said looking at the chip, "are the cause of all this shit.  Well, 


guess what ?"  He pulled his arm back to throw the chip into the 


incoming tide.


     "You're out of here, pal."


     He then heard a click behind him.
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     Chris heard the gun click behind him.


     "I was wondering when you'd catch up to me," Chris said calmly,


"Anita."


     He turned around, chip still in hand, and looked at Anita Singer.


She stood there with a smirk on her face.


     "I guess you are a pretty good detective, even if it's too late."


     "What about Melissa and Michelle ?"


     "I just put a bullet into Melissa a while ago.  After I'm through


with you, I'll have to put another in her, and then two into your


daughter."


     Chris' eyes started to blaze with anger.  "Don't even try it," she


warned him, "you don't even know how to use your abilities."  She shook


her head and laughed.  "You've now run out of time.  The prophecies were


all wrong."  She laughed out loud.


     'They were not wrong,'  a thought came from the shadows.


     "You," she said, laughing still, "cannot interfere.  You've done


too much already.  I would destroy you if-"  She stopped, seeing Chris


move out of the corner of her eye.


     He moved the hand that held the chip.  "No!" she screamed.


     He drew his hand back and threw.


     She watched it drop right into the ocean.


     "You," she said, eyes turning black, "just committed suicide."


     She squeezed the trigger.  Twice.


     The first shot Chris was able to duck.  He lunged to the left,


scrambling to get hold of the gun.


     He didn't have enough time.


     The second shot hit him square in the abdomen.


     He folded in half, dropping to his side in the sand.  He was


shivering.


     He looked up.  The dark man was gone, and Anita Singer was walking


toward him, gun in hand.


     She smiled.  "I was starting to fall in love with you," she said


quietly.  "You could have had me, but instead you decided on that partner


of yours.  You made a bad choice, Chris."


     With that she shot Chris again.


     Square in the chest.


                        ********************


     The dark man stood alone atop the boardwalk.  He was at the very end


where the people would come and fish every day.  He looked up to the skies.


     'The prophecies were so clear,'  he thought, still looking up, 'why 


has everything gone so wrong ?'.


     'The night,'  a thought came from the sky, 'is not over yet.' 


     The dark man nodded solemnly.  'I understand.' 


     'No,'  he was told, 'you have done nothing wrong.  However, you are


needed elsewhere right now.' 


     He looked quizzically at the sky.


     'There is to be another birth.' 


     He smiled. 'Before I go...'   He stood there for a moment, reaching


out to both of them.  He smiled.


     The dark man nodded, knowing he'd done all he could, and walked off


the end of the dock, fading into the night.


                        ********************


     He saw his parents again.


     'I'm dying,'  Chris thought quietly.


     They were talking about the dark ones.


     "If they come, they will surely try to kill Christopher," his mother


said, trying not to cry.


     "I know," Samuel said.  His father went to the cabin door and looked


outside.  "That is why we've done what we had to.  This will buy him some


time.  If he can learn to use his abilities, even accidentally, he would 


be in grave danger.  That's why I implanted the block."


     He turned around to face his wife.  "He'll be fine.  I just hope-"


He stopped looking at his wife seriously.  "I hope he does learn to use


them when he needs them.  After all, if the prophecies are indeed correct,


he'll know."  Samuel looked at her, smiling.


     Carol Shedd nodded.


                        ********************


     Anita Singer moved up the beach slowly, aware that she held all the


aces, so to speak, with the exception of the chip.


     'Ha !', she thought, 'He was no big deal.  Chosen one, my ass.  Now


I'm going to shoot that bitch again, just for fun, and then I'll kill


that little brat of his.' 


     She stopped to push the hair back out of her eyes.  The abandoned


hotel was not far ahead.  She smiled as she strolled.


     Shedd was dead and that little girl of his would be soon too.


     'Life,'  she thought with an evil smile, 'is good.' 


                        ********************


     The ambulance arrived and so did the three men.  Caputo got to 


Nick first, Frank and Horace hot on his heels.


     Caputo leaned over Nick.  "Hang on son, here comes the ambulance."


     Nick, unable to speak, nodded weakly.  


     He rose.  "Come on," he yelled at the paramedics, who were hurrying


down the nearest walkway, "move it !"


     Horace leaned down.  "Who did this to you Nick ?  Did you see them ?"


     Nick passed out.


     Horace rose as the paramedics arrived.  "Captain, if you'd like to-"


     Caputo stared at Horace.  "You're damned right, I'd like to, but


right now all I want to do is follow this through.  I want the bastard


that did this to Nick."  He looked down the beach.


     Frank spoke quietly.  "I think it was his bad luck to run into 


Pierce's backup.  From the looks of things, he got ambushed."


     Horace agreed.  "Big time."


     Caputo was getting edgy.  "What do you say we take a walk ?"


     Horace looked at him.  "Follow Chris' path ?"


     Frank rubbed his chin.  "Well, Nick was headed in the right


direction.  I think the captain is right."


     They started walking down the beach, each one checking their


weapon.


     They were not going to get ambushed.


                        ********************


     She was close to a hotel.  She stopped and lit a cigarette.  She


was already thinking about the future.


     Her cover had been so good, she would, actually just should, stay


around for another few weeks, then she could relocate for a new assignment.


     She smiled.


     She loved the assignments.


     Hunting them down was all she lived for.  She blew on the head of


the cigarette, ashes flying around.


     After all, it was all her parents lived for.  That was until her


father was killed.  She frowned.


     Her mother had only died a couple of years ago.  Her father, well...


     Her mother had told her of the day he died a half a dozen times or 


so.  She absent-mindedly took a drag on her cigarette.


     They'd been hunting two of them.  They tracked them down, killing the


wife, no problem, but the man killed her father.  She bit her lip.


     "Revenge," she said softly, "is sweet.">


     At least she'd killed the son of the man who killed her father.


                        ********************


     It was like someone opened the floodgates.


     Seeing that conversation between his parents jarred Chris.  He sat


up quickly.


     'I don't know how,'  he thought, 'picking himself up off the sand,


'I am still alive, or why, but I intend to make the most of it.' 


     He checked the wound to his stomach.  It was bleeding less than he 


thought.  'Must have gotten lucky,'  he mused.


     He shook his head.


     Luck had nothing to do with it.


     His mind was opening more and more.  He tore his left sleeve off of


his shirt, and folded it up.  He made a pad out of it and pressed it


against the entry wound.  He was sure it would stop the bleeding.


     He started walking.


