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Chapter One

 


Looking out of the window of the New York
City checker cab, Peter Sutherland couldn’t help but notice the
emerald colored sky above, but it did not register in his
analytical mind. His gaze panned toward the driver who was behind a
scuffed plastic barrier. Strange, Peter thought, the driver seemed
familiar somehow, but he had never been to the Big Apple before. He
settled back into the frayed leather seat and pulled out the
dissertation he was to present at tonight's annual symposium. He
had received the frantic call only two hours earlier back in
Chicago. Two hours had not given him much time to research,
theorize and write a dissertation on the comparative causes of
quantum physics, all the while getting to New York by plane.

Peter looked back to the driver who was a
large black male. With his curly hair coming out haphazardly from a
beret too small for his head he said, “We’re coming up on the hotel
in ten minutes mister,” with what sounded like a southern
drawl.

“Thanks. What's a southern boy doing up
in this stink hole?”

“Been here all my life, and don't knock
my town unless you want to walk!” The driver shook his head and
spit a large hocker out the window to emphasize his
disgust.

Peter knew better to shut up, but that voice
still came back and haunted him from his memories. Tokyo perhaps?
No, he thought, but one hell of a coincidence.

Looking out again, he saw that the sky was
now crimson red, but this still did not register up to his brain.
His eyes drifted to the passing neighborhood, endless skyscrapers
flew by. Ultra modern buildings mixed in with art deco smaller
towers were fronted with countless sidewalks of teenage hookers and
street people all trying to live another day. The city was a mess;
litter and burnt cars were the norm, as it would be portrayed in a
post-apocalyptic film. Peter felt a large, uncontrollable chill
down his spine as the cab went further into the decaying borough,
the blur of its inhabitants flying past the mesmerized gaze of the
young scientist.

The cab slowed and pulled into a circular
drive in front of a posh Six Star Hotel. A dignified and thorough
uniformed doorman opened and greeted Peter with the efficiency
acquired after many years of service.

“Please make your way to the entrance
quickly sir,” he said firmly. “We will take care of your luggage.
Keep close to the guards please.”

“Guards?” he said as he looked back
toward the street. The surroundings had become more dangerous
quickly, as a tactically outfitted squad of armed guards surrounded
the entrance to the street and the hotel doorway. The same
disheveled street people and now angry youth gangs taunted the
guards. The guards stood at the their post motionless, seemingly
oblivious of the masses. The strength of numbers and heavy weapons
were deterrent enough. Peter briskly pushed the heavy revolving
door into the hotel lobby and entered only to find an unreal
calm.

Several groups of well-dressed patrons
lounged on the authentic French Revolution furniture. The lobby was
immense. As he looked toward the ceiling, he noticed a huge crystal
chandelier hanging from the recessed circular focal point above.
Craftsmen had spent months working on this room, he thought. His
head turned back toward the street, but now all he could see was
the expanse of black frosted glass. The huge lobby instantly
appeared to shrink around him. He gave his head a shake and began
walking toward the front desk.

“Peter Sutherland, checking in,” he
said, still in disbelief as he stepped up to the solid oak
counter.

“Welcome to the Grand Manhattan Hotel,
Mr. Sutherland. You have been pre-registered. Here are your key
cards.” The front desk clerk slid a small gold embossed envelope
toward him. “Your bags will follow you to your room shortly. Please
take time to familiarize yourself with the hotel security
procedures posted in your room. Enjoy your stay,” said the cute
brunette, flashing that professional hospitality smile.

“What in God's name is happening out
there?”

“It's been like this all over Manhattan
for years, Mr. Sutherland. No need to worry, we have the best
security money can buy,” she said.

Peter thanked her and crossed over to the
waiting elevator, pressing his floor number. As he waited, not even
noticing the subtle music in the background he began thinking to
himself. He knew that watching the news had not been a priority for
the past few years, but had the country gone to hell without his
knowledge? Plus, the damn cab driver was still familiar to him!

As he entered his room, the large suite
pleasantly surprised him. “Glad I am not paying for this”, he
chuckled to himself. After taking a quick look around and grabbing
an apple from the fruit basket adorning the central coffee table,
he walked over to look at the view. Smog was everywhere, the city
blanketed with what looked like an impenetrable fog that he had
only seen worse in Mexico City. He could hardly see the tower
across the street and he finally noticed the blasted frosted glass
on the lower half of the window which made it impossible to see the
street below. He started thinking about the street people but his
eyelids started to sag, weary from the long trip. He went into the
master bedroom not bothering to undress and lay down on the
comforter, crashing as soon as his head hit the super plush
pillow.

 


Opening his bloodshot eyes, he stared
straight into the LCD of the alarm clock. It read 5:45 PM.

“Holy shit!” Peter said, and rolled out
onto the floor. The presentation was scheduled for six o’clock, but
luckily in the grand ballroom downstairs. Instinct took over as he
ran into the washroom. He looked up to the hideous sight of creases
in his face and messed up brown hair in the mirror. Splashing water
on his face and running a comb through his hair, he started to try
to get his mind on the lecture that he would have to present.
Precious seconds passed, but he took the time to look again into
the wall-sized mirror, pursing his lips as he noticed his wrinkled
suit. He then gave himself the ‘ol’ Sutherland smirk and grabbed
his briefcase and ran for the elevator.

 


“Peter, I thought you wouldn't make
it,” said a dapper looking executive. “Jesus, you look like shit
buddy!”

“Sorry Frank, I overslept. When am I
up?” Peter said excitedly, still combing his hair.

“You're up in one minute, now go stand
over by the sound table,” Frank said, pointing toward the front of
the huge ballroom. It was filled to capacity, the air filled with
excitement and a buzz of well-educated snippets of conversation.
The brightest, and most recognized scientists in the northern
hemisphere were there that evening only for one purpose, and that
purpose all of a sudden had a huge lump in his throat. Peter made
his way up to the front along the side of the ballroom, taking his
notes out of his briefcase as he walked. The noise died down
quickly as the sound of a well-practiced host took over the
microphone. He nervously looked over the crowd, at the country's
best, his peers.

“And now my fellow colleagues, it is my
pleasure to welcome our keynote speaker of the evening, a young
bright mind to the stage. One that everyone knows needs no
introduction, Dr. Peter Sutherland!” a deep voice bellowed from the
speakers. The crowd erupted into thunderous applause that snapped
Peter back into reality. His shoulders back, he left the sound
table and walked toward the stage steps. As he climbed the steps,
the crowd’s applause began to fade, first slowly, then to a
deafening last clap. Walking along the front of the stage, Peter
looked into the first rows of the elite, as everything else was
blacked out by the stage lighting. Everyone was staring with mouths
agape, looking like time had frozen.

“First of all, I would like to thank,”
were the only words Peter said before the entire room erupted into
hysterical laughter. The distinguished delegates in the front seats
were doubled over holding themselves, laughing so hard. The sound
of laughter grew and grew to a high-pitched crescendo. The room
began to spin as Peter’s mind was whirling. What had he said? Did
he really look that bad, he thought. The laughter only intensified,
delegates now almost running out of the room to stop the pain from
laughing so hard.

“OK, enough is enough,” Peter yelled
into the mike. “I can see that I will have to step off the
stage!”

“You’re,” said a stunningly beautiful
woman sitting in the front row, now almost hyperventilating.
“NAKED!”

“What the Fuck!” Peter exclaimed as he
looked down to his limp penis. The room started to spin
uncontrollably. He staggered toward the steps to escape this
madness. Tripping, Peter fell off the stage. The lights and sound
dimmed as he headed into blackness.

 


Peter’s arms flayed about, his hands tangled
in wires, blinding light pierced into his brain when he opened his
eyes.

“Hold on there, Pete-ol-buddy,” a voice
said coming from the surrounding brightness. A pair of hands was
now working on the wires that Peter realized were attached to
various parts of his body. He tried opening his eyes just a slit
again. This time, trying to focus around the room. The room looked
like your standard, antiseptic hospital room, the same as thousands
across the country. A bank of monitors of various sizes and shapes
took up the far left wall, dot matrix printers chattering off in
the distance, and LED lights going on and off.

“Pete, will you PLEASE hold still while
I take the rest of the sensors off. I swear to God, Peter
Sutherland, I am going to put you into restraints the next time we
do this. This is worse than untangling Christmas tree
lights.”

Peter stopped flailing around, and looked up
at the voice. “Nice to see you too, Nancy,” he said with a hint of
sarcasm. He relaxed against the bedding, and studied her face.
Still damn cute, he thought. It was good, no great, he thought
again, that he had taken this young, twenty-five year old under his
wing. The ironic thing was that Nancy Anderson was thinking the
same thought as she kept untangling the wires; it was a good thing
she had taken the job to save Peter’s ass. Nancy was one of those
girl next-door types: slim, slightly athletic with brown
shoulder-length wavy hair. She was about 5’6”, 115 pounds, had
grown up in New York City and had the advantage of innocent looks,
but with a street savvy about her. She was extremely intelligent,
but didn’t let on. She had worked her way through tech school to
become a lab assistant and had had enough of New York near the end
and decided on moving in with a cousin in Boston. She had found the
job with Peter by answering a job posting on the University job
board. Nancy found out later that Peter had a very small budget for
his research facility and that this was not going to be a high
paying job. However, she was intrigued by Peter’s ideas on dreaming
and his enthusiasm. She also thought it was really cute that he was
nervous around her in the interview, so she decided to take the job
and remain in Boston. However, her cousin had moved in with her
boyfriend last month so Nancy now had the full weight of the rent.
Luckily, she had some trust money her parents had left her, so the
low salary was not an issue. She still had some breathing room.

She smirked as she took off the final sensor
with more force than she had to. “You almost electrocuted yourself
this time Peter,” giving Peter a look that reminded him of his
mother. He shook his head, as he had to get that thought out of his
mind quickly.

“I’m just soaked! This is the third
time for this. When did it start this time?” Peter wiped the sweat
off his forehead.

“At three minutes into REM.” REM stands
for Random Eye Movement. Basically it’s when your mind drifts off
into a dream. Typically during a night of sleep a person will have
several REM sleep periods where the most vivid dreams occur. “Your
body temperature started rising to level off at 101 degrees at the
six-minute mark. Peter, I am starting to get scared of this. How
are we going to control this?”

“First, I want the computer printout of
the body and brain sensors correlated to get the exact moment of
the heat buildup,” he said, swinging his legs out over the
makeshift examination table. He was only in his boxers and was a
bit self-conscious about it around Nancy. Hence the reason for the
Bugs Bunny prints on the shorts to make him feel more comfortable.
Secretly, Nancy thought Bugs was sexy for a rabbit as she looked at
the shorts.

“Why now? What brought this on? Do you
think we have gone into uncharted territory here?” Nancy asked
handing him a plush towel.

Peter stood shivering, much to the amusement
of Nancy. “Always the questions, hey Nance. If you weren't so damn
smart and cute.”

“Ya, ya, o.k. Let's get you into a
shower and I'll start the analysis,” she said and quickly turned
around walking out of the room thinking of Bugs and
blushing.

 


While Peter stood in the shower with the hot
spray washing off the sweat from the experiment, he went through
the latest dreams he had experienced the previous ten times at his
small research facility. Peter had the ability to recall any of his
previous dreams. Dreams were like movies to him. He had been like
this since as long as he could remember. Others had photographic
memory of anything they read. For Peter it was a visual record of
his most bizarre alternate life - his dreaming life. He could
recall any dream that he had had since childhood. Never two the
same. Sometimes similar, but with differences that changed the
outcome of his dreams. He had trained himself to make decisions in
his own dreams. He actually could stop, think and deduct what was
happening and sometimes alter the course of his dreams. Some would
call that lucid dreaming but to Peter, it was just what he would do
in the non-dreaming state of life so he didn’t think of the process
much anymore. He just lived out his dreams.

He was a bit concerned. His last three
dreams, monitored at his facility with his own dream-tracking
software, had been disturbing. He had not told Nancy that there had
been more. He shrugged involuntarily in the shower as he finished
lathering up. Nightmares. That is what he was calling them to
himself, nightmares. They had been present also at night when he
was at home in his own bed. Rarely did he get them, but now it
seemed that they were prevalent in his psyche at this point in
time. The most disturbing thing was that he, for the first time in
years, was not able to control these dreams at the same level that
he could his other dreams.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off
with a worn out towel, slipped into his jeans and his favorite ‘I
Don’t Work, I Just Dream’ t-shirt that some colleagues had given
him a couple of birthdays ago. He walked into his office off the
lab room where he had just been strapped into and saw Nancy working
at her work station with polysomnographic print outs all over her
desk. These printouts, that Nancy called dream prints, were the
graphic representation of REM sleep. They measured EEG, or
electroencephalography, which measures the electrical activity of
the brain or brainwaves. The dream prints also measured the time of
rapid eye movement. With these two measurements, including the
regular body monitoring, temperature, breathing rate and body
movements that were being videotaped, they could try to pinpoint
various points of the dream from Peter’s recollection.

“This is the strongest of the three
sessions according to the reading,” she said not even looking up at
Peter.

“Each session has become stronger,” he
said.

“Correct. What I’m concerned about is
that, each time, your core temperature is getting higher. I don’t
know how much further we can go with this Peter. Your body can only
take so much.”

Peter did not say anything. He just nodded
and thought, if only you knew, Nancy, these are not the only
nightmares that I have been getting. He didn’t want to worry Nancy
too much as he knew that she’d try to get him to stop this course
of the experiments.

“Nancy, I am still in control of my
dreams,” only partially he thought quickly. “So until that point,
we can continue. I almost made a connection this time,” he said
positively, “it was at the start of the dream, while I was in a
cab, but couldn’t get a hold of it. There was too much going on
outside of the cab I was riding in, street people and hookers
everywhere.”

“Keep your wet dreams to yourself
please,” she said smirking as she kept looking at the
data.

Peter blushed and cleared his throat, “I have
a feeling that I am being drawn to these, well, I guess you could
call them nightmares.”

Nancy stopped and looked straight into his
eyes. “Being drawn into? Do you get these at home?” she said with a
look that he had seen before.

He gulped and his face flushed and said,
“Yes, it has been happening for the last week.” He looked away
sheepishly.

She pursed her lips sternly, frowning while
looking a bit to the side and confronted Peter as she said, “I knew
it! Peter, do you not know that women can sense when men are
holding something back? We are a team you and I. You have to tell
me all your dreams, bad, good or even very good.”

“Very good?” He now started blushing
thinking of the last erotic dream he had had of Nancy.

“Yes, Peter. I want to hear about
them.”

