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Chapter 1
On the top floor of Brent's new home and office, sat Curtis, his now full time lover and himself enjoying the view from their living room of the Gulf Coast. This moment had been a dream of Brent's for the past six months, more then anytime over the past four years when the two of them had first meet during the Gods Army to Purge Homosexuality (G.A.P.H.) case that Brent and his operations partner Nicole had brought down. A terrorist group who boomed Gay & Lesbian bars, killing hundreds.
It took Brent and Nicole less the three months to bring down GAPH, but it took another three years for the final guilty verdicts to be read in court. After the last verdict was read, Nicole choose to become a full time mother to her son Alan, and a recluse compared to her partner Brent. During the time she was undercover for the GAPH case, she had grown to appreciate life more, especially when she saw how it could be taken away by such monsters.
Brent on the other hand didn't mind the lecture and TV show circuit at first, even the book deal had proven to be worth while, but he had grown fond of Curtis. Each time they parted, a little bit of Brent was left behind with him. It was over the Christmas holidays that Brent proposed to Curtis and asked him to become a partner in life and in Brent's business. During a two day period, they discussed as many items that they could think of, much of the time, the talking was done between meals and love making.
They both agreed that it would be a perfect match physically, emotionally and business wise. A private investigator and a police detective. Curtis had wanted to retire once he made tenure a year ago, and like Brent he knew that it was time for the two of them to move their relationship to the next level. For Curtis, it was perfect timing, the only question left for them was who would move into whose house. They agreed to keep their homes; Brent's in Houston and Curtis's in the French Quarter of New Orleans, they would rent them out and continue to build equity.
After more conversation and the usual love making, they agreed to buy a house in Galveston, Texas. They choose this small town for a variety of reasons. Closeness to Houston's airports, the beaches, low property costs, and most importantly, the acceptance of homosexuals as shown by the estimated 15-20% residency level and variety of gay owned businesses. It took Brent a couple of weeks to find the perfect place for them and the business.
With the money that Brent had inherited from a former boss and client, he paid cash for the building and with a little extra cash; he was able to get escrow to close within two weeks. He moved in his personal stuff first and then joined Curtis in New Orleans to help with his part of the move. Now unpacked and things in their places, with duplicate items being given to the local gay church to sale and use as they saw fit, Brent and Curtis now could relax and enjoy the view.
"What 'cha thinking?" asked a deep voice accentuated with a Cajun slang.
Brent looked over to his lover who was sitting in a chair nearby. "The past couple of years, last month when we made this our home. And of you?" he answered.
"Nothing much. Just enjoying this view. I would normally have to take a vacation to see a view like this. Ya' know the quarter didn't have this."
Brent laughed at Curtis. "Well enjoy it while you can babe. That pile over there is getting way to tall these days," he said as he pointed to a pile of legal size folders on the floor next to the front door. "In fact," Brent continued, "when the staff arrives tomorrow we're going to have to figure out what's going on."
"You sound worried?"
"I am. I've never had this many cases come in at once. Usually, I get one or two, maybe three a week, but over the last two weeks, I've received over a dozen new cases each week."
"Maybe people know that you’re back at work and off the talk show circuit."
"Maybe,” Brent said as he rose from his chair and walked over to the 3 foot high pile. "But, I don't think so. These cases are from all over the country. Generally, I get cases from Texas, New Mexico, Oklahoma and even Louisiana, not from New York, California and else where."
"Yeah," started Curtis in his calming loving voice, "But, you have to remember, you’re a national celebrity, a hero."
"Don't make me laugh Curtis,” Brent said with a tone of anger in his voice. "you know I'm not a hero. I just got lucky. He'll your a hero for doing what you did for 20 years."
"OK, Brent, let's not go there. We both did what we had to, and we'll do it again. Just this time, we'll do it together."
That statement made Brent smile. He had finally found a man that was good looking, sexy, intelligent and understanding. Sure Curtis had his own pet peeves, but, Brent loved him for those too. Brent had found a friend, a spiritual co-hart, a lover, and best of all they could work together as equals. There was nothing more that he wanted of his lover. Brent was truly happy.
Brent walked back to Curtis, bent down and gave him a full, hearted, loving kiss. Curtis wrapped his arms around him, pulled him into his lap as they continued kissing with greater passion.
Brent had gotten up early this morning, usually he would sleep until 7 or 8 in the morning, as his body always required a full eight hours of sleep each night. But, the thrill and excitement of his staff arriving with the office equipment, files and furniture to begin operations in their new building kept Brent from getting a good nights rest. He finally gave up trying to sleep, so he got up to begin his day. He would let Curtis sleep while he did his morning routine of meditation, showering, dressing and then a small breakfast consisting of the flavor of the week cereal with some kind of fruit mixed in.
Once he had completed his routine he walked back into the bedroom to where Curtis slept. He stood over him briefly, smiled at his sexy man, then bent over and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.
"Good morning sexy," said a groggy voice.
"Good morning stud," responded Brent. "I’ll be down stars when you’re ready. Don't rush; the crew will not be here for a couple of hours."
"OK."
"Love you Curtis."
"Love you too stud." Curtis repositioned himself under the sheets as Brent left the room to go down stairs to the new office.
Brent's new office had once been a souvenir shop on the seawall prior to him purchasing it. He knew he had paid more then it was really worth, but Brent was fascinated with the building, which stood three stories tall. The first two stories were used for the souvenir shop, which was now just an empty shell. The two of them had the inside painted with soft earth tones; sand, light blue, medium brown with accents of yellow and oranges. Both Curtis and Brent agreed the soft colors would help keep the staff grounded and more relaxed as they worked. Doing investigations was not always full of excitement. It usually consisted of drudging up the bad stuff from peoples past, something that almost everyone had hidden away, praying and wishing no one would ever find out about it.
On the back left wall was a stair case made of wood and accentuated with bamboo that led to the smaller second story that over looked the main floor below. This is where the conference room and the two offices of Brent and Curtis's were. Brent stood on the balcony looking down at the empty space picturing how the office would look.
Curtis was the strongest member of this team when it came to spirituality, which Brent was grateful for. He wanted to regenerate his beliefs in God and with Curtis's help, that had happen. Together, each one shared their beliefs and thoughts on religion, eastern philosophy, and spirituality and together they agreed on one thing; every one of these beliefs and philosophies pointed to one thing, "LOVE and how you should love," was the key. And these two did their best to treat everyone the same way as they wanted to be treated.
Both of them also agreed that they could not force their belief on anyone. But, they knew with all their heart that living by example was the best way to educate their friends, co-workers and loved ones, even if it raised an eyebrow now and then.
One of those such eyebrow raising moments would soon be at hand when the staff saw the new floor plan done in Feng Shui, an eastern philosophy designed to create a good positive energy flow within a space, weather at an office, or at home. To Brent's surprise, the staff was more then pleased at the concept.
The movers arrived sharply at 8 AM to begin unloading the Houston office furniture and fixtures. The new furniture Brent & Curtis had ordered arrived just after 8:30 AM, and as planned the current staff and Curtis had arrived at 9 AM. All dressed in jeans and t-shirts ready for the dirty work they had expected for this first day at the new office. By noon the office was ready to go, minus the small miscellaneous stuff that always seemed to linger around after a move.
The only thing missing at this point was the new staff member, Lawrence, a computer whiz who Brent had hired to bring the office further into the 21st century. Brent did not expect him to be on time, for in his experience, he had yet to met a computer geek who ever was on time for anything. They all seemed to march to their own beat. Lawrence was no exception as he arrived at 10 minutes past Noon.
With the addition of Curtis as a full time member of the team and Lawrence joining them, Brent wanted to take a couple of hours out of the crazy day. He took the group to lunch at Joe's Crab Shack on the Fisherman's Pier. Its décor and tone is of a relaxed atmosphere and with it being the off season, he knew it wouldn't be real busy, which allowed the group to relax and enjoy a long lunch. Brent's plane worked perfectly. Friendly conversation came from every person at the table.
Brent's staff had already meet Curtis and had grown fond of him over the past couple of years, and they were relieved that Brent finally made the move to have Curtis become his partner.
The groups overall response to Lawrence appeared to be favorable as well. This helped Brent relax more as he knew the move and adding new staff members created its own stress. Even though things seemed to be going well this day, he had a feeling deep down in his gut, a nagging feeling that something was wrong. The three foot pile of new client folders didn't sit well with him.
Back at the office Lawrence was shown his new work area which was set underneath the second floor balcony. This area was set up for the computer servers that Lawrence would be responsible for. With a nice size work area and a view of the gulf, plus making good money and most importantly, working with other gays and lesbians, this made his job change perfect and exciting for him.
By the end of the day Walsh & Boudreaux Investigations was fully up and operational. Each staff member was situated in their new work area and getting familiar with the new office space. By 5:30 PM, everyone had left to go home except for Brent who sat at this desk to review the current work load. Realizing the emotional and physical toll his body had taken on this day, he decided to head upstairs to join his love for a relaxing evening.
Curtis had left the office an hour earlier to arrange a special dinner for Brent. He wanted to help Brent relax for he knew the full range of emotions that Brent had been feeling over the past month. He loved Brent deeply, and as his partner in life, he wanted to be there for him as Brent wanted to be there for Curtis. A special dinner with relaxing instrumental music playing in the background was just a little thing, in the overall scheme. But, it said a lot to Brent and it would not go unnoticed or unappreciated by Brent.
"Brent," said the electronic voice of Michael the office manager over the phones intercom system. "Nicole is on line three for you."
"Thanks Michael," Brent responded as he reached for the black handset on his phone. "Hey girl. Where are you?"
"We just arrived on the island."
"Great, you made good time can't wait to see you."
"Same here boy. Tell me how to get to you from here."
"Simple, continue on Broadway down to 13th St., turn right and go the seawall. Turn right and then turn into the first driveway, you can't miss it."
"OK. I'll see you shortly."
"See you then, bye," he said as he hung up the phone.
Brent stood up and went into the last office down the hall where Curtis's office was.
"Curtis, Nicole is just a few minutes away."
"Great, can't wait to see her,” responded Curtis as he stood up to join Brent so they could go downstairs to meet her.
Nicole pulled into the parking lot in her Ford mini-van and stopped in front of Brent & Curtis who appeared to be happy to see her and Alan. Before she could get out of the car, Brent was at her door opening it for her.
"I see the male chauvinist still exists," she said to Brent with a smile.
"And I see we turned in the Miata for something more sensible,” Brent said as he hugged Nicole hard.
"Yeah, now that I'm a soccer mom, I need the extra space."
"It's a bitch getting older,” Brent replied with a laugh. "Hey boy, you behaving yourself?" He said to Alan in the passengers’ seat.
"Yeah," responded Alan with a lack of enthusiasm.
"God, you've grown."
"Tell me about it, he keeps growing an inch every month,” said Nicole. "I can't keep him in clothes long enough for them to wear out."
The four of them walked in to the new office to show Nicole the new surroundings. After a quick 30 minute tour and greetings from some of the older staff members and introductions to the newer ones, the foursome headed back to the van to grab their luggage and head up stairs to the quest house which was identical to Curtis and Brent's space next door.
"Well, this is your place for the weekend," said Curtis as he led the three of them into the living room.
"Wow...this is nice," said Nicole.
"Cool...they've got X-box mom," hollered Alan as he sat down in front of the 51" plasma TV on the wall while turning on all the equipment to begin playing a game.
"Hold on there boy. You can play that latter after we get settled in."
"Mooomm..."
"You heard me."
Alan stood up and grabbed his bag while he followed Brent into his temporary room.
"Hey kid, you've got all weekend to have fun, and I only have two games, so don't ware them out. Besides, don't you want to enjoy the beach anyway?"
"Oh sure, Brent, but to play a game on a plasma TV as large as that has got to be cool."
"You've got me there Alan. I'm not much into computer games these days."
Silence feel over the room as Alan unpacked his overnight bag. Brent decided to walk back into the living room to join Curtis and Nicole.
"Curtis, let's get back down stairs and send the staff home early."
"Sure, we'll see you at 7 for dinner Nicole?"
"That'll work. Gives Alan some time to wear out the game and it gives me some time to enjoy this fabulous view of the Gulf,” She finished saying as she walked out to the patio and leaned on the railing facing the Gulf.
"We'll see you then," said Brent as the two of them left her alone.
After a cozy dinner at Mario's Seawall Italian restaurant, the foursome were back at Brent's & Curtis's place sitting out on the patio enjoying a cool night with clear skies on the island, due to the last cold front of the season. Brent & Curtis were both looking forward to the warmer weather; Nicole too was looking forward to it. But not with as much vigor as the other two. For Alan it meant vacation time, so he had a different reason for enjoying the warmer weather.
Alan talked his way out of the social moment so he could play the X-box games. Nicole gave him a hard time but, was glad to have some time alone with Brent & Curtis.
Curtis excused himself to get fresh drinks for the three of them when Nicole cornered Brent.
"What's going on Brent?"
"What do you mean?"
"You’re happy with Curtis, that's clear and your staff seems to be competent and eager to work, God knows you have enough cases down there, but something else is bothering you."
"Well your right about Curtis, I should have made him my partner along time ago. And yes, business is good, too damn good actually."
"How so?"
"How so, what?" Asked Curtis as he returned with their drinks.
"I was just getting ready to tell Nicole of my fears about the cases we have."
"Ah," Curtis said sitting down in a chair between Brent and Nicole.
"Over the past year, my office has seen an increase in business. I had chalked it up to the press that I've gotten. But, in the past month, the case load has tripled that of a normal year.
"Nicole, we're seeing an average of 12 cases a week coming in. That has me bothered."
"Yeah, but can't that be due to your PR as well?"
"That's what I tell him," responded Curtis with a smile.
"I gave that some serious thought, but it doesn't completely explain these cases."
"I use to work mostly for McDougale, bless his sole, and I would get the usual background checks and stake outs for the cheating husband, but these cases cover 5 specific subjects."
"I'm not following," said Nicole as she shifted uncomfortable in her chair. She heard Brent's concern in his voice, but she also felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. A sign that something was not normal.
"We have gotten request from gay & lesbian couples saying that they are having problems with existing adoptions, men asking for help to find out how and why they appear on police John's lists in the papers, or listed on a list of names of police records for raids on parks, especially when they swear they were never in the park.
"Arrests for crimes that they claim they never committed. Even cases for both men and women where their medical files are showing that they have HIV or AIDS.
"Finally, identity theft. Granted this one is nothing special in today's computer age, but when you add them all up, it just doesn't feel right.
"Well hate crimes have increased since Bush took office, can't this be the same?" Asked Nicole.
"Not really," responded Brent. "These cases all have one thing in common. They all claim innocence to the charges."
"Nothing new from my point of view," said Curtis, allowing his cop past to come out.
"But, this many? I have over 200 cases down there, all claiming innocents and some kind of foul play."
"OK, let's say something is a mess here. Any theories?" asked Nicole with ever growing curiosity and concern.
"No."
"So, it just could be a coincidence then?"
"Yes," said Brent as he studied Nicole’s face as he took a deep breath. "But, my gut doesn't think so."
"So, what are you going to do?"
"That's the hard part. For now I have Lawrence creating a program where we can interlock the cases and track them. Until that is done, I'm left to my experience and some guessing."
"How long will it take Lawrence?"
"He said a couple of weeks, maybe less."
"In the mean time," Curtis popped in, "Let’s continue as normal and see what happens."
"That sounds good to me," replied Nicole. "No sense you getting worked up over nothing. You know how tense you get."
"Boy, I know that one," laughed Curtis as he reached over to kiss Brent on the cheek.
"Ha, Ha," replied Brent, giving Curtis a half smile. "Maybe your right."
"You know I'm right Brent. Now what's on our agenda this weekend? Anything special planned?"
"Nah. I thought I'd let you and Alan direct us. Curtis hasn't seen the sights either, so ya'll tell me what you want to do."
"Great. Then at breakfast, we'll plan our day."
"Sounds great to me," responded Curtis.
"In the mean time, I better go in and pull Alan off that game," Nicole stood up to leave the boys alone. “I'll see you for breakfast then. Say, around 9?"
"Perfect," said Brent. "Hey Nicole," he continued as she walked away, "Thanks."
Nicole stopped at the patio door and looked over her shoulder to Brent, "Think nothing of it," she said softly in her motherly voice.
The rest of that April weekend was full of sightseeing, the beach and eating out at various restaurants around town. They all had fun doing the activities. Curtis and Alan were able to get to know each other better. This made both Nicole and Brent happy for their own reasons. Even though Brent has his moments of fun and craziness, Curtis was more the playful type, and Brent was grateful for this when it came to Alan. He wanted to make sure Alan enjoyed his childhood as much as possible.
At 5 PM on Sunday Nicole and Alan were sitting in the mini van ready to head home.
"If you find out anything about these cases, call me will you?"
"You bet."
"In the mean time, stay relaxed."
"I'll try."
Nicole reached over and kissed Brent on the check. "Try harder."
"Bye."
Chapter 2
In most cases that Brent and his staff worked on there is seldom a need to tape record or video tape the client. However, due to the amount and style of cases coming in, Brent and Curtis agreed that there may be some value to video tapping their new clients, when possible. Members of their staff would meet with the new client and question them about the case while video tapping their statement, hopefully their attorney would be present so they could do a proper deposition of the case at the same time. The staff member handling the case would contact the attorney's office for all of the out of state cases to get a video deposition, or at least an audio taped deposition.
Clara, Brent and Curtis sat at one side of the conference table in he PI's office as they watched one such video tape deposition. The client was Mark Wilson of Austin, Texas. He had be charged with drug trafficking, a very serious crime in Texas.
Mark Wilson was a black man, 26 years of age. A graduate of the University of Texas, with a B.A. in computer science. A programmer for a leading computer manufacturer in the Austin area. The video tape showed a stressed out man wearing a light blue short sleeve casual shirt. A small gold chain around his neck and a man who wore his hair short and natural. His voice was a bit shaky, with an average male mono tone. On the whole, nothing to indicate he was gay. He took his time answering the questions his attorney addressed to him.
"Mark," said a soft female voice, which belonged to Mark's attorney. "Let's start with a few basic questions.
"First. Do you use drugs?”
"No," Mark responded. "I find it dulls my senses and it makes my job harder to do."
"You said, 'it dulls my senses.' Which means you had used drugs before. When did you stop using, and what type did you use?"
"I haven't used pot for a couple of years. I tried it in college when I first arrived, but like I said, it didn't do much for me."
"Any other types of drugs?"
"No. Just the pot."
"OK. Tell me what happened on the night you were arrested."
Mark turned his eyes down giving some thought to the answer with the stress of the incident becoming more evident on his young face. He took a deep breath to talk.
"Jack, my lover and I were driving back home from dinner, when we were pulled over by a cop. He asked to see my driver’s license, registration and proof of insurance. I asked him what the problem was and he told me that I had not come to a complete stop at a stop sign a couple of blocks back."
"Did you?"
"I honestly don't remember. And to be honest, I probably didn't as the streets were pretty empty in that area of town."
"Go on."