     He knew that this would not be easy.  He did have three bullets, one


in his abdomen, one in his arm and another in his chest.  He still had


some splinters of wood in his shoulder.  He tried reaching out to 


Michelle and Melissa again. 


     All he got was pain.


     'Damn it,'  he thought, sweating profusely, 'I've got to get there


and now.' 


     'Melissa's going to need an ambulance.  She's really bad.'   He


gritted his teeth.


     He walked a little faster.  At least, as fast as the pain would


allow him.  Chris Shedd was determined.


     He wasn't going to let that Singer bitch hurt either one of them


anymore.


                        ********************


     She was smiling.  She stubbed her cigarette out, walking toward the


hotel. 


     She would simply execute Thorton, after telling her how easy it was


to kill Shedd.  She smiled.


     Then she would wait a few minutes, open the closet door, and wake


Michelle.


     She would make like she was there to help, and the minute Michelle


stood there with a horrified look on her face, seeing Melissa's bloody


body on the floor, she would move right up behind her.


     And pump two bullets into her head.


     She stopped and checked her gun.  'Good,'  she thought, counting


four bullets, 'enough to do the job.' 


     She put the gun in her pocket and smiled.


                        ********************


     They were just underneath the boardwalk when Frank noticed it.


"Jesus," he said, running over to the spot.  The two men followed.


     It was a large spot of blood on the beach.  Frank knelt down, and


then looked up at Horace.  "This," he said quietly, "is not good."


     Caputo was frowning.  "Lord, if that's Shedd's blood, he can't


go much further."


     Horace nodded in agreement.  "I can't believe there's no body here.


Anyone who has lost this much blood shouldn't be breathing, never mind


walking around."  He looked around nervously.  "We should probably keep


our eyes open for a body somewhere along the beach."


     Frank rose.  He walked over to another spot in the sand.   "Well,


captain, it seems there is a rash of nine-millimeter guns hanging around


your beach."  He took a pencil out of his pocket and used the eraser


end to pick up the shell.


     The other two men came over and Caputo flashed his light on it.


"Hey," Caputo said, inspecting the shell, "this one's different.  Look


at the markings on the bottom."


     Horace and Frank inspected the shell closely.  "Good spot, Captain,"


Frank said.  "We probably wouldn't have noticed it until we received a


ballistics report."


     "The only thing it tells us, though," Horace said slowly, "is that


the killer likes the same type of gun that Pierce did."


     Caputo nodded.  "We had better get going.  Chris may be still alive."


     Frank put the shell casing in his pocket.


     The men started walking again.


                        ********************


     Chris was about twenty yards from the hotel.  He'd just seen Singer


walk in the doorway.


     'Shit,'  he thought, 'better get an ambulance quickly.' 


     He tried to figure out how, and then it hit him.


     Chris Shedd reached out to someone, psycically.


                        ********************


     They were about a half a mile behind Chris.  


     Suddenly, one of the men grabbed his temples.  


     "Jesus," he said.  He pointed.  "That hotel up there.  Get some


detectives and an ambulance out that way."


     "Why ?" Caputo asked.


     "Because," Horace Williams replied, "that's where he's heading."
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     She walked into the room.  Melissa Thorton was leaning against the


bed, hand still tied, still bleeding.  Anita Singer smiled.


     She walked over and kicked her.  Melissa didn't respond.  She


kicked her harder.  "Wake up, Snow White."


     Melissa shook her head.  "You," she said groggily, "bitch."


     Anita laughed, and took her gun out of her pocket.  "You know, I'm


going to enjoy this."


     Melissa looked at her defiantly.  "The fuck you are.  I've got


friends in Washington and somebody down here checking on you.  They'll


find you."


     Anita shook her head.  "You are as dumb as you look.  They can check


all they want.  I don't exist. "


     She pulled a chair up and sat on it backwards, facing Melissa.  "I'll


just disappear for a while, the reappear with a new name, a new look, and 


continue my hunting."  She paused.  "Your friend down here wouldn't be


that detective Aarons, would it ?"


     Melissa gritted her teeth.  "No, why ?"


     "Because," she said with a laugh, "he can't check on anything 


anymore.  He got what he deserved."  She shifted in the chair.  "He


came this close," indicating with the index finger and thumb of her


right hand, "to selling me out to your fucking boyfriend."


     Melissa squinted.  "That's part of it, isn't it ?"


     Anita looked at her blankly.  "What do you mean ?"


     "You want Chris for yourself."


     She guffawed.  "At one time, yes.  I thought he could be swayed.


Besides, he did some work for me.  Without knowing it, of course."


     "So what's changed ?" Melissa asked, coughing slightly.


     "Well, I don't want Chris anymore."  She laughed.  "Not now,


anyway."


     Melissa narrowed her eyes.  "Why ?"


     Anita Singer was enjoying this.  "Never mind that, who was checking


on me down here ?"


     "A friend."


     Anita lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply.  "Wouldn't be that nice


Nick Samuels, now would it ?"


     Melissa looked at her suspiciously.  "Why do you ask ?"


     "Because," she said, slowly blowing smoke rings, "he's dead by


now.  Should have bled to death a while ago."


     Melissa was quiet.


     "I put three bullets into him.  When I left," she said, smiling,


"he was bleeding to death on the beach, in the dark, alone."


     Melissa was getting stronger.  Her anger was giving her strength.


"Bitch.  Chris will get you.  He'll get that bastard Pierce and then 


he'll get you."


     Anita Singer laughed.


     "Well, you're right on one count.  Pierce is dead.  Chris got him


all right."  She took another drag on the cigarette.  "But he won't get


me."


     "Oh really ?" Melissa asked.  "Why not ?"


     Anita's expression turned stone cold mean.  "Because he's fucking


dead.  I put two more shots into him back at the boardwalk."  She


exhaled as she spoke.


     Melissa was stunned.  This woman, sitting on a chair a short six


feet away had killed Chris and was now going to kill her.  She stared at


her.


     Anita Singer raised her gun.  "Now, I'm afraid it's time to say


goodbye."  She cocked the trigger.


     Melissa exploded with what strength she had left.  She pushed 


herself away from the bed, kicking at the chair.


     The chair went out from underneath Anita, just as she pulled the 


trigger. The bullet went into the ceiling.


     Melissa was hurting, badly.  She was still bleeding.  She knew all


she did, aside from piss Anita off, was to postpone the inevitable.


'God, Chris,'  she thought, 'I love you.' 


     Anita Singer was angry.  She rose.  Her eyes, black as coal, focused


on Melissa Thorton's face.  "You," she hissed, "have just made your


final mistake."