Peter didn’t answer again. He was trying to
figure out how he was going to conceal that dream from her while he
slowly buttoned his white lab coat to hide his now not so limp
penis.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Situated on the top floor of the forty-story
Zicon Corporation building in Manhattan, a meeting of the top three
senior executives was in progress in the lavish office of the Chief
Executive Officer.

“Ted, I can't believe what I’m reading
in this report,” Jack Montgomery, CEO for the last ten years
exclaimed, throwing the thick report across his immense spotless
desk. “Who came up with this garbage?” he said forcefully. This
told Ted that Jack was not in the mood for smoke and mirrors. Jack
had an energy about him that radiated authority. Standing 6’3” at
the age of fifty-two with closely cut white hair, Jack had been the
cover boy for many business-related magazines. He looked the part
of the successful CEO billionaire. Zicon had been a small operation
ten years prior, primarily surviving on existing patents from its
Research and Development section. That is when Jack had stepped in
and, smelling a bargain, bought the controlling share of Zicon.
With his astute business sense and insider help, Zicon quickly
became a very large player in the lucrative pharmaceutical and
medical instruments industries.

What was not broadcast to the media was that
Zicon was now a large multi-national conglomerate that had their
hands into pretty much everything, including arms dealing,
biological weapons and their antidotes, all hidden by shell
companies multi-layered throughout the world. Zicon had just broken
a sales barrier of one billion dollars in one year, making Jack a
very wealthy man. Ninety percent of Zicon’s pharmaceutical sales
took place in South and Central America where regulations for
testing and market placement were very relaxed. Silent board
members were appointed from political officials’ families in those
businesses. Jack didn’t mind getting his hands dirty. His thoughts
were that money could fix any problem presented.

Jack shifted in his high backed leather
chair. Subconsciously, he pushed up the sleeves of his Italian
handmade engraved shirt revealing his excessive diamond clustered
watch and stared right at Ted.

“Believe me Jack, I thought it was all
crap myself until I had research take a look into it. Here's their
report,” Ted said handing it to him. Ted Jacobson, President of
Zicon International, hoped that the report was accurate for his
sake. Ted was Jack’s right hand man, if there could ever be one.
Jack’s trust level was very low, but Ted maintained his subservient
relationship with Jack, trying to find ideas to impress him and
taking care of all the dirty work Jack cooked up. Ted was from
Atlanta, Georgia, and had started at Zicon from the bottom as a
telemarketer over twelve years ago, just before Jack took over. He
basically bootlicked his way to the top, but was not happy with the
result. He still had to grovel under Jack’s constant onslaught. Now
thirty-nine, and some would say bone thin for 5’11”, Ted still had
the weasel-looking demeanor that all the staff smirked about among
themselves. Ted knew about the snide remarks and kept it to
himself, cataloguing them in his head. He also headed Zicon’s
Corporate Security force, so he had ears everywhere. More like an
industrial espionage and Delta force team, he controlled a small
but very mobile and efficient army of agents trained to take on
whatever tasks the CEO needed cleaned up.

“Christ, it’s fifty pages long. Have
you read this, Klaus?” Jack said as he looked over at Klaus
Rowheidier, Vice President of Research and Development, European
division. Klaus, now fifty and a bit over weight at 200 pounds and
only 5’9”, looked like an ageing professor with his full gray
goatee. However, he was extremely bright, with an IQ in the genius
range. He lived in Düsseldorf and tried to keep his work away from
his circle of friends. Klaus, knowing how Jack was, kept his
sarcastic humour in check for this meeting.

“I read my department’s report on the
flights from Düsseldorf this morning. I am amazed at the potential.
Shall I summarize it for you?” he said in a thick German accent,
which always reminded Jack of all the old WWII movies.

“I’m all ears,” was the
reply.

“First let me tell you that this is
still in the research stage. They started testing six months ago,”
Klaus stated.

“Who are they?” Jack questioned
sarcastically.

“A small research team at the
University of Boston. A young professor named Peter Sutherland
heads it up. Dr. Sutherland started the project three years ago
after being awarded his doctorate in Oneirology, the scientific
study of dreams. He began his research as an assistant professor,
intending to expand his thesis. Here is a copy that we obtained,”
Klaus slid across the desk another thick manila folder. Jack made a
disgusted expression and waved in the air.

“I'll read this with the other one.
Let's get to the reason for all of this. Something doctor, ah, what
was his name?” he said trailing off at the end.

“Sutherland.”

“Right, Sutherland. Where did he get
this idea, or did he steal it from someone?” Jack stared across the
table with a questioning look.

“According to his thesis, it came in a
dream.”

A look of disbelief came over Jack’s
face.

“It has been verified sir. Dr.
Sutherland had been dreaming of driving through the countryside and
stopped by a roadside cafe. The only other person in the cafe was
another doctor. A Dr. William Olsen. They sat and talked for a few
minutes and as Dr. Olsen got up to leave he scribbled a phone
number on a napkin. Dr. Sutherland memorized it and after waking
up, wrote it down. He then called that morning and reached... Yes,
Dr. Olsen, who is a PhD in Communication Sciences at the University
of Copenhagen.”

“Well, holy shit. Our people have
talked to Dr. Olsen?” Jack said now laying both his palms on the
perfectly pristine desk.

“I had CSU find him and interview him
yesterday,” said Ted. CSU stood for Corporate Surveillance Unit,
better known by insiders as the Zicon army. Zicon had recruited the
top disgruntled and underpaid tactical elite from North America and
abroad. Large corporations were run like smaller governments and
Jack’s reasoning was that, as a small government, it better be
armed, and so it was to the teeth.

“Any problems with his keeping quiet?”
Jack said, raising an eyebrow.

“None. Dr. Olsen is quite happy,” Ted
answered quickly. Dr. Olsen had a propensity, Ted had found out,
for flying to Asian countries to sample some of the young flesh for
sale. CSU had merely obtained some very flattering pictures and
video from sources that made a habit of filming all ‘encounters’ by
foreigners to sell on the open market. Dr. Olsen was now happy
about keeping very quiet.

“Good. Good work Ted. Go on,
Klaus.”

Ted smiled inwardly.

“Based on that dream, Dr. Sutherland,”
Klaus went on.

“Let’s just call him Peter, OK?” Jack
said now leaned back in his chair and looked out the window half
listening to Klaus.

“Peter built the hypothesis that dreams
by certain individuals are intertwined with each other. For
example, if I am dreaming that I am driving down a road in a car
and someone passes me on a bike in that same dream, well then,
somewhere in the world there is someone dreaming of biking and
going past my car.”

“Now wait a second,” he paused, “You
just said that certain individuals have this ability?” Jack said
leaning across the desk, more interested in this conversation
now.

“Peter has now expanded his theory that
the whole world is interconnected, a sort of dream weave if you
may.”

“Dream weave? How does this
work?”

“That is what Peter and his team are
trying to find out. I have though, before coming here, done some
extensive research and called in a few favors. It seems that this
is not new thinking. Actually, it is over sixty years old and has
been thoroughly tested. The basic theory is that all the dreams
reside in a different dimension than our conscious bodies, outside
of our bodies. Each dream would be independent of others, except
when they collide. Kind of like two ships riding slightly different
parallel paths that at some point would meet. When the two dreams
converge, part of their dream would be in yours. Case in point, I
had a dream last night of being in a large house and proceeded to
open the front door. I was presented with a large ocean right at my
doorstep. Why would that happen? According to the experiments of a
very young brilliant German scientist during WWII, very disturbing
experiments I might add, he concluded that the stronger dream could
take over another’s dream. He was able to become the stronger
dream. In essence he could control the dreams of his subjects,”
Klaus said matter of fact.

Jack began tapping the fingers of his right
hand on the table. Ted knew that tell very well. Jack’s mind was
plotting something, and it was not going to be pleasant.

“If we can get the key to this
‘dreamweave’, we could start influencing certain key players in our
industries through dreams. Imagine being able to add thoughts and
fears into the hearts of men who have no fear. Nobody could touch
us,” Jack said in a frightening tone.

“Exactly, Jack. Why do you think we
brought this up to you?” Ted said supporting Jack’s idea
immediately while greasing the notion of his worth to the
corporation.

“OK, Ted, you head CSU. Give me a
status report and recommendations on how to proceed,” Jack spun
around and picked up his phone, completely indifferent that he now
was totally ignoring the other two. Ted quickly looked at Klaus and
nodded his head toward the door.

As they left his office, Jack did a
turnaround and looked out toward the expanse of Central Park and
smiled to himself. This was going to be a very good year, he
thought.

 


As Ted closed Jack’s door he walked side by
side with Klaus down the quiet hallway to the area where Jack’s
executive assistants, all five of them, were located. Ted stopped
halfway and turned to face Klaus.

“Where did you get that information on
the German scientist?” Ted asked almost in a threatening
tone.

Klaus took a step backward to get out of
Ted’s space and replied sarcastically, “I am the head of Research
and Development you know. We do know how to find out information
the old fashion way by asking around, not by using the Gestapo
tactics that your so called CSU agents seem to relish.”

“Listen, you son of a bitch,” Ted was
now using a very low but forceful voice as he poked Klaus with one
finger in his chest, “I want to know where you got that information
and from whom. I also want a full dossier on what you know about
this German and his present whereabouts.”

Klaus was now fuming inside. His thoughts
ranged from little piss ant ass-licker to wanting to wipe that smug
look right off Ted’s face with a good punch. He hated working for
Zicon since Jack had taken over, as he was also one of the old
guard like Ted, but he had seen Ted rise through the ranks and knew
he would be trouble. For five years he had put up with these two
egomaniacs and their illegal practices! He had seen and heard many
disturbing things and although he wanted to leave so many times, he
was always pressured. No, he thought, let’s call it what it really
was - threatened to stay as he knew too much of what was going on.
What Jack and Ted did not know about was the expanding file of
information that Klaus had on the ‘dirty’ enterprises that Zicon
conducted in the Third World unregulated and unsupervised
countries. He could bring down Zicon with one phone call and that
gave him the strength right then to place a sly smirk on his face
that infuriated Ted even more.

“Well of course, Herr Jacobson,” he
said smartly as he did a bit of a movement upward on his toes and
clicked his heels together just like a German officer.

This enraged Ted even more. His face went
red, and just as he was about to let loose, Klaus spun around on
his heels and walked over to the executive assistants leaving Ted
with his mouth open just ready to speak. As he passed one of the
assistants in plain view of Ted, he stopped, took out a thin manila
envelope and handed it to the now confused assistant.

“Could you please have this delivered
to Ted Jacobson as I am catching a plane back to Germany right
now,” he said with an air of joyfulness. He didn’t even wait for a
reply and turned and walked out the door without another word. The
assistant looked down the hallway to Ted with the folder in her
hand and an embarrassed look on her face. Ted just stomped over and
snatched it from her. The assistant looked away immediately and
went back to work. The rest of the assistants stopped talking and
all made themselves busy. Ted walked over to a side conference room
while trying to open the manila folder. His breathing was labored
as he was still fuming. Almost getting a paper cut from his shaking
hands, he finally got it open and took out three sheets of
paper.

The first paper was a brief bio on the German
scientist, a Dr. Fritz Rhinefalt. Ted read onto the next page and
his flushed appearance suddenly turned deathly pale.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Many miles south of the town of Jaco on the
southwestern Pacific Coast of Costa Rica, a weathered-faced,
white-haired, very spry German man shuffled along. The well
traveled path went from a secluded small house surrounded by palm
trees on a hill overlooking the ocean. The small path, once chocked
with ferns, lead down a smaller cliff to the private beach and pier
with a twenty-foot open motor boat. The early morning trek was
routine after twenty-five years. He enjoyed the solitude of walking
on the volcanic black beach with no one in sight. He was completely
secluded here since his beach ended in huge rocks on each end. This
had become his sanctuary. Sanctuary from his sins. Rounding the
last bend on the path back to his little cabaña, he heard voices.
His sanctuary was over. They had found him. He walked with the same
gait, no fear in his posture. What was there to fear for a demon
like himself?

 


He hadn’t started out as a demon, but had
been transformed into one from childhood. Born into a long line of
medical professionals in 1921, he was influenced by his father who
was an expert in pharmaceuticals and chemicals. From an early age,
his father recognized that the family gene for genius ran strong in
his boy Fritz. So, from the young age of seven, his father had him
not only watch but also participate in his experiments. Experiments
of a hideous nature testing new drugs and chemicals being funded by
the old regime of Germany, waiting for the next war to come. Fritz
was fascinated by the results of his father’s concoctions. He was
oblivious to the sounds of suffering and agony from the caged
animals at his father’s lab in the small town of Zistorsdorf, near
Vienna. By the age of ten, Fritz was conducting his own
experiments, much to the pleasure of his father. By twelve, he was
already well on his way to becoming a master chemist, but he needed
a more stringent education in medicine. So on his thirteenth
birthday, his father enrolled Fritz into the medical school at the
University of Vienna. Small for his age and also being extremely
young, it was not easy for Fritz. However, he focused on his
studies and became enamored with one of the professors who lectured
about the emerging trend in neural-networks of the brain. He became
fascinated with learning how chemicals could and would be able to
fix any and all brain-related ailments. During his third year at
the age of sixteen, Fritz, while listening to another lecture
half-heartedly, heard the words ‘mind control’ from the speaker.
Immediately his mind went into a frenzy of new ways to use his
knowledge, completely ignoring the rest of the lecture or the
blonde fraulein that was trying to get his attention. The next two
years passed quickly for the now brilliant man, no longer a boy. He
had obtained his degree in medicine at seventeen and joined his
father for a brief time mixing inhumane concoctions for the
building Nazi war machine under the new Führer Adolf Hitler. Every
spare moment was spent on his new theories and experiments.
Controlling the minds of others was all that he thought and talked
about. He had prepared, over a few months, certain drugs that
needed testing and verification - verification with live human
subjects. His new Nazi friends were happy to accommodate him.

 


“Dr. Rhinefalt?” A well-dressed CSU
agent asked, standing at the entrance of the pathway to the
beach.

“Herr Rhinefalt,” the old man said,
without emotion.

“Herr Rhinefalt, we wish to have some
words with you.”

“I think the arrangement will be that
you will talk, I will listen. Am I correct?”

“Herr Rhinefalt, we have not come to
harm or seek atonement for your actions. On the contrary, we are
here to protect you and ask for your cooperation,” the agent
smiled, the sun glinting off his mirrored sunglasses.

“I am still listening,” he said as he
had no other choice. The pathway was filled with the bulk of this
man.

“I represent a powerful group of men
that have taken a keen interest in your field of study.”

“My field of study has been
ostracized.”