"Well," he said taking another deep breath, "the cop went back to his car with my ID. He came back a minute or two later and asked me to get out of the car. I asked him if anything was wrong, but he didn't answer me. Instead he looked at Jack and asked for his ID and told him to remain in the car. He then asked me to step to the back of my car which I did.
"The cop went back to his car again for another minute or so before coming back to me. He told me that I had a warrant out for my arrest. I was shocked at the statement and before I could say anything, he told me to turn around and spread my hands on the back of my car. I stared at him as I was in shock trying to understand what was happening when he garbed my arm and forced me to turn around.
"At this point Jack opened his door to get out, but the cop ordered him to stay put. I could see Jacks face through the rear window as he sat back down in his seat. He was watching everything with a confused and worried look on his face.
"I then asked the cop what the warrant was for as I could not think of my outstanding tickets or anything else that I would be arrested for. He told me it was for the sale of drugs, 'trafficking' as he put it. I was completely stunned by what he said.
"After he finished patting me down and then escorting me to the cop car, he went to Jack and told him what was happening.
"I sat in the back of the cop car getting furious at the situation. How could I be arrested for something I didn't do? Hell, I didn't know of any drug dealers.
"As the cop car pulled away, I saw Jack get into the drivers seat of my car. I could only hope that he would bail me out and save me from this dream, this nightmare I suddenly found myself in.
"Do you know what it's like to be in jail? To be harassed, embarrassed by the system?" These questions of Mark's were out of anger, frustration, not of any reality, or necessity. "Hearing those steel doors close behind you. Having your rights taken away from you, all of it for no valid reason."
Mark's attorney allowed him to voice his anger. She was surprised by the tameness of his statements, she knew her out bursts would have been probably louder, maybe even physical in some way. After he collected his thoughts, Mark continued his narrative.
"Some time the next evening, Jack was able to bail me out. The bond had been set at $50,000. Thank God we had some savings put aside."
"Have you ever sold drugs Mark?"
"No." Came a very firm and defiant response.
Clara stopped the video tape as she began to talk.
"I read over the attorney's notes and she states that when they appeared in court, the DA couldn't find any case history for Mark. It was as if he didn't exist for them."
"What about the warrant?" asked Curtis.
"That's the strange part. There's no paper trail for it either. It’s as if it just appeared out of thin air."
"That doesn't make sense. A detective or the DA's office will always have a case file."
"What happened to Mark?" asked Brent.
"They postponed the case until May," Clara looked through the paperwork to find the date. "May 22nd. In just a few weeks."
"So what does the attorney want us to do?"
"A complete background check on Mark and Jack. She wants to make sure there's no skeletons in his closet."
"How far along are you?" asked Brent.
"Done. Their both clean. A couple of traffic tickets over the years. No bad credit. They're clean."
"So why are we here Clara?" asked Curtis.
"Yeah. It seems you have it under control," added Brent.
"Yes and no," she responded to them before taking a second to gather her thoughts. "Brent, I have 20-30 cases on my desk with the same scenario. Someone is arrested for a crime, but when they get to court, there's no file on them."
Brent sat forward in his chair. What he had just heard didn't make sense. Curtis rose from his chair to walk around the conference table as he began to talk.
"One, maybe two cases a year at best has a file been misplaced. It’s usually filled in the wrong place."
"But 20 plus," said Brent.
"Clara, What's the status on your other cases?"
"Most of them have been post -pone. A couple have been dropped due to lack of evidence."
"What are we doing with the dropped cases?" asked Curtis.
"Filed away as closed."
"Pull them for me."
"Sure. What about the others?"
"Keep Curtis posted," said Brent as he rose out of his chair and left the conference room.
Clara followed Brent out to retrieve the files for Curtis. Curtis followed Brent to his office to further discuss the implications. Before he got the chance to talk, Brent was on the phone to Lawrence.
"Lawrence, can you come upstairs for a minute? Great,” Brent looked up at Curtis to hear what he had to say.
"Right off the bat, this looks strange. But keep in mind that that is less then ½ a case per state and like I said, even New Orleans had misplaced a case, or so per year. It's human error."
"But Curtis, these are all involving homosexuals, not just random cases. That is strange in itself."
"True. But, let's see how things pan out first."
Lawrence knocked on the office door before he stepped in.
"Lawrence, Where are we on that program?"
"Just about done."
"Good. I would like for you and Curtis to test it out on some cases Clara has for him."
"What are we looking for?"
"That's a good question," sighed Brent uneasily. "Let's hope nothing."
Lawrence looked at him confused. He wasn't prepared to look for nothing, that went against his work ethics. Curtis saw the confusion on his face and decided it was time to begin work. Curtis patted Lawrence on the shoulder and guided him to the door. They meet Clara on the stairs, as the three of them went to Lawrence's desk to enter the information into the new program.
Sitting behind his desk on the raised platform that was left over from the souvenir shop, Michael was busy at work going through the mail. One pile was for new files, another asking for guidance or suggestions on a variety of subjects. Another pile for Brent's fan mail, and a pile each for the staff members. The largest pile was Brent's fan mail. But, the second largest file was of new cases that were coming in quicker then Michael could create folders for and distribute them.
"Hey Michael, how's it going today?" asked Brent as he stepped down from the stairs and walked towards Michael's desk.
"Busy these days Brent," he responded as he reached over for Brent's fan mail. Handing the pile over to him, Michael added, "Brent, when you going to hire someone to respond to your fans?"
"Hopefully never. I figure they should dwindle down real soon. Besides, I don't feel right about someone else talking for me."
"Well boss, I hope your right. Our work load is still increasing way to fast."
"You’re still tracking the mail in the database right?"
"Yeah, as soon as I open the mail, I log them in and categorize them."
"Do me a favor will yeah? Before you go home tonight, print out a list by category and by state going back t o Jan. 2001. Sub group them by month that they came in as well. OK?"
"Sure. What's up?"
"Not sure," Brent responded trying not to look too concerned. "I just want to see how things have grown over the past year."
"No problem boss."
"Thanks, you can leave it on your desk. I'll pick it up when I lock up tonight."
"It's time to add a new dimension to this project Julio," said a male voice with a lightly higher pitch.
"About time man. This needs something exciting," Julio responded as he looked up at his boss standing behind his PC monitor.
"I want you to create a 10x10 room, painted black. In the middle of that room I want a small table for a PC with DSL or faster access on it."
"T-line boss?"
"What ever you can have done by next Tuesday."
"Four days boss. That's not much time."
"I know you can do it Julio."
"What's it for man?"
"Don't worry about that, just have it done and fully functional to access the web and nothing else. Got it?"
"Done boss. What about this project we're doing now?"
"Have the staff crank it up. We've done all the preliminary work, so kick them into gear and bring those fags down.
"You’re the boss," Julio finished as he watched his boss walk back to his desk.
Julio had been hired by this man, who would only allow himself to be called 'boss'. He told Julio that secrecy for what they were doing was of the up most necessity. Everyone who was to work on this project would go by a single name, any name they choose, just not their real name.
Boss sat at a glass and metallic desk in a far corner of a deserted warehouse. He wanted to be seen, just not heard. It was his responsibility to manage the cases and to keep the project focused and on line for as long as his boss wanted it done. His boss paid him and the staff well, and they never hurt for expenditure money. He had complete control of the project which added to the enjoyment of what he was doing. Humiliating the queers and lesbos around the country. Soon, the Homo's would be to busy saving their own lives, that if they tried for their special rights, they would be laughed at and humiliated beyond belief. It would be the end of the gay rights movement.
His newest weapon was a man that he would just call Mr. Reader. The boss had known this man for a few years and valued his expertise. In fact, Mr. Reader had told the boss where to find the current staff of three men and one woman. All of which were more then qualified in their field of expertise.
It would be up to the reader to add a new level of intensity to the project and to bring on board an array of workers to the project, without the new workers even knowing it.
Sitting in a soft cloth chair in her living room on a cold night in Peterson, Missouri was Patricia Summers, a single woman in her mid fifties. Fresh from a divorce she had moved to Peterson about 10 years earlier to begin her new life as a school teacher in an elementary school. She was content with who she had become and with her life today.
Her usual routine was to open the mail while she watched the evening national news. This day was no different. She quickly discarded the junk mail, opened the bills which were few before she came across a plain white envelope addressed to her in a neat feminine print and with no return address. It was marked personal. This intrigued her, a mystery she thought to herself. She looked at the cancellation post mark; it came from Albany, NY. She thought for a minute trying to think of anyone she knew from NY, her mind came up blank. With her curiosity getting the better of her, she turned the envelope around and tore it open. There was a single piece of paper in it that had written on it in unusually large type: "Are you ready for another life changing moment Mr. Summers?"
A shriek escaped Patricia's lips when she read the note. She didn't know what to do, she was lost, darkness and fear had entered her mind as she stared at the paper and reread the note. Finally she let the paper fall to the floor as she began to cry, bending her head down into her hands.
The next day Patricia decided to contact Brent's office to see what she could do to protect herself. She had been given his number by the Missouri chapter of the Transgender and Friends support group (TFSG), the first group she had talked to that morning. TFSG had told her that there was no crime committed so the police and FBI would be useless. The only thing she could do was hire a PI to investigate who sent her the letter.
DJ sat back in his chair and listened to Patricia's story with earnest while making notes on his yellow legal pad. When she was done, he told her to mail the letter and envelope in a plastic bag inside of a large envelope so he could check for any DNA evidence which would be helpful if they can find out who sent it.
In the mean time, he had to tell her to prepare herself for being outed to her employer at least, maybe a few others might find out but not likely. DJ knew that this would not settle well with her, so in an effort to help keep her calm, he decided to tell her why he handled these type of cases.
"Miss. Sommers, I realize this is a shock to you, and that you were probably hoping I could wave a magic wand to make it go away, but I can't.
"What I can do is tell you this. My uncle is now an aunt. She choose to make the change when she was in her fifties, and like you, she started her life over. I love my aunt and I understand what she went through, and what you probably went through as well.
"For that reason, I will do my best to track down the person who did this to you. Please understand that my boss and I take your case seriously. We just ask that you help us as much as you can, and please be strong. This may take some time, OK?"
"Thank you DJ. I appreciate your honestly and support. You'll have the package tomorrow."
"Great. In the mean time, if you get anything else, call me immediately. All right?"
"I will," Patricia said allowing some dead silence to exist before she finished. "I hope you get the bastard DJ. And thank you for your help."
"You're more then welcome Miss. Sommers. Bye for now," DJ finished as he hung up the phone.
Without skipping a beat, DJ got up from his desk and walked over to Michael's.
"Here's another case Michael.”
"OK, leave it here," Michael responded pointing to the in box. "I'll have the file back to you later."
"Thanks."
The warm humid air of the Gulf Coast had started to work its way into Galveston since early May, allowing for increased tourist to begin arriving on the island in the hopes of enjoying the thaw out from winter and spring. For both Curtis & Brent, it gave them the opportunity to enjoy the patio. Both men enjoyed nude sunbathing, which they could do on their private patio with no worries or concerns of being seen by their neighbors or passer byes below. The occasional Coast Guard helicopter would past by while it did the hourly beach patrol. But, even that did not appear to be of any concern as the helicopter was further out over the water, far enough to see figures on the roof, but not close enough to make out any details.
Brent laid out on his lounge chair flat on his stomach to tan his round hard butt and backside, a view that Curtis always enjoyed seeing. Brent's head hanged over the edge of the chair so he could read over the report Michael had printed out a few days earlier.
Curtis also laid out on his lounge chair about a foot away from Brent, but unlike Brent, he was laying on his back, allowing for his dark hairy chest, tight stomach and well endowed groin to get as much sun as possible.
Both men knew the dangers of sun tanning, but they also enjoyed a good tan. So, they compromised on using a tanning lotion with an SPF factor of 15. It would take longer to get a dark tan, while it still allowed them the enjoyment of sunbathing.
"Curtis, I know I'm hammering this to death. But, look at these figures."
"What figures?" asked Curtis as he rolled on to his right side to look at Brent.
"Here," Brent said as he turned to meet Curtis. "My case load has grown over a thousand percent over the past six months. See..."
Curtis took the report from Brent and looked at the numbers Brent had circled.
"See, the first six months of 2001 we had a small increase in cases, but the last six months it jumps each month, and the past five months it jumps to 200% or more each month."
"I see it," Curtis said as he continued reviewing the report. "But why?"
"I wish I knew."
"Lawrence is almost done with the finale touches on the program. From what I understand, we should be able to cross reference each case to see if there is a link between them."
"I hope so Curtis," Brent said in a soft low voice. "It doesn't make sense and my gut is really acting up on this one."
"I know. Ever sense Clara showed us that video tape, I've been concerned about it too. Something is going on, but we don't have a clue. So, for now we can only work the cases the best we can, and if you don't relax on the weekend, you’re not going to be any good during the week. So put it away and chill out. Be in the moment with me here enjoying this warm sunny day and a couple of cold drinks. OK!"
"Ok...ok...I'll chill."
In a simple cookie cutter house located in a Ft. Lauderdale suburb is Floyd and Jesse a gay couple who had adopted two children of Cuban dissent; 1 boy and 1 girl. They have been raising the brother-sister team for the past 10 years, since they were just 2 & 3 years old respectively.
The family had lived together in harmony sharing the Hispanic background of Jesse, a flamboyant ex-dancer and Floyd's Jewish background that supports the family as a business owner of several businesses in the Ft. Lauderdale area.
They had some growing pains as Jesse & Floyd tried to explain why the children had two fathers and no mothers, but they survived it by being honest with the children. Explaining the adoption process and re-assuring them that they were loved just as much as if they were their own children. And, as far as Jesse & Floyd were concerned, there was no difference, they were their children and they loved them very much.
A couple of years earlier, the local children services program had contacted Jesse & Floyd about being foster parents on a temporary basis. It was a decision that all four family members had talked over and agreed to. Several children of different races, sex and ages had come and gone through the house with great success that was until the last child had left.
When the phone call came from child services saying that they were discontinuing using them as foster parents, and that they were now under investigation for child abuse, Jesse being the over dramatic one in the family flew off the handle demanding an explanation. The response he received from child services was plain and simple; "During a normal review of our records, we have become aware of a complaint ledge against you for abuse of a minor.'
Jesse argued with CPS for several minutes trying to get more information, but to no avail. No one at CPS would or could say who filed the complaint, or how the abuse had even taken place. But, it was there in their computer and that was all they needed to initiate an investigation.
Floyd realizing that his family was about to go through hell, knew that an outside investigation would be required to prove their innocence to this charge. They contacted Brent's office for help. Sarah took the call and put together the file of information and tried the best she could, in a mothers tone to calm both Floyd and Jesse down. As a mother, she could relate to their pain and she promised to do the best she could under the circumstances.
When she was done talking to the two of them, Sarah looked at her desk and the pile of files on the floor next to her and pondered, wondering what was going on. Her case load was getting heavier then she could ever imagine. Most of the cases had come from Florida, but not all of them.
Florida's shift from granting adoptions to homosexuals had shifted dramatically. Even their use as foster parents was stopped by the request of the Governors office. But, the number of abuse cases had grown overnight. A very frightening and never before seen growth. Had their reporting system changed, or had their rules on what abuse was changed? How many heterosexual cases had been reported? Was it in a fair ration, or one sided?
Sarah knew that she could call anyone necessary to help in processing the cases and she did. Calls went out all across Florida to find out what was going on. It would take some time to pull it together, but it had to be done and quickly before more families were thrown into the mixer.
Brent was deep into thought when the intercom buzzed before Michael's voice announced a call from Sergio, a reporter from OutNow magazine who wanted to talk with him. Brent said "thank you" to Michael as usual, but he hesitated a moment before he answered the call. Sergio had interviewed him before for OutNow. The interview turned out to be a full article on him and the GAPH case, which helped his business grow as did his popularity.
"This is Brent."
"Hi Brent, its Sergio from OutNow."
"Hey Sergio, what's up?"
"A lot from what I hear."
"Sorry..."
"I hear you and Curtis have moved in together and combined your resources."
"How did you hear that," asked Brent, surprised by the statement.
"A friend told me."
"Well...yes. Why?"
"The editor thought it would be a great follow up on you. It's been a couple of years after all."
"You know that might help me out. Sure, why not. When?" Brent said with a slight grin on his lips as a plan began to form in his mind.
"I could be there this weekend if that works?"
"Sure, and I've got a guest apt you can use as well."
"Perfect," said Sergio as he paused for a minute wanting to follow up on a statement. "By the way Brent, what did you mean, 'help you out'?"
"It can wait until you get here."
Chapter 3
Curtis and Lawrence had worked diligently for a solid week working on the new program, modifying it constantly to make sure every possible question was answered concerning the various files that had been entered into the system.
It was clear to both of them that Brent was right about his feelings, but they couldn't prove a single link between all the cases. They had group lines, such as the criminal cases were all tied together by mysterious single charges that resulted in arrests, with no paperwork to back up the charge. But, that could not be linked to adoption problems, ID theft, transgender blackmails, etc.
Brent had shared this information with Sergio during the interview. He did his best as did Curtis to show and stress the concern the men had that something was not right. They had hoped that Sergio would relay this to his readers, being a good human interest writer; Sergio saw the value of writing the story in conjunction with the follow up story of Brent. He had gotten two stories for the price of one. Now it was up to him to convince the editor to do both stories separately for more impact. He had been allowed so much space in the August issue; he would have to make the best of what he could with the limited space.
Sergio had spent Friday and Saturday with Brent and Curtis gathering all the necessary information for the article. He left Sunday to fly home early. He wanted to get the article done as quickly as possible. In his own heart, he knew that something was wrong in America and he wanted to do his share to help in the fight.
Nicole and Alan had come down to Galveston for a two week vacation. Alan had been pestering his mom to go back down to visit the boys so he could learn to surf. Brent & Curtis were more then happy to have them back down for a visit. It also allowed Brent & Curtis a chance to wine down from work and the intense interview Sergio had just given them. They needed a pleasant, even though short distraction on Sunday before another hard week at the office.
Monday rolled around a bit early it seemed for Brent & Curtis, though a bit tired, they knew what was ahead of them on this particular day.
Lawrence had spent his weekend creating a 2 hr training class for the staff. It was time for everyone to do their share of entering all the cases that the office had received since January 1, 2001 into the new program. The Pressure was on for everyone to have this assignment done by end of the week. Everyone, including Nicole was going to help accomplish this task.
First things first for the staff, was an office meeting in the conference room. Brent wanted to make sure that everyone had an opportunity to discuss their feelings and theories as to what might be happening. It was clear in office chatter that each one had a point of view on this matter. Together, they may find that common thread.
That common thread was not to be found during their respectful but heated meeting. They all agreed to one thing, a questionnaire needed to be sent out to the clients for them to answer. The staff wanted to know everything they could find out, there had to be a link between them, somewhere.
Each staff member was asked to spend their lunch time to write down questions for the survey, which Brent had already arranged to be catered by the only gay restaurant on the island, Mosquito Cafe. Once completed Nicole, Curtis and Brent would review the questions later during the evening. They hoped they could then come up with a finale draft, a task which proved to be harder then expected.