     She used her foot to push Melissa back from her side to her back.


Melissa stared back at her hard.  "Well, bitch," she said angrily, "if


you're going to do it, do it."


     "You," she laughed loudly, "just bought yourself a slow and painful


death."


     She raised the gun and fired a shot at Melissa's right thigh.


     But Melissa moved it out of the way.


     "Won't do you any good Thorton.  I'll win anyway," she said, "and


you'll be fucking dead."


     Melissa's strength was gone.  She just looked lamely at the gun.


She couldn't move.


     Anita Singer held the gun up once again, aiming for her abdomen.


"Goodbye, Thorton.  Say hello to Chris for me."


     She was about to pull the trigger when the chair rose and knocked


her down.  The gun went flying across the room.  "Damn," she said,


getting up, eyes still black, "who-"


     She thought for a minute.  "Must be little Michelle.  Well, I'll 


deal with her next."  She went over to pick up the gun when the door 


opened.


     Chris Shedd stood there, looking like a man possessed.


     "You're not dealing with anyone anymore."


     Melissa felt relieved.  She smiled weakly.  She just knew he had to


be alive.


     Anita was angry.  She turned to him.  "So you've learned a little


about your abilities, huh ?  Doesn't matter.  You'll be dead soon."


She laughed.  "Let's see what you know."


     Anita sent a psychic blast at him.  Chris was slammed out into the 


hallway, hitting the wall hard enough to leave his impression in it.


     She stood there, laughing.  "You haven't learned anything, Shedd.


All those years without using them.  You know nothing," she roared.


     Chris shook the cobwebs out.  'Another hit like that, I will be


dead.' 


     "I know enough."  He glanced over at Melissa.  She was unconscious.


     "Oh, worried about her ?  You should be," she hissed at him, trying


to antagonize him.  "She doesn't have your resiliency or your immunities.


She'll be dead soon.  And you will too.  Face it Shedd, you're 


overmatched."


     Chris knew what was about to happen.  He put a shield up around


himself as Anita fired another psi-blast at him.


     Anita's blast hit the shield.  It bounced straight back at her,


knocking her backwards on to the bed.  "You're learning fast, Shedd.


But school is out."  She rose, stepping over Melissa.


     But Melissa was not unconscious.


     She reached out with her tied hands and grabbed Anita's foot.


     Anita fell, face first, onto the carpet.  "Bitch," she yelled


facing Anita.  


     She fired a blast at Melissa.


     Chris tried to shield her, but it was too late.


     Melissa was out of it.


     All he could see was his mother dying.


     "NO !" he screamed.


     Chris was sure she was dead.


     Anita rose and stood, as Chris picked himself up and did the same.


They stood, facing each other.


     Anita fired another blast, but Chris sidestepped it.  They were only


six fee away from each other.  "You are through, Shedd." she said, 


ominously.  She was preparing to fire another blast.


     But Chris knew it.


     The chair was on the right side of the room, the dresser on the 


left.  He concentrated on the top dresser drawer.


     It came flying out (with a great deal of force), and hit her in the


side just as she was about to let loose a blast, catching her by surprise.


     "What-" she said, starting to fall sideways.


     Chris then mentally lifted the chair chest high, drew it back as far


as it would go and let it fly at her other side.


     Anita was not prepared.


     The chair struck her violently, slamming her into the dresser.  Her


back struck the top of it, and both she and Chris heard the sickening


crunch of bones in her spine breaking.  She groaned in pain.


     "I'm not done yet," she hissed.  "I'll kill you and your little


girl like I did that ex-wife of yours."


     Chris eyes narrowed.  He raised the mirror behind the dresser high


above her head.


     He looked at her.


     "Oh shut up and die."


     He let the mirror drop.


     It crashed down on her, shattering, lacerating her all over.  He


watched her slump to the floor.


     There was a huge piece of glass jammed in her throat.  Blood was


pouring out quickly.


     Anita Singer died.


     Chris sighed.


     Another dark one was dead.


     Chris started to feel faint.  He dropped to his knees.  He crawled


over to Melissa, who was face down on the carpet.  He put his hand on


her cheek.


     "Honey," he whispered, "wake up, Melissa.  It's over."


     Melissa opened her eyes just a little.  "She's d-d-d-dead ?"


she asked, weakly.


     He smiled weakly.  "Yes."


     Chris Shedd opened his senses.


     'Of course,'  he thought, 'the closet.' 


     He brushed Melissa's hair out of her eyes.  'Hold on,'  he thought,


'please hold on.' 


     He glanced toward the closet and unlocked the door.


     As he lay there holding Melissa's head against him, he awoke his


daughter.


     'Michelle,'  he thought, 'it's time to wake up.  It's time to go


home.' 


     Michelle stirred.  She opened her eyes and saw the closet door


open.  She slowly got to her feet.


     She stood there for a moment and rubbed her eyes.  She walked out of


the closet and saw him, laying on the floor with Melissa.  She didn't


see anything else. 


     She didn't want to.  All she saw was Chris and Melissa.  She ran


over to them.


     'Daddy,'  she telepathed, 'I was scared.' 


     'I know, honey.  But it's over now.' 


     'Daddy, you and Melissa are hurt real bad.' 


     'I-I know, honey, but help will be here any second.' 


     With that she wrapped her arms around her father and Melissa.


                        ********************


     They were twenty yards from the hotel when they heard the glass


crash.  Caputo looked at Frank and Horace.


     They ran.


     Caputo screamed orders into the radio, ordering all available units


and ambulances to the hotel.


     They approached the hotel, Caputo going up the stairs first.  He


stopped when he saw the dent in the wall.  "Jesus," he whispered, and


drew his gun.


     He turned to his right.


     The door was still open.


     The three men just stood there.


     "I want that ambulance here now," Caputo roared into the radio,


"two of them."


     Michelle was crying openly.  She turned around and spotted Horace


Williams.


     "Y-you," she cried hysterically, "you've got to help them.  They're


dying."


     "I know," Horace said quietly.  "We'll help them."  He paused and


kneeled down, looking Michelle in the eyes.  "Look, I need you to go 


with Frank right now, okay ? I'll be right downstairs in a minute."


     She nodded and took Frank's hand, looking back on Chris and Melissa,


who lay dying on the floor.


     "Chris," Horace leaned over.


     "Williams," he gasped, "that had better be you."


     "Nobody else, pal.  Hang on, ambulances are here."


     "Take Melissa first.  She's fading on me."


     Horace nodded mutely.


     "Don't let her die, Horace.  P-please."