“On the contrary, Herr Rhinefalt, your
field of study is well and alive, although not to the degree of
your esteemed self,” said the CSU officer looking at the doctor
with an admiring look.

“I did not detach myself from the
scientific community for the last thirty years to be patronized
Herr…?”

“Cantaloga. No disrespect intended;
quite the opposite. My superiors have read your journals and
assumptions. They wish for you to continue your work.” The agent
shifted his feet.

“Continue my work and be labeled worse
than the Barber of Seville?” he said still standing
motionless.

“Continue your work and be heralded as
the father of a new awareness,” the agent raised his hands to the
sky.

“Ahh…so you are familiar with my
projects?” Dr. Rhinefalt said inquisitively.

“Only in the most general terms. I am
to be your liaison. Your gopher, if you may. You ask, I get,” he
said taking off the glasses and looking directly into the doctor’s
gaze.

“Research facilities?
Staff?”

“Only the best money can obtain.
Anywhere you want it located,” the officer smiled to himself
knowing that the doctor was now on board.

“I have become accustomed here. It is
very quiet and the local officials are deaf mutes for a price.” The
doctor took a look over the shoulder of the agent toward his
property.

“We can start by you giving me a list
of facilities and equipment within 24 hours. All will be arranged.
Your property here actually will be easy to setup and secure. Time
is of the essence.”

“You mentioned my research being alive
and well?” the doctor now shuffled past the agent, wanting
information. His body might have been old, not as old as many at
that age, but his mind was still a steel trap. He was already
formulating his requirements and making lists of procedures that
had been left undone or would be tried again, this time with modern
equipment.

“Yes Herr Rhinefalt, a small team
headed by a Dr. Peter Sutherland is currently conducting dreaming
experiments in Boston. I have brought you the latest information
and reports that we could obtain.” The agent was now following the
5’6” wiry frame toward the house at the edge of a two-acre grassed
area surrounded by thick palm trees and tropical foliage. Yes, very
secluded, he thought.

As Dr. Fritz Rhinefalt opened the door for
the agent, he stated, “So, it is a race. Who will cross over first?
Let us make some coffee and start this list.”

 


 



Chapter Four

 


“Tony? Tony? It's Peter in Boston,” the
words were muffled and digitalized since the call was traveling a
long distance.

Tony replied, “I've been waiting for your
call old buddy.”

“What do you mean waiting?”

Tony smiled to himself and thought of the
first time they had met. It had not been quite three years ago in
Tokyo. Something had compelled Tony to go to one of his favorite
restaurants called Bakaratei that night. It was a warm and cozy
local place that served traditional Japanese food. He had enjoyed
his meal, talking once in awhile with the owner. While he sipped
his after-dinner drink, he noticed a Caucasian man enter the
restaurant. Must be lost, Tony thought, looking around the room
toward the all Asian clientele except for himself. The owners sat
the lost sheep at a table nearby. Tony looked at the man. The man
looked average. Average height, not overweight. Looked American,
not European but there was something there. Tony could sense a
connection with this man. Part of his being told him to speak.

“You look like you speak English,” the
American man spoke. Startled, and embarrassed Tony realized he was
staring at the man.

“Ah yes, yes I do,” Tony replied in a
deep voice, clearing his throat midway through his
answer.

“Great, you wouldn't happen to know
what Shika Penisu is?” Peter said looking up from the confusing
menu.

“Yes, I do and I know you don't want
that,” Tony instinctively lifted his glass and rose out of his
seat, crossing the floor to the man's table. “Tony Blake,” he
stated, extending his hand.

“Peter Sutherland,” as he applied a
firm gripped pump of the hand. “Sit down, please. Texas?” he asked
nonchalantly and shifted some of the items on the table to make
room for his new friend.

“How did you guess?” Tony
chuckled.

“Well, sometimes it is the luck of the
Irish,” said Peter in an over pronounced southern US
drawl.

A hearty laugh erupted from Tony. His deep
sounding southern accent in Tokyo was well known, as was his 6’5”,
250 pound frame that hovered over the population daily. The tables
around them began to return to their meals, gossiping between
themselves over the brash Americans nearby.

“This is not the usual dining fare for
a fair-skinned American,” Tony surmised, taking a sip of his
drink.

“I flew in this afternoon and started
wandering around. I passed by this place twice. Each time I had a
chill sensation. I live in Boston. I like chills,” he said placing
his menu back down on the table.

“So Peter from Boston, are you really
hungry?” Tony said with a smirk.

“Not at all. Still five in the morning
for me right now,” he said and by habit looked at his father’s old
watch he treasured.

“How about a drink then? I know of a
spot down the street,” Tony said, getting up from the
table.

 


Ordering their drinks from the Oriental
cowboy attired waitress, Peter flinched as a high note was cracked
by the karaoke singing Japanese businessman. Peter looked around
the vivid colored room almost in shock mostly from being thrown
into a completely strange environment. The place was busy. The
purple velvet benches and stools were all full with well-dressed
businessman smoking like it was the last day on earth.

“Have a couple of scotch, and you will
be singing along,” Tony quipped.

“You seem to know this place… I mean
Tokyo, well,” Peter questioned.

“Have been here for twelve years or so.
It grows on you,” Tony smiled.

“My first time. I decided I needed
something different to see. Used to the same old in America. Tokyo
kind of stuck out there for some reason. You play ball in the
States?” Peter said looking at the huge man, changing the subject
to find out more about Tony.

“UCLA. I got a football scholarship,
but never got into the jock mentality. Guess riding my loud
motorcycle around campus was not the in thing,” Tony
chuckled.

“Scholarship huh? An educated biker
then. Nuclear engineering?” Peter said sarcastically.

“Actually, medical engineering - brain
stem stimulus recognition,” Tony said speaking matter of
fact.

“Wow, that's a mouthful. Funny thing is
that I just read up on that a couple months ago after having a
dream,” Peter said enthusiastically.

The cowgirl was back with the drinks. Nice
six-shooter's, Peter thought as she sauntered away.

“Tell me about this dream,” Tony asked
sipping his scotch and looking over the crowd but keeping Peter in
the corner of his eye.

“Ok…. strange though. I am sitting in a
university classroom in the dream. I look up at the clock and it’s
3:30. I look around and the class is listening to the professor. I
look down toward the professor who has a fresh brain in his hands.
He is talking about stimulus impulses into the brain stem. I seem
to know what he is talking about,” Peter took a second sip of his
ten-dollar beer.

Tony smirked as he finished Peter’s sentence.
“Then a girl from the class asks the professor about a diagram on
the chalkboard behind him. The professor turns around to face the
board. Then I notice the hole in the professor’s head where his
brain should be,”

“Whoa, how in the hell did you know
that?” Peter shouted, his voice not noticeable by others because it
was drowned out by the music.

“ I was there also my friend,” Tony
said, shaking his head. “I was sitting in that class
too.”

 


It had only taken a millisecond to remember
those thoughts of the past, but Tony felt as if it was
yesterday.

“I am flying out to Boston tonight
Peter, we have to talk… talk in person.”

 


 



Chapter Five

 


Such a nice morning, Manuel thought as he
peddled his bike. The morning trip was a daily ritual for the fifty
seven year old Costa Rican farmer. Dressed in slacks and a
button-down short-sleeved shirt and a wrap-around brimmed hat,
Manuel looked like he was heading to church. Actually, he was
headed for his weekend game of chess with his old friend Luis.
Manuel had been playing chess with Luis since he was a kid. Growing
up in rural Costa Rica near the town of Parritta, he had not
ventured further than two hundred miles in his whole life. Well
maybe only once, going to San Jose, the capital, for a wedding. His
parents, both history buffs and teachers, had entertained their
children with stories of legends of the past. Stories of ancient
times, where powers extended beyond the physical boundaries of
earth. Luis enjoyed these recalled stories while playing many
rounds of the masters’ game with Manuel. After, they would tend the
teak tree plantation they had both built over the last fifteen
years. Life was good and relaxed as he bicycled along the path to
his next chess match.

He took a right after the town of Parritta
and headed toward the Pacific Ocean. Luis lived in a modest house
along the single road on the Isle of Palo Seco, a mere half a mile
away over a very short one-lane bridge. They were actually going to
play at the local bar called Mari Sol on the island, with its
open-air thatched roof patio overlooking the ocean.

What a beautiful day for a game, he thought.
The road narrowed before the small bridge as the dense brush tried
to reclaim it. He moved over to the right as he heard a vehicle
coming up behind him. Luis was bound to lose his luck today, he
thought, three games he had won in a row. It was his weekend. He
could taste it as he saw the bar down the road while coming up to
the bridge.

The vehicle slowed as it pulled up beside
him. “Hey, you speak English?” asked a pretty blond from the car.
Manuel stopped his bike at the passenger window.

“Si, a little,” he replied.

“Which way to Jaco?” she asked him with
big bright eyes.

He looked passed the woman and glanced at the
driver, a preoccupied looking man. Manuel turned his head, looked
back and pointed, “You all have gone the wrong way. You will have
to…” Manuel fell to the ground convulsing as 50,000 volts from a
stun gun pulsed through his body. Manuel's streak of bad luck had
carried on.

 


“Hey Boy!” Luis yelled in Spanish from
his seat in the Mari Sol bar cornered on the main island road.
Everybody went by this bar. The boy slowed to a stop and answered
back, “What do you want?”

“Where did you get that bike?” Luis
knew Manuel’s old piece of shit bike anywhere.

The boy became defensive, “It is mine.”

Luis calmed himself, as he didn’t want the
boy to ride away, “It is ok, I know this bike. It is the bike of my
friend Manuel. I’ve seen this bike for longer than you have been
born.”

The boy was scared but stayed put, “I found
it. It is now mine,” still trying to show some backbone.

“Where? Where did you find this bike?”
Now Luis was really curious and getting worried.

The boy gulped and pointed behind him, “On
the other side of the bridge in the bushes.”

“How long ago?” Luis looked at his
watch; Manuel should have just been arriving.

“About ten minutes ago, there was no
one around the bike. It was thrown away,” the boy said still trying
to justify himself.

“You saw no one on the road?” Luis now
got up and looked down toward the bridge.

“No one,” he paused, “except the car
that almost hit me. It was driving very fast.”

“Which way was it headed?” Luis’s alarm
bells went off in his head.

“Back toward the main road to
Parritta.”

Luis knew that something was wrong. Manuel
never missed a game. Never. Also, no one local drove fast on that
road. It was too narrow. “Boy, you can keep the bike,” Luis said as
he approached the boy, “but I want to know everything you can
remember about that car and who was in it.”

 


Manuel woke up groggily. The silence was
complete. He opened his eyes slowly, the lids still very heavy.
Utter blackness. His heart raced, where was he? Or was he dead. He
tried to cry out, but only a muffled effort reached his ears. It
reached his ears, he thought. Well, at least that was something. He
started concentrating on feeling anything, pain, touch, anything.
His fingertips touched something cold, probably metal he
surmised.

White heat blazed in his head before he
closed his eyes.

“He is awake then,” Fritz commented to
one of his new assistants. He had just turned on the lights. For
the first time in years, Fritz felt alive again, his research
reborn. Over half a century had passed since his first
experiments.

 


 



Chapter Six

 


The summer of 1943 saw the German war machine
in full swing. Fear, with names like Auschwitz, brought horror to
millions. At one of the lesser-known concentration camps, Janowska
in Poland, a young twenty-two year old German scientist who was
also a SS Hauptsturmführer was experimenting in advanced forms of
mind control and manipulation with the use of drugs and pain.

The subject before him was strapped down to a
table, stripped naked. The subject was in extreme agony, writhing,
straining to be free from the bonds. His eyes were wild. No
recognition of the present, only pain. This went on for another
twenty minutes. Fritz just stared at him, observing, occasionally
writing down a note. The subject stopped writhing, shuddered and
died.

“We are getting closer!” Fritz
exclaimed. “Another four or five tests and we should have the right
dosage ratio.”

“What time frame are you looking at?”
asked the lower ranked SS Untersturmführer.

“One week. One week and I will be able
to start stage two of the project,” was his reply.

“This is good. The High Command is
looking for a favorable report this time,” smirked the
officer.

“I will require another five subjects -
strong ones. And I need to get the ratio right before starting on
the POWs.”

“I will send them over immediately,” he
saluted and left the office.

 


The new subjects arrived that afternoon. The
look of defiance was still in their eyes. They have not been to the
main camps, Fritz thought to himself. Perfect, still a fight in
them.

Jacob stood with the others, his face and
scalp freshly shaven. Dressed in camp clothing, he wondered how he
had escaped the madness of the camps. Was this place any better? He
was taken to a small sterile room and told to undress. Then he was
placed in restraints in a large wooden chair. He looked around the
pristine room with white ceramic walls. The same ceramic floors
graded slightly to a drain in the center. Easily washed, he thought
for some reason. He was left there until midnight with the lights
fully on.

“We shall start administrating the drug
now, since they have all been prepared,” Fritz commanded his
assistants. “We shall use a lower dosage first and increase it
hourly,” he carried on, “I want them all alive this
time.”

The experimental drug had been developed over
the last two years. Its final purpose was to manipulate a subject’s
mind and let the manipulator add memories, suggestions or a command
that later could be activated. In a sense, a walking time bomb.

Jacob realized that he had been awake now for
over seventy-two hours. After they had injected him, the
hallucinations began. More from the lack of sleep, the mind
wandered from reality to the subconscious. His eyes could not stay
open. Waves flowed through his body. Waves of comforting sleep
signals. His mind and body near the breaking point of exhaustion.
They had kept him awake all this time, moving him, taunting him and
examining him.

First, his mind shut down completely. All but
the basic functions became inert. His body relaxed, the muscles
finally released from their tension. An assistant came in fifteen
minutes later to check on his reaction to the drug. Alarmed to see
the subject slumped over in the chair, he rushed over checking for
a pulse. Many had died at this stage. Allergic reactions had been
the cause of most deaths.

“A pulse,” stated the assistant
happily. Fear filled his mind as Dr. Rhinefalt had demanded, no,
had threatened, that all the subjects must be kept awake so that
the controlling suggestions could be tested and evaluated. The
assistant in fear of his job or life, tried to wake Jacob up. He
shook, slapped and doused him with water. Nothing made Jacob
stir.

“Why is this subject not awake?” Fritz
screamed from the doorway. The assistant turned around to see
Fritz’s red-faced and crazed looking expression.

The assistant stammered out an answer, “He
was like this when I did the fifteen-minute check up. I can't wake
him up,” he took a deep breath. “He is not responding at all.”