Dinner was spent some what quietly with the four of them as Alan shared with them his adventures of his first day of vacation. Nicole had previously laid out a few ground rules for Alan, and Alan had followed them so far. The rules had not cramped his style or fun as of yet.
As expected, Alan had excused himself within five minutes of dinner being completed to play with the X-box game in their apartment. Nicole had been harassed by Alan as soon as he found out they were coming back down to buy a few games for him to play. So, it was expected that these games would keep him busy during the first couple of nights. With him off in game heaven, the adults could then focus on the questionnaire.
All three of them knew that they had to keep the questionnaire as simple as possible. Giving as many answers to the questions when feasible. The easier and shorter the form, the best chance of getting the responses back to them.
After each of them had reviewed the various questions that the staff had submitted, they began to form the questionnaire. They were basic and simple questions: What bank do you use? What type of magazine do you subscribe to? Who is your real estate agency? What type of car do you have? Do you buy things on the internet? If yes, what companies have you bought from? Who is your cable/satellite company? Who is your cellular company? And a dozen more questions were asked.
The threesome knew that a few questions where not likely to prove a link, but any possible similarity between the clients may be of great value. Thus, the questions had to be asked.
Curtis had volunteered to create the questionnaire on his laptop. He would work with Michael and Lawrence to finish the form in a self mailing format, with the necessary information such as a client name and case number pre-printed on each form.
Nicole and Brent agreed to create the cover letter that would be sent out to the clients asking for their help and for a very fast response. Urgency had now become a major part of this. The entire staff wanted to stop this now, before it became a national emergency.
The week proved to be tough for everyone involved, but they did it. Many late nights were spent in the office and as the week hit its mid point on Wed., Brent & Curtis agreed to pay for the staff and their families to stay at a Bed & Breakfast just a couple of blocks away from the office. By Thursday night all of them had agreed that it was better then driving back and forth to Houston or Clear Lake.
With all the cases entered into the system, the staff could now focus in on the questionnaire mailing that needed to be mailed out. Over 5,000 letters and forms had to be printed, folded, stuffed sealed and stamped. Brent had set a goal by lunch on Monday to have it done. This time the staff got their loved ones involved helping.
Brent, Curtis, Nicole with Alan, the single men; Lawrence and Michael; the families of Clara and her two teenagers, Sarah with her Husband, DJ and his lover Jack and the two guests, Rev. Tricia and her lover JP all worked 12 hr days over the weekend to get the job done.
Thanks to Michael's experience with bulk mail, they were able to have the mail sorted and bundled by late Sunday for mailing, hours ahead of schedule.
Knowing the hard struggle the staff had endured; Brent told them that a bonus would be in their paychecks. As for the extra helpers, checks of $250 were issued to each of them, with heart felt thanks. The kids kept their checks, while the adults gave them back. They understood the importance of what they were doing, thus their commitment to the cause and support for their fellow brothers and sisters was enough payment for them. Besides, as they all stated, Brent and Curtis had been perfect hosts, supplying food, drinks and hotel space for them over the weekend. They were more then happy to be of help.
The finale objective was to have Lawrence add the questionnaire to their web site and then to follow up with Sergio and bring him up to date.
Michael had been given permission to hire two additional assistants to help enter the new cases that arrived in larger numbers each day. By the end of the second week, he had one female and one male hired to help. Both were from the Galveston area, which would make it easier for them on those days of late nights at the office.
Nicole and Alan had gone home on Friday night, but just for a week. It had been discussed that they would come back to spend the rest of the summer on the Island, this time Nicole's mother would come with them to help watch over Alan. Arrangements had been made to rent a beach house on the west end of the Island until mid august when Alan had to be back to school.
The OutNow article would be out just after July 1st, and she wanted to be there to help with the responses from the article and from the questionnaire. She had to admit to Brent that something was going on, and she wanted to help.
Sergio had confirmed the release date of the August issue and advised Brent that both articles would appear in the issue, along with the web site for people to respond to.
Everything was accomplished within two weeks and the staff was ready for the responses, as well as the increased work load.
Brent had already put the word out that additional staff would be necessary within a few weeks. He had already started to review resumes with Curtis to find good solid people to help. For the most part, it was business as usual, but with a tense edge of waiting for the community’s response.
A 10 x 10 sq. foot box had been created in the warehouse per the bosses requirements. A standard PC with a T-line access was stationed in the middle of the box on a playing card table. The only difference forma the original request was the wall color. The Reader had asked it be changed from black to medium blue, a color he felt more comfortable with.
The Reader sat in the box for two hours at a time, usually three times a day; 9 – 11 am, 2 – 4 PM and 7 – 9 PM. He felt that those times would give him the best 'connect' times.
Only the boss and Julio were allowed to see or be in contact with the Reader, and even then on a limited bases. The reader didn't want to have his energy flow confused or interrupted by others. To be a Reader was common these days as psychics continued to come out of the woodwork, something that this man who hated the term Psychic despised. He had been a Reader for over 24 years and he had fined tuned his abilities over the years, far better then the average psychic.
Like many psychics, the Reader did believe that his abilities were God given as the Bible had written. He would follow the Bible as much as he possibly could. To that extent, he would do what he could to show how sick Homosexuals were, even if it meant creating scenarios that were not truthful, for he knew that after an investigation against the Homo's the truth would be discovered and they would be dealt with, punished for their deviant behavior.
Sitting at his PC during his early shift, Mr. Reader read from a list of gay adoptions from various states. His focus over the past had been in Florida, for he knew the political view would help speed up disasters for the queers. On this particular day, he was focusing on Texas, another state where politics would assist him in achieving his goal.
He found a few names on the list that had used the same adoption agency. He took a deep breath, closed his eyes and focused in on the adoption agency. Using his abilities, he scanned the case workers one by one, finding the right one who would bend to his will. They had to be sentimental to his cause and beliefs, which was not always easy to find. His mind went from one to another staying just long enough for the person not to notice. Many times the person on the other end would lose just a few seconds of awareness, a temporary lapse of thought. When he finally found the right candidate, that person would blank out for a minute or more. Just long enough for him to 'tap in' and take control.
Suzy, a gray haired case worker in the Texas adoption agency sat quietly looking at her PC with a blank expression on her face. Her right hand was writing down the names the Reader was feeding to her through his thoughts. A list of 7 names; 1 single man, 4 female couples and 2 male couples. It took just under 90 seconds for her to write the names and for him to relay the orders to her.
When Suzy awoke from her dizzy spell, she looked down at the list, back at her computer, back at the list before she started to type away.
The minutes passed by before she was done. It was now in the system; a letter would be generated and mailed out the following morning. Seven more fags would be investigated.
Henry is a 24 years old, white male computer whiz from South Carolina. He is a sixth generation member of the KKK. Even though he despises working with someone of Hispanic background, and a women of Asian decent, Henry liked what he did. Stealing people credit lives. He understood credit reports and how to massage them to make the necessary changes to get credit cards under someone else's name. The Boss had given Henry a list of over 10,000 names from all across the country. He was told to have fun.
With Henry's contacts in the KKK, he was able to find other white supremest groups in every state of the country. A perfect way for him to help the cause. Get credit cards sent to each of the groups so they can max them out buying the items necessary for a revolution.
Henry's plan had begun to show their fruits of labor about six months after he began his work. Of the 500 names he had processed, skipping through the alphabetical list, nearly all of them had at least one credit card issued to the new address, and about half of them had a second card issued. Now a year into it, his success rate continued to grow with terrifying results. Using the computer program that he had created, he saw a staggering dollar amount in fake credit; over five million dollars had been issued and he was just half way through his list. His eyes glowed wide with excitement and joy as he gloated in the success of his job. Using the fag’s lifestyle to bring them down. 'Praise God, the white race lives on,' he mumbled.
Nicole and Alan had arrived home late Friday night. Her mother had come by to check on the mail and to bring the paper in while they were away. In the stack of mail were the usual bills, advertisements and one letter from a bank in Ohio that she had never heard of.
The 1st bank of Ohio was asking for payment in full for a $10,000 limit credit card debt that had gone unpaid for three moths.
Nicole was a bit shocked and surprised by the letter as she never had a credit card from them and with the inheritance her former boss had left her, she always paid cash for things. Even the two credit cards she did have were connected to her checking account, so they would be paid in full and on time when they were seldom used.
It annoyed her to have gotten this letter, but she knew it would have to wait until the next morning, or even Monday before she could find out what was going on. Until then, she would have to wait, and that feeling of not knowing was heightened as she thought about the cases Brent was getting those days. Was she now a victim?
Chapter 4
There was no formal meeting room for the Duco as they recognized that each one form this group of 12 was powerful in their own right, with in their own specialty, weather it was business, religion or politics. It had been decided some 20 years earlier that there would be a single person in charge and for that reason they choose to meet in a less formal setting such as a living room, or library at a private hunting lodge, or ski lodge. Anywhere they could rent out the facility completely without drawing suspicion to them selves.
Their last meeting was just after the inauguration of the President, G.W. Bush, one of their best combined coulee's they had ever accomplished. This particular meeting served two purposes; 1 – to follow up on their gay bashing and 2 – to set up the 2004 election.
The election was of great concern as they wanted to make sure bush was not a one term man like his father had been. Control of the world was one of their highest priorities. The funding of various terrorist groups around the world had helped create chaos in places that were already unstable, such as Afghanistan, Indonesia, Middle East, South American countries, etc. Places that U.N. Troops could be sent to control, thus giving them more control around the globe.
Their second item – gay basing, was a special project that they had all agreed to. Each one of this group knew there was a high price to pay if Homo's were given equal treatment. This was one of the last groups that could still be controlled to some degree. They had lost a great deal of control to women and to blacks, in the past 30 years, losing control of Homo's was their last stand in the U.S., plus it gave them a perfect chance to help establish the 'Big Brother' programs within the system.
It had been prearranged for a one sided video conference to take place. Everyone was told that the person on the video screen was Curtis named the "Boss", and he had no clue to how many would be watching or who they were. He was to address his employer with direct answers and he was not to ask any questions. The Boss understood and had come prepared for this unique experience. He was proud of his teams work and he wanted to show off for his boss.
During the 30 minute review, the boss had advised them that their records indicated at least 450 to %100 million dollars had been lost by Homo's due to legal expenses, lost wages, ID theft and extra medical expenses. In the year and half that they have been operating, a total of 54,000 lives have been affected because of their activities. With the current estimates, an additional 50,000 will be touched within the next 6 – 8 months now that they were fully operational.
"What about back lash from the fag's?" asked one of the oldest members.
"Not expected. Over the past 20 years one of the biggest problems keeping them from achieving any sound organization is themselves. They fight within their own community at remarkable lengths. Until they learn to accept themselves, they can never amount to any solid block.
"Now, taking that into consideration and add in the hell we have created, they're to busy worrying about their own personal lives, then to worry about a community in turmoil.
"Then there is one additional aspect to be considered, the religious right. As long as they keep a strong voice of condemnation towards fags, that will help keep them lost, rejected and ostracized."
The Boss was pleased with his analysis and overall success of his program. He knew that he would be able to continue his program for a year or two more at least, before he had to temporarily shut down for a year or so to allow things to cool off. If things continued on track as expected, he may have destroyed enough lives that he may not have to start up again. Either way, he was making one hell of a lot of money right now, and that above all else kept him happy.
The session ended on a good note. The Duco would continue to meet for another day to finalize arrangements. All 12 of them were content with the outcome on all levels and even felt invincible when it came to the 2004 election. Another four years of a puppet congress and president.
Sitting off camera was the Reader. While the Boss had been doing his speech, the Reader was tuning into the group. He wanted to know who was pulling the strings more then the Boss did. It was information that he hoped would prove to be of great value at a latter time. For now, he kept the majority of the notes to himself. Giving only basic information to the Boss.
There was one piece of information the Reader received after the video conference had ended. It concerned him greatly, enough so that he would have to protect himself from any danger it may cause. To make sure he was protected, he would have to keep a more distant working relationship from the Boss.
The Anti-Defamation group has a list of over 1,000 web sites addresses that promote hate of every type. Most of them were specific to pro-white groups, and within those are about 100 or so were even more specific towards the hatred of homosexuals.
Tamara was one of the new staff members that Michael had hired to help at Brent's office. She is an aggressive young black lesbian who pleaded with Michael to get the job. She knew what hate was like as an African-American living in Galveston, but also as a lesbian within that community. Hatred towards her was 10 times as worst.
It was Tamara's job to research the Anti-defamation's list to find and categorize the most hateful anti-gay groups and present them to Brent in a short one page summary per group. She and the staff were amazed at not only how hateful these groups could be, but how they took the truth and warped it to such lengths and with such fabrication to make it believable. The pure underling factor on all these sites was to create fear among the general population.
Fear was how they generated the most hatred. By using surveys from various medical organizations, using the Bible in a snippet format, and criminal reports taken out of context. They did a great job of creating a world that did not exist.
Tamara could see how the average person would believe such nonsense for the average person would not research the material to find out the truth. The hatred had been packaged in such a pretty package. It was like a college thesis with big words, tables and conclusions, just looking at it; one would think that the report had credibility.
After Tamara had pulled her report together, Curtis would then review it and compare it to an FBI list that he had obtained to see which groups were new and also the most active. Brent was hoping that one or two groups may be behind this latest round of gay-basing.
When Tamara was given t he assignment on a Monday, her work load was small enough to allow her plenty of time to investigate the web sites. By the end of the week the questionnaires had started to come back. It was up to her and Miguel to enter the information into the database. She had hopped to have the report done by Friday, but she could only get 40 of the 100 groups processed. She had under estimated the amount of dribble that would be on these sites. It took her a great deal of time to review each one.
Tamara was given permission to come in on the weekend to work as other staff members were also coming in to work their files, trying to stay ahead of the influx of new cases.
With each passing day and week the urgency of the situation continued to increase. Curtis, who was more then convinced that something was going on took Tamara' current list to begin his work. He tried this best to not add additional stress on Tamara, for he like her work and he didn't want to loose her to job stress already. He could see that she was feeding herself enough stress on her own. He tried to calm her down the best he could be telling her that as a cop, and as a detective, you had to be thorough, methodical with your work or you might miss something and a guilty man may go free, or worst , an innocent man may hang due to an error, a piece of information over looked. Bottom line for her was to be slow and thorough. That was the best thing to do.
Between packing her and Alan's clothes, plus misc. stuff that had to be done for their trip back to Galveston, Nicole spent at least an hour everyday on the phone to the Bank of Ohio's credit card division. By the end of the week she was able to determine that ID theft had been done against her. The bank had agreed to send her copies of the signature cards, and what sales tickets they could get from the merchants which may take weeks or months to get. In addition, they would send her a copy of the statements issued.
In the mean time, she would have her attorney create an affidavit for her to sign and mail to them stating that she had never applied for or used the credit card that had been issued to her.
By the time she had meet with her attorney on Friday morning in Houston, she was so angry and upset with what had happened, her temper was short with Alan and her mom. She was so caught up in the situation that she had no concept of how she was treating her family. If it was not for the usual heavy traffic in Houston, she may have not lost her last nerve until later. Luckily for the family the traffic was a God send.
On I45 coming out of Houston heading south, traffic always snarls between the interchanges of I45 and State Hwy. 59, in addition to the heavy flow of workers added into an already congested highway, created a drivers nightmare. People cris-crossing lanes in heavy traffic sent Nicole over the edge.
"God damn fucker," she let out in a loud voice as she hit the horn to make sure the driver knew she was mad. "Who does the bitch think she is?"
"Nicole McCormick," responded her mother.
"Mom!" responded Alan in shock to have heard his mother use such language.
Nicole looked over at her mother in the passenger’s seat and then in the rear view mirror to see Alan with his eyes wide and in shock at what she had just said. Her mothers look of anger was nothing to the verbal lashing she was about to get from her.
Realizing what had happened; she looked at her mom and apologized immediately for loosing her composure. Something that she really did unless pushed into a corner with no where to go, and then watch out, for she would come out fighting using everything she learned in her Army training. Who ever had stolen her ID would pay!
Nicole spent the next hour driving to Galveston and apologizing to both Alan and her mom. She would make up for it somehow, someway.
By Monday Nicole had gotten her mom and son squared away in the vacation house. The weekend had gone better then expected considering her temper on Friday. Brent and Curtis had joined them for a late lunch on Sunday. They also brought one of their cards along for Curtis's mom to use during her stay. They rarely went anywhere without the other, so they wouldn't miss the car for a few weeks.
Lunch was served on the patio over looking the gulf coast. Discussion of work was kept at a minimum. Other then Nicole sharing her anger about her case, they did their best to talk about other things.
Alan and his Grandma reviewed their plans for that week to see some tourist traps Curtis had told them about the Balinese Pier reopening and the gambling history it had. The stars that had performed there, the mob connections, the overall history of the pier. The two of them agreed to check it out when they were over in the area to do the duck tour.
It was mid June now; warm muggy days, the longer days of summer all gave way to cool evenings on the coast. A perfect time to sit on a patio to relax and watch the waves roll in. The office and all its meanings were left behind. The beauty and peace that God provided was the perfect medicine for the moment for all of them.
The client list was not growing at an average of 300 new cases a week. Michael had pulled a report on Wed. afternoon to show Brent & Curtis the case load, and a separate report for the returned questionnaires.
Brent, Nicole and Curtis sat in the board room reviewing the two reports. They agreed that the new cases had remained the same, no new categories.
As for the questionnaire, that was a bit different. They had only gotten about 200 responses so far, a far cry from the thousand plus that had been mailed, but enough to begin seeing a single trend.
The only item that each of them had in common was that they all had a subscription to OutNow magazine. It was not a major point considering the ratio to files at that point. But, it was the only clear visible item they saw. IT was enough to watch out for in the days to come.
Brent, being the worry wart that he was began to wonder how and why that one single item could exist. Had someone hacked into OutNow's computers? Was there someone inside the magazine giving the client list out? Or was there a third party selling the information? All three points would require a very detailed investigation, either internally in the company which Brent and his staff could help with, or by the FBI which may create more problems. No matter what direction they would go, they had to wait until more responses came into the office. They needed something solid to work with.
During the meeting Curtis reviewed the hat web sites information that Tamara and he had been working on. His review of Tamara's list with the FBI's list had not proved of any use right now. Each of them had been listed, but until Tamara could Finnish her list, they were at a stalemate on all levels.
For now, they all agreed to keep working the files the best they could by assisting the staff with entering the files into the system and on Friday, send out the questionnaires to the new client list.
There was a lot of work still ahead of them. The next issue of OutNow was do out next week in the mail and on newsstands in two week. For now, it was business as usual, as much as it could be.
The Balinese Pier was built in the 1920's as a restaurant and dance hall, with a hidden area for the gamblers. The gambling was of course illegal and to help avoid police raids, they had set up the pier to be a long walk way at over 300 feet that went out over the water. It was there that the main part of the pier rested. By the time the Sheriff or Texas Rangers walked through the front door on land, the staff and gamblers would have enough time to hide the evidence. IT had worked well until the mid 50's when the Rangers finally caught on and set up a perfect sting.