     Chris passed out.
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     He watched Melissa being taken away on a stretcher.  He looked at


Caputo.  "I don't think she's going to make it," Horace said, sadly.


He nodded toward Chris.  "Him neither."


     "Captain, radio the hospital.  Chris practically demanded that a


Dr. Joseph Martin take care of both of them before he passed out."


     Caputo nodded mutely.  He radioed it in.


                        ********************


     He was practicing his three-point shots.  He was lousy at them,


and he always had been.


     That's when the beeper went off.


     "Aw, nuts," Joe Martin said, checking it.


     He grabbed his ball, tucked it under his left arm and headed for


the phone in the locker room.  He looked at the pager while he walked.


'Hospital,'  he thought, 'who else ?'.


     He walked over to his locker and put the ball down.  He opened the


locker, reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a quarter.  He


went over to the phone and dialed the hospital.


     "Yes," he said, quietly, "this is Dr. Martin.  You paged me."


     He looked stunned.  "Uh-huh. And he specifically requested me ?


I'll be right there," he said, smiling.


     He hung the phone up, hurrying back to his locker, and got dressed


quickly.


     'It was him,'  he thought, smiling.  'I knew it.'   He put his ball


in the locker and slipped his sneakers back on.


     'No time,'  he thought, 'I've gotta hurry.' 


     Dr. Martin ran from the gym.


                        ********************


     The ambulance carrying Melissa was about five minutes ahead of 


Chris'.  The EMT worker was watching her, and the monitor they'd hooked


up.


     They managed to stop the bleeding, but they were more concerned with


the brainwave activity.  It was unusually high and somewhat erratic.


     "Seen this before," the man in back said to the driver, "guy went


coma."


     "Hang on," the driver said.  He radioed the hospital.


     "Okay," he said, answering the instructions from the hospital.


     "What did they say ?" the man in back asked.


     "Don't give her anything.  Dr. Martin's going to meet us at the


drop off."


     The man in back nodded.  "God, I hope she holds on."


     The driver frowned.  "I do too."


                        ********************


     Chris' ambulance was a different story.  His vitals were getting


stronger and he was drifting in and out of consciousness.


     "He should make it," the attendant said.  "His temperature's a 


little high, though."


     Sure enough, Chris' temperature was one hundred and two degrees.


                        ********************


     Caputo, Frank, Horace and Michelle were all following Chris'


ambulance.


     "Are you sure he'll be all right ?" Michelle asked Horace, 


wide-eyed.


     Horace stroked her hair.  "You're father is one tough cookie.


He'll be all right."


     "What about Melissa ?"


     Horace hesitated.  "I- I don't know.  We'll just have to wait and


see."


     Frank glanced sideways at Horace.  They both thought she was


done for.


     Caputo pushed the pedal a little faster.


     Frank looked out the window.


     And Horace Williams, feeling guilty, held on to Michelle.


                        ********************


     The ambulance carrying Melissa Thorton arrived at the same time


Dr. Martin did.


     He was right there when they brought her out.


     'Take care of her first,'  he heard, 'I'm okay.' 


     'All right,'  he responded.


     They brought her out.  "What do we have here ?"


     "Gunshot wound to the right side.  It appears the bleeding has


stopped."


     "That's it ?" he asked, motioning for an orderly. 


     "No.  There's an unusual amount of brainwave activity.  I think


she may go coma."


     "Not if I can help it."  He looked at the orderly.  Get her to 


radiology now.  I want full pictures of her side and skull.  Got it ?"


     They nodded and wheeled her off.


     'Somebody,'  he thought, 'has to lead her out.  Now.' 


                        ********************


     The request was heard.


     Michelle, somehow understood, and closed her eyes.  "That's it,"


Horace said softly, "just close your eyes.  You need the rest."


     But rest was the last thing on Michelle Shedd's mind.


     She'd just lost her mother.


     She was not about to let her father lose the woman he loves.


     She concentrated.


                        ********************


     Melissa was looking around.  It was a windblown sandstorm, blinding


her every direction.  She had her eyes barely open.


     "Chris," she called, "Chris, where are you ?"  She moved toward a


light near a big rock.


     "No, Melissa, not that way."


     She turned around.  "Michelle ?" she called out.


     Michelle stood there, barely able to see Melissa.  "I'm here, Melissa,


I'm over here."


     "But that's the way out," Melissa said.


     "No," she yelled, "it's not.  Come with me."


     "I can't see you," she cried desperately.


     "Follow my voice, I'll keep talking."


                        ********************


     Martin was looking at the x-rays.  Sure enough, the bullet was still


in there, lodged in her lung.


     "Damn it," he said out loud.  He turned to the orderlies.  "Get her


to surgery.  Now.  I want her prepped in five minutes.  Move."


     He rushed back over to emergency.


     He knew he'd better check on Chris Shedd.


                        ********************


     "I can't.  I just can't," Melissa tried to yell.


     Michelle focused.  "Yes, you can, Melissa.  My dad is over here.


Come on Melissa, you can do it."


     Ever so slowly, Melissa moved toward Michelle's voice.


     "C'mon, Melissa.  You know how daddy hates quitters."


     Melissa clenched her teeth and moved forward.


                        ********************


     He watched as they pulled an unconscious Shedd from the ambulance.


     "How is he ?"


     "He has three bullets in him," the attendant said, "and his 


temperature is one hundred and four."


     Dr. Martin nodded.  An orderly came in and took him. "Nice work,"


he said, "thanks."


     Martin turned his back on the attendant and stopped the orderly.


"Get him into radiology for full upper torso shots, both arms, and then


the waiting area outside surgery five.  He's next."


     'That's it,'  he telepathed.  'Bring your temperature up just a little


higher.  You holding on otherwise ?'.


     'Yes,'  he responded.  'Make sure she makes it.' 


     'Hopefully, someone will.  Didn't you go in ?'.


     'What do you mean ?'.


     'She was getting close to being comatose.  I asked someone to go


in and bring her out.' 


     'My god, my daughter.' 


     'Oh, lord,'  Joe thought, 'what if she can't get out ?'.


     He ran up to surgery five.


     He had to get that bullet out.


     Now.


                        ********************


     The three of them arrived, both ambulances having come and gone.


Caputo flashed his I.D..


     "Two shooting victims.  Where are they ?"


     "Surgery," the attendant told them.


     "Are they going to be okay ?" Frank asked.


     "To be honest with you," the doctor said somberly, "I don't think


either one will."


     They all looked at each other and headed for the waiting room.