Fritz, still red-faced crossed the room. He
also checked for a pulse and then checked the leads attached to
Jacob that were wired to the monitoring device, a machine designed
by Fritz to read the neural electrical activity of a subject.

“Get some smelling salts,” he demanded.
The assistant ran down the hall frantically searching. Fritz
started mumbling to himself, “This is not good, what am I going to
do with these subjects. They are not reacting properly.” He shook
his head and anger built up within him. “God damn them,” he burst
out loudly; he knocked over a tray of implements that crashed to
the floor. “I will send them all to the camps!”

The monitoring device started up, the needles
registering electrical activity from Jacob, and Fritz’s mind went
into a frenzy once again looking at the readings.

 


He hung upside down, completely disoriented.
The smells were overpowering. His hands free, he tried undoing the
restraints on his chest. Locked. What was he doing here, Jacob
thought. He looked around at a room with no doors or windows. What
was that smell? He looked down and saw his own feces lying below
him. He realized he was completely naked, attached upside down on a
wire rack. He started to fight the restraints.

“Be still and listen to my
voice.”

Jacob looked around; no one was in the room.
The sound was all around, but from no specific point.

“You are part of an experiment. The
temperature in the room will increase. We are going to slowly
increase the temperature to a maximum of 200° Celsius within the
next half an hour. All we require is your physical reactions to the
change.”

The room temperature started to rise
immediately. Jacob again pulled at his restraints as the panic
gripped his mind. As the temperature rose, sweat started running
into his eyes. The metal restraints conducted the heat well and
began burning his skin. Within the first ten minutes, the
temperature had risen to 65°. The air was turning very heated.
Every breath was painful. The screaming started at 120°. His flesh
felt as if it was on fire, turning bright pink. The restraints were
now searing the exposed flesh. At 150° the screams had turned to
strangled moans of agony as Jacob’s tongue had increased to twice
it’s size. His flesh was now a bubbling mass supported by bones.
Jacob ceased to be at 160°. Twenty-five minutes into the
experiment, his body had cooked itself.

 


Fritz looked down at the remains of Jacob. He
and the assistant stared in disbelief at the body. The skin had
turned black and blistered. The smell was unbelievable.

Jacob was still restrained in the chair. The
chair had no indication of heat exposure. The restraints looked
exactly the same as they were thirty minutes ago.

The camp Kommandant walked into the room
moments later and said, “Herr Doctor, a report has just hit my desk
stating that you will have results within one week. I wanted to
verify this before informing the High Command.” The Kommandant took
his eyes off of Fritz and followed the assistant’s gaze to the
charred mass on the chair. “What is the meaning of this Herr
Doctor?” he asked.

“Your results Kommandant,” Fritz said
straightening his back. The assistant quickly looked at Fritz with
shock. “I moved to the next stage of the testing today.”

“Then why the report of one week for
results?” The Kommandant said sternly.

“Never show all your cards, Herr
Kommandant. I was to let you know in two days what happened here
today. You could then report before the week was out. You and I
would be looked at favorably by the High Command.”

A grin came across the Kommandant's face. A
very young but wise doctor, he thought. “OK, please explain to me
what happened to this,” he said pointing at Jacob.

“I have been experimenting on mind
control through the intake of drugs. Many drugs or multiple
combinations of drugs have been used. The object of the experiment
was to be able to control a subject by drug-induced mind control.
It had not been successful until now.”

“To be frank Herr Doctor, looking at
your test subject, it does not look successful to me,” said the
Kommandant looking at the still smoldering Jacob.

“On the contrary Sir. I injected this
patient earlier today and then, when the patient fell asleep, I
tried the next phase of the experiment. Dream
manipulation.”

Again, the assistant looked at the doctor
with alarm. What was he saying, he thought.

The Kommandant scoffed, “Dream
manipulation?”

“Yes, dream manipulation. I am now able
to control a subject’s dream patterns and make them dream what I
want.”

“So again Doctor, what happened to this
subject?” Fritz could tell that the Kommandant was getting
impatient.

“I told the subject that he was in a
room, hanging from a metal rack, and that the temperature of the
room was going to rise to 200° in half an hour. This is the result,
he cooked himself to death.”

“You expect me to not only believe
this, but to also report this to the High Command?” the Kommandant
yelled.

“Kommandant, I will set up another test
for you to observe. This should calm your skepticism,” Fritz said,
giving him a competent look.

“Set it up today,” he
commanded.

“I will have everything ready within
two hours,” Fritz said with conviction.

The Kommandant took a long hard look at Fritz
and then left the room without a word.

 


Fritz turned around to face the assistant,
“Find me a subject that is exhausted and sleeping if you can. Turn
off the lights to the cells. I need them asleep.”

“Sir, we cannot report this to the High
Command,” he said shakingly.

Fritz's face turned red again, “There is no
we! You will do what I ask. The experiments will go on, and the
High Command will be informed. There'll be no mention of how this
came about. Do you understand?”

The assistant just nodded. He knew better
than to push his luck, “I will find you the subject, Herr
Doctor.”

 


The assistant looked into the examination
rooms of the remaining four subjects. One was in and out of
consciousness and the subject in the next room was sleeping.
Notifying Fritz, the assistant injected both subjects at the same
time, in case one did not respond.

 


The Kommandant arrived two hours later,
skeptical to view the experiments.

“We have administered the drug to this
sleeping subject half an hour ago. You will notice that he is
restrained in a similar chair as the last subject,” Fritz informed
him.

“Yes, yes, I can see this doctor, let
us begin,” the Kommandant said impatiently.

Fritz simply nodded and began speaking to the
subject through a microphone, “You are in a room with no windows.
You are hanging upside down. You can see your environment. You are
held by metal restraints on a metal rack. You are naked. Look
around the room.”

The subject started moving his head around as
if he was looking, but with his eyes closed. “Why am I here?” he
asked.

Fritz smiled, “You are part of an experiment.
The temperature in the room will increase. We are going to slowly
increase the temperature to 200° within the next half hour. All we
require is your physical reactions to the temperature change.”

The subject immediately started trying to get
out of his restraints. He was jerking around in the chair with a
look of horror on his face.

“Hold still, or we will increase the
temperature more rapidly.”

The subject relaxed a bit, but started
whimpering. Within ten minutes, the subject started jerking around
trying to get out of the restraints. Sweat was pouring down his
face. The Kommandant just kept staring. At eighteen minutes, the
subject was screaming and convulsing. His skin was turning red and
blistering. Blood spilled out of his mouth as the subject
screamed.

The Kommandant could not believe what he was
seeing. What a weapon, he thought. The subject died four minutes
later, almost tearing himself from the restraints, ending in a
blood-curdling scream.

Fritz was about to say something to the
Kommandant when another scream erupted. They quickly looked back,
but the subject was clearly dead, his swollen tongue hanging out
from the side of his mouth. The screaming continued, but sounded
muffled. The assistant rushed in the room all flustered. “Sir, come
quickly to the next room,” he said.

They all ran to the adjoining room and viewed
a similar scene. A subject in the final throes of death was burning
up in his restraining chair. Seconds later he also died. Both the
Kommandant and Fritz looked at each other. Fritz had a small smile
on his face.

 


 



Chapter Seven

 


Peter was there to pick Tony up at the Boston
Airport.

“This is twice now that you and I have
been in the same dream,” Tony said hurriedly, while getting into
Peter's SUV.

“True Tony, but you didn't have to come
halfway across the planet to let me know that.” Peter said as he
gunned the engine down the arrivals’ ramp and headed into the thick
traffic.

As they started toward the University, Tony
explained, “You have mentioned your theories on dreaming being
interweaved. We have both had experiences with this.”

“Right, and now I am trying to
re-create this in a clinical study,” Peter sighed.

“It has already been done,” Tony
dropped the bombshell.

Luckily, Peter had his concentration on the
road as he took a quick look at Tony, “What? Do you have proof of
this?”

“I mentioned your theories to a couple
of colleagues and I received a report two days ago from Germany
from an undisclosed sender. Inside it was a report by the U.S. Army
back in 1944. The report was of dream experimentation by a German
doctor at one of the concentration camps. The report is a bit
vague, but it was claimed by a captured assistant scientist that
drug-induced subjects were used as guinea pigs by a Doctor Fritz
Rhinefalt for a year of dream experiments. The assistant claimed
that they had been successful in inducing nightmares in subjects in
separate rooms, each having the same nightmare while in a dream
state. Most of the subjects died during the
experiments.”

“This is incredible! I can't believe
that I did not hear about this before,” Peter said as he shook his
head and lowered the volume on the radio.

“The report, classified as top secret
was never verified. The assistant, who was to be questioned more
in-depth, died in his sleep a week later,” Tony coughed, “The
report was set aside, probably as a hoax. There were other things
to find in that camp.”

Peter said nothing for a few moments, his
driving now in automatic mode, “Amazing, dream experimentation
since 1943 using nightmares. I would never have thought of or even
contemplated that. My God, it must've been hideous.” Peter's eyes
had a glazed look about them.

 


They arrived at the University and entered
Peter’s research lab, just as Nancy was getting off the phone. She
waved at them and said, “OK, thanks for the info,” and hung up.

“Nancy, this is Tony. Tony, the world
renowned Nancy,” Peter said, with force.

Tony chuckled, and like a true Southern
gentleman came over and kissed her outstretched hand, “My pleasure,
ma'am.”

Nancy smiled at the comment, nice looking
too, she thought. “That was Jill in records calling,” she turned
speaking seriously to Peter, “she said that there have been
inquiries about our research.”

“From who?” Peter said
cautiously.

“She didn't know, but was going to try
and find out,” Nancy said as she was sizing up Tony from the corner
of her eye.

Peter looked over at Tony with a something's
up look, “This means we’re on the right track. We are making
someone either nervous or curious.”

“And with this information about German
war experimentation, I think I’ll be staying for a while,” Tony
said, grabbing a chair and facing more toward Nancy.

“I appreciate that Tony. We can use the
help and expertise,” he said.

“German experimentation?” Nancy jumped
in. Tony went on to explain what information he had been given. A
look of shock came across her face. “Wow! What a discovery. Know
any Germans?” she said kiddingly.

“Actually, come to think about it I do.
Klaus Rowheidier. Ran into him at a symposium a few years back.
Haven't talked to him in a couple, though.” Nancy noticed that Tony
was staring at her computer. “Let me see if I can find
him.”

Nancy got up from behind her desk and waved
Tony in, “This is all yours, sir.”

Tony smirked. Cute and sassy…hmmm, he
thought.

 


The morning was not going well for Klaus. Two
assistants off sick with the flu and progress on the new Ebola
vaccine had hit a brick wall. He also had to get the monthly report
ready for video presentation by tomorrow. A dozen calls had rang
through to his office and it was only 11:00 A.M. Time for coffee,
he thought as he got up from his desk. The phone rang.
Automatically he picked up the line without checking the caller
display.

“Klaus Rowheidier, Zicon
Pharmaceuticals,” he said robot like.

“Klaus, this is Dr. Tony Blake, we met
at the International Symposium on Computer-Based Medical Systems in
Prague a few years back,” he said in a friendly tone.

“Tony Blake? The Texan, correct?” Klaus
said, squinting his eyes.

“Yes, big black Texan. I'm calling as I
have received a World War II report addressed from Germany last
week, with no reply address. You are the only German I know,” Tony
said leadingly.

“Tony, I am sorry, but your search is
not done. I never sent you a report. Not to be rude, but I was
stepping away to a meeting. Do you have an e-mail address? We
should catch up on events,” Klaus said hurriedly.

“Ahh, sure Doc,” Tony gave him his
e-mail address and said goodbye. “Well, that was strange,” as he
said putting down the phone. An inquisitive look came across Tony's
face.

“Knew who you were?” Peter
asked.

“Yes, but I know the brush off when I
hear it,” Tony contemplated, looking down at the phone.

“Europeans are a strange bunch,” Nancy
quipped in. Peter and Tony both looked at her humorously. Nancy
shrugged, “I've dated a few.”

 


 



Chapter Eight

 


Ted got out of his limousine on the corporate
airport tarmac and headed toward the Zicon seven seat private jet.
He stopped in his tracks as his pocket started vibrating. Whipping
out his sleek satellite phone, he waited a second and then said
into the receiver, “Secure.”

“Sir, this is the CSU European section
head. We may have a breach with a department head named Klaus
Rowheidier. Text as follows, in transcript.”

The SAT phone’s video screen became a text
page with a phone conversation transcript. It took ten seconds to
read. “I agree,” he replied, “find this mentioned report discreetly
in his home. Locate any other related material and only copy. Leave
them undisturbed.”

“I'll report back in twenty four
hours,” replied the agent and the line went dead.

Ted boarded the luxurious seven-seat jet, and
told the captain to start the departure. He hit a speed dial number
on his SAT phone as he sat down on one of the supple leather seats.
The whine of the twin turbofan engines began, but was muffled by
the soundproofed fuselage. The SAT phone dialed out. “Ivan,
communications,” came out of the speaker very casually.

“Ivan, this is Ted. I need some of your
magic. Copies and continual tracking of e-mails for a Dr. Tony
Blake and Dr. Klaus Rowheidier. Also send out an sniffer for dream
experimentation reports, Germany, World War II.”

What Ted had asked was Ivan’s specialty.
Former teenage computer hacker who was responsible for breaking
into the British SAS database, Ivan had been recruited by Zicon
after his brief jail term for their industrial espionage needs. A
so-called ’communications’ specialist, Ivan was in his element now
at Zicon. Deep inside Zicon headquarters, protected by a vast array
of counter intelligence and eavesdropping veils, he was in his own
cocoon of digital bliss. Surrounded by a dozen computers all tied
to a super computer mainframe and an Internet connection pipeline
that would make a small government envious, he would be called a
Uber hacker in some circles. He could touch almost anything he
wished that was connected to the Internet. Because of his talents,
Ted overlooked Ivan’s state of disorder, dreadlocks and grunge
clothing. He looked like he should be living out on the street.

“Can do Boss,” Ivan replied,
“Notification?” he asked.

“Just myself for now,” Ted said. “Super
quiet, OK?”

“I think you are losing your confidence
in me,” Ivan stated sarcastically.

“OK, OK, I need it in twenty-four,” Ted
hung up, shaking his head. One of the best recruits he had ever
acquired. Ivan had never even noticed that Ted had hung up on him,
as he was savagely attacking his computer keyboard. Calling up
prewritten hacker scripts, Ivan modified one he had designed for
searching and capturing e-mails residing on Internet service
provider servers. The scripts shot out into the cyberspace of the
Internet searching for e-mail tags inside of header codes. Headers
on e-mail messages had the pertinent information of from whom and
to whom the e-mail was sent and received. It first searched for
Klaus’s multiple e-mail addresses which were known to Ivan, even
the secret ones. Once found, the script went through the thousands
of e-mails that Klaus had sent or received looking for a mention of
Tony Blake.