The pier shut down shortly after the sting were it remained empty for nearly 20 years. The new owner remodeled it by adding small stores along the walk way to the restaurant area. In one of these stores was a metaphysical store with psychics available for readings.
Alan enjoyed he store for its variety of swords and wizard stuff, while his grandma enjoyed the collection of Asian art.
"Excuse me," asked a middle age women addressing Alan's Grandma.
"Yes."
"Is your daughter a cop?"
"I'm sorry, what did you ask?" a bit surprised by the question.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you. My name is Lenora," she said sticking her hand out to be shaken. "I'm a psychic and I got this impression your daughter was a cop, a detective, something like that."
"Well, not actually. But she does work with a detective agency."
"Oh my," responded Lenora. "Can we sit down? I have something to share with you."
"I'd rather not. I really don't believe in psychics."
"Please. Just give me a minute or two of your time. No charge."
Grandma hesitate for a minute not really sure what to make of Lenora. Seeing the pleading in Lenora's eyes, she agreed to do so.
Later that night Grandma shared her conversation with Lenora to Nicole.
"It was so strange to have her describe you to me. She said that I had to believe her, so she told me things that she couldn't know."
"Come on mom."
"No honestly. She told me what you were wearing today. Where both of our houses were, even the colors of the pain on the," Grandma paused before she went on. "Then she told me about the work you're doing now. All the new cases and the fact that they all had one thing in common."
"Which was?" Nicole hadn't told her mom of the connection so far, so this statement did spike her interest.
"She said something about a magazine and that you knew it already. What do you know Nicole?"
"We learned yesterday that a lot of the cases so far, have one thing in common, they all subscribe to one magazine."
"Now that's weird."
"What else did she say?"
"Not much else. She wanted me to give you her card. She has a lot more to tell you and your friends. She wants to meet real soon with ya'll."
"Thanks mom. I'll share the information with the guys and see what they say."
"Nicole. Are you in danger again?" Her mom asked her with a sincere and grave concern in her voice. She had been spared the fear and worrying over her daughter on the G.A.P.H. Case, as Nicole didn't tell her of the life threatening work she was doing. But, years later after it all came out, she worried each time Nicole talked about going back to work.
"Not likely mom. No need to worry this time. OK?" Nicole responded with a smile and a hug.
"I wasn't worried until I met Lenora today."
"Well did she say something bad was going to happen?"
"No. In fact she told me good things about Alan's future. But, that doesn't help much."
"I'm sure it's nothing mom. Probably just more information to help us with the case."
"I hope so."
Brent called Lenora after Nicole shared the story. Lenora agreed to meet them at the coffee shop on the pier at 5 PM on Friday night. The coffee shop offered them a great view of the sunset on the patio, plus it was still a hidden spot with low foot traffic until summer arrived.
Curtis was use to psychics in the French Quarter. Some were real, but many were false. By the initial conversation Lenora sounded real to him. But, Curtis didn't trust her. He wanted to investigate her before they acted on any information she may give them. He would be calm during the meeting, listening and watching her carefully.
Lenora was waiting for the threesome on the patio as she drank a cup of hot tea. She looked up at them as they entered into the patio. She stood up and moved to Nicole whom she recognized from her visions, extending her hand to greet her.
"Hi, I'm Lenora. I hope I didn't scare your mom to much," she said grasping Nicole's had gently.
"Not too much."
"Please accept my apologize. I had to make sure she believed me."
"I'm not sure if any of us do," said Nicole with caution as she moved to a chair at the table Lenora was sitting at.
Lenora looked at the two men with Nicole, studying each of them carefully.
"You must be Brent?" she said to Brent. "I have seen your picture over the years."
Brent shook his head and took her hand to shake. Before he could introduce Curtis, she cut him off.
"That makes you the cop I have been seeing."
Curtis shook Lenora's hand as he introduced himself. When he went to release his hand from hers, she held onto it with a strong grip.
"Don't worry Curtis, I can be trusted," she said.
Curtis smiled at her. He had dealt with enough phony psychics to be able to see through them. Only the good ones could pick up on his doubt right off the bat. But, he would not completely relax until alter in the meeting.
"Lenora, why don't you tell us why we're here?" said Brent, anxious to understand what was happening.
"It's simple. I'm here to help you."
The threesome looked at each other puzzled by her comment. Without waiting for a response, Lenora continued.
"There are forces out there that are using the gay community as test rats."
"How so?" asked Nicole.
"They want to destroy the gay movement one person at a time. You have only seen the tip of the ice berg."
"There's over 30 million of us," said Brent a bit angered at what he heard.
"They don't have to destroy all of you, just enough to take away the communities credibility."
"How?" asked Brent in a harsh tone.
"You've already seen how. You’re getting cases everyday from a wide variety of people. All ages, sexes, etc.,” Lenora turned to Nicole, "even you my dear have been affected. How much was your credit card theft?"
Nicole looked at Lenora with surprise, as she understood it, her mom did not share any info with Lenora. So, she couldn't have known about the theft. Softly she responded, "$5,000."
"And do you know who used the card?"
"No. Not yet."
"Well let me tell you. The card was used by a woman in Nebraska. They got cash and merchandise on it,” Lenora paused a second and took a deep breath before she continued. "They are part of the white supremacy group in Nebraska."
"Do you know which one?" asked Curtis as he got a pen out to write the name down on a napkin.
"I can't tell the name," she responded with her eyes closed. "I can only see a symbol. It's a white hood with three words written around it in a triangle form."
Curtis had written down the description so he could check with the FBI on Monday.
"How can you help us?" asked Brent, desperate for any valid help he could get at this point.
"This group is using a psychic to help them and the only way you can fight them is with my help."
"But why you?"
"A simple but difficult answer." Lenora dropped her head as she relived a sad moment in her life. She took a deep breath and answered Brent's question. "My older brother was gay. He was 10 years older then I when he died. He was one of the first cases of AIDS and the only reason he died was due to the lack of compassion and understanding towards gays and lesbians in the early '80s. This group is trying very hard to put you back in the closet. G.A.P.H. was just a skirmish, a test. This is all out war."
Nicole placed her hand on top of Lenora's to comfort her as tears welled up in Lenora's eyes.
"My brother came to me in a dream about two weeks ago and told me what was happening. I knew then I couldn't and wouldn't let them do it again. Too many good people have died of AIDS all because people are kept in the dark. Kept in fear by those who control religion and politics.
"Enough is enough!"
Each of the others all understood what Lenora had felt. Brent had just come to terms with his sexuality in the late 70's. He had felt the oppression in Los Angeles, a fairly liberal town back then.
Nicole had come to terms in the late 80's when things were starting to improve, but just like Brent; she had lost many friends to AIDS.
Curtis also saw and felt the devastation of AIDS, as he watched the French Quarter change rapidly in the 10 years he lived there.
In almost every large town, the gay Mecca's had vanished because of the death toll from AIDS.
Enough is enough, was more then an adequate statement and feeling for all of them.
Chapter 5
Nebraska Alliance of Brotherhood (NAB) is a small chapter of a National White Supremacist Group. It barely showed up on the FBI's watch list. Their membership was approximately 24 members large and they had only been around for a couple of years, much like the other 50 chapters; non-existent until the Republican victory of 2000.
Lenora had been right about their logo, a simple white hood with the name written in a triangle around the hood. Curtis had run Lenora's name through the police and FBI files, she was clean. Brent ran her through the credit bureaus and found the basic information be normal. The threesome agreed that she may prove to be valuable, but as to how or when they weren't quite sure of.
Nicole had approached the boys about going to Nebraska to get copies of the sales receipts. She felt it would be faster then waiting for the bank to provide them to her. She was also hoping to dig up some information about the mailing address that was used for the credit card. It may be directly tied into the person who signed the receipts, and to NAB, the one connection that could get the FBI officially on board to help with the overall investigation.
As they discussed the idea, Curtis began to wonder is Lenora could assist them on this issue with other clients. HE gave her a call and she agreed to come in.
Curtis arranged for all of the ID theft cases to be brought up into the board room. This would give Lenora the best space to work in, quiet and alone.
On Tuesday afternoon, she was sitting at the conference table touching each file one at a time to get a feel for any information she could. Based on what she felt, she would move the file to a specific place. Five hours later, and very exhausted, she emerged from the room.
The threesome had kept themselves busy for the first 3 to 4 hours, but by the fifth hour, they had meet in Brent's office, worrying and pacing in anticipation as to what Lenora may have discovered. When she finally emerged their nerves were rattled and raw.
Lenora had placed the files by group name or by the logo she could see. Within each group she had further separated them by sex and even further separation if there were more then two of each sex using the fake credit cards. She was only able to get a 'feel' on half of the 400 files that were in the boardroom.
Of the 200 files, she could only get six names of groups, and 10 logos, which she had drawn out in her best artistic ability, which was very limited. These 16 groups accounted for 150 plus files, leaving the small amount left to files of users, make or female. Lenora felt some what as a failure, for she was expecting and wanting to be able to have done all of the files. But, she also knew that cases can become cold and of no value.
Curtis immediately took the group names to his office to compare them to the FBI list. All six of them, including NAB were on the list, and all of them were small time operators. None of them on the outside appearance seemed large enough or even sophisticated enough to be capable of ID theft, especially when the real people lived all over the continent.
Lenora was able to find five folders that were tied to the NAB group. This would serve as the initial investigation point for them to use. Prove a conspiracy here and the FBI would have no choice but to get involved.
Nicole had escorted Lenora downstairs to the break area so she could unwind and get something fresh to drink. It was clear to Nicole to leave Lenora alone as she cleared her mind. Both of them sat in silence for 10 or more minutes before Lenora spoke.
"Nicole, I need to tell you something."
"Why...I'm sorry. What did you say?"
"I have to tell you something that you can not tell Brent or Curtis."
"What?"
Nicole looked at Lenora as she hesitated before agreeing with her. She didn't like the tone that Lenora had used; it was not rude or bossy, more of concern and fear. It was enough to give Nicole a feeling of nausea in her stomach.
"I don't know if I can do that," Nicole responded with caution.
"I understand. You three have a history together and a strong bond of unique friendship. But I feel you need to know,” Lenora paused. Maybe Nicole didn't need to know, maybe it would mess things up. Maybe it could put Nicole in danger. Lenora wasn't clear on the answers the past five hours had warned her out, zapped, her abilities pretty hard. No, she had thought, maybe Nicole doesn't need to know of the danger luring down the road. Another time would come when Lenora would be clearer and surer of her thoughts and feelings. She looked at Nicole and smiled as she said, "Never mind...I'm tired and not thinking clear."
"What is it Lenora?" Nicole asked, now concerned with the mystery.
"Nothing...I'm sorry to have scared you. It's nothing really. I'm just tired,” Lenora said with a fake smile on her face trying to wave off her comment as a mere moment of fatigue. "I think I'll go home. Say good by to the boys for me, and have them call me if they need anything. OK."
Nicole and Lenora stood up and walked to the main door. Nicole would see her out and lock up behind her.
"Are you sure you don't want to tell me?"
"I'm sure. You rest up; I feel you and Curtis will be going on a trip real soon. You'll be fine."
Lenora turned and went to her car as Nicole looked the door behind her. After a quick look at Lenora driving off, Nicole joined Brent and Curtis in the board room as the guys were reviewing the information left by Lenora.
"She went home," said Nicole. "She said for you to call her at any time, if you needed any more help."
"Good," replied Brent. "She was able to help us tonight make a little headway. Now it's up to the two of you."
Nicole looked up at Brent from the chair she had just sat down in as Curtis picked up the conversation.
"The two of us should head up to Creston, Nebraska where your charges are and see what we can find out."
"What good is that?"
"I'll put a call into the FBI tomorrow and see if my contact can get us pictures of the NAB members. Hopefully we can show them around and see if any of them rings a bell or two with the merchants.
"If we can get a couple of matches with yours and some of the other charges, we can turn it over to the FBI to handle."
"What if we don't?"
"Then we just have to snoop around NAB a bit and see what we can learn about them."
"Undercover again?" Responded Nicole. As she thought back to GAPH and the type of people she had to deal with.
"Hopefully not," said Brent. "For now we just need to gather some information."
The Boss was the only person who handled the money for his group. It was money laundering that was legal to an extent. But, by some laws it would be racketeering on a grand scale.
Boss would bill a dozen churches for services that he never really provided. The fees would be in the hundreds of thousands of dollars each month. The churches would pay the invoices from a special account that had been set up. This account was an interest baring account held at a national bank. The churches could keep the interest which over time would amount to a couple thousand dollars. Sweet deals for the church to not only help a "Christian" business doing 'Gods' work, as they were told by their superiors.
The national church had also set up the same type of interest bearing checking account. When the lower churches sent the invoices to the national church, they then paid the invoices to the church through wire transfers, which in today's business world was a simple click of a mouse or two.
The funds for the national church came from the members of the Duco via off shore accounts that were nameless. No one would be able to trace the funds to a particular business or person, as these accounts were held in the highest secrecy by the banks, which was owned by the Duco. A safe way to send money around the world.
This form of money laundering had been around for a few years, and it proved to be quiet handy during the 2000 election. More money had been raised for the Republican party then ever before, and it was done with in the legal campaign fundraising rules. At least that's how it appeared.
Once the Boss faxed the invoices, he knew he would have the funds in his account within two days. From there, he would then pay his employees via their special off shore accounts.
Since he was listed as a sole owner with no employees, he didn't have to file employee taxes. A gain, that's how it appeared. As for gains taxes and some smaller taxes, his hackers were able to take care of them. In short, the Boss made more money then anyone ever knew.
The best way to keep the Fed's off his back was to stay under their raider by appearing to be as legal as he could be.
The Boss was truly enjoying his work right now. The ability to bring harm and danger to Homo's while making a ton of money. He was in pure ecstasy and as he understood it from the video conference, he had at least another year, maybe two to continue his covert operations.
By Wednesday afternoon, Nicole and Curtis had arrived at the Hobby airport to begin their two day search for the link they so desperately needed. Neither of them had flown since the 9/11 tragedy. They were both surprised by the length of time it took to get processed at the airport. Long gone were the days for late arrivals and quick check-ins. By the time they had gotten through the security checks and arrived at the airport safe and sound, the two of them agreed it was well worth the hassle.
Curtis arranged for the car rental while Nicole called the hotel to make arrangements for a two night stay.
They agreed to check into the hotel first, call everyone to confirm their safe arrival and then to map out their road tip.
Brent was relieved when he got Curtis's phone call. He worried about some of the smallest things when there was no nee to, while he was more relaxed with larger items. But, when it came to Curtis, whom he had never loved anyone more then him, he would always worry. It would take time for him to relax; after all, as he tried to convince himself on many occasions, Curtis had been a cop for 20 years. Never being seriously injured. So, any fear Brent had was from a state of love and fear of loosing a man he was completely in love with.
Special agent Fredrickson called Curtis at the Hotel to arrange a meeting for breakfast the next morning. He had a few pictures of the NAB members to show them. IT was also the hopes of Fredrickson to become involved with the case on a more legitimate way. Nebraska was not a place where crime was a high priority, thus giving his fellow FBI agents in the small field office way to much time on their hands. After 9/11, everyone wanted to be of use in the fight of terrorism, even if it meant the small home grown type.
Curtis had seen that Fredrickson wanted to be involved as he also knew that getting the FBI involved now would make it easier to have their assistance later when it was really needed. He remembered their willingness to help during GAPH, but that was pre 9/11. Post 9/11 was focused on foreign terrorist and what man power they had was limited for anything other then terrorist.
After dinner Nicole and Curtis were able to relax in their hotel room. This gave both of them a chance to talk without Brent being around, a rarity in of itself. Their discussions were limited to talking about the case, about their families and of course about Brent.
"Its funny how Brent and I became friends," remarked Nicole, as a glassy eyed look came over her face while she thought of their first meeting. "We wanted to kill each other right there on the spot."
"Brent told me it wasn't a pleasant meeting."
Nicole laughed as she said, "pleasant! That's putting it ever so mildly. If it wasn't for MacDougle surprising us, we would have torn into each other right there on the door step."
"That bad?"
"We were calling each other names. Hell, we stood toe to toe trying to scare the other one into backing down."
"So what changed?"
"We both did. Pretty fast too."
"Can you imagine two opposites thrown together to do a job that could result in one if not both of us dying? He hated Lesbians and I hated men. But, both of us knew how important it was to save our fellow queers. No one has the right to kill anyone, no matter what. And it's worst when a group is doing it for misguided reasons like GAPH was doing. There's just no excuse."
"Well, personally, I'm glad you two came around. I know how much Brent values your friendship. Now that you’re back to work, He's even happier to have a female point of view. He told me once that having both sexes working on a case helps to cover all the bases. All the possibilities that may exist. And since he trust you completely, your point of view caries more weight, more value."
"He actually told you this?"
"Yep."
"That doesn't sound like Brent. He's not one for sharing his feelings."
No he's not," laughed Curtis. "Trust me though, once he opens up, he doesn't stop."
"I'm glad to hear that. That was one thing that always worried me about him."
"He's come a long way in the past five years."
"I guess he has,” Nicole laid back on her bed, glad to know that Curtis had helped her friend to become more human, more open about his feelings. There was hope for his happiness yet.
"Sergio, Please," Asked Brent on the phone.
"Sergio speaking," after a minute of silence on the phone.
"Hi Sergio, this is Brent Walsh."
"Hey Brent. What's Up?"
"I need your help," Began Brent as he was about to land a bomb shell in Sergio's lap. "I need to meet with your publisher and editor."
"Why? What's going on?"
"It's about our case load and how OutNow has become a part of our investigation."
"Part of your investigation?" Responded a shock and surprised Sergio. "How so?"
"I don’t want to go into it over the phone. But trust me, your bosses will want to know about this and fast."
"Can you tell me anything else?"
"Just tell them that so far, the only link between the cases in our offices is of great concert to them."
"But how?"
"Sergio, just set up a meeting and fast OK."
"I'll try. How soon?"
"This weekend, today, Monday, whenever it can be arranged. But FAST!"
"OK Brent. I'll make the call. Are you in the office?"
"Yeah. I'll be waiting,” Brent hung up the phone as he reviewed the latest responses from the questionnaires. The report was clear that each of the cases had one thing in common; OutNow Magazine. This could prove to be a disaster for the magazine financially and in credibility if they did not address the issue fast.
Brent had also hoped to slow down the case load if the leak at OutNow could be stopped. But, that was only wishful thinking; it may have been too late. The damage could be far worst then anyone may realize, or dreamed of.
Thursday had proved uneventful for Curtis and Nicole. With SA Fredrickson's help, they were able to get copies of the sales receipt from most of the businesses that had them on hand. The others would order them from their corporate offices.
The ATM withdrawals were limited and in small amounts, all less then $100 each. Fredrickson had already checked with the local banks and they verified that the surveillance tapes were too old. They keep them for only two months before they recycled them.
Nicole reviewed the sales receipts trying to determine what was purchased. The Wal-Mart and grocery store receipts would be coming in later. Probably nothing worth nothing there. It was the smaller receipts from the various hardware stores that were of more concern to Nicole. The thought of Oklahoma haunted her as she reviewed the receipts.