     "Let us know," Frank said, clearing his throat, "as soon as they're


out of surgery."


     The doctor nodded.


                        ********************


     Dr. Joe Martin was finished scrubbing.  He walked into the operating


room, gown and mask on, holding his hands out.  "Gloves," he barked.


     The first nurse put the gloves on him.


     "Okay, we have a bullet imbedded in the right lung.  We are going


in and out as quickly as possible.  Got it ?"


     "Yes, doctor," they replied in unison.


     "Let's do it."


     Martin moved over to the table and grabbed the scalpel.


     He looked at the anesthesiologist.  "All set ?"


     He nodded.


     "Good," he said, "let me know immediately about any drops in blood


pressure or heart rate."


     The anesthesiologist nodded.


     Joe raised the scalpel.


     "Okay, here we go."


                        ********************


     "Come on, Melissa, c'mon," she pleaded.  "Please, you've got to


come."


     "I can't.  I can't hear you so good."


     Michelle started to yell.  "Melissa, no.  You can't give up.  Daddy


needs you.  He loves you.  I need you."


     Melissa pulled herself forward, following the voice.


     She was trudging, slowly, against the wind trying to blow her back.


                        ********************


     "Son of a bitch, there it is," Dr. Martin said.  "Give me those 


tweezers."


     The nurse complied, and Martin withdrew a nine-millimeter slug


from Melissa Thorton's lung.


     He dropped it in the specimen pan.


                        ********************


     Melissa was only five feet away.  "Michelle where are you ?"


     "I'm right in front of you.  Come on, Melissa, we're running out


of time."


     Melissa marched, painfully, a few more steps, and reached out.


     Michelle Shedd grabbed her hand and yanked her.


     Suddenly, Melissa was unconscious.


     In the waiting room, laying up against Horace Williams, Michelle


awoke with a start, sweating bullets.


     'I think I did it,'  she thought, mentally exhausted.


     Horace looked down.  "Are you all right, Michelle ?"


     She nodded and rested.


                        ********************


     He watched them wheel Melissa out.  No complications.  The excessive


brainwave activity mysteriously ceased.  'Thank god,'  he thought.


     They wheeled Chris in.  'Okay,'  Martin told him, 'I think you


flushed the poison out.  Now I'm going to pull these three bullets and


this wood out of you and we'll talk later, okay ?'.


     'You're the doctor,'  came the reply.


     Dr. Joe Martin went to work.
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     Dr. Joe Martin was tired.  Four hours of surgery will do that to


you.  He shook his head.  He was pretty sure they'd both be all right.


     He pulled the gloves off and watched them wheel Chris into the 


recovery room with Melissa.  'I think,'  he thought, 'I'd better check


on Chris' daughter.' 


     He walked out, down the hall and made a right into the waiting


room.  He saw the three men and the little girl (who was still resting)


waiting for him.


     He cleared his throat.


     They all got up, Horace holding on to Michelle.


     "Gentlemen, I'm Dr. Joe Martin."  They all shook hands and 


identified themselves.


     He looked at Michelle.  'You went in and helped Melissa, didn't


you ?'.


     She looked at him.  'Yes, is she all right ?'.


     He didn't answer.  "They're both in recovery, right now."


     "Together ?" Michelle asked, eyes starting to tear.


     "Yes, they are together.  Mr Shedd is very strong.  I'm sure he'll


be fine."


     The men looked at each other in disbelief.


     "Doctor," Horace Williams asked, "how can that possibly be ?  He


must have lost more blood than-"  Dr. Martin cut him off.


     "All the bullets missed vital organs.  Mr. Shedd was lucky."


     Horace looked uncomfortable.  "What about the girl ?"


     He shrugged, looking Michelle in the eyes.  "I, well, I'm not sure


just yet."


     Michelle hugged Horace tighter.


     She felt she'd failed.


                        *********************


     He was stronger.  He opened his eyes.  He looked at the bed next to


his.


     His eyes were starting to tear.


     "Don't leave me now, Melissa, just don't leave me now."


     He looked up at her monitor.  Her pulse and respiration were still


weak.


     'Enough,'  he thought, 'keep them out of the room for a few 


minutes, Joe.' 


     He painfully moved and got out of his bed, making his way to 


Melissa.


     It was the longest three feet he ever traveled.


                        ********************


     "Can we see him ?" Frank asked.


     "Uh, not just yet," Martin said.  "I want him to rest for a little


bit more."  He turned and headed for the recovery room.  "I'll get you as


soon as he's conscious."


     Dr. Martin walked back to recovery.


                        ********************


     He leaned over the bed and hugged her ever so gently, and then kissed


her softly.


     "You've never been a quitter before," he whispered in her ear,


'don't quit on me now."


     He shuffled painfully back to his bed and laid down.  He knew he 


had to be careful, more of the abdominal wound than the others.


     Joe Martin walked into the room.  He made a face at Chris.


     "Are you okay ?" he asked.


     Chris nodded.  "Why isn't she-"


     Martin stopped him.  "Look," he said, pointing to the monitors.


     Sure enough, Melissa's heartbeat and respiration were increasing.


Chris smiled.  "Look, Joe, I well."


     Martin held up his hand.  "Don't worry.  This was the way it was


supposed to be, that is if I'm to believe my parents."


     Chris smiled weakly.  "I don't understand everything yet."


     "To be honest," Joe said, "I don't either.  I never have.  But,


when you need my help, I'll be there.  But there is also something else."


     Chris looked at him inquisitively.


     Dr. Martin nodded toward Melissa.  "Exactly what happened to her ?"


     Chris sighed.  "She took some kind of a mind blast from a dark


one."


     Joe scratched his head.  "Look, Chris, I'm not going to lie to you.


She may have suffered some sort of brain damage.  I've never seen that


sort of brainwave activity before.  It's amazing Michelle was able to


bring her out."


     "Is Michelle all right ?" he asked.


     Joe smiled.  "She's fine.  It's Melissa I'm worried about."


     Chris nodded.  Then they heard a moan from the bed.


     Melissa's bed.


     "Damn you, Chris, couldn't you get a private room ?" she asked


sarcastically.


     Chris smiled and Dr. Martin laughed.


     "I'll leave you two alone," Martin said as he left.


     "Hey, Doc," Chris yelled.


     Martin stuck his head back in the door.  "What ?"


     "Give us about ten minutes before you let the visitors in, will


ya ?"


     "No sweat," Joe said, shutting the door behind him.


     Chris got up again.  He shuffled over to her.  "God," he said,


softly brushing the hair out of her face, "I thought I'd lost you."