It found one that was five years old, where
Klaus had sent a thank you message to Tony for dinner at the
symposium that both had attended. It now had Tony’s email address.
With this new information, it then searched the Internet for all
e-mails that Tony had ever received or sent out. Within minutes,
copies of e-mails sent to and from both e-mail addresses started
filling up a new directory on his computer. While this was
happening, Ivan wrote another type of sniffer script that would
search throughout the Internet, far more accurately than any search
engine, for the term that Ted had asked for. Hitting the enter
button, Ivan sat back and took a long swallow from his triple
sugared cola. Drink of choice for some hackers.

He turned around to turn up the volume on a
jazz tune playing on one of the many computers still humming around
him. Turning back to his main computer he saw that an indicator was
flashing showing that a data file had been found from his sniffer
script. The file came from deep within the U.S. Army archives, but
his script had hacked right in and grabbed it. Double clicking the
file, Ivan opened a text file and started reading. Three minutes
had passed and he never even noticed the jazz tune had ended. He
sat there with an expression of horror and amazement on his
face.

 


 



Chapter Nine

 


An hour into the flight, Ted’s SAT phone
chirped. A text message appeared on the handset telling him to
access his private mailbox on the company’s Intranet, a secure
network similar to the world wide Internet but strictly for Zicon’s
employees and officers. Opening his laptop he logged into his
mailbox and opened an encrypted file left for him. The file opened
and filled his screen. The document was still unreadable, just a
bunch of mixed characters in no legible pattern. Ted opened a
de-encryption program written by Ivan. It prompted him to enter a
ten-character password. After entering the password, the file
started to appear.

The heading of the file was ‘Top Secret
Report on Experimentation at Janowska, Poland, 1944’. It went on
with a brief description of an experiment with dream manipulation.
The rest of the file started to appear line by line. Ted got up and
made himself a drink while the file materialized. Sipping his gin
and tonic, he sat back down and looked at the screen. His drink
slipped from his hand and landed softly on the plush carpeting. His
eyes were riveted on a black and white photo of the charred remains
of a human form strapped to a chair. He quickly scrolled down to
the next photo and saw a similar scene. A third photo showed a room
with four of the same strapped to chairs all in a row. You could
read the agony of death in their faces. To the right side of the
last photo, two German officers stood with their backs to the
camera. The profile of one was recognizable, a young Fritz
Rhinefalt.

All of a sudden the magnitude of the project
hit him. It was as if they were dealing with black magic. The
question was, was it controllable? Ted sat back and closed his eyes
dreading the rest of his trip.

 


The jet landed in San Jose, the capital of
Costa Rica, in mid-morning. The humid air of the tropics filled the
cabin as the door opened. A jet helicopter was waiting for Ted. He
got onboard with Mr. Cantaloga, his head CSU agent for the
area.

The helicopter lifted off the tarmac and
headed west toward the Pacific Coast, one hour away.

“When was the last time you were out
there?” Ted said into his headset microphone.

The agent heard Ted through his headphones,
as the engine noise was extremely loud.

“Two weeks ago. We were asked to round
up three subjects for the Doctor to start live experiments. We
delivered the subjects to him and he then requested to be left
alone. Of course I told him that this could not be done, as we
would have to guard the place. All we have there is a small team of
five agents securing the compound. I did not want to antagonize the
Doctor, so this will be the first visit since the experiments. I
did inform him that we would be visiting him today.”

Ted, now knowing the full extent of the
tests, was worried about inquiries of the missing subjects. “Where
did you acquire the subjects?”

“Our first was taken from a remote side
road far from the research site. The other two were found squatting
on property fifty miles from here. They will not be
missed.”

“Will the first one be missed?” Ted
yelled, still trying to be heard over the rotors.

“It was a clean capture. No traces,”
the agent replied looking out over the lush jungle terrain, not
knowing about the bike being left behind.

“But will he be missed? Was he also a
squatter as you call them?” Ted sounded impatient.

“No, he did not seem like a squatter,
his clothing was clean and neat,” the agent said as he began to
worry.

“I want this perfectly clear, find out
through your channels whether anyone reported him missing. We do
not want a witch-hunt here. Understand? I also want security
doubled at this site from today on. I don’t care if he wants to be
left alone. We cannot afford to have this compound breached. Do you
understand?”

“Yes sir,” Cantaloga gulped. He then
began making arrangements for the rest of the trip.

 


The quick flight came to a close when the
pilot announced they were approaching the compound. Ted asked the
pilot to do a circle around the compound before landing. The
helicopter started a banked left turn heading out toward the beach.
Ted leaned against the window, the centrifugal force pressing him
against the wall, and took his first look at the compound below.
The whole property was over five acres in size. They were now
skirting the east side of the property. It was lined with thick
jungle foliage that ran from one end straight down the beach. The
compound was on a thirty-foot embankment that sloped sharply to a
black volcanic sand beach. Huge rocks blocked any entrance to the
beach from the east, starting at the bluffs, they continued jutting
out into the ocean. An S-shaped path descended from the clearing at
the top down to the beach, with a smaller path jutting out from one
of the turns, leading back into the east jungle. The helicopter was
now over the ocean swinging back toward the property. The same rock
formation blocked off the western approach to the beach.

What a find, Ted thought.

Like the eastern edge of the property, the
western edge was a wall of thick jungle foliage. A modest one-level
beach house was perched overlooking the beach on top of the
embankment. The helicopter flew over the closely cut grass of a
huge lawn toward the main two-story house and a recently built
equipment shed. It finally completed its circle, flying over two
large army-engineered structures housing Fritz’s research lab, the
compound security control booth and the barracks. The roofs of both
buildings teemed with satellite and microwave antennas. Heading
back down the east side, the helicopter slowed and hovered over a
freshly paved helicopter pad, fifty feet from the entrance of the
path to the beach.

Cantaloga opened the helicopter door and
lowered the ramp. The white-haired doctor came out of the research
building with a burly Tico, a Costa Rican native, dressed in
hospital whites following close behind.

“You must be Dr. Rhinefalt,” Ted
extended his hand to the old man and introduced himself. “I am Ted
Jacobson, President of Zicon.” Fritz remained silent as he also put
out his hand. Maintaining the hand shake, he stared intently into
Ted’s eyes.

The uncomfortable silence was broken seconds
later as Fritz replied, “Thank you for coming to see the results of
your research dollars, Mr. Jacobson.” He released Ted’s hand. “I
like to size up a man that I do business with by looking into his
soul. I want to be sure that the person behind the money can take
the responsibility and burden of what he is purchasing.”

Ted stared at Fritz. Fritz turned and started
walking toward the research building. “Let me show you what you
have purchased,” Fritz said with his back to Ted. An uncontrollable
shiver went down Ted’s back as he followed the old shuffling man,
knowing he would only find horror.

 


 



Chapter Ten

 


Klaus walked out of his apartment building’s
elevator and started down the narrow hallway. As he reached his
apartment his neighbor’s door opened and an elderly petite woman,
immaculately dressed, stepped out to start her daily affairs.

“Herr Rowheidier,” she said with a
surprisingly strong voice, “Good morning to you. Working late
again?” she asked.

“Yes, Frau Bäcker,” he said not turning
around. Such a nosy bitch, he thought. He placed his key in the
door lock, fumbling a bit trying to ignore her.

“Where did you find a carpet cleaning
company to work throughout the night?” she said as she locked her
door.

Klaus froze. “It was not easy,” he said
controlling the tremble in his voice. He turned the lock.

“Did you see what time they finished?”
he asked knowing that of course she would know. She would know
their eye color if he asked her.

“They left an hour ago. You can tell
them that even though they tried to be quiet, I heard furniture
moving all night,” she started down the hallway. “Please inform me
next time you plan to do this again,” she said with a scowl,
entering the elevator.

Klaus opened his door, stepped inside and
quickly locked it. With his back pressed to the door, he listened
for a full minute before moving. His mind was whirling with
thoughts, knowing exactly who had been here. He had requested from
CSU a similar act years ago on a suspected employee.

He started walking through his apartment.
Nothing looked out place. Ghosts left more evidence than these
professionals, he thought. He opened his liquor cabinet and poured
himself a double 14 yr single malt scotch and took a long swallow.
A sinking feeling hit his stomach as he nodded to himself. The call
from Tony. He had to assume that they had bugs on his phones,
probably on everyone’s phone. Goddamn Zicon, they don’t trust
anyone, no matter how high up, he fumed to himself.

His analytical mind kicked in, the panic was
over.

So, he thought, they know about the call,
which means that they know about an old report from WWII. They do
not have this report as it is still hidden. And I can’t check on
it, as they will be following me.

His mind began its analytical assessment. He
took another sip of his scotch. He knew that from now on everything
he did would be monitored. He immediately walked over and turned on
his stereo to a classical radio station. This was normally what he
did when coming home. While the violins played in the background,
Klaus planned his next move. His moves to outsmart the sly fox he
worked for.

 


 



Chapter Eleven

 


Vincent had been restless all night. Business
was going well, almost too well. His latest venture was growing too
quickly. His cash flow could not match the growth. He tossed around
on his king size bed inside his luxury condo in downtown Manila.
The young man from the Philippines just wanted to get some sleep,
but with sleep came his recurring dream of the last few nights.
More like nightmares, he thought. He had taken a sleeping pill a
half hour earlier and it finally started kicking in.

As the relaxing action of the pill took hold,
his mind finally calmed for the first time today. Fifteen minutes
later, Vincent entered into Rapid Eye Movement, the beginning of
the dreaming sequence.

The cerebral cortex is one of the main
centers of the brain for dreaming. Sensory experiences are
fabricated by the cortex as a means of interpreting a stream of
signals from the brain stem.

As the stream grew stronger, images appeared
- random images of past experiences and dreams. Then within a
nano-second he was within his dream. His dream was not within him.
The energy charge of his dream, his dreamline, shot out from his
cortex into an undiscovered dimension - the dreamweave. Vincent’s
dreamline shot into the dreamweave at the speed of light, traveling
in a straight linear line.

 


Within his dreamline, Vincent was in a desert
trying to escape the heat. It seemed like he had been walking for
days. His clothes were in tatters, his lips cracked from the
relentless sun.

 


His brilliantly bright dreamline continued on
into the endless black dreamweave dimension. Another dreamline
approached Vincent’s line at a slight angle. It continued closer
until it glanced off Vincent’s line, but not before it had joined
his line for the briefest of moments.

 


Vincent kept stumbling along the top of
dunes. He stopped and looked out at the vast emptiness of the
desert. Dunes as far as he could see. Despair engulfed once again.
Then, from over the top of a dune in front of him, a bearded man in
a top hat and tails rode a nineteenth-century bicycle toward
Vincent. Vincent stared at the large front-wheeled vehicle as it
went whizzing past him. The gentleman riding high above him tipped
his hat as he went by, the tails on the suit flapping in the wind.
The bike and rider carried on over the endless dunes effortlessly
and vanished within seconds. Vincent looked out over the desert
once again and continued his trek, the sun getting hotter
still.

 


Vincent’s dreamline continued on, but now
took a slightly different course since it had been touched by the
dreamline of the bicycle rider. Minute’s later Vincent’s line then
came close to another dreamline that started running parallel to
his. Both lines had incredible energy from the dreams being
generated within. The other dreamline was still slightly stronger
than Vincent’s, so eventually the two lines crossed and joined for
a moment.

 


Vincent walked over another dune and then
tripped onto asphalt. He cursed as he had scraped his palms and
knees on the gritty surface. He quickly got up as the heat of the
asphalt burnt through his pants. You could see the heat radiating
from the pavement. Vincent looked around and was completely
disoriented as the desert had disappeared. He now saw only
pavement. He noticed what looked like a structure far away. He
started toward it. Walking for what seemed like hours, he finally
saw a huge concrete building painted with strange symbols. It was
stark against the paved landscape.

A scene out of a ‘B’ rated sci-fi movie
transpired next. A large open-air military vehicle with no wheels,
hovering over the ground, went by him. It was filled with uniformed
men carrying strange weapons and awkward doglike clothed
creatures.

 


Vincent’s dreamline disengaged from the other
dreamline.

 


Vincent was again in the desert alone,
falling down into the choking sand.

 


The other dreamline intersected Vincent’s
dreamline once again and he found himself on the floor of a high
walled concrete cell staring into the eyes of the doglike
creatures. Three of them started to surround him. One began an
unearthly growl and rose up onto his hind legs, approaching
Vincent. Vincent backed toward the wall in complete terror. The
creature gnashed his jaws and lunged at Vincent. Vincent jumped to
the floor and landed on top of a dune and tumbled down toward the
bottom of the never-ending sand.

 


The other dreamline had disengaged and went
on its separate way, its course altered by the interaction. But
this temporary connection had altered Vincent’s dreamline course
also. His dreamline traveled on passing other dreamlines. If one
could ride on top of a dreamline, the sight would be one of the
most beautiful visions imaginable. Bright laser like lines shooting
through darkness. Silver beams of light crossing constantly,
touching and making small flashes. A myriad of dreamlines making a
complex weave through the dimension, almost like billions of
miniscule shooting stars traveling through space.

In the path of Vincent’s dreamline a growing
mass appeared. It was comprised of a dozen or more dreamlines
trapped and interweaved in a spiral formation - a dreamhub. The
dreamlines had been caught almost like gravity to the energy being
generated by several other dreamlines. The linear path of the
dreamlines coming close was interrupted and as more of them
converged, the dreamhub’s energy increased and attracted more
dreamlines. The spiral grew in a counter-clockwise rotation,
similar to what a black hole might look like. Inside the trapped
dreamlines, the stronger or predominant dreamlines took control,
projecting out images and energy. The dreamlines that were now part
of the hub were influenced by the overall positive or negative
energy that emitted from the dreamhub.

By the time Vincent’s dreamline approached
the dreamhub, it was made up of hundreds of lines. Spiraling faster
and contracting within itself. Vincent’s dreamline joined the
hundreds of dreamlines spiraling in a counter-clockwise,
contracting negative dreamhub.

 


Vincent’s despair was now unequaled. It felt
like he had been walking on these dunes for days, with no
nightfall. The insistent sun beating on him. Then, out of nowhere,
a sudden energy wave went through him and his surroundings. A
rolling distortion wave projected outward and then sharpened behind
it. He followed the progression of the wave as it grew. It reached
the horizon and continued upward into the sky toward the sun.