She would have to wait for more information to come in before she sounded the alarm to loudly. But, for now she shared her thoughts with Curtis who got Brent on the phone to get his input.
"Are you sure?" asked Brent.
"Almost. I see most of the items listed, but a couple of items are missing. Fredrickson can put in the necessary calls for us to confirm if the fertilizer had been bought."
"Curtis, what's your opinion on this?"
"I have to go with Nicole. After all, she's the explosive guru here."
"OK. Get Fredrickson on it. What's your schedule for tomorrow?"
"We head out to Creston to check on NAB to see what we can see. It will be a short trip, should be back by 3 or so in the afternoon."
"Good. Nicole, would you mind going back home by yourself?"
"No. What's up?"
"I'd like Curtis to join me in New York. I've got a meeting with the OutNow group."
"What's their take on this?" Asked Curtis.
"They don't know everything yet. It just put a bug in their ear for now. That's why I want you there. With your background, it should help them understand the legal issues a bit more."
"Cool... When do you head out?"
"If you pick up a 4 PM flight, I'll try to arrange mine with yours. I'll have Michael set the flights up in the morning with an E-ticket. He'll call you with the info once he's done."
"Grab some clothes for me, will ya'?"
"Sure babe. Anything else you need?"
"Nah. Just you."
"Ahhh," said Nicole still listening in on the call.
"Funny girl," responded Brent with a giggle.
"Nicole, I'll see you on Monday. Be safe tomorrow."
"Bye Brent."
"Curtis, you be careful too. I miss you. See you tomorrow night."
"Night Sexy."
Michael had arranged for Brent and Curtis to arrive within an hour of each other at Newark Airport. He also arranged for a car to take them into the city to a Bed & Breakfast located in the Village just off of Washington Square. It was the closest one to the OutNow Magazine offices.
By the time the boys had checked in and cuddled up with each other, it was late evening and both were starving. They chose to go to a local hip restaurant about four blocks from the B&B. Bellissiom was crowded on this hot summer evening. The community was out to enjoy the weather and good times. Brent and Curtis paused at the door debating weather to go in, or to find a quieter place to eat. Just as they made up their minds, a voice from inside the restaurant changed their plans.
"Mr. Walsh,” Cried out a male voice about ten feet inside the restaurant. Brent looked towards the call, but he couldn't see anyone he knew. The voice called out again as he saw a younger man waiving an arm at him as the man walked closer towards the two of them at the door.
"Mr. Walsh, it's a pleasure and a surprise to see you here," the man grabbed for Brent's hand to shake it with a strong grip. "You must be Curtis Boudreaux. It's a pleasure to meet you too."
"And you are?" asked Curtis a bit leery at this unexpected introduction.
"Forgive me. I'm Peter Hornsworth. Please join us, your here for dinner aren't you?" Peter grabbed each one of them by there arms and pulled the men into the restaurant towards his table.
"Ladies, I'd like to introduce the men of the hour, Brent Walsh and Curtis Boudreaux,” said Peter to a group of three men sitting at a table finishing their dinners.
Each of the three men stood up and shook their hands as they introduced themselves. There was Stephen, Christopher and Thomas, all within the ages of 35-40. All slender and well groomed, prepped for a night out in their expensive clothes, hair placed in the proper place and smelling of the latest hit fragrance. "Circuit Boys' was how Brent classified them. Rich enough to party around the country and way to worried about their looks. Neither Brent nor Curtis had anything against them; it was a classification only to help understand who they were.
Peter caught the attention of a waiter as he was rushing between customers. He whispered something into his ear before the waiter rushed off. Within seconds, plates and glasses appeared for Brent and Curtis. The waiter had a busboy in tow that assisted in clearing off the round table to make room for the two men. The original party moved closer together to make room for them as well.
By now both of them were a bit self conscious of the fuse that was being made. Curtis had noticed people looking at the commotion that was being made. This had him a bit nervous and even more self conscious. The sooner they sat down the better for him.
Within a couple of minutes the boys were sitting at the table with menus in their hands. Peter and the others gave the boys time to review their menus before they started in on the OutNow article, which each of them had read during the past week.
"Tell us," started Peter. "What’s happening with your case load? I mean, is it true what they wrote in OutNow?"
Brent wasn't much in the mood to talk about the cases, but he also knew that it would be the only reason strangers would have asked them to their table. Out of politeness, Brent knew he would have to discuss it. He had also hoped in the back of his mind that more information may come from these men that could help him.
"Our case load is growing," Brent said softly.
"See, I told you girls. It's not my imagination," responded Peter a bit annoyed at his companions for doubting him.
"Well, I've got some more cases for you," Peter told Brent. "Were all attorneys here in town. We have our own firm that specializes in queers. Over the past few months, we've gotten a lot of cases just like yours.
"It was confusing until we read the article. In fact, we’ve been talking about it ever since. We don't have a clue on what's happening, or what to tell our clients."
"Have you been able to help your clients?"
"Some more then others," said Stephan. A blond, attractive man. Clean shaven, in his mid 30's. "We do what we can, but the cases are still coming in. More then our staff can handle right now."
"Have you guys gone to our web site to feel out the questionnaire?"
"I have," responded Christopher, a dark haired early 40's Italian looking man. "We were talking about sending a letter to our clients asking them to fill out the questionnaire. We were hoping it would help you find the link."
"Please do," responded Curtis, who had been sitting back, watching the boys faces. "Every bit of information would help us."
"What brings you here to New York?" Asked Peter.
"We think we found the link," began Brent. "But, we can't talk about it yet."
A chorus of voices began to ring out from the table as each of the men wanted to hear the gossip. Brent and Curtis were given a reprieve from the guys as dinner was placed before them.
The group would let the men eat their dinners as they talked about other tid bits not involving the cases or their guest.
Brent and Curtis listened into the conversation as they enjoyed their meals. Occasionally sharing the others meal.
The boys were just about done eating when they were approached by two middle aged women. The one that would have been classified as "Butch" approached them first.
"Excuse me," she began to say in a cordial but firm masculine voice, "Are you Brent Walsh?"
The table stopped its chatter as they all looked up at the two women.
"Yes I am," Brent responded as he began to stand up.
"Please sit. No need to get up. My name is Linda and this is my partner, Suzzie. We read the article about you. Can you help us?" Linda had hardness in her look, but in her eyes there was a misty cry for help Brent had once seen in Nicole's eyes.
"Adoption problems?" He asked her.
She was stunned by his question. "Why yes. How did you know?"
"I've seen that mothers look of concern before,” He responded to her as his heart went out to her. He remembered the pain he felt for Nicole when they were working the GAPH case, as she realized he would have to send Alan away to protect him. It tore her up, but she knew it was for the best. It tore Brent up watching her go through it.
"I'd be more then glad to help. But, these men are attorneys here in town. Maybe they can be of more help to you."
Linda and Suzzie looked at the men sitting at the table, nodded their acknowledgment towards them. Linda turned back to Brent before she spoke.
"Nothing personnel, but is Nicole still working with you?"
Brent understood what she meant by that question. Some women, as did men, felt more comfortable dealing with their sex then with the opposite sex. Brent had once felt that way until he worked with Nicole.
Curtis came to the rescue as he stood up to hand Linda one of his business cards.
"Please feel free to call out office and ask for Sarah. She handles Adoptions."
Linda took the card and thanked him. Both ladies thanked the table of men for their patients and for allowing their interruption. Just as quietly as they had approached they walked away.
Brent sat quietly in his chair watching Linda and Suzzie walk away. His mind began to wonder back to his case load. The pain he saw in their eyes became magnified a thousand times. He could always feel for his clients to a small degree as a file, but in person the pain was more evident.
Curtis saw the pain in Brent's face and realized that it was time to go back to the B&B. He moved closer to Brent and tapped his shoulder hard to get his attention.
"Well gentlemen, you will have to excuse us. We have an early morning meeting tomorrow and we should get back to rest up."
"Newly weds,” shouted out Stephan and Christopher as they giggled.
Brent realized what they said and meant as he also stood up. "Yeah, five years and still going strong," he responded with a big grin.
The two boys blushed as they tried to avoid Curtis's look at them.
Curtis had pulled out his wallet to pay for their share of dinner. But, he was stopped short by Peter.
"Oh pleasseee...," he said to Curtis. "It was our pleasure to have you join us for dinner."
"Thank you," responded Curtis as he handed Peter a business card. "Please feel free to call us if you need any help."
Peter took the card and smiled. He then handed Curtis one of his, "And like wise. If you need any help here in New York, Please don't hesitate to call me."
"Fair enough," Curtis said with a smile.
Both Brent and Curtis exchanged good byes and hand shakes with the men as they left the table.
On the way out of the restaurant they were mobbed by people asking for their autographs. Brent had experienced this before while on the talk show circuited. But, for Curtis, this was new to him, and a bit un-nerving. He could only follow Brent's lead as he forced himself out the door and onto the sidewalk. Both of them wanted to be out of the crowd and back into their private from at the B&B.
It took them longer to get back to their room due to a couple of wrong turns. Neither of them minded it much, as the night had cooled off. The streets were busy with other gays, couples, groups and a few singles walking around. Life as normal as it could be in New York City.
Once back in t heir room, the two of them stripped down to nothing like they did at home. Climbed into bed and into each others arms. This is where they enjoyed their time, comforted by the other. Each one was strong and independent but together it was a force that could not be matched. Peace, serenity, love. What every couple wants.
"This is DJ. How can I help you?" said the masculine voice into his handset.
"Hi DJ. This is Patricia Summers. I called you a few weeks ago about a letter that I had received," said the frail voice on the other end.
"Oh yes, Miss Summers. How are you doing?"
"OK, I guess."
DJ sensed the hurt in her voice. "Did you get another letter?"
"Yes, I did."
"What did it say?"
Patricia paused a minute before she spoke. She tried hard to keep her hurt and anger under control.
"We wanted you to come lean. You didn't do it. We will now tell your employer," Patricia said in a weak and hurt voice.
"Short and to the Point."
"Yep."
"Did you tell your principal?"
"I did shortly after our last conversation. The letters right about one thing, I'm still employed."
"Good. Was it hard?"
"Very. But you know what?"
"What?"
"Once I did it, I felt a burden lifted off my shoulders. I felt so good that I opened up to my friends. It was extremely hard at first. You know all these questions people have. But, I learned that if they respect you, like you, or even love you, they will ask those questions with sincerity. Those that don't ask don't want to know. They want to believe there own fears and hatred. And I don't need them around me."
"Good for you," said DJ, happy to hear that something good had come out of this for Patricia. I’m just sorry that they forced you to have done it."
"You know I'm furious that they are doing it not only to me, but I am sure to others too. They don't have any power over me anymore, then what I give them. I just hope I don't let my anger get the best of me. I don't want them to have anymore power."
"Great to hear that. Send me the letter like you did the last one. No rush, OK."
"Sure DJ. Thanks for understanding. Please let me know when you find them. Take care."
"You to, Miss Summers." DJ hung up the phone. He wished more of his cases would turn out as good as hers. But sadly, he knows that that will not be the case. For those who run away due to fear, or even worst, kill themselves, he could only pray for them. Praying was something he was doing a lot more of these days.
DJ was hopping that Brent's meeting in NY was helping to find an answer and quick.
Curtis and Brent stepped out of the taxi in front of an old brownstone building about 12 blocks away from the B&B, they were staying at. The four story bldg. That houses a couple of businesses on the bottom floor. OutNow Magazine took the remaining three floors of space.
They arrived just shy of ten minutes before then. On time and punctual as always. They saw the door that lead to the offices in the middle of the building. Brent went to open the door and bounced into a door that wasn't budging. He looked at Curtis feeling a bit dumb for forgetting that he wasn't at home. In New York where leaving a door unlocked was as foreign to them as cowboy boots were. Curtis pushed the button on the intercom to gain access.
An electronic voice answered the bell. They advised the person who they were and were buzzed in. The two of them went up the stairs slowly and cautiously. At the top of the stairs Sergio greeted them with a warm smile and directed them into the conference room. The men moved to the middle of the table and sat down next to each other. Sergio returned with Mr. Sharp, the publisher and Ms. Lang the Editor in Charge. The three of them sat down across from Brent and Curtis after their introductions.
"I want to thank you for meeting with us. I realize it's cutting into your personal time. But when you hear what I have to say, I feel you will agree, this was a good use of your time," began Brent as he leaned onto the table towards Mr. Sharp, who sat in the middle, across from Brent.
"As you know, we have been indicated by new cases at our offices over the past year. And, after meeting a few attorneys last night by change, we're not the only ones seeing a major problem.
"We work the cases as best we can, but it had become clear that there is some type of conspiracy going on here.
"To help us in finding out if that was true; we created a four page questionnaire for our clients to fill out, as well as placing it on our web site.
"Sergio, I believe you'll find a fax waiting for you from my office with the latest results on it," before Brent could finish his statement, Sergio was up on his feet heading to the fax machine in another room. "Would you mind getting it?"
Mr. Sharp took the opportunity to share his thoughts about Brent's case load.
"Mr. Welsh. I agree with you about something going on. But other then notifying our readers as we did in the article, I'm not sure what else we could do?"
"As you'll soon see, a lot. In fact, you and your company are at the crux of the problem."
"Excuse me," responded Mr. Sharp a bit annoyed by the accusation.
"Forgive me for the sound of that," began Brent as Sergio came back in the room and handed the two page fax to Brent, and then passing copies to each of the others in the room. Brent took a quick look at it and then laid it on the table for Mr. Sharp and his staff to see. "As you can see here, to date every one of our cases ha one thing in common." Brent stopped to give them a chance to see what he was pointing at on his copy, and for them to find it on their copy.
"As you can see, your magazine is the connection," he continued.
"I'm not sure how to respond to that," said a shaken voice of Mr. Sharp.
"Neither are we. There can only be a simple explanation, I hope. The obvious question, has there been an attack into your computers main frame?"
"Actually," began Ms. Lang, quick to give some input that may explain things. "About a year or so ago, someone did hack into them. As far as we know, nothing was damaged or altered. And no attacks since then. We quickly change our protocol and protection."
"So you think someone stole our subscription list?" Asked Mr. Sharp, looking hard at Brent.
"That's what we thought," responded Curtis. "But proving it this late in the game is nearly impossible, let alone trying to find out who may have done it."
"OK Brent. Let's say someone stole our list, how does that relate to your cases?"
"Understand we are second guessing here, but we think we see a pattern."
"Either someone is using the list to target gays and lesbians, or they sold it to others to do the dirty work. Which ever the case, your list is clearly the focus point."
"Do you realize the implications gentlemen?"
"Completely. That's why we wanted to meet with you in person. We didn't want a leak to get out," responded Curtis. "We value your magazine and the importance it has with our community. This could destroy you if it is not handled properly."
The OutNow staff sat in their chairs astonished at the implications of hurting a community, even if not at fault. A community that it served, was a strong part of, and had made its money from.
Finally, after some careful thought by Mr. Sharp, he spoke up to address the serious problem he was now facing.
"Mr. Walsh and Mr. Boudreaux, please add us to your client list. We will assist you in anyway possible and at any cost," said Mr. Sharp with a firm tone in his voice. He leaned on to the table looking directly at Brent as he added, "I must also stress to you, that our connection to this serious problem must be kept secret until it is resolved, or until we have come up with a way to protect ourselves from the legal ramifications that will follow. Is that understood?"
"I had hoped you would say that. The normal response is to get the FBI involved to do a computer research for hackers, unwanted programs, etc. But to protect you and your subscribers, we know of some hackers that work with us and who can help do the research while keeping their mouths shut.
"They can be here on Monday along with my employee Lawrence who will oversee the whole project.
"This could mean a shut down of operations for a couple of days..." Brent had to let that last sentience hang in the air. He was hoping for no conflict from OutNow, but complete support.
"A couple of days are worth it, if we can clean this up and quickly," said Mr. Sharp.
"Great. I'll have the names to you by Monday morning. Lawrence will be here to start work then as well.
Brent and Curtis spent Saturday afternoon in New York shopping along 5th Ave., SOHO and the Village as they discussed the various aspects of the case.
The FBI had made arrangements with the post office to hold all mail that had credit cards in it that was being delivered to NAB. They would open the mail and track the cards to the proper owners while letting NAB use them. Once they had witnessed over $2,000 worth of purchases, they could arrest the user on felony charges. With any luck the FBI could get the person to snitch off who sent them, or at least arranged for them to receive them. That however, was to take a few weeks to process.
Calls had been made to Lawrence back at the office. He was brought up to date on his mission at OutNow magazine. He in turn called his connections and arranged for a team of three people to arrive in New York by Monday. It had not been easy to get the other two out of their house, as they preferred to do things at home through their computers. But, Lawrence was able to convince them of the importance of the case and of the fact it had to be done with great speed, which being there in person would help achieve. They reluctantly agreed. They would meet at the airport late Sunday night.
For now things were happening and Curtis did his best to help Brent relax and enjoy the city. They went out to dinner early and then walked around the village checking out what plays or art studios might be open. They were able to catch a one man play that was good, just not great.
Later that night, they went out dancing to a couple of clubs before heading home. At the clubs some people had recognized them. Some people just acknowledged their presence, others approached them to talk or get an autograph. The boys were content in answering those requests as they were not mobbed as they had been the night before.
Finally around 1 AM or so, the boys made it back again to their room to rest. Their flight wasn't until 2 PM later that day, so they could get plenty of sleep and not be rushed the next morning.
Their trip to New York achieved its goal while allowing for the two of them to enjoy a weekend getaway to unwind from the work at the office. Curtis was pleased at Brent's relaxed state, for he knew how much Brent would internalize his thoughts and feelings. Now Brent would go back to work, refreshed and ready to dig in. Brent on the other hand, did his best to relax for Curtis, as he knew how much Curtis worried about him. So together, without the other really knowing about it, they helped each other to relax and enjoy their time in the city.
Chapter 6
"Welcome Brothers and Sisters. Today I would like to talk about the millions of sick men and women in our country today who have set out to take away your rights to pray, to worship the God Almighty. These sick people believe in killing an unborn child, and if that doesn't work, then they will molest them. They will seduce our children into sex and drugs telling them that it's ok, that God wouldn't have created them if it wasn't meant to be.
"I'm talking about Homosexuals. Perverts and deviants of the Devil's work. Remember how in the Bible Sodom and Gomiah was destroyed? It says ----- They were wiped clean off this earth because of their sick ways, their Devilish ways.
"For the past 20 years they have been pushing for their rights. What rights does the Devil have I ask you? None! None, I tell you. God reigns here on Earth, not the Devil.
"We must stop these perverts, these sick men and women before they hurt another child! Your Child! Or your neighbors child!
"But like the Devil, they are strong and in order for us to defeat them we must destroy their supporters. Those liberals who pander to their wishes, who are afraid to turn away from them. We must vote them out of office and vote in our brothers and sisters who stand up for moral ethics, for righteousness.
"In less then a year from now, we will be going back to the polls to cast our votes. Let us cast them for the righteous, God loving, God fearing people like our President who has shown great strength and courage towards those of weaker minds and hearts.