     "What the hell hit me, anyway ?" she asked, rubbing her head.


     "It was a psychic blast.  I'll explain it to you later.  Did


Michelle-"


     Melissa nodded.  "She was in my head.  She tried to take me out of 


a sandstorm, that's all I remember."


     Chris leaned over and kissed her.  "I love you," he said, looking


in her eyes.


     "I love you too, but," she said, looking serious, "no more working


vacations."


     Chris laughed out loud.  "Look, we have about ten minutes before


we get our visitors.  I think I'd better fill you in."


     Melissa nodded groggily.


     "First off, Anita Singer was pure evil.  She was going to kill


Michelle, too."


     Melissa gasped.  "Why, Chris ?"


     He shook his head.  "I'm not sure, but I am sure that she's the


daughter of the people who killed my parents."


     Melissa stared at him blankly.  "I thought you-"  Chris stopped her.


     "Yeah.  I actually was orphaned.  But my parents put me there a few


months before they were killed."


     "How do you know ?"


     "My friend in the trenchcoat.  And get this, Melissa- both my


parents were psycically endowed."


     She gasped.


     "Not just telepathy, but telekinesis, and this ability to hurl some


sort of blast from the brain."  He paused.  "Let me tell you, it is


not a nice thing to do."


     She was more awake, narrowing her eyes at him.  "You learned how


to do this ?"


     He nodded, worried it might frighten her.  "Yes.  The telekinesis


too.  That's how I stopped Anita."


     She raised her eyebrows.  "Remind me," she said with a goofy look


on her face, "not to piss you off."


     Chris laughed.  "I don't think that is something," he said, leaning


over to kiss her, "that you have to worry about."


     She moaned slightly.  "Thank god for that," she murmured in his 


ear.


     He pulled back.  "Now, there's something very important I have to


ask you."


     She nodded.  "What ?"


     "How do you feel ?"


     She shrugged weakly.  "My chest hurts a little, and I had a killer


headache, but it's almost gone."


     He smiled.  "Good.  Dr.Martin was afraid you might have suffered 


some brain damage due to the blast you took."


     She made a real funny face at him. "Duh."


     He laughed.  "Now for a serious question."


     She frowned.  She didn't like the way he put that.


     "Are you ready to face the visitors ?"


     She smiled.  "As long as Michelle is with them."


     He nodded, and reached out to Dr. Martin.


     'Okay, Doc, send em in.' 


     Melissa giggled.  "Doc ?" she asked.


     Chris just stared at her.


     Melissa had read his thoughts.


                        ********************


     'Okay, Chris, here they come.' 


     Dr. Martin took his last swallow of coffee.  'Well,'  he thought,


'they've waited long enough.'   He walked into the waiting room.


     "They're awake."


     The men sighed a breath of relief, and Michelle beamed.  "Can we


see them now," Horace asked.


     The doctor nodded.


     They trudged down the hall, following the doctor, to the recovery


room.


     Chris and Melissa's beds were closer together, and they were holding


hands.


     'How did you do that ?', Chris asked her.


     'I don't know,'  she telepathed, looking confused.


     Joe Martin (his back to the others), smiled and rolled his eyes as


he opened the door.


     "Visitors, you too," he said, looking at Chris sternly.


     Michelle practically jumped on her father's bed.  "Daddy," she


said, as she cried and hugged him.


     Michelle climbed down and walked over to Melissa's bed, climbing up


and hugging her.


     'Thank you Michelle,'  she thought.


     'We need you,'  Michelle responded.  Melissa smiled.


     Caputo looked Chris in the eyes.  "I'm sorry.  I should have believed


you wouldn't-"     


     Chris held up his hand.  "I don't blame you.  All you knew about me


was that I was a burned out ex-cop checking out his wife's death.  How 


is Nicky- that Singer bitch told me she left him out there bleeding to


death."


     Caputo smiled.  "He's going to be fine.  He'll be down to see you


soon."


     Chris smiled.  "I don't have any problem with you, captain.  But


you," he said angrily pointing at Horace Williams, "I blame."


     The other two men stared at Horace, and then looked back at Chris.


Chris looked at them for a minute.  "I need to speak to Mr. Williams 


privately for a moment, and then I'll answer all your questions."


     He looked over at Michelle.  "You too, Michelle."


     She nodded and climbed down from the bed.  She took the hands of


the two men, Frank and Caputo, and led them out of the room.


     "Okay Horace, let's have it."


     "What ?" he asked, knowing what was coming.


     "How long was my ex-wife working with the F.B.I. ?"


     Horace Williams frowned.
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     Horace looked at Chris.  "How much," he asked, clearing his throat,


"do you know ?"


     He grimaced.  "Where do I start ?  How about the fact that Madison's


project, just like the rest of them, is a fraud ?"


     "What ?!?" Horace exclaimed.


     Melissa narrowed her eyes.  "You mean this whole thing started over


some cheap dog and pony show ?"


     Chris nodded.  "Exactly.  Somehow, Freeman helped Madison fake the


test results.  That had Hyde in a panic because he had his informant


already working at Photosyn."


     "Who ?" Williams asked.


     "Anita Singer.  She'd probably done some killing for Hyde, and he


planted her there as a failsafe method.  Should Madison strike paydirt,


Hyde would pay him off to lose the process.  If anyone else, let's say


the government got close, eliminate him."


     "Makes sense," Williams said sadly.


     "How long," Chris asked calmly, "was my ex-wife working with the


F.B.I. ?"


     Williams exhaled heavily.  "She was working for us, Chris.  She 


was an agent."


     Chris closed his eyes.  "That," he said, straining, "was what got


her killed."


     Horace looked down.  "I know that now, Chris.  He bit his upper 


lip.  "Sandy was a great agent.  I still don't believe-"


     "Hey," he said, "forget it.  Bring the others in and I'll fill


you in on exactly what happened."


     Horace did as he was asked.


     When everyone returned, Chris began.


     "The key to this whole mess was Madison's experiment.  The fact


that the experiment in itself was a fraud makes it even worse.  There


was no real work put into it, unless you count the work he put into


faking the test results.  I think that's what Sandy suspected the day


before she was killed.


     "Sandy was smart enough to steal the chip that Madison claimed 


was the key to the entire process.  Being pretty smart, she hid it inside


a video tape of a company picnic, figuring I'd find it.


     "What she didn't know was that next-door neighbor and best friend,


Anita Singer, was a plant.  Anita's the one that murdered Sandy.  She


had a remote control device hooked up to the car's cruise control.  I'd


be willing to be she had a few micro-motors hooked up to the steering


system also.