Vincent continued onward and then turned
toward the sun, noticing that it was changing color into a hue of
orange. The air around him was also changing, becoming super dry as
the temperature started to rise. The sand became hotter underneath
his boots. Seconds later, he found it painful to move his arms
through the heated air. High above, the sun was now turning
crimson.

The temperature climbed and the air soon
became an inferno, his boot heels melting into the sand. He clawed
at the buttons on his shirt as they seared his skin. His flesh
bubbled in spots and flames started flaring all over his body. His
agony immeasurable, he looked up for what he knew would be the
final time to the source of his anguish, the unforgiving sun. The
now almost blood-red orb contracted against itself and exploded
into a brilliant super nova.

Vincent saw the flash and his last smile of
relief was consumed by the solar flare incinerating all in his
vicinity.

 


Vincent’s dreamline fell into the center of
the dreamhub and ceased to exist. Other dreamlines joined Vincent’s
in their fate. Minutes later, the dream hub collapsed as well.
Liberated from the hub, the hundreds of other dreamlines broke free
and shot out to follow their own linear paths once again.

 


The six o’clock morning news started off with
Manila’s top story. A major fire in a thirty-story high-rise was
still out of control. The reporter said the source of the fire was
identified as having originated in an expensive condo owned by an
up-and-coming young entrepreneur, Vincent Madarang. The cause of
the fire was unknown.

 


 



Chapter Twelve

 


The boulevard was busy at eight in the
morning. Well-dressed individuals with sour faces heading toward a
day of work jostled each other as they sped along the wide
sidewalk. Traffic in the street crawled along at a much slower pace
than the pedestrians. Construction was blocking one lane. No one
noticed the extra city engineering van parked to the side. Inside,
a full surveillance team was keeping tabs on their subject. The van
bristled with electronic gear and a host of monitors.

Klaus was in his kitchen. One of the monitors
showed him finishing his glass of orange juice, and then crossing
the floor toward the living room. A second monitor picked up Klaus
from the kitchen coming into the living room. He placed the glass
on a table and the surveillance technician smiled as he heard the
faint click of the glass making contact. The whole apartment was
wired. Nothing would be missed.

“Subject leaving apartment,” he said
robotically into a microphone. The monitor was tagged above by a
small piece of tape saying ‘Body’. It showed a shaky video as Klaus
walked down the hallway to the elevator. He was unaware of the
ultra-miniature camera embedded in his overcoat. The slamming sound
of the old fashioned elevator’s outer doors made the technician
wince.

Klaus walked outside his building and
proceeded directly past the van and headed towards the subway. Two
teams were set up, one in front and one behind him. They knew his
daily routine intimately.

One thing they did not know were his
thoughts. He had been planning this day over the last few nights.
He had feigned sleep for hours, methodically plotting each move in
his mind like a chess match. His opponents were very skilled and
determined adversaries, watching every move and gesture. He could
not let a suspicious glance be seen as fear or betrayal. He had
decided to play it calm; business would be as usual for a few days,
hopefully lulling the sentinels into a more relaxing posture.

He stopped at a mailbox and posted a letter
he had written to his mother. She lived in Belgium and still never
used a computer, let alone had an e-mail address. He had left
instructions with her the last time that he had visited back a few
weeks back. This was after he had gathered the information on
Fritz. He would continue writing to her each week as he had for
years and had advised that, if he stopped, she should mail the
packages that he had left with her. She did not know or want to
know the contents of those packages.

He continued to the stairs of the subway and
as he progressed downward, an unmarked truck drove up to the
mailbox. A uniformed postman opened the mailbox and the bag was
emptied into the back of the truck. Two agents immediately started
sorting through the mail as the truck slowly carried on. They found
the envelope and skillfully opened it ensuring that no sign of
damage incurred. After verifying the contents, they stopped and
returned the truck to the spot where Klaus had originally dropped
the letter. A couple of passers-by curiously looked on as a full
mailbag was being placed back into a mailbox.

Klaus entered his office and started his day.
Internal security now took over surveillance of the subject as the
head agent of the CSU team contacted Ted through his SAT phone to
update him.

 


 



Chapter Thirteen

 


Jack was seething in anger. Another e-mail
from his cheating wife filled his computer screen. For six years he
had had to deal with her and every time the jealousy hit the pit of
his stomach. Knowing that sweet piece of vindictive ass was
spreading her legs for some starving artist somewhere in Brazil
just kept the fire of his hatred burning.

Reading through the e-mail, he shook his head
at the absurdity of her requests. The usual he thought to himself,
money. Each month it was the same. All she knew was how to spend
and fuck. He kept reading knowing that he didn’t need to, but
secretly wanting to hate her even more for leaving him.

“Bitch!” he said under his breath. He
kept reading until the last paragraph, and then his eyes opened
wide with shock. One word had brought the shock. Only one word that
burned into his retina - divorce. It was not the thought of her
finalizing the dead relationship; it was the fact that he knew she
would take as much as she could from him - hundreds of millions. He
was one of the most powerful and richest men in America and he was
powerless to stop her. The courts would grant her what she asked
for. He had expected this for six years however, he had been in
complete denial, had not mentally prepared for this day.

As he looked over the vibrant city below him
from his prized perched tower, his mind started to race and an idea
was planted like an evil seed. Elimination was certainly in play,
but the method? Should he involve Ted? Maybe only for logistics.
Should he handle it personally? Jack started categorizing the
details for the successful elimination.

Picking up the phone, a voice came across,
“Yes sir”.

“Get me a secure line to Dr. Rhinefalt
in Costa Rica and have the jet ready to fly within the hour!” He
hung up, not waiting for a reply, knowing his will would be done. A
grin spread across his face. This was going to be a good day after
all.

 


Nodding his head, Fritz ended the call and
thought to himself; yes it is time to take it to the next stage. He
thought back through his years of experimentation, through the
different stages. After the war, he had escaped to South America in
one of the last U-boats, carrying a fair amount of gold courtesy of
the Führer, to keep him safe from prying eyes. He had kept a low
profile for the first few years, writing theories and slowly
acquiring equipment to start his experiments again.

The next three years involved at least one
hundred subjects, mainly locals. The locals referred to him in
hushed tones as Demonio, the demon. In a guarded compound, he was
untouchable, never leaving its security. Local officials made sure
of that. Also, having the Reich’s gold behind him made things more
secure for him and his work. During the war, the Führer had been
very pleased with the results of Fritz’s experimentation. Since
Hitler was obsessed with the occult, he personally had come to
witness some of Fritz’s later work.

 


Late in the fall of 1944, the sound of
motorcycles filled the quiet countryside southeast of the city of
Gotha in the central Thuringen province of Germany. Four
Schutzstaffel SS motorcycle riders in full uniform and regalia led
the procession. Dust-covered and square-jawed, they cleared the way
for the six-vehicle procession. Three were open-air staff cars, two
were Tiger tanks and the last was an armored personnel carrier
filled with crack Schutzstaffel SS troops, Hitler’s own bodyguards.
Five Luftwaffe Focke-Wulf Fw 190 fighter planes covered the skies
above. The motorcade continued toward its destination deep inside
Germany. The camp guards heard the engines as they echoed through
the valley. The Kommandant fired orders at the honor guard in
preparation for the Führer’s arrival. The massive gates of the
cavernous mountain research facility and factory were opened just
as the motorcade arrived. Built into the mountains, such complexes
served the Reich as the last hope for manufacturing and research
facilities, hidden away in the heartland of Germany. They were
impervious to Allied bombing, built deep into the mountain by
thousands of prisoners. The conditions were inhumane and more than
half the labor force would never see the light of day again.

The motorcade stopped and the Führer’s
personal guards jumped from their vehicles. Hitler stepped from his
vehicle and was greeted by the Kommandant with a full salute. In
unison, all the guards cracked their arms into a resounding “Heil
Hitler!”, to which he saluted back with his right hand, open-faced
just up to his shoulder. After shaking the hands of the ruler of
the thousand-year Reich, the Kommandant quickly led the Führer to
an elevator which took them to a level five research area, far down
inside the mountain.

Fritz awaited the Führer’s arrival with great
excitement and deep worry. The reports that he had sent to the High
Command had caught the eye of the Führer himself and now was the
time to validate his work. Hitler was expecting remarkable results
from today’s test. It had taken months of experiments and then
additional weeks to perfect the techniques. Today was the day for
success. The doors to the lab opened briskly, two SS guards
carrying MP40 Schmeisser submachine guns leading the way. The
Kommandant was explaining the details of the research facility as
Hitler strode on half-listening. Seeing Fritz, he walked directly
up to him, ignoring the Kommandant.

“Dr. Rhinefalt,” Hitler said
exuberantly and extended his hand.

Fritz excitedly gave a firm hand shake, “I’m
anxious to show you my progress, Mein Führer!”

Hitler held onto the hand for longer than
normal and stared into Fritz’s eyes. Fritz was far too excited to
notice that Hitler was actually sizing him up. Notorious for sizing
up an individual within seconds of meeting them, Hitler sensed a
common kinship with this young doctor. An aura of dark evil
enveloped both men. A grin came across Hitler’s face and it was
matched by Fritz.

The Kommandant, now off to the side, saw the
grins and a chill ran down his spine. The young doctor was now
protected, even before the showing of the experiment. He would have
to spend more time with this doctor to garner some privileges he
knew soon would be apparent.

Fritz started explaining his progress as he
walked Hitler down the hall. Hitler’s response, a slight nod
intermittently.

“Today’s experiment will validate the
techniques of dream manipulation with more than one subject,” Fritz
mentioned as they came upon a large steel door. The two men walked
into the chamber with the guards close behind, never leaving their
charge. Hitler turned to the two guards and motioned with his hand
for them to stay outside the chamber as the door solidly closed
behind them. Fritz slipped a bolt in the door. Hitler’s eyes
adjusted to the dim light and he slowly took in the scene. They
stopped in the center of the chamber. The air had a clean, fresh
smell and the room was dead quiet. Hitler slowly turned, noticing
the chambers octagonal shape with what seemed to be steel panels
inset in each portion of the eight walls. Beside Fritz, a
waist-high pedestal stood up from the floor with several switches
and indicator lights.

“Proceed,” was all Hitler said in a
curious voice.

Fritz looked down to the panel and threw a
switch. Immediately the eight panels slowly started receding down
into the lower part of each wall. His guest’s eyes widened as he
looked through the eight glass panels that had been revealed. On
the other side of the glass were eight small chambers each
identical to the other. Each chamber, made of steel, had an access
door on the far side of the room. A camera lens was situated above
the glass wall pointed down toward the center of each chamber.

In the center of each chamber, a thick wire
rack sat at a forty-five degree angle, sloping down toward a glass
barrier. On each wire rack a man was strapped by metal restraints
holding their wrists and ankles. All the men were naked and
seemingly asleep.

 


“So far I am intrigued, Dr. Rhinefalt,”
Hitler quipped as he walked by each window slowly, inspecting each
detail of the chambers.

“Each chamber is sound proofed from
each other and equipped with both microphone and film camera to
document the experiment,” Fritz replied.

“How are all the subjects asleep with
such bright light in the chambers?”

“I have designed a drug that relaxes
the subjects and enhances the suitability to give suggestions to
the subconscious mind when they are in a dream state.”

“Very well, continue.”

Fritz flicked a switch near a protruding
microphone, “Test 168 commencing. Turning on cameras and
microphones now.”

Eight green lights lit up above each glass
chamber.

Fritz said like a father to his son, “Mein
Führer, I would be pleased if you would choose which subject I will
start with.”

Hitler looked back at Fritz with a smirk and
said without looking away, “Lucky number seven of course.”

Fritz returned the smirk and flicked the
microphone switch beside the number seven on the panel. A red light
came on as Fritz put his mouth to the device.

“You are part of an experiment. Do not
struggle. It is early dawn, and you are situated on duty inside a
concrete bunker guarding a bridge.”

Fritz turned off the switch and spoke to his
honored guest.

“I am only speaking to Number Seven.
The other seven subjects cannot hear or see anything.”

Hitler nodded again.

Fritz continued with his subject, “A battle
has gone on for two hours with the enemy rapidly approaching. The
temperature within the bunker starts to rise as you are now under
attack by two flamethrowers.”

Fritz paused to watch the reaction of Number
Seven and his guest. Number Seven started to squirm in the
restraints.

Fritz continued, “The flamethrowers are
advancing their positions and the flame spread has almost reached
the bunker. The temperature is rising to fifty degrees in your
bunker.”

A cry of pain emanated from the speaker of
Number Seven. Hitler walked over to the window to observe more
closely. Number Seven was now fighting the restraints with sweat
beading throughout the subject’s body.

Hitler jerked his head around at the sound of
a moan coming from chamber number three. He walked over to Number
Three’s window and saw the subject consumed in sweat.

“Number Three can not hear Number Seven
at all?” he asked.

“No, Mein Führer,” Fritz answered
shortly.

Fritz returned to the microphone and turned
on the microphone again, “The temperature has increased another
fifty degrees as the first sprays of flame touch your bunker.”
Fritz paused switching off the microphone again and watched as four
other subjects were in the throes of pain and straining against
their restraints.

Flicking the switch, Fritz continued, “One of
the flamethrowers is now within range and fires a burst into the
window of your bunker. Your hair starts melting and part of the
flaming liquid hits your left arm.”

Immediately screams of agony erupted from
five rooms. Hitler turned to see the left body of Number Seven’s
side blistering from the imagined heat. He moved to see the other
subjects and saw that nothing of this magnitude was occurring in
the other chambers yet.

“The second flamethrower now fires a
volley right into your bunker. The air is now molten lava and your
body engulfed in an inferno.”

Charred flesh was now appearing on the five
subjects and Number Three burst into flame, with the others
following within seconds.

“It will soon be over,” Fritz calmly
announced to Hitler over the screams coming out of the chambers.
All the screams slowly ceased as bodies burned in their respective
chambers. Hitler turned to Fritz to make a comment when a bright
flash emanated from chamber number three. Both men shielded their
eyes and looked to see where it came from as an unearthly sound
bellowed from the third chamber.

Fritz left the controls and stood next to the
Führer to witness Number Three burning in flames. They saw
something rising from the body. Something resembling a vapour
trying to exit the body of the subject. The body was now charred
black. The vapour being expelled resembled nothing. White bright
light mixed with the flames. The unearthly sound started again and
both men jumped back from the window, startled by the pitch. As
they looked on, the vapour flowed to the floor and took the form of
a liquid. The fluid seemed to take the shape of a hole, no - a
mouth, and it was screaming out the unearthly sound. The sound
continued and the form appeared to be rising as the amount of
vapour increasingly flowed from the subject’s body. The fluid was
taking the form of the subject and a torso with arms, hands, neck
and a head was becoming apparent. The subject had now become a
waving, bluish white screaming entity, separate from the charred
remains.