"We must show our support against gay rights. Against gay adoptions. Against gay marriages. Against the most evil of them all, the Devil.
"Show sympathy for their sickness, for they know not what they do. The Devil is in control of them, not God. Pray that they may be healed and return to a normal life. A life of a man and a woman joined together in love, in marriage. Not in disgrace and in sick acts.
"Pray also for those who are blinded by the gay rhetoric, so that they may see clearly and know of the wrong they do by helping them.
"Pray for your children's protection from those who wish harm upon them. Pray for our country so that we may awake from their devilish grip upon us. Pray my children for God to save us from their sick ways.
"Now go forth out into the world doing good works and stopping the Homosexuals from showing themselves on TV, movies, music and magazines. Go forth and show them how sick they are. Show them God's love for them. And if they turn from you know that it is the Devil in them.
"Now go my children and do the righteous thing. Remove the Devil, heal the sick and show them the way to God."
Rev. Hempstead stepped down from his pulpit as he did after each sermon. But this time, he had a certain glow about him. For he was content in his sermon. One full of vigor and righteousness. Yes, this was a short and sweet sermon condemning those queers that he so much despised. Oh how sick they are. What a shame they even exist. He knew that the sermon would ignite a fire or two, and in a few weeks he would change it up a bit and deliver it once again. Now is the time to begin the campaign against them with new vigor. Now was the time to plant the seeds for the conservative vote. Yes, now was the time to put a stop to their agenda. Yes...now was the time that they were weak; someone had made sure of that.
The Boss sat at this desk reviewing the latest information from Julio and the others. The project was picking up steam now that they had established their connections, both human and machine. Within the year, everyone on his list would have been touched in some way by his group. It made him smile with joy as he thought of the money he was making by the damage he was causing. Yes, he was showing those fags what it was like to lose their freedom, their life, like they had done to his brother.
How the Boss missed his younger brother. How could they have sickened his mind that way? Corrupted such a beautiful young man with drugs and that disgusting sex they do. The Boss knew in his heart his parents were right for throwing his brother David out of the house when they found out about his deviant ways. He could not blame them for not wanting the devil in their house. David would not repent; he would not give up his ways, so they had no choice. They had to send him away.
The Boss hated the fags for turning David into a sick pervert. If only David would have denounced the Devil, he could have come home. But David kept saying it was not a choice, he could not change who he was. He wouldn't change; the Devil had him under his control!
David was too young to be on the streets. He was too young to be controlled by the Devil. He was too young to die. Damn the Fags to hell! They were paying now for what they had one to David and to all the others they had corrupted and destroyed.
Brent had requested a staff meeting on Monday afternoon to review the latest information. After his update, he put the question to the group.
"If someone hacked into OutNow’s subscription list, then what where they doing with it? Was it a single operation, or where they dealing with lots of groups using the same list?
The staff remained quiet at first as they mulled over their thoughts.
"I say its one group," responded Michael.
"Why?" asked Brent in an honest query as to Michael's thoughts.
"The case load is increasing on all fronts at the same speed. Therefore, it makes since that a single group was working the list. If it was different groups, we would see fluctuations in the case load."
"OK. That's a good start," responded Brent. "So, now the question is; how are they doing it?"
"Let's assume," started Curtis, "that if a hacker had gotten into OutNow’s system that they would hack into other PCs."
"So you think the hacker is part of this problem?"
"It makes since. How else would they be able to get ID's, fake arrests and such. A hacker or hackers would find this the perfect challenge for them. They live for breaking into PCs and creating havoc."
"True," responded Sarah, "but, this is more then havoc. They are clearly messing with people’s lives."
"OK. So we have a hacker or two making a mess. But why? Why are they focused on just Homo's?" Asked Nicole.
The group fell silent pondering that question.
"It's the new way to fight us," said DJ.
The group looked at DJ for more clarification on his statement.
"Look what happened after G.A.P.H. Public opinion turned in our favor. What better way to discredit us, but to mess with us, our credit, our legal standing, our children. Discredit us publicly, legally, and they take away our support."
"Good point," said Brent. "Now the question is; 'Who are they?"
Brent realized that no one would have an answer to that question. He had already discussed all these issues with Curtis. Both of them had come up with the same answers. They knew though, the staff had to also come up with the same answers. This would help them unite in finding out who they were dealing with. To have the team focus on the answer would help end this problem as quickly as possible.
After a few minutes of silence, Brent knew it was time to let the group go.
"Before you go back tot eh files and try to find that piece of information we so desperately need to find, so we can find these people, remember this. The OutNow subscription list is over 100,000 names. We have over 10,000 files so far. We need to stop this group fast before they reach their goal.
"If you come up with anything, let me know about it. We need all the help we can get. Now get out there and find them."
The group broke up to get back to work. Both Nicole and Curtis stayed to review information with Brent.
"What about Lenora?" Asked Nicole after the room was cleared.
"Do you think she can help?" asked Brent
"She has so far. It's worth a try," responded Nicole.
"Then give her a call," Brent said to Nicole.
Brent had taken a couple of minutes out of his busy day to think about what was happening across America. He also pondered his options, which were very limited, all while looking down at his staff from the balcony. What had been arranged in the peaceful harmony concept of Feng Shui only two months ago had lost its harmony due to the increased work load for everyone. Files were stacked on all the desks, next to them on file cabinets, and a few on the floor. This would be a very profitable year. Just not in the fashion Brent would have liked.
He shaked his head as he realized that he had been making money for 15 plus years at someone else's pain and grief. Seeing he files below him, only electrified how much pain and grief was out there in the world. Maybe it was time to give it all up, to find something more peaceful to do?
"Brent, line four," yelled Michael from the bottom of the stairs up to Brent jolting him out of his thoughts.
"Who is it?"
"A reporter from the Washington Blade."
Brent had wondered how long it would take for the press to contact him after the OutNow article had come out. The Washington Blade, a gay paper out of Washington, D.C., which owned several others in the south, was the first to contact Brent, and it took them 1 week. Either they were slow on the job, or they had done some research first to see if the OutNow story was really legit.
"Have them hold while I get Curtis. Have Nicole join us too,” Brent yelled down as he turned to go to Curtis's office at the other end of the balcony.
Nicole was coming up the stairs as the boys were coming down the walkway to Brent's office. The three entered the office and took their seats. Nicole to Brent's left, Curtis to the right. Both facing Brent, who sat behind his desk. With a quick look at the two across from him, he pushed down on the button for line 4 and began to talk.
"This is Brent Walsh," he began. "Who am I talking with?"
"Mr. Walsh, thank you for taking my call. My name is Suzanne Griffin; I'm a reporter from the Blade." Suzanne's voice was a masculine female voice; polite, but firm.
"What can I do for you?"
"I'm calling about the article in OutNow. Is it true that you believe something is going on, a conspiracy of some sort?"
"Yep. Based on our case load and what information we have gathered."
The rest of the questions were the same as OutNow's asking the who, what and how's like every reporter would do. When the initial question and answer session was done, Brent asked one to Suzanne.
"Have you spoken to anyone else about this?"
"Do you mean, have I interviewed someone else, or have I done any research about this?"
"I mean both of them."
"I've contacted the Lambda Legal Defense Fund first to see if they had any thoughts," Suzanne paused before sharing her information. This pause caused the threesome to perk up with anticipation as to what Lambda had experienced. “Terry, the Executive Director told me that they have been seeing an increase in calls over the past year, and like you over the past six months even a greater increase in calls. He also told me that it seemed very unusual."
"Anything else you can share with me?"
"There's not much. Just everyone is now watching you to see what is happening, and with your past success with GAPH, they are all hoping you find out what is happening fast."
"No pressure there," laughed Brent.
"Sorry about that," Suzanne said in a softer voice.
"No need. As soon as we know something solid, we'll let the press know."
"Thanks Brent, I would appreciate that."
The interview was over as Suzanne hung up.
"Nicole, can you call Terry at Lambda and see if there is anything we can work with. Make sure they have our web address to, for the questionnaire.
"Curtis, were do we stand on the hate list?"
"Tamara had finished it over the weekend. I was matching them with the files that Lenora had gone through."
"Any luck?"
"So far we've matched them all."
"What about NAB? Anything happening there?"
"Fredrickson called me this morning," began Nicole. "They are ready to move on them. They're just waiting for a few more charges to be made to make sure they have a solid case."
"Can we help any?" Asked Curtis.
"From what I understand, it's just a waiting game now."
"What about Lenora?"
"She's ready to help. Just have to let her know how."
"Let's get her in here tomorrow and see what we can do."
Special Agent Fredrickson sat in his simple government office waiting for that one phone call that would launch the raid on NAB. The hardest part for any cop was the waiting for the criminal to screw up. They always did, it was just a matter of when. His patients was just about to pay off big.
The call came in just after 3 PM from the Visa processing center. A charge of over $800 had been made on the fake card. More then enough to put it over the felony limit and to secure a solid felony charge. It also gave him plenty of time to get the warrants, and to set up a raid against their small farm house for the early morning hours to follow.
A total of 50 agents from the FBI and Postal Service were involved in the raid at 6 AM on a Thursday morning in early July. It was one of the quietest raids in recent history for the FBI. Excluding the concussion grenades that were fired in the beginning seconds, no gun fire was heard. The orders were to take everyone alive, as quickly as possible. Once the adults wee out of the house, the six children ranging in ages from 1 year old to 16 were removed and placed in vehicles from children services. The children were rushed away quickly to help limit the visual tragedy of what had happened. For the 24 adults; 18 men and 6 women, they were divided and separated for questioning as the agents went through the house carefully looking for any evidence they could find. To SA Fredrickson's amazement, they found credit card receipts in a box sorted by name, all in a nice neat pile.
Fredrickson stood their looking at the box in pure amazement, not for his luck, but for their stupidity. To keep the evidence of your crime is truly dumb. He ordered them to bag the receipts up and have them checked for fingerprints and to prepare them for handwriting analysis as well.
It took Fredrickson and his co-workers until late afternoon to finish up their initial investigation. On his way back to his office, he put a call in to Nicole.
"Jack, as you know, this is probably part of a larger national case," started Nicole after she was told what had happened earlier in the day. She tried to warm him up to an off the wall suggestion. "I'd like to bring someone with me to sit in on your interrogations."
"That's not really ethical, Nicole."
"I know, but no one will know we're there. We'll be in another room out of their site. Just close enough to tap in."
"Tap in?" responded Fredrickson in a calm but concerned voice.
"Kind of," said Nicole quietly as she knew this would be touchy. "I'm bringing a psychic with me."
Nicole paused waiting for the objection she knew was coming. Another few seconds of silence went by and no objection. This surprised her more then anything.
"She helped us find out about NAB and we have had luck finding other groups doing the same thing. We know they are all tied together, we just can't prove how. I know that she can help."
"Un-officially, we have used them before, and I know they can help," Fredrickson said calmly. He knew that any information obtained from them could not be used in court. But, there were ways around it.
"We'll be starting first thing tomorrow morning. Can you be here?"
"Can you have a car pick us up at the airport?"
"What time?"
"Let me get our flights arranged and I'll call you back within a half hour."
"I'll be back in the office by then. Call me there."
"Great. I'll call you then." Nicole hung up so fast she forgot to say good bye to Fredrickson. She wanted to arrange the flights and other arrangements as quickly as possible before he could change his mind.
Nicole got Michael to arrange for the flights. He found a flight out of Hobby leaving at 8 PM that gave her 5 hours to pull it together. She had him put a hold on it while she confirmed with Lenora.
Lenora was just finishing up on reviewing the latest files to come in for ID theft when Nicole walked into the conference room.
Nicole presented her idea to Lenora carefully outlining what her hopes and goals were. Lenora agreed it would be well worth the trip. The two agreed to go home to pack for a couple of days. Nicole would pick Lenora up at her home on the way out. To allow for traffic, and security at the airport, they had 1 hour to get home and pack.
Both ladies walked out of the conference room to go home. Nicole stopped long enough to tell Brent she was leaving and that she would call him from the car to explain what was going on. Before Brent could respond, she was out the door and heading down the stairs. Time was of the essence and she wasn't going to waste any of it. She told Michael to go ahead and get the E-tickets for her and Lenora as she headed out the front door.
Once in her car, she called her mom to tell her about the trip and asked her to throw some clothes in an overnight bag. She was now heading west on the Seawall when she called Brent to fill him in on the arrest and her trip with Lenora. They both agreed to get the FBI to put a lid on any press release for as long as possible, so they didn't scare the others into hiding.
Traffic had not gotten too busy yet and she was able to get to her beach house in record time. She was just finishing her call with Fredrickson as she pulled into the driveway. She was ahead of time by 15 minutes, which allowed her a couple of extra minutes to talk with Alan and her mom before rushing out the door once again.
The flight was on time. The two ladies arrived relaxed and at ease compared to their rushing around just a few hours earlier. Nicole got the rent a car while Lenora arranged for the hotel rooms. Another 30 minutes later, they were at the hotel checking in.
Both of them agreed to order dinner in their rooms and to get a good nights rest. Lenora knew that it would take a lot of energy to read a variety of people. Hopefully, it wouldn't take all day. But she prepared herself none the less. This could prove to be a major break for them. She wanted to be a part of its success.
Nicole and Lenora arrived at the FBI office at 9 AM sharp. They were given visitor passes and lead up stairs to the room adjacent to the interrogation room. When they walked in, it was not a surprise to see how cold and stale it was. Exactly as expected with the two way mirror.
When they looked in to the other room they saw a woman in her late 60's sitting in a plain metal chair at a five foot metal table. She was scared and nervous. Nicole thought of her mother at first and her heart went out to her until she remembered what these people had done and what they wee capable of doing. Any sympathy she had for her was immediately washed away and replaced by disgust and anger. Lenora had been watching Nicole and saw the quickness her emotions had changed by her facial expressions. Lenora grabbed her hand to calm her down. It worked, for Nicole looked at Lenora and suddenly realized where she was.
Lenora walked over to a chair closes to the window while Nicole moved to a chair behind her. Both of them sat there watching the older lady, writing for something to happen.
S.A. Fredrickson came through the door first, followed by another agent introduced to Nicole and Lenora as agent Jackson. The four of them would be sitting in the room to take notes and to pass on information to the interrogator, who had walked into the other room at the same time Fredrickson arrived.
Agent Smyth was a woman about 40 or so. Well groomed and articulate, clearly a psych major Nicole thought. IT would be interesting to see how she worked on this lady. It didn't take long to see her approach. She acted as her friend with general chat, checking on her health and well being. It appeared to be working for now.
"Her son is the leader," said Lenora. "His name is Christopher and she's worried about him."
No one in the room had noticed Lenora's actions, or lack of. Each was caught off guard by her statement.
Fredrickson took a quick look at his list and saw one male, age 35 named Christopher Warren. A different last name then the lady's in the other room. He made a mark next to it. He then lifted his left arm to his face and in a quite voice told agent Smyth the information.
Agent Smyth told the lady that Christopher was OK. And the lady took a deep breath to relax. Clearly Lenora was right. The two ladies continued to talk in general terms. Agent Smyth as was able to get some basic information from her, but nothing of great value.
Fredrickson told her to end the conversation; it was time to change out suspects. Lenora asked to see Fredrickson's suspect list. He paused at first but agreed. Once in Lenora's hands she reviewed each name to get a feel. When she was done she handed it back to Fredrickson and pointed out the six people who had used the credit cards. Christopher was not one of them. Fredrickson decided to bring in Carla Jones a 20 something old lady that Lenora had picked out from the list. HE was hopping she would turn on Christopher.
While they switched suspects, Lenora and Nicole stepped outside to get some coffee and water. As they stood at the break area, Carla walked bye. Nicole saw a scared girl, Lenora felt a frightened and very sad girl. Lenora was quick to relay to Fredrickson that Carla was forced into having an abortion by Christopher. A bit of information that Agent Smyth would use with little effort to get Carla to turn on Christopher. It was like watching an artist creating a masterpiece right in front of them. Simple, beautiful and awe inspiring.
Carla was in and out of the room within 20 minutes. The case was building against Christopher tighter then a nuclear waste drum. Fredrickson now called for Christopher to come in.
Christopher had chosen to take a tough mans approach in his attitude, an approach that agent Smyth enjoyed for she loved turning these types of characters. It was just a matter of time, but she would get him to rumble. For Lenora, it was a little harder to penetrate Christopher. He had built a good wall around him. Lenora could only hope that agent Smyth would break him fast so she could get in. For now Lenora would just sit back and watch, waiting for that moment to 'tap' in.
It took agent Smyth an hour of going back and forth with Christopher. It was clear that he disrespected women. All the ladies were loosing their cool with him, but Agent Smyth didn't show it. She told him that his mom was ok, that his girlfriend Carla had turned on him, and then shed indicated that the others had too. She rattled off the other five names to him and told him how he would go down for a long, long time. She then hit him hard by implying that he was to dumb to have created this arrangement. That sent him off on a tyrant of yelling and cursing at agent Smyth. She had gotten to him. All of the ladies were loving it. Once he calmed down, Lenora was able to 'tap' in. She saw the connection between the various groups. It was another group, slightly larger then NAB out of South Carolina. This was the main source of information that would connect all the groups.
Lenora passed on the information to Fredrickson, who wrote it down and then told agent Smyth via her ear piece. She used the info as best as she could. Fredrickson sent Jackson to research the information. It was about ten minutes later when Jackson returned with the groups name and pictures of the group members. Fredrickson told agent Smyth to step out so he could give her the info.
The two talked outside in the hall for a minute before Agent Smyth walked back in the room with Christopher to give him the pictures. She tried to get him to realize how long he was going away for as the mastermind, unless he turned over on the one in charge of the scam. He acted though and dumb, using cuss words and trying to play ignorant as usual. Agent Smyth was growing tired of the game. Lenora knew it would be up to her to find something to make him crack. Nothing was coming to her, or to agent Smyth. Fredrickson decided to call for a lunch break.
Nicole and Lenora joined the agents for lunch across the street at a simple deli. While eating they discussed how to break Christopher down. They needed a solid link to South Carolina, before they could move forward on the ID theft, or on any of the cases pilling up back at their office.
The conscious from the group was to offer a deal to Christopher. A gent Smyth pointed out Christopher's discomfort about having his mom in jail, so that would be the major bargaining tool. The second item and last item was to convince Christopher that they could reduce the jail time from 100 plus years down to 20 or so. Remind him that he's still young to make a good life for himself when he got out.
They all agreed the offer should work. Lenora tried to think of anything else she could come up with, but she was helpless. Nothing was coming to her. She finally had to concede that it was up to the FBI to do their work.
Once they started to work on Christopher, it didn't take long for him to turn on Bubba Johnson, his contact in South Carolina. Fredrickson immediately left the room when Christopher turned to notify the regional Director. Nicole and Lenora also left the room. Their job was done here. They waited for Fredrickson to come back before they left for the hotel.
Fredrickson was in great spirits when he came back. The Regional gave him command of the operations. This could mean a promotion if all went well. He shared the news with Nicole and Lenora and then asked for their assistance once they were able to move on the Carolina Brotherhood. They both agreed to be available when it was time. For now, it was time for the ladies to go home content that they had made a major step forward in bringing down this group.