     "Being unhappy with the fact she didn't get the chip, she calls me.


She figures if she gets me interested, I'll do the dirty work, find the


chip, and then she'll kill me to get it.  Only she wasn't aware, nor was


her employer, that the chip was a fraud.  So Pierce comes in because this


guy Hyde is afraid I'm going to get too close.  Well, he was right.


     "Pierce's first actual move down here was killing Mitchell Freeman.


This happened after Hyde had Suzanne Mclellan killed."


     Melissa looked at him.  "Are you serious ?"


     Chris nodded and looked at her.  "He thought I would be distracted.


Actually, if you'd been killed also, I probably would have.


     "Anyway, Melissa comes down here to give me the news.  In the 


meantime, Anita stays close, trying to find out everything she can.


When Melissa arrives, she starts getting irritated.  The main reason 


is that I'm giving Melissa the information I would have given her."


     "She had you that fooled ?" Caputo asked.


     "Yes, she was good at that.  She had Madison fooled real good.  


Madison was scared to death of Pierce, but not of Anita.  He was taking


most of that wonderful grant money and federal funding and well, when


we say Swiss bank account, we've said it all.


     "Anita's the one that killed Aarons too.  He found out what she


was doing quite by accident.  He was trying to blackmail her.  Bad idea.


Anyway, I track Pierce down, after he kidnaps my little girl and my


partner, to his hotel, and he decides I should die on the beach."


     Chris shook his head.  "Wrong answer.  I was more intent on getting 


my daughter and my partner," he said, casting a sideways glance at


Melissa, "back.


     "He shoots me and I managed to get his gun.  I didn't have much 


choice in the matter.  Then came this Hyde guy.  Jesus, he was cocky.


Again, it was self defense.  I used Pierce's gun.  It should be back


at the hotel where they'd been keeping Melissa and Michelle.


     "Anita shoots me down on the beach, leaving me for dead.  She goes


back to the hotel, taunts Melissa, the whole while fully intending on


killing her and Michelle.  I come in, shove her against the dresser,


and that mirror comes crashing down on her.  End of story."


     The door opened.  "Okay, all you law enforcement types," Dr.


Martin announced, "these two need their rest."


     "Chris," Caputo asked, "after you're feeling better-"


     "Yeah, I'll come down and give you a statement.  Horace ?"


     Horace turned around.  "I'll talk to you when you get home.


Nice work, Chris.  Sandy would have been proud."


     He nodded.


     "Going home right away ?" Caputo asked.


     Chris shook his head, looking over at Melissa and Michelle.  "No,


I've got everything I want right here.  Besides," he smiled at Caputo,


"you may need my help again sometime."


     Caputo feigned an exasperated look.


     Martin ushered them out.  He walked back in and stood there, back 


to the door.  "Okay," he said, "now young lady," he said to Michelle,


"you have somebody waiting for you outside."   He moved out of the way


and Ben Richardson stood outside, using a cane, smiling.


     She smiled.  "Okay, but can I come back tomorrow and see my dad and


Melissa ?"


     "That," he said, "is a doctor's order.  Now say goodbye and run 


along."


     She leaned over and kissed Melissa, then climbed down and stood on


the railing of the other bed and kissed her father.  "I'll be back


tomorrow."


     "Okay," Chris said, "you better be.  And you better take care of


Ben, too."


     She nodded, smiling and walked outside to Ben.  They waved and 


left.


     The doctor closed the door, leaving the three of them alone.


     'How are you feeling, Chris,'  he asked.


     'Fine, but,'  he looked at Melissa.  'Ask him.' 


     'Doctor, how come I can-'.


     Joe stopped her.  "You can communicate telepathically now ?"


     She nodded.  "Yes, it's kind of strange."


     "I'm a little worried about this, Joe." Chris added.


     Joe stood there for a minute.  "Ten to one, that psi-blast, as I


call them, activated an unused portion of the brain.  If she had been 


psycically endowed, she may not have survived."


     "You're telling me," Melissa said, slowly, "that the blast I took


from that witch jumpstarted part of my brain ?"


     Joe nodded.  "I'd bet on it."


     "Is this temporary ?" Chris asked.


     "I don't think so.  Once brain sections are active it usually takes


a severe trauma to shut them down."


     Chris raised an eyebrow.  "Wow."  He gave Melissa a wry look.  "Now


I guess you really can read my mind."


     She smiled back.


     Joe opened the door.  "Now I want the two of you," he paused, 


pointing at Melissa, "especially you, to get some rest.  Is there anything


you want before I go ?"


     Chris looked at him.  "Uh, the hospital records."


     Joe smiled.  "Taken care of.  They were simple wounds.  Nothing


remarkable happened.  Now, anything else ?"


     Melissa looked at him, one eye open.  "How about a double bed ?"


     Dr. Joe Martin laughed as he closed the door.


     Chris held her hand. They looked in each other's eyes.  'Now,'  he


thought, 'we both really do need the rest.' 


     'Sure thing.'   She smiled back at him.


     'I have one question before we do, though.' 


     'What ?'.


     'Marry me.' 


     Her eyes got misty.  'You know I will.' 


     'Very well,'  another chimed in.


     They looked toward the door.


     There stood the dark man, smiling.


     'Hey,'  Chris thought, 'how long have you been there ?'.


     'Long enough,'  the dark man thought, frowning.


     'I take it you don't approve ?', Melissa inquired.


     He stood there for just a moment.  'On the contrary,'  he responded,


smiling, 'I most certainly do.'   He looked at Chris.  'As for you,


Christopher, I could not be more proud.  You have done exactly as I hoped


you would.  Exactly as it was prophesized.' 


     Chris shook his head.  'It was you.  Giving me that final picture of


my parents talking gave me the strength.  Thank you.' 


     The dark man smiled.  'It was the least I could do.  However, you


two need your rest.' 


     'Sure,'  Chris thought, 'stop by and see us sometime.' 


     'I will see you again,'  he thought, 'both of you.'   He looked 


and smiled at Melissa.  'You must rest, Melissa.  Especially since your


awakening.' 


     'Awakening ?', she thought.


     'Yes.  Though the evil one tried to destroy you, she only succeeded


in awakening you to your abilities.  Keep an eye on Christopher and 


Michelle.'   He smiled at her.


     'You know I will,'  she smiled back and watched in astonishment as


he walked out the door and faded into the corridor.


     The looked at each other and drifted off to sleep.


     A very peaceful sleep.