“What is that?” said Hitler in a hushed
tone, his gaze mesmerized.

“This has never happened before Mein
Führer,” Fritz explained.

Two arm-like forms were now reaching upward,
meanwhile the sound was growing, the mouth imitating sheer agony.
Suddenly the flames became more intense and the sound pitch
unbearable. Both men held their heads, covering their ears and
shutting their eyes tightly as they fell to their knees. The fluid
form twisted around like it was trying to escape the madness.

A final scream shattered the window of the
third chamber as a brilliant flash exploded also from within. Glass
shards littered the floor where both Fritz and Hitler huddled. It
had seemed like an eternity, but it was mere moments before the
light and sound vanished. Residual smoke coming from the body
entered the control chamber while the exhaust fans worked
double-time to remove the stench. They both slowly rose as severe
pounding on the door to the inner chamber snapped them out of their
confusion.

 


“Leave us be!” Hitler commanded his
troops through the door.

The pounding stopped and Fritz and Hitler
looked at each other for a few moments in silence. A look of true
admiration came across Hitler’s face and then he turned to survey
the room. Both men reviewed the results: five subjects charred
beyond recognition, two still sleeping and Number Three in ashes.
The main chamber now smelt of burnt skin and was covered in broken
glass.

Hitler composed himself and walked slowly
toward the controls and said, “Doctor Rhinefalt, first of all I
want all your research increased and your experiments tripled. I
want field experimentations to commence as soon as possible. What
you have done here is one of the greatest accomplishments to the
Third Reich. I will make the funds needed available for any
contingency. Your work must continue!” Hitler held an outstretched
hand to congratulate his newly found magician. Fritz was
dumbfounded. He had thought that he would be facing a firing squad
for endangering the Führer.

As Hitler held onto his grip with both hands
he said, “Do you realize what we have witnessed here today? You
have managed to not only control and influence dreams; you have
created such a nightmare between these subjects that one of the
souls was ripped from it’s body. You have gone where no man has
ever ventured! Doctor Rhinefalt, I commend you.” Hitler’s smile was
immense as he continued to grip Fritz’s hand and called for his
guards. Fritz reached over with his left hand and unbolted the
door. The Kommandant came rushing in with the troops to witness
Hitler’s embrace with Fritz.

“Doctor Rhinefalt,” said the Kommandant
still watching the shaking of hands, “we had three prisoners
combust into flames inside the prisoner’s sleeping area two levels
up.”

Hitler released Fritz and headed towards the
door. As the guards followed, Hitler stopped and looked back at
Fritz, “Next, the world!”

 


 



Chapter Fourteen

 


Jack circled the Zicon compound in Costa
Rica. As the helicopter started its descent, Jack spied a newly
built small building on the far end of the compound, away from the
main buildings. Ted had not reported this and he was slightly put
off when he exited the landed helicopter.

Ted stood by the tarmac and saw the scowl on
Jack’s face. Wonderful, he thought, knowing there was a blast
coming.

“What the hell is that new building,
Ted? I explicitly asked to be notified on all activities taking
place here,” Jack yelled trying to be heard over the winding down
helicopter.

Ted internally felt like rolling his eyes.
“Jack, Fritz had that building erected in the last two days. It was
slated to be put on your daily report today.”

“All right, all right,” Jack waved his
hands as if to get on with it.

“It is part of Fritz’s latest test that
he is ready to show you,” Ted spoke while leading Jack to a small
golf cart. They climbed in and Ted drove toward the small building.
They drove in silence and Jack looked beyond the fence to the
hundreds of teak trees surrounding the compound.

Might be a good locale to set up more
operations. Very secluded, he concluded.

A warm breeze with the salty scent from the
ocean passed through them. Ted stopped in front of the unimpressive
building. It was a small thirty-by-thirty stucco single-story hut.
Another golf cart was off to the side. As they walked in, Jack’s
eyes momentarily went blank from the bright glare to the almost
pitch black interior. An inside door with a green light above
opened and Fritz came out.

It was Jack’s first meeting with Fritz. He
sized up the man quickly. Ted made the introductions and Jack was
surprised by the strength of the firm handshake from such an
elderly man.

Fritz started right in, “First of all, I have
replicated all my earlier experiments using drugs to induce
suggestions into the subjects who are in dream states. This again
has proved effective on influencing the dreams of the subjects and,
in later experiments, groups of other subjects in close proximity
to the affected subjects.”

Jack still dumbfounded that this was actually
happening asked, “So Dr. Rhinefalt, how is it possible that others
are affected as well?” Ted stood to the side and was shocked that
Jack had used Fritz’s last name. Knowing Jack for so many years, he
knew that few men warranted this kind of respect from Jack.

Fritz’s face took on a glow from being asked
about his work, “Well, I can only postulate at this point, but from
my hundreds of tests, I had one subject that was affected from
being in close proximity and still lived for a half hour after the
rest of them had died. I questioned him and it seemed that he had
been dreaming normally and then, as if being struck, his dream
jumped into a nightmarish scenario. The very same scenario that I
had induced in the main subjects. He described a sense being caught
in a spiral that prevented him from escaping this nightmare. He was
a very strong-willed subject I must add. He told me that he fought
the dream, trying to get a foothold on reality, almost clawing his
way back up a descending evil spiral. Somehow he successfully
fought the nightmare and broke free from the scenario. He awoke but
was so badly burnt from the effects of the original nightmare that
he soon passed on after we spoke.”

“Absolutely incredible,” Jack said
staring at Fritz.

Fritz continued, “So from this, an
enlightened theory has been forming in my mind. The nightmare
spiral was sort of a dreamhub. Then with its negative energy, it
grew and became a faster spiral. Any dreamers near this hub would
be pulled toward the hub, thus feeding the negative energy. The
spiral would continue feeding until all were consumed and then
physically dead. I also suspect that since the dreams are
artificially started, this accelerates the spiral and that is what
causes the physical transformation. The subjects have no chance to
disbelieve that this is actually happening to them.”

Jack jumped in excitedly, “Tapping right into
their subconscious then.”

“Exactly, Mr. Montgomery. Right into
their psyche and, as I observed back in 1944, their soul,” Fritz
turned and headed back inside the interior door. Jack and Ted
simply followed, Jack almost beside himself to see what was
inside.

“This last month,” Fritz continued, “I
have been trying to recreate the experiments that I did in the 60s
and 70s involving different delivery methods to induce the
subjects. Mr. Montgomery, drugs worked extremely well, but this
limits the use of this method to really just capturing and
injecting a subject. I could not remotely induce a subject from a
distance. Even if we did somehow inject the drug into a subject
without their knowing, how would we give them the proper suggestion
and imagery for the subject to start its own negative
dreamhub?”

“So Doctor, I presume that since you
had this building erected far from the others, you have perfected
this different delivery method?” Jack smiled with a sinister turn
of the lip.

Fritz nodded, “I have done one initial test.
I have made some modifications. The equipments these days are much
more powerful and accurate.”

Jack had not even noticed that they had been
speaking in complete darkness since entering the room. Jack jumped
when Fritz flipped on the interior light. A local Costa Rican
female was strapped to a metal chair with straps on her forehead,
wrists and ankles. Jack followed the slim ankles upward and stopped
for quick glance at the patch between her legs and his gaze fell on
her ample breasts. Her mouth was open, drool coming out of the left
side.

“A local prostitute,” Fritz pointed
out. “We have sound, camera and electrodes hooked up to monitor her
vital signs and brain activity.”

“Has she been drugged?” Jack asked,
looking again at her mound.

“No, she has been kept awake for
seventy-two hours and she has then been allowed to fall into a deep
sleep.”

Fritz started walking out the door. Again,
Jack and Ted simply followed, mesmerized by Fritz’s presence. Fritz
closed up the exterior door and then climbed into one of the golf
carts and started away toward the other buildings.

Jack looked at Ted and said, “That man has no
conscience. It is all one experiment to him.”

Ted nodded as they watched the demon rapidly
gain distance from them.

 


Inside the air-conditioned research building,
a chill ran down Jack’s spine. Was it the air conditioning or was
it what he was to witness? Ted had left a few minutes earlier
stating that he had security arrangements to oversee. In fact, Ted
did not want to witness another of Fritz’s experiments. The last
had been horrific enough, with the subject named Manuel trying to
speak of his experiences in his dying breaths. How Manuel had
survived that last half an hour would burn into Ted’s mind forever.
Burnt to a crisp, the poor man was somehow still capable of a raspy
disjointed reflection to his torturer.

Jack could sense that Ted was not up to his
usual effectiveness. He mentally made a note to contact his special
operative William Su, his spy of spies, to get the inside scoop on
what might be affecting him.

Fritz snapped Jack back to the present, “This
is where we’ll monitor the progress.” Fritz pointed to a bank of
monitors. All five cameras had been placed at different angles to
capture all movements of the subjects.

Fritz continued on, “In the 60’s and 70’s I
experimented with radio waves. Bombarding a subject with specific
images and sounds.”

“Hang on!” Jack jumped in, “They are
asleep. What good would images be?”

Fritz took his question in stride. “The waves
act more like broadcast television. The subjects do not actually
see the images, but since the waves are directly pointed toward
them, they are engulfed in the energy of the wave. The waves are
composed of negative still images and clips of movies and, as the
wave continues, our subjects are deeply affected by their negative
energy.”

As Fritz paused, Jack knew that the cold he
was feeling was not from the air conditioning in the room.

“And now,” he continued, “with the
generous funding of your company,” and Fritz graciously nodded his
head towards Jack who reciprocated with a nod, “I have been able to
take this to a new level. With a few adjustments, I have
successfully been able to bombard a subject with a stream of images
and sounds a hundred more times more powerful than with the radio
waves.” Fritz stopped to sip a fresh cup of coffee

“Well please don’t stop now, Dr.
Rhinefalt,” Jack said eagerly.

“I have done this now with microwaves.
An intense beam of digital images and sounds is directed right at
the subject. The last experiment was done in this building from one
room to another. It worked very well. Now I wish to test a true
long-distance experiment over the compound. If this is successful,
barring technical issues of directional focus and the strength of
the beam, I should be able to induce subjects over long
distances”.

“How long of a distance?” Jack asked
quietly.

“As long as we have the line of sight,
I could see us using this as far away as the horizon is from us,”
Fritz said proudly.

Jack took a seat at the monitors and only
said two words, “Go ahead.”

Fritz nodded and started working a control
panel. He worked in silence for two minutes and then pointed at a
monitor placed beside the one giving a close-up frontal view of the
woman.

“This monitor will show you the images
that are being beamed to her. The stream is looped so that all the
images will repeat once per minute at the start, making it easier
for us to construct the scenario. The image stream starts slow and
then speeds up, which will intensify the nightmare spiral. I would
strongly suggest that you stop looking at the monitor after a
couple of minutes.”

Jack looked up from the monitor and switched
his gaze to Fritz. He watched Fritz’s facial expressions as he
completed the preparations. Jack was amazed that Fritz could remain
so expressionless. A true killing machine, he thought. The image
monitor came alive. Jack stared as it flickered a couple of times.
The sound of a steadily increasing whine started. He looked back to
see a small disk pointed outside the now open window.

“The microwave dish, I presume?” he
asked.

“Yes, and it is warming up. We shall
begin the stream in thirty seconds.”

Jack returned his gaze to the monitors only
to start squirming in his chair. The image monitor was now playing.
Jack had read in his reports about the subjects having
spontaneously combusted, but he was not prepared for these
images.

The one-minute movie started its loop again.
A movie showing millions of ants filled the screen, ants as far as
the eye could see. A man was stumbling through the sea of ants. As
he stumbled along, the ants attacked him. He fought them off in
vain. A close up of his face showed his eyes being eaten and the
rest of his face quickly covered. His legs were now in the picture,
the ants biting his exposed flesh. The man fell into the swarm and
was engulfed, dying a horrendous death. The one-minute movie
started once again. A scream from the speaker switched Jack’s focus
to the next monitor. The girl strained against her restraints. Her
mouth tightly closed as though trying to stop the ants from
entering her mouth. Jack switched to another monitor that showed a
close up of her legs and that perfect mound.

“Stream now at fifty percent,” Fritz
stated flatly.

Jack’s eyes widened as he started to see the
flesh of the girl starting to change. Blood started seeping from
dozens of new openings. Her skin rippled in different directions as
if she were being ravaged by real ants.

The screaming started again, this time with
no conscious effort to keep her mouth closed. She had an
uninhibited expression of anguish. Jack was spellbound. He sat back
to watch all the monitors at once.

“Seventy-five percent,” Fritz stated
flatly. The images were now almost a blur. The minute video was now
a fifteen-second show.

The girl was a mess of flesh and blood. Her
body was trying to sway back and forth when Jack spied a glowing
form lingering each time the girl swayed in the other
direction.

“What the hell is that?” Jack pointed
to the monitor showing the frontal view.

Fritz looked at the same monitor and said
slowly, “It is her soul trying to escape the madness.”

Jack, with his mouth agape, watched as the
form grew, now overtaking the lifeless, silent body. An unholy
sound started to rise from the still swaying body, and, in a
brilliant flash, the room turned into a supernova-like explosion.
Jack fell backward in his chair and stared at Fritz. He said
nothing for a full thirty seconds.

“All we need is a line of sight?” he
said now kneeling beside the chair.

“Yes,” was Fritz’s reply, still looking
at the monitors.

“Would a line of site from a satellite
work?” Jack asked with huge eyes.

Fritz, for the first time in years, started
grinning.

 


 



Chapter Fifteen

 


The table in front of them was set for two.
The main dishes had been cleared and dark Costa Rican coffee
steamed from large mugs. Jack dipped his spoon into his dessert of
fried bananas smothered in a sweet sour cream. He made a wish to
himself to have this incredible taste imported back home. Jack also
thought how challenging it was to draw Fritz into a
conversation.

He had met many private and closed
individuals, but Fritz was really one of a kind. If not prompted,
he would not have said one word over dinner. Time to get back to
business, he thought.

“As I stated before, I can provide
satellite coverage pretty much anywhere. What I need to know from
you is if you can you achieve the same effect from a satellite.”
Jack finished by taking a sip from his mug.

“A satellite will have more than enough
power to deliver the microwave signal to the surface. The challenge
will be in concentrating the beam into a narrow band that can be
focused on a single individual,” Fritz answered as if he had been
speaking about it for an hour.