Nicole's excitement was limited as she knew that this was only one step in the process. How they all tied together was the million dollar question. Everyone who was now involved in this, knew that a connection tot eh group, to OutNow magazine had to exist. A sentiment shared by Brent when Nicole called him to tell him of the progress. Brent did not fail to compliment them as well. He now had to see how Lenora could help tie it all together.
The ladies caught the first flight home to Houston that night. Both would rest up at home and meet back at the office by noon on Friday. The week had proved to be good. They now wanted to focus on the next one or two to see if this was a turning point for them or just a false alarm.
Terry, the Executive Director of the Lambda Legal Defense Fund called Nicole back while she was in Nebraska, Brent took the call. The two of them discussed the case load Brent had versus the calls that Lambda was getting. Just like the lawyers in New York, Lambda was dealing with the same problem. For now the only thing Lambda could do was to get the callers to access Brent's web site and feel in the questionnaire. They both hoped it would prove valuable once they settled this problem. The clean up of this mess was going to take a lot of time and money. What information they could gather now would help greatly reduce time and money spent down the road.
Lawrence and his group had returned back to Houston with little success at OutNow offices. They found a file that had been left by a hacker, but they were not sure if it was 'the one', of from another hacker. While there, the group did run a few tests to check on the systems firewall protection. It was pretty sound, but they were able to break in a couple of times.
The group left the Editor with a list of suggestions and recommendations to follow to help improve security. He agreed to begin working on it immediately. In the mean time if their system was hacked into again, they were to notify Lawrence immediately, so he could try to trace it.
Brent was a bit disappointed by the news, for he was hoping for something to work with. Something to lead back tot he perverts who were causing misery and havoc.
For now, they would just have to keep working the files as usual.
Chapter 7
Mr. Reader had been sitting back watching the people in the warehouse from a distance since the video conference the Boss had had with the unknown group He was quite concerned by the information he had picked up. If any thing, he knew now how ruthless these people were and to what length they would go to protect them selves, and their beloved power trips.
He had to laugh at the final point. He knew all to well that what they did was nothing compared to what the Reader and others like him could do. Even the military in the U.S. And the once powerful U.S.S.R. knew the value of his type of people. One day everyone would know, until then he had to keep his abilities limited to their knowledge.
During the past two weeks the reader spent time reviewing the work progress of the boss and his staff. Everything had been moving along as planned. Everyone was busy and in a mood of excitement knowing that they were achieving their goals. They were how the new wars were to be fought. A slow way granted, but a more harmful, accurate way of taking down the enemy.
It was now time to plant a bug in the presses ear. Start getting them to see the wrongs of the gay movement. He would do this by having a national reporter start the investigation. He had pondered and researched which reporter would be best for this job. A liberal, a woman he decided would give the most credibility to accomplish his goal.
Ms. Tammy Carla was one of CNN's newest rising stars for the network. She was a tad over aggressive, which made her the perfect choice for him. In her home town of Tucson, Arizona, she had won several local and regional Emmy's for her investigative reporting. This would help in her credibility while she investigated the 'gay truth'.
The Reader had been keeping a tab on her for the past week as she traveled across the country covering different stories for CNN. He now relaxed in his box at the warehouse as he focused in on Tammy. He found her relaxing at her Atlanta apartment on a warm summer’s night. No one could be detected around her, a perfect set up for the Reader.
He tapped into her consciousness quickly and easily as she was already relaxed. He accessed her mind and was done in a matter of two minutes, just long enough to plant the seed.
"The gay movement is a sham. They use it to hide their deviant ways. Check into the number of fraud cases, adoption cases and other crimes that have increased in the past year. They can no longer hide who they are. It's time to tell the truth. You are the one to do it."
A small smile creped on his lips as he admired how easy it was to fuck with peoples mind. They never knew what was going on. Most of the time, they thought it was a message from God, an insight into something special.
Mr. Reader will follow up with her in a couple of days to see how things were going. For now he would keep an eye on the Boss and his staff to make sure no problems cropped up.
Special Agent Fredrickson had gone on to Eadytown, a small town about 100 miles South East from Columbia, South Carolina's capital. It was the largest town to Marion where the Carolina's Brotherhood was located. He would set up operations from there. It gave him the ability to remain out of sight while they watched the brotherhood.
His main concern now was to verify the information the Regional office had on the brotherhood, watch them for a few days, figuring out their habits, and most importantly to see if there was any indication of guns in mass quantities around.
In the mean time, he alerted all FBI offices through the Regional Director that an ID theft ring was in full production. He gave all of the group’s names and stated that no action was to be taken until the brotherhood had been taken down. He didn't want to ruin his surprise for them, and give them a chance to destroy any evidence they may have.
He was counting on Nicole and her partners to continue getting evidence tying everyone together. Once the Brotherhood was brought down, the others would be brought down and the final links would be connected. It was a sit and wait game for now.
Floyd and Jesse from Ft. Lauderdale, FL were ready for their interview with the adoption service. They knew that they had done nothing wrong at any time to their children or to any foster children, but for what ever reason, a black mark was in their file and this meeting had to happen to clear their name.
The two men sat in a conference room holding each others hand under the table. The more flamboyant Jesse would have insisted it be done on top of the table for all to see. For he refused to ever hide who and what he was. On this occasion, Jesse had felt it would be best to 'tone' it down. He knew that the political climate towards gays and lesbians had shifted greatly since the Bush governorship had some to Florida. It was more then clear in adoptions, and becoming even clearer through statements and lack of action towards the community. He knew that supporting each other was of high priority. But, to put it out there at this moment may in fact hurt them more. Jesse hated the thought of hiding it, but he also agreed with Floyd, for now at least.
Other then the false attack on them, the temporary disgust and innocence it meant for them, their biggest concern where their children who were being interviewed separately. They had taught their children to respect everyone for who they were, and not to lie, so they had confidence in their children. They did not however have confidence in the system that had brought them to this point.
When it came to allegations of abuse of any type, the justice system did not believe a single adult, and felt that children in general would lie out of fear of a parents potential to harm them then try to protect the parent. It was therefore up to child physiologist and therapist to bring out the truth from a child with any means necessary.
Jesse and Floyd would show discipline to the children as required, but they would show love to them as any parent would, as much as possible. They did their best to make sure their children knew they were loved at all times, including the times of punishment. This was Jesse's forties with the children.
At the same time they did not hide their love for each other. A kiss, a hug, a touch, was done in full view of the children. However, any sexual contact or innuendoes would be done in private. They lived their lives just like every other 'straight' couple did, who had children.
They had done nothing wrong. They had cared for and loved their children just like the thousands of gay and lesbian couples and the millions of straight couples in America. So why then, were they worried about the interview? By the end of three hours of questioning together and separately, they fully understood why they had been worried.
The children had been interviewed and it was agreed that 'if' something had happen, they were not going to tell. The therapist agreed that they had not seen any outer signs of trauma, or any physical signs of damage. But, they were not 100% sure. Doubt still existed in their minds.
As for Jesse's and Floyd's interview, it was not a question or even an assumption that they were innocent until proven guilty, they were guilty and the agency wanted a confession. They would insist that something had happened. The questions were allegations with no proof. The agency told them that a confession would be easier on them in the long run. When the threats and tormenting didn't work, they were separated.
Within a half hour of separation, they were both told that the other one had turned on them. A gain, they were given a chance to confess, make it easier on them. Both of them couldn't confess to something they hadn't done. It was Jesse who had put a stop to the bizarre questioning.
After the supposed 'turn' that Jesse was told about, his Spanish anger had finally hit its boiling point. He stood up and looked down at the man who had been questioning him and told him to "Go Fuck Himself!" He further advised the man that the meeting was over and he, Floyd and the children were leaving. They would have to arrest him to stop him from leaving which was something he had prayed would not happen, he was right.
Jesse left the room and walked over to the room across the hall. He opened the door and told Floyd to get off his ass, they were leaving. The women who had been interrogating Floyd stood up to confront Jesse, but Jesse was in no mood for her. He in effect relayed the same statement to her while Floyd stood up smiling at Jesse as he joined his lover at the door. The two men left and headed down the hallway to collect their children. By now the agency staff was following them down the corridor yelling at them, threatening them with arrest and prosecution if they didn't return to the rooms.
Floyd realized that this was only angering Jesse more. When the two of them arrived at the play room, Floyd let Jesse in to get their children, then turned to the agency staff and gave them a piece of his mind.
"Listen here. At no time have you given us any information of what this is about, just some accusation had been made. You have lied to us. You have treated us as criminals today and you have messed with our kids.
"You have nothing. Just a witch hunt against us because we're gay, that's it. Well you know what? We're walking out of here with our children and you had better not stop us.
"As for this witch hunt, after you shove it up your ass, take it to Bush and his religious right goons and shove it up their asses."
With that, he, Jesse and their two children walked out of the agency. Within an hour they were at home trying to calm down, while the kids were outside playing games in the backyard. Floyd got on the phone to call Sarah at Brent's office to fill her in. He then called the local gay paper and filled them in on what had happen. He was doing his best to protect his family by letting others know of what had happen. Maybe the press could put some heat on the agency and make them back off. It was a long shoot, but he had to try.
Sarah sat at her desk pondering the phone call from Floyd. She could understand his frustration as she had already heard it from a dozen other clients. Each of them accused of something, all pleading innocent and no actual evidence to back it up. A witch hunt all across the nation is how it appeared to her. But as with her co-workers, no one could prove anything. She went to Brent to see if she was missing something.
Brent had asked for Curtis and Nicole to join them in the discussion. All of them had heard Sarah out. There was nothing new or different then previous. Their only thought was to see if Lenora was able to pull something from the files.
Lenora was eager to help, especially after her successful trip to Nebraska. Even Brent and Curtis were pleased with the arrest and possible movement of the case. FI she could find a solid lead with these cases, it would help a great deal. The files for Florida were brought into the conference room for Lenora to review.
She spent three hours going through each of them. Just as she had with the ID thefts, she put the files in piles. In this case they were separated by agency names, and on each pile she wrote a persons name. She could not determine what that person had to do with the case, for it seemed to her as only a smoke screen. There was something, someone behind the person, directing, controlling that person’s action.
By the time she had finished the piles, she took the set that had Jesse and Floyd's file in it. She sat back in her chair, closed her eyes and tried to focus in on what that person had to do with the case.
A shrill scream was let out by Lenora that shattered every ones thoughts and nerves. With a quick robot like movement, every head had snapped to look at the conference room in the middle of the second floor, where Lenora was. Brent, Curtis and Nicole all rushed to the room to see what had happen.
Lenora sat in her chair wide eyed pale and hyper ventilating. Nicole moved first to her side to see if she was OK.
"What happened?" asked Curtis, as he looked around the room for a possible explanation.
Nicole kept asking Lenora if she was OK, it took Lenora a minute or two to regain her composure. She looked at Nicole scared by what she had seen. Lenora took the glass of water Nicole had offered her. She drank it down quickly before closing her eyes. She then sat back in her chair again; relaxed her breathing some what regularly, as she began to tell them what had happened.
"I was tapping into someone. A female at an adoption agency, or a CPS office, I'm not sure which," she grasped for more breath before going on. "I found her and started to go inside of her mind to find out why she was a part of the case.
"Then suddenly out of no where this hideous creature came at me. God it was grouse." She paused again as she remembered how ugly it was. Her breathing had increased to heavy panting again. She calmed herself down and drank from her glass of water. She knew she had to talk about it. But she was afraid, scared of what it meant.
"It was a mixture of colors, green, purple, red. Not bright and cheerful, but dark, slimy, grotesque like colors. Its head had no eyes, like yours or mine, but holes where eyes would go. Instead worms, bugs, cockroaches," Lenora's body shook at the thought of what she was describing. She hated cockroaches and seeing them come out of eye sockets made her sick. "There weren’t any eyes, just bugs. Slime all over the place.
"It looked straight at me and told me to go away. I had no business being here." Another pause as she looked at Nicole first who was kneeling next to her and then to Brent and Curtis standing in front of her across the table. "It told me in a very firm, high pitched scream, that if I came back, it would kill me."
Curtis, Brent and Nicole all exchanged looks. This was all new and strange to them. It was as if it came out of a movie. They found it a bit hard to understand and to comprehend. Lenora sensed their disbelief as she began to speak again.
"I know what you’re thinking, and yes it's true. I've heard of this before from a couple of colleagues. It's what we call a 'note', “Lenora realized she would have to explain it in terms that they could understand.
"You know those yellow stickem's you use. Well, imagine one of those with a mini movie playing on it. Or better yet, when you’re on the internet and you click on a button, you get a pop up display warning you of something. Well it's like that, but with a movie, a graphic playing on it.
"That's what someone with my power can go in to make someone do something, and then leave a warning behind for anyone who finds it.
"They're harmless in reality, if they don't scare the shit out of you, like this one just did."
"You telling me that someone like you is involved in this?" Asked Brent a bit angry.
"It appears so. The difference is that they are evil. They are purposely doing this to hurt people."
The conference room was quite as everyone wondered what they were up against.
"Nicole, once Lenora is calmed down, the two of you join us in my office," said Brent as he walked out with Curtis following behind him. Brent needed a minute to clear his thoughts and to put all of this in prospective.
Curtis knew that he should let Brent think this out in his mind first. He would analyze it in his mind while he waited for Brent. When Brent was ready, he would ask Curtis and the others questions.
About ten minutes had past before Nicole and Lenora joined them in the office. Before they could sit down, Brent asked his first question.
"How can we find out who this person is?"
"We can't," said Lenora. "By putting the note there, they blocked me from seeing or feeling who it was."
"Can we find out why they're doing this?"
"No. Other then what I have accomplished to now, there is not much more I can do."
"What about the person you taped into?"
"I'm not sure," Lenora paused as she knew what she was about to say would disturb all of them. "The person doesn't know that I taped in. But the note may have some after effect, or it may do nothing at all."
"What type of after effect are you talking about?" Asked Curtis who squirmed in his seat as he said it.
"I've heard that once a note is activated, it will start to appear in the person's dreams. Other then that, I don't know of anything else."
"You know who the person is, right?" Asked Curtis.
Lenora nodded her head yes.
"Then you can tap in to check in on them in a week or so to see if they're OK?"
"Yes."
"Good," said Brent. Let's keep a tab on them to make sure they don't suffer."
"Do they know what they did?" Asked Nicole.
"Probably not," said Lenora. "They were just a mole, nothing more."
"OK. We're back at ground zero for the most part. Lenora, go easy from this point forward. None of us need another heart attack. OK?"
"No problem on this side. In fact, I think I'll call it quits for this week. I need a break to refresh my batteries before next week starts."
"Sounds good to me. In fact Curtis, tell everyone to go home early today, and not to come in this weekend. We all need a break."
Everyone but Brent stood up and left the office. As Nicole and Lenora walked down the stairs, Curtis yelled down to the staff to get their attention. Once they were all looking up at him, he told them of the news. Some where not happy as they felt an obligation to work on the cases. Curtis, however, was strong and forceful in telling them of Brent's decision.
Finally, everyone agreed that it would be best and started to wrap things up to go home. An hour later, Curtis and Brent were the last ones to walk out of the office, locking the doors behind them until Monday morning.
The weekend was relaxing and uneventful for Brent and Curtis. They had received one phone call that surprised them, for they had not really gotten involved in local politics or community events before. The man on the phone had identified himself as the new president of the Galveston Pride committee. He had called to invite them to participate with the group in Galveston's first Gay Pride parade scheduled for the May 4th of 2003. It was almost a year away for them and with the current case issue; they said they would consider it. Other then that, it was another hot humid weekend in Galveston.
Tammy Carla had spent the weekend researching the story idea she had thought of a few days earlier. She couldn't believe someone else hadn't thought of it. A movement based on Civil Rights, might actually be a ruse to cover up a larger problem. Granted, she knew how far fetched the idea was, but she also knew that cover-ups have been a part of American history for a very long time. It had only become fashionable, even acceptable by American society since the 40's. It was only logical then for a group of people to take it one step further; to cover up their own sick psychology by claiming lack of civil rights.
The only nagging item in the back of her head was the feeling she was wrong. She had dealt with that feeling on other stories before, and like those, she knew that a full investigation was the only way to find out the truth, no matter what the truth was.
By Monday morning, she had prepared a list of places and people to contact. The Human Rights Campaign, (HRC), a gay political action group. The Lambda Legal Fund, the FBI's department of statistics, the Justice department's office of statistics and a few more governmental agencies that could provide information on gay and lesbian crimes. Once she had done that research, she then wanted to interview Brent Walsh and his staff. A right wing conspiracy theory was too much for her to believe. It was more logical to blame someone else for their own problems, after all, it's the American past time. And ever sense the Clinton affair, right wing conspiracy theories seemed to exist for every aliment in society today.
DJ had been patiently waiting for a report from a private company out of Maryland who specializes in DNA testing. He had sent several envelopes and the threatening letters that had been enclosed to the lab in hopes of finding someone's DNA. Unfortunately, when the report finally arrived on Monday, it came back blank. They could not find any type of DNA or anything else to assist them.
His previous tests for finger prints had already came back with nothing; this was his last hope for his case load.
Like everyone else in his office, each one was desperately trying to find a link to a human being. Nothing, zilch, just more frustration for him as he hits another dead end.
The cases continued to come in, transgender people of both sexes were being outed in alarming rates. He had already had to close a dozen cases as unsolved only because the person chooses to kill themselves instead of facing public humiliation. Deep inside of his tormented heart and mind, he prayed that a break would come real soon. Another suicide was more then he could bear.
Wayne Holierman was of average height, average looks, average weight, not to skinny, not to fat. He had dishwater blond hair color and a dark brown mustache. He grew up in a middle class neighborhood, with an average family; 2 parents and 3 siblings. He played sports in school and excelled well in higher academics. He was as average as most males his age in America.
He had never been arrested before, and was extremely surprised when he was pulled over for a tail light being out on his car, only to be arrested on a rape charge of a minor. A drive out in the country to unwind had gone terribly wrong.
A rape charge was beyond belief in of it's self, but of a minor. His head couldn't grasp the thought. He never looked at another man under the age of 30, for he felt they were to young and way to wild in behavior for him. So a minor, how ridiculous the thought was.
He was brought into a small County jail, in a rural area of Wisconsin, about 100 miles from his home in Milwaukee. There were three large holding cells for the men who had been arrested that day. It wasn't a very busy day; only five or so men had been waiting for bail to arrive so they could go home.
Wayne was extremely nervous as he sat at the officer’s desk during the book-in procedures. A normal event of or the officers.
What Wayne did not know was that one man sitting in the waiting cell had heard what the charge against Wayne was. The officers had not disrespected Wayne's privacy, for they had been trained to be polite and courteous no matter what the charge was. Rough or restraining type of behavior was reserved for the rowdy inmate, the drunk and loaded inmate that would come in on a more regular basis. The problem for Wayne was how close the cell was to the officer’s desk. That maid it easy for anyone to hear what the charge was for the person being booked in.