                        ********************


     He walked down the street, unnoticed.  He was smiling.  Everything


had gone as it should, and the missing piece of the puzzle was filled in.


The evil ones, by attempting to destroy the chosen one, had simply


created a force more formidable than they would be ready for.


     He walked a little and saw the newest of the brethren up ahead.


Neither was noticed by anyone else.


     'How are they ?', he was asked.


     'They will be fine,'  he responded.


     'Everything will be fine.  For a while.' 


     The two of them faded into the darkness.








                                 -EPILOGUE-


     Chris sat back on the couch, Michelle tucked under one arm, Melissa


snuggled into his left.  It had been three weeks since the incident, and


this was the first time they had to genuinely relax.  He smiled.  Life


was good.  It was a lazy Sunday morning, and they'd been watching some


wildlife shows.


     Chris heard the door knock softly, and he eased himself up, 


carefully, as not to wake either of the girls.


     He walked over and opened the front door.  It was Captain Caputo.


He put his finger to his lips, and walked outside, closing the door 


quietly behind him.  "Sorry," he said.  "I don't want to wake the girls."


     He smiled.  "No problem, Chris.  I just want to ask you something."


     "Shoot."


     "I was wondering if you'd consider joining the force.  I could


really use you-"  Chris cut him off.


     "Thanks anyway, Cap, but I'm enjoying my life too much right now,


just being home with Michelle and Melissa.  Besides, Michelle's going to


school next month, and Melissa and I have some plans to finalize."


     Caputo smiled.  "That's great.  Well, I hope you don't intend-"


     "Sorry to disappoint you, Captain, but I've already applied to have


my license transferred here."


     Caputo smiled even broader.  "Well, good.  That means I still have


to keep my eye on you."  He paused and looked serious.  "And I know


where to find you if I need you."


     Chris smiled and they shook hands.  "Hey," Chris said, "when are


you going to promote Samuels ?"


     Caputo, walking away, looked at Chris.  "You mean my newest 


plainclothes detective, Nick Samuels ?"


     "Attaboy, Cap."  He watched him walk away.  He stood there out


on the balcony for about ten minutes or so, then pulled out a cigarette


and lit it.  He looked down at the parking lot and saw Horace Williams


on his way up.  Alone.


     Chris took a drag.  He exhaled and waited for Horace.  "Hello,


Horace."


     Horace smiled. "Hi, Chris, how are your girls doing ?"


     "Sleeping, right now.  How's your little investigation of Madison


going ?"


     Horace laughed.  "That bastard had more money stashed in different 


accounts and investments.  I don't understand how you figured he was a


bad guy anyway."


     "That," Chris said, cockily, "is the difference between an adequate


F.B.I. agent and a damned good private investigator.  When I first 


talked to him, he claimed he never even heard of Pierce.  But, in that


little videotape that Sandy left, he goes over and carries on a


conversation with him.  Duh."


     Williams shook his head.  "Nice piece of work, Chris.  We couldn't


have nailed him without you.  Which reminds me-"


     Chris groaned.  "What, do I have a sign out that says career day ?


If this is a job offer, forget it.  I'm a private investigator, nothing


more, nothing less.  Got it ?  Besides, me and the girls are set.  Sandy


had four more insurance policies.  I don't have to work.  At least, not


as an F.B.I. agent."


     "Okay," Horace said, "I understand.  If you ever change your mind,


let me know.  Look," he said, glancing at his watch, "I have to go.


We're cleaning up that mess in Dallas, too.  Well, what's left of it,


anyway.  You take care, Chris."  He shook his hand.


     "You too, Horace."


     Horace was near the top of the stairs when he turned and looked at


Chris.  "It was you," he said, quietly, "wasn't it ?"


     "What do you mean, Horace ?"


     "Telling me to call the ambulance that night."


     Chris smiled.  "Goodbye Horace."


     "You were wrong, Chris.  You're more than a private investigator.


Much more."


     He watched Horace walk down the stairs, to the parking lot and to


his car.


     'No, I'm not Horace.' 


     'Oh, yes you are, Christopher.' 


     Chris turned to his left.  'Hey,'  he thought, looking the dark


man up and down, 'where have you been, vacation ?'.


     'Ha.  Very funny, Christopher.  I do suppose you've learned how to


control your skills.' 


     Chris shook his head.  'I haven't since that night.  I've even 


curbed Michelle from using her telepathy.  As far as Melissa's concerned,


she and I communicate occasionally.' 


     He shook his head.  'You cannot hide from the dark ones, Christopher.


Do not curb her use, teach her restraint.  It is not something to be


flaunted, nor is it something to be ignored.' 


     He nodded.  'I'm assuming there are others like us ?'.


     'Yes, Christopher.  You however, are different.' 


     'How ?'.


     'You shall find out.'   The dark man looked up.  'I must go now. 


Have a nice wedding.' 


     He smiled.  'Thanks.  You take care.' 


     The dark man smiled back, his face still not visible to Chris.


'I always do.' 


     'Hey,'  she piped in, 'can't say goodbye ?'.


     'Hello, Melissa.  How are you feeling ?'.


     'Much better than the last time.'   She touched Chris' arm.


     'Like I said, have a nice wedding.  I will see you soon.' 


     They watched him fade away.


     "So what are you doing out here, Shedd ?" she asked aloud.


     "Saying goodbye to a friend and turning down two job offers."


     She reached up and kissed him.  "Well you better, come back inside."


     "Why ?"


     "Michelle is demanding that daddy make the blue pancakes again."


She paused for a minute.


     'That's funny,' she thought.


     'What's that ?', he asked, nuzzling her neck.


     'I could swear I heard him as he faded.' 


     'What,'  he thought, pulling his face out of her neck, 'did you 


think you heard ?'.


     She looked into his eyes, softly and seriously.


     'Protect the innocents.' 


     He looked at her and smiled.  "That," he said aloud, "is after all


what we're supposed to do."


     "Great," Melissa said, "but who is going to protect me ?"


     "From what ?" he asked raising an eyebrow.


     "The blue pancakes."  She smiled.


     Chris rolled his eyes, made a face, and put his arm around his


fiance.


     Life was good.


                        ********************


     Horace Williams had just arrived in Washington.  He said a quick


hello to Jean Stallings, his secretary and walked into his office.  She


followed him right in.


     "We have a security problem," she said, frowning.


     He looked at her.  "Oh, please.  Not now."


     "Afraid so, Horace.  The Science division called.  One of the bodies


they were doing one of their 'special' autopsies on has disappeared."


     Horace grimaced.  "Great.  Which one ?"


     "Anita Singer."
