The booking process took less then 30 minutes for Wayne. Once done, he was placed into the holding cell with the others and allowed to call someone to arrange bail which was set at $25,000. He called his best friend who was more then glad to help him out. It would be a matter of a few hours before he would be released and sent home.
The two deputies that were on duty left the booking area to get dinner for the other inmates, a normal procedure done a hundreds thousand times before.
With in seconds, Wayne found himself being confronted by the inmate who had overheard the arrest charge. Pervert, fag, queer, child molester, and a few other names were being slung verbally at Wayne. Before he realized the danger he was in, a group of angry men had descended upon him, beating him to near death.
The deputies were in the back area passing out dinner trays and could not hear the commotion in the front.
It only took the group of outraged men a few minutes to beat Wayne beyond recognition. They agreed that he deserved it and that no one would say anything about it. Two of the men picked up Wayne's limp body and sat him down on the toilet which was blocked by a metal screen wall from the front of the cell.
Each of the five men had been bailed out, one by one within a couple of hours. When it was time for Wayne to be bailed out, it was the first time the deputies realized there was a problem.
From time to time the deputies would look into the cell to count heads. They would of course see the man sitting in the cell, and when they were short one inmate, they would then look at the toilet screen which had over 20 one inch holes in it, and with the light above the toilet on, they could make out a man sitting on the commode. They added the body to the count and went on. The only time the officers were concerned with names was at the time of the persons bail release.
It was this counties policy to leave new inmates in the holding cell until the next morning, usually by 10 am they would then be moved to the cells in the back. This would allow for ample time for bail processing, and for the initial court proceeding, formally charging the inmate with a crime, if they had not made bail.
When Wayne didn't answer the call by one of the deputies, the deputy opened the metal door to walk in and wake him up. The deputy kept yelling at him to wake up until he turned the corner of the screen and saw the cold, limp body of Wayne Hollerman, age 34, white male of average looks and average height.
Clara put the file down after reading the police report. Tears welled up in her eyes as she began to cry. She lowered her head down into her hands and balled her head out.
The last paragraph on the report read as follows:
After careful review of the Milwaukee police and District Attorney's office, we can not find any information pertaining to the charge of 'Rape of a Minor.'
It was one more case of false arrest that Clara had on her desk. This one resulted in murder of the innocent victim, and the true criminals have gotten away free.
"Brent. Do you have a minute?" asked Curtis who had stuck his head into Brent's office.
"Sure Babe, what's up?" Brent responded looking up from his desk to Curtis.
"I think you need to see this."
Brent got up from his desk and walked to the door to join Curtis. "What's up?"
"Look at your staff," Curtis said as he walked Brent to the balcony. The two of them stood there looking down at a staff barely working.
Sarah was looking at pictures of families who were being torn apart.
Clara was crying into her hands because of the report on Wayne Hollerman.
DJ sat at his desk tapping a pencil on his desk in heavy thought and from Brent & Curtis's point of view he looked sad and troubled.
Michael was working with Tamara and Miguel, the newest staff members trying to process the files as quickly as they came in.
Lawrence sat at his desk looking at his monitor screen thinking or reading it was hard to tell.
Nicole and Lenora were in the conference room behind the boys talking about the case load.
"Something has to give soon Brent, or your staff will lose it."
Brent kept looking down at his staff; he knew that moments like this would happen. But there was strangeness to the sight, even more to the sound from below. It was as if his feeling of exhaustion was being displayed by his own staff. Even his thoughts of giving up on being a PI had seemed to have worked its way down to them.
He knew this was not the time to give up. Too many people were counting on him and his staff to find out what was happening. At least with the G.A.P.H. case, he knew who was responsible and he was able to do something about it. This time he was at a lost, his frustration he had thought had been hidden from his staff. But clearly he was seeing them acting like he felt. Guilt of failing them was now creeping into his psyche.
Brent turned to Curtis looking for comfort from him.
"I don't know what to do?"
Curtis took Brent in his arm and whispered into his ear. "You have to be the cheerleader, the one who whips his troops into excitement and into a rejuvenated feeling of eagerness, a 'CAN DO' feeling."
"But how, when I don't feel it myself?"
"Remember how you felt when the G.A.P.H. case came to an end." You were exhausted, scared and full of sadness for the ones that had died. You had to make a speech to the press and the crowd that had gathered. It was one of the most heart felt speeches of your life. You encouraged people, you moved people to live life. It's time for your staff to hear a speech like that, from your heart."
Brent pulled away from Curtis's chest as he looked into his eyes. He loved this man deeply, and he was feeling so special at that moment to have him in his life. Brent knew he was right, now it was up to him to make that speech. The only question was when?
Chapter 8
Nicole hung up the phone in the conference room with a hard snap of the receiver. Lenora looked up from the pictures that she had been studying to see what was going on. She could quickly tell that something was happening with the Carolina Brotherhood, Nicole's smile was just too large to be for anything else. Besides, Lenora had heard Fredrickson's voice on the phone. Nicole waived to Lenora for her to follow her, which she quickly did as Nicole almost ran out of the conference room.
"Brent, they're moving on the Brotherhood on Wed. morning. They want us to be there," yelled out Nicole with excitement in her voice.
"Great," responded Brent happy for some good news. "Have Michael arrange for Lenora and your flights."
"I will, but Fredrickson wants you and Curtis there too."
"Why?"
"He wants to make sure the office gets full credit on this one."
"That's a first for the FBI," laughed Brent with a great deal of cynicism. "We'll take him up on the offer before he changes his mind."
"Great. I'll get Michael started on the itinerary."
"No, I'll take care of it. I just got an idea," Brent said with a slight grin on his face.
"Care to share it?"
"Not yet."
"I think it's a great idea," said Lenora as she grabbed Nicole by the arm to lead her out of the room. "Let's call your mom so she can help you get packed."
Brent picked up his phone and called Curtis first and then Michael, asking for both of them to com in to his office. By the time he hung up from talking to Michael, Curtis was in the office wanting to know what was happening.
"Nicole just told me that the FBI wants us in Marion for the move on the Brotherhood. That's strange."
"Tell me about it," chuckled Brent again, knowing from past experience how hard it was to get the FBI to share any success on an operation. "I got an idea though that might help the morale around here."
"I'm all ears," Curtis said as he sat down in a chair in front of Brent's desk.
"I want our key staff members to go with us. I want them to bring pictures of the people who have been hurt by this."
"Why?"
"So we can put a human face to the problem. And as the same time, let the staff see first hand that their work is actually accomplishing something. That's what has been lacking for all of us. Seeing the end results."
"Sounds good to me."
"Hey Brent, you wanted to see me?" Chirped in Michael as he stood in the doorway to Brent's office.
"Yeah Michael. I need to know if Tamara and Miguel can do the job for a couple of days without you?"
"Sure, they can. Why?"
"I want you to arrange flights for Lenora, Nicole, DJ, Clara, Sarah, Curtis, you and myself to Columbia, S.C., for tomorrow. An early afternoon flight from Hobby preferably. Also arrange one night stay for us as well.
"What time do you want to come back?"
"See if anything is available after 8 PM."
"Car rentals?"
"Yeah," Brent paused a second as he counted on his fingers the number of people who were going. "Two sedans should work."
Michael began to walk out of the office when Brent stopped him with one last thought.
"Oh Michael, have Lawrence call them and fill in Tamara and Miguel about the trip. Make sure they are up to speed and know where and how to reach us. OK?"
Michael knobbed his head as he walked out.
Brent and Curtis reviewed the plan for any additional items that may help the cause and their staff morale. Lawrence called Brent while the two were talking.
"Hey Lawrence, Thanks for calling. I have decided that the staff is taking a trip tomorrow on business. But I'm asking for you to stay behind with Tamara and Miguel to manage the office. We'll be back on Thursday." Brent paused waiting for a response from Lawrence, but nothing was said.
"You need to understand that this is for the morale of the group and I appreciate your understanding with this."
"No problem Brent. I got to go to New York for a few days when the others didn't. Not an issue."
"Great. Thanks. Bye," Brent said hanging up on Lawrence. "Let's tell the staff. You get Nicole and Lenora to join us."
In a minute’s time, the four of them stood on the balcony looking down on the staff.
"Can I have your attention?" hollered Curtis down into the room below. His voice was always the loudest voice of the two men. Brent realized it came from years of yelling at criminals in New Orleans, always showing the domaince that was necessary to intimidate people.
"Nicole got a phone call from the FBI a few minutes ago. They will be moving on the Carolina Brotherhood on Wednesday."
A cheer came up from the staff. It was good news that they needed to hear.
"They have also asked us to be there when it happens. So we are going to use this to our advantage.
"Each of you will be joining us tomorrow when we fly out there," The staff looked surprised and stunned by Brent's statement as they looked around the room and then back up to Brent for confirmation of what they just heard. "Call who you need to to arrange baby-sitters or whatever you need. Then go through your files and pull the cases you want in front of the cameras. Call your clients and get their approval.
"We're going to put faces out there for the press to see. It's time to turn this around."
Brent's last words were said with strong conviction and vigor. The clapping and cheers he received from his staff was the reinforcement that he was looking for to confirm that what he was doing was the right thing to do.
"Michael will give you the flight information before you leave tonight. We'll be gone until late Wednesday evening.
"Now, let's bring those Basterd's down!" Brent turned to the other three for a response.
Large smiles were on all of their faces. Each agreed with his plans, now it was just a matter of making it happen.
"Brent, phone call on line 2," yelled Michael from his desk below them.
"Who is it?"
"Tammy Carla of CNN."
"I'll be right there," Brent hollered back down to Michael. To the others he said, "Well let's see what she wants."
The foursome took their usual spots around Brent's desk eager to hear what was going on.
"This is Brent. How can I help you?" He said into the speaker box.
"Hi Brent. I'm calling about a story I'm working on. And I have some questions for you. Do you have a minute?"
"Sure, how can I help?"
"I read the OutNow article and congrate's on your upcoming marriage to Curtis."
"Thanks."
"What I don't understand is how you believe that there is a conspiracy going on?"
"Simple. I have the cases to prove it."
"In what way?"
"They have all been connected to one item."
"Which is?"
"I'm sorry, I can't share that with you right now."
"Wont or can't as there is not a conspiracy against gays."
"Excuse me," said Brent with anger in his voice.
"I've been doing some research and I grant you that there is an increase in crime done by Gays and Lesbians, but I don't see a conspiracy."
"There is, trust me."
"I'd love too. But, I don't see one. Unless you can provide me with something solid to go on, I'm prepared to make my report that it's a hoax."
"A hoax!" yelled out Nicole. "Now see here Mrs. Carla."
"Who is this?"
"My name is Nicole McCormick, I was..."
"Oh yes. You and Brent worked on G.A.P.H."
"Right. And how dare you call this a hoax."
"Sorry Miss McCormick, but I have to report the facts. Right now I don't see anything to back up your claims. In fact, I wonder if this is just an attempt for you to drum up business."
"Hang on now," began Brent, with furry ragging in his voice. "That is completely false and without merit."
"Is it?"
"Look Mrs. Carla, I can not give you any facts right now, but I can invite you to meet me and my staff at Eadytown on Wednesday evening."
"Why there? I thought your office was in Texas?"
"It is. But our staff will be there to prove that this is not a hoax."
"This I've got to see. Can you give me anymore information?"
"No. But I must be real clear on this issue. You can not go on air or leak this information out to anyone until we have meet Wednesday. Is that understood?"
Silence feel in the room as the foursome waited eagerly for her response.
"Do we have an agreement Mrs. Carla?"
"I'll wait until Wednesday. But, you need to understand that I will go on air with what I have if you try to jerk me around. Do you understand Mr. Walsh?"
"Fair enough. Call my office here on Wednesday and leave a number were to reach you. We'll call you as soon as we can to meet."
"I mean it. I will go on the air if you try to screw with me."
"Talk with you on Wednesday, Mrs. Carla," said Brent as he pushed the disconnect button on the phone. He actually wanted to slam the phone down on her. He had seen the press play hardball before. It was not a pretty site, nor pleasant when on the other end of their rage.
The staff came in as usual on Tuesday morning. They spent the few hours they had to wrap up any last minute details necessary for their trip. At 10:30 AM they filled into the airport shuttle and headed off to Hobby airport for their 2 ½ hour flight. By 5:30 PM eastern time, they arrived in Columbia. The cars were waiting for the agency as planned. By 9 PM, they were at the hotel checking in.
Nicole called Fredrickson for the latest information on the raid. Just as before with NAB, it would be an early morning raid. He had arranged for one of his agents to meet her by 5 Am for the drive out to the farm. He also informed her that a press conference was scheduled at their hotel for 4:30 PM, in time to make the evening news, providing everything went as planned.
Brent and Curtis had been filled in on the latest while Nicole was brought up to date from their end.
"We've spoken to Mr. Sharp of OutNow and they are prepared to go public with the hacking, and how they may be involved involuntarily in this mess. They are working on a press release to be issued after the press conference.
"We agreed to stress that we are unable to link them to any wrong doing, in hopes to help reduce any legal repercussions towards them.
"The staff is ready with pictures and Michael has put together a great press release from our office as well.
"We just need to make sure we don't mess up on this raid."
"I agree," said Nicole.
"Lenora, what's your feeling on this?" Asked Curtis.
"You’re on the right track. Tomorrow should work out just fine."
"Good then, let's all get some rest. 5 AM rolls around to damn early these days."
The raid didn't go as smooth as NAB's did. The Brotherhood was prepared this time for the FBI. Luckily for everyone the gun battle was short, resulting in only one death. That of a young man who was determined to keep the police from entering the farm.
Brent's staff was far enough behind the lead FBI assault team to not see anything. When they heard the gun fire they all ducked down behind the cars. Once the all clear had been sounded, the staff got comfortable standing around watching the Brotherhood members come out of the house.
Sarah was startled to see the children coming out of the house. There were a total of 10 kids ranging in age from new born to 17. They were whisked off quickly by Child Protective Services.
Lenora was allowed to walk around the outside of the compound to get a feel from the arrested Brotherhood members. She was able to confirm who was in charge, and who the link was to the ID thefts. But, she was quick to tell the other three and Fredrickson that the one who did all the work was not here. He had never been.
This bit of information did not sit well with any of them. They all had wished for the main culprit to be here. They agreed to follow up with an interrogation back at the count jail. Until the, the FBI would process the crime scene with accuracy and thoroughness to avoid any screw ups or failures on the arrest. Fredrickson was the most admit of the four that no one would walk on a technicality.
The staff returned to the hotel by 1 PM. Brent, Lenora and Nicole went on to the county jail, while Curtis worked with the others to set up the displays for the press conference. The press release would not be as eventful as they were hoping for, but they planned to make it as excite full as they possibly could.
John "Bubba" Williams was a large size man in his late 50's. He consumed the chair he sat on. His stomach kept him from sitting properly at the conference table set up in the interrogation room. Lenora, Nicole and Brent sat in the other room watching the interrogation. Lenora sat closets to the window, with Nicole keeping notes. Brent just watched in fascination as Lenora did her thing.
Fredrickson sat next to Lenora, eagerly awaiting information. It did not flow as easily as the last time with NAB.
Lenora had picked up on a few things, but nothing of real importance. Agent myth was doing her job as usual, acting friendly to Mr. Williams. She wasn't getting much from him either.
A picture of a young man kept coming to mind each time Agent Smyth asked who was in charge, but Lenora couldn't understand or see the connection. No additional information was coming to her in a clear manor as before. The only think Lenora could determine was that this young man was the head of the organization. But it didn't make sense, for such an older man to take orders from a much younger man, a man who could be his son. That was it Lenora realized as she sat up in her chair leaning closer to the window for some form of confirmation that Mr. Williams was not willing to give.
"His son!" called out Lenora as shed told Fredrickson of her thought. He then ordered one of his agents to research it.
Fredrickson relayed Lenora's thought to Agent Smyth who then tried to use it on Mr. Williams. Everyone noticed the twitch in him when the subject was discussed.
Fredrickson's agent came back with a picture of his son. It was the face that Lenora was picking up on. Fredrickson then advised agent Smyth, who then told Mr. Williams that a warrant was being issued for his son's arrest. This clearly upset Mr. Williams.
Agent Smyth worked on him just as she had with NAB. It didn't work this time. Instead he closed up and just sat there quietly. It was clear to everyone that he would not cooperate. Fredrickson called agent Smyth out of the interrogation.
Fredrickson and his staff agreed that they would do their home work by checking phone records, emails, anything that would lead them to Henry Williams. They would limit the press release to an overview of the crime, leaving out the groups name and the names of those arrested. This would slow down the press a bit, and give the FBI the extra lead on finding the younger Mr. Williams.
Tammy Carla had arrived early on Wed. to do some snooping around. As she checked into the hotel where Brent was staying, her attention was drawn to the number of TV trucks that had already arrived and the reporters who were also arriving. After she checked in and went to her room, she got on the phone with her producer in Atlanta. Tammy wanted to know what was going on at the hotel. Her producer agreed to research it and call her back as soon as possible. In the mean time, Tammy went down stairs to find out any information she could on her own.
She walked into the banquet room to find any reporters from her affiliate office in Columbia or Charleston. The room was set up in a typical lecture style; two columns of chairs, 10 chairs wide and 10 rows deep. The cameras were being set up behind the last row of chairs, and some were along the side walls.
The FBI had been generous by offering fresh fruit, coffee, tea and water for the press to enjoy. A nice touch thought Tammy, not something done very often at these events.
After a few questions, she was only able to learn about the basic information and nothing else. The biggest question on her mind was if or why Brent was involved in this.
Tammy's cell phone rang, it was her producer who told her the same basic information. Tammy asked her to get a film crew out to her immediately. Something was happening with her story and she didn't want to miss out on the opportunity to be first.
The press conference was ready to begin on time. Curtis had a copy of OutNow’s press release as a back up. Anyone who requested a copy would have it faxed, or they could access OutNow's web site where it was displayed on the home page.
Tammy had captured a seat in the front row ready to launch into an attack on Brent when the opportunity presented itself.
Brent's staff was standing to the speaker’s right side next to an easel that had been covered with pictures on it. At the head table from left to right sat Curtis, Nicole, Brent the podium where Fredrickson was standing, his empty chair, Agent Smyth and one additional person from the Attorney general's Office.
Fredrickson had introduced everyone at the table to the press. He then went into a detail description of what had led up to the events of the day. Prior to the conference Brent and Fredrickson had agreed to release all information since they could not find any information on Henry Williams. He had covered his tracks, so it was their hope to put the heat on him by 'outing' him as the main conspirator of the ID thefts.
During the initial information release, Brent and his staff remained quiet. Once Fredrickson was done, he then turned it over to Brent to further explore what was happening.
"Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen of the press, my name is Brent Walsh and I am the president of Brent Walsh Investigations based in Galveston, Texas.
"My staff and I have been working on a variety of cases ranging from ID theft to adoption problems.
"It is estimated that there are over thirty million gays, lesbians, BI-sexual and Trans people in America. My office has received over 10,000 cases during the past year and a half, over 8,000 of those have come in since Jan. 1, 2002. We have average over 300 cases a week in the past two months alone. A very high and very alarming number of cases for gays and lesbians.
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