Jack pondered the point for a minute, and
sipped his coffee again. He raised his eyes to reply to Fritz and
was met by a steady stare.

A chill ran down Jack’s spine again. This guy
is downright dangerous, he thought.

Jack continued, “We need to do a test. From
there we can have a point of reference to fine-tune the beam. I
have a target in mind within a nearby satellite range.”

Fritz raised an eyebrow at that comment. He
had been trying to judge Jack’s level of commitment to the project.
Would he be able to stomach the next phase? The answer was yes. He
had just heard the affirmative. Fritz nodded at Jack to
continue.

Jack swallowed hard and said, “The target is
a woman in a small town in Brazil. There will probably be a male
with her. I wish to have both targeted.” He stopped, setting in
motion his wife’s demise.

“From your expression, this woman was
once close to you,” Fritz replied in his usual cold
manner.

“The identity does not concern you,”
Jack spat back. “I want anyone in that dwelling taken care of. I
will place units of surveillance at the location prior to the event
to record and measure the effectiveness.”

The lighting in the room changed as the sun
set, sending strange shadows across Fritz’s face. Fritz was not
about to let go of the small irritant that he had started.

“Would it not be wise to pick another
target to practice on rather than start with a target so
sensitive?” Fritz smiled inwardly, “It is certainly possible that
things may go awry in the first satellite beaming.”

Jack, now irritated, fumbled at cutting a
cigar and took a deep breath. He re-sliced the cigar and slowly lit
it while calming his nerves. He knew that Fritz had found a
vulnerable spot and he had to take back control of the
conversation. Taking a long drag and exhaling, he started again
with renewed strength.

“Herr Rhinefalt, from what I saw today,
I am certain that it will work. You will not let it fail. It was
your crowning moment in over fifty years of work. That is not the
issue.”

Jack tapped the cigar and held it in his left
hand, looking directly into Fritz’s eyes. The smoke slowly built a
thin barrier between them.

“It will work and I will protect what
time you have left on this planet to live in quiet luxury. You can
guess the other side of the equation,” Jack continued to stare at
Fritz for ten seconds before leaning back and looking out the
window while enjoying another delicious drag of his
cigar.

Fritz continued to stare at Jack’s turned
head. Fear was not the emotion flowing through him, but amusement.
For Fritz, being on this planet mattered not. He would have left a
long time ago, but he could not willfully take his own life. Oh
yes, he would conduct Jack’s bidding and take his trinkets of
luxury if only to prolong his growing contempt for the man. This
technology could be better utilized to change the hierarchy of the
world, not for one man’s personal vengeance. However, a vengeance
seed had already started to sprout in Fritz’s mind. Fritz picked up
his napkin and while wiping his mouth hid for the second time that
day a small grin.

 


 



Chapter Sixteen

 


A few days later the CSU team of three
slipped through the back alley of a row of hastily built houses and
came up to a clearing. They were within sight of their objective.
Near the edge of the town a small but expensive villa rested on a
hill, secluded from the rest by over a half acre of immaculate rock
gardens and small trees. It truly was a place of wealth,
overlooking the rest of the town of Cabo Frio on the Brazilian
coast. The three came up to a row of small trees and stopped to
check out their surroundings. The sound of water filled the silence
as an artificial waterfall in front of the villa gurgled, making
the team leader smile. More than he could ask for, lots of cover
and ambient noise to camouflage their movements. They approached
the villa cautiously. Closer to the villa, at about one hundred
feet, they came across a rock formation that would shield them from
view. The team leader looked at his watch. One twenty in the
morning. He caught the eyes of one of his teammates and nodded. His
teammate nodded back and proceeded toward the villa.

Moving stealthily like a cat, he reached the
outside wall and pulled out a small PDA and accessed the villa’s
schematics. Ivan had been up to his old tricks again for Ted and
had found the villas blueprints stored in an architect’s computer
in Rio de Janeiro. Finding the main bedroom on the drawing, he
closed the program and crawled around the corner and stopped. Luck
was with him tonight. There was an open window to the main bedroom.
He would not have to drill tonight.

Opening his equipment satchel, he took out a
micro camera and microphone. Anyone seeing it would have thought it
was a very thin snake. The other end was comprised of a transmitter
device that transmitted to the team leader one hundred feet away.
He slowly placed the camera over the windowsill and turned it
on.

The team leader already had the receiver unit
on when the picture appeared. The picture was of a dresser against
a wall. The audio was another matter. The sounds of moaning filled
the ear cups of his headset. The targets were definitely in the
house. He quietly instructed the camera operator to adjust the
angle. The picture panned to the left to reveal two naked bodies on
a bed. No sheets. They were on the floor. The targets were in the
midst of a full on love session, with the male thrusting into the
female from behind. The team leader instructed the camera operator
to stay at his post and to adjust if the subjects moved. The third
operative was busy connecting the satellite feed to the video
receiver. Once the satellite feed was ready, he started
transmitting.

 


Back in Costa Rica, Jack and Fritz sat in
front of the monitors waiting for the satellite video connection.
Abruptly it came on with the room exploding in sound that had not
been adjusted since the last experiment. Jack sat with an
expression of shock as he watched his wife getting the fuck of her
life. Fritz was also surprised, but was enjoying Jack’s reaction.
He did not even attempt to turn down the volume, turning back to
the video screen. The couple was now switching positions as the
male lay on the bed and the woman was bouncing up and down on top
of him. The male had sat up and engulfed a nipple with his mouth.
His hands were now on her wriggling ass shoving her down even
harder on his cock with each stroke. She arched her back and let
out a primal scream. Jack was beside himself. He had not planned on
this. The plan was to execute the beam at two in the morning.
Looking at his watch, it was one forty-five. They both needed to be
asleep for the beam to take effect.

Jealousy engulfed him as he continued to
watch his wife ride her Latin lover. He could tell from her moves
that she was riding a much larger cock than his. She had never
screamed like that with him. He just sat there with a black cloud
over him. Fritz said nothing, enjoying the show. She was a very
beautiful woman and very agile. The minutes passed, as did the
positions.

The team leader looked at his watch again and
began to worry. It was two thirty now and the targets were not
looking like they were going to stop anytime soon. He should be
gathering the camera back and heading to the extraction point now.
He had turned down the sound. The screams and moans from the woman
were distracting his work. He laughed to himself. He knew their
fate once they fell asleep and was glad they were enjoying their
last session.

At three thirty, Jack could almost take no
more. He looked up briefly to watch the spectacle of his ex-wife on
her hands and knees, her perfectly shaped ass high in the air being
rammed non stop by her stud with the sound of body parts quickly
slapping together. Both were silent for once, the stud with a
determined expression to fuck the hell out of her and she had her
mouth open in a silent scream, her eyes ready to pop. Jack gazed
back down just as a primal earthy long moan finally escaped her. He
remembered that their love sessions had lasted half an hour max. He
closed his eyes, shook his head and raised his hand to his
forehead. This is the worst night of my life, he thought.

 


At four o’clock the couple lay spooning
together, the male still inside the female. A look of pure bliss
was on her face. By four fifteen the targets were finally
quiet.

Fritz leaned over and flicked a switch. A
time window popped up on the team leaders view screen, showing a
fifteen-minute countdown.

Jack had not even spoken through the whole
sordid episode. For the next few minutes he thought back to the few
good moments with his wife, which then turned to hateful moments.
Years of hate and abandonment. He watched the countdown silently
with Fritz. When it reached zero, he looked over to Fritz and
nodded.

Fritz looked back to the control panel and
pressed a bright yellow button. A second monitor turned on above
the video monitor from Brazil. The images started their slow
rotation: pictures of fire, heat and death in the consuming flames.
These images were up-linked to a waiting Zicon satellite over the
equator. The satellite, acting like a relay, did not care about the
content of the images, its sole purpose to do the bidding of its
controllers. There had been a small calculation error when
uploading the destination parameters of the downlink beam to the
villa. The beam shot out of the satellite and down to the planet.
The parameter for this first beam was an area of one hundred square
feet centered on the villa and the surrounding land on the hilltop.
This would take care of the guesthouse as well, if the targets had
been in there.

When the beam hit, the team leader shuddered
as the energy was hitting his body also. Within three minutes,
sounds came through his headset. Looking at his view screen, he saw
that the two targets were still locked in a spoon, his cock still
inside her, but they were now both moaning from the effects of the
beam. The moans became more intense and the team leader watched
emotionless as he saw the two start turning red and blistering. You
would think that the two people in agony would have fought to
separate themselves, to get away from any physical touch that would
intensify their torment. Unbeknownst to Jack or Fritz, the two were
in the most intense dreaming experience of their lives, actually
the most intense wet dream. So strong was their love for each other
that as the negative dreamhub pulled them in closer and the heat
increased, their bodies burned like a new log being thrown on a
raging bonfire. Mentally they felt no pain, just pure love. They
were glued to each other now face to face, his cock deep inside her
thrusting like a piston while her legs were wrapped around his
waist, her feet resting on his buttocks. The ultimate lingering
kiss muffled their moans. They started clawing each other as even
the feelings became too intense.

Jack leaned forward on the edge of his chair,
his chin resting on his arms and watched his beautiful wife start
to melt, the two lovers now joined by flesh as each grabbed each
other as if they were one. Seeing his ex die horribly should have
brought him delight, yet he still felt jealousy run through him as
he saw their bodies move to a sexual crescendo while dying. After
ten minutes they stopped moving, definitely dead. Two ethereal
forms rose over the charred bodies and the unearthly moaning
started. This time the two forms melded into one, the face changing
from his wife’s to the Latin lover’s. The tempo and sound became
intense. The team outside the villa winced as the sound reached
their ears, resonating all around them.

 


Fritz shut off the beam at this point, his
mission completed. Back at the villa, windows began to shatter in
the night as the sound became almost unbearable. The team leader
looked at the villa and saw shattered glass everywhere. His team
member at the villa was running back toward the control point
holding a bloodied arm from a shard of glass. He looked back at the
video screen only to be momentarily blinded as a brilliant flash
erupted from the screen. The villa blew outward as if it had been
rigged with explosives. The team was protected by the large rocks
surrounding them as pieces of the villa fell from the sky. Flames
now licked out from the villa’s foundation. All stealthiness had
evaporated as the team was already heading out back through the
property’s tree line when they stopped in astonishment. There were
dozens of homes in flames, the streets were in chaos. Homes outside
the range of the beam were also aflame. The sound of emergency
vehicles saturated the air.

The team leader quickly assessed the
situation and decided to head back through the villa property, to
the other side of the hill. As they circled around the still
burning villa, the sky was red with the glow of the fires. Coming
over the crest of the hill and looking down, they saw that sheer
pandemonium now ruled as rows and rows of apartment blocks were
alight. The scene was unimaginable, a firestorm raged in the valley
encompassing six square blocks of low-end ten-story housing units.
Dozens of buildings looked as though they were roman candles
completely engulfed in flames. Residents were now jumping out of
windows only to be consumed in the firestorm that ran its course
throughout the neighborhood.

One of the team members began to vomit from
the sheer shock of what they had unleashed. The heat was becoming
unbearable as the firestorm grew, while in the background noise of
the fire the screams of people dying was unmistakable. The team
leader looked to see if there was an escape route on the side of
the high hill. The firestorm was coming up the hill fed by the
winds and dense undergrowth. The team moved to the left side of the
hill only to find a similar scene, the air growing hotter. The team
leader sent his two-team members to the other sides of the hill to
check out their predicament. Each reported a similar scene, the
firestorm now surrounding their hill and climbing. The leader
ordered them back to the position facing the apartments. Knowing
his fate, the team leader pulled out his view screen computer and
typed a quick final report.

‘Targets neutralized. Beam area seems
to be ten times to parameter setting. Hundreds of homes
effected….Firestorm now ensuing. Team trapped on hilltop…No chance
of escape….’

 


The firestorm continued to grow and reach up
the hill. The two-team members came running back with sweat pouring
off their faces and stood looking at the leader who had an
expression that both members understood. They looked at each other
once and nodded. The team leader looked at each man as he pulled
the trigger of his silenced pistol. He took one last look around,
placed the barrel to his head and yelled, “Next!” as he pulled the
trigger once more.

 


 



Chapter Seventeen

 


Tony Blake accessed his personal e-mail on
one of Peter’s desk stations at the lab. After typing in his user
name and password, the e-mails that he normally accessed in Tokyo
started to appear on the web browser.

Amazing, he thought, how far the world has
come in the last few years. Among all the spam, an e-mail caught
his eye from Encryptnow, an encrypted e-mail provider. Clicking on
the e-mail, it stated that it needed a key to further open the
e-mail. A hint word was attached: CONFERENCE. Tony stared at the
monitor for a few seconds and then slightly chuckled to himself.
Klaus!

Tony typed in ‘KLAUS’; ‘That is not the
correct password’ was the reply.

“Was this Klaus?” he
thought.

Nancy walked behind him with some coffee and
offered, “Any coffee there, Tex?”

Tony whipped his head around and exclaimed,
“Brilliant!” with a huge smile. He immediately went back to the
keyboard and typed ‘Texas’ remembering that Klaus had remarked on
his being from the big state. Nancy, oblivious to this, kind of
smirked and shrugged her shoulders and started pouring a cup for
Tony. Leaning over and placing the cup at his side, she looked over
his shoulder at the screen. It was half filled with text and the
bottom part of the page filled with the top of an old photo.

“My god,” she gasped, “what is
that?”

Tony slowly turned his head towards her,
their noses almost touching as the rest of the report came on the
screen with the digital photos. Nancy did not move back. She stared
into Tony’s eyes, not with any desire, but with remorse at what she
had just seen.

“Please tell me that this has stopped,”
she said quietly.

Tony’s lips pressed together and he slowly
shook his head.

 


The three of them sat behind a small
conference table sorting through the text pages and photos that
Tony had printed out.

“These have to be the most sadistic war
crimes yet,” Peter exclaimed, pulling some photos from a
pile.

“I don’t know if I want to dream
again,” Nancy quipped.

They had read through the meticulous reports
of Fritz’s experiments that, with Nazi efficiency, reported all the
details, times, reactions, methods used and documented.

Tony broke in, “Well over a hundred tests and
then the project vanished. Somehow the reports were not given the
same fate.”

“Yes, but Klaus eluded that they, what
was that name again?” he shuffled through some papers and found the
proper one. “Zicon,” he continued, “they found this doctor alive
and well, and he has started this madness again.”

“To what end?” Nancy asked. “I mean why
would anyone or a corporation want to be associated with this,
this…,” pointing at the screen, shaking her head

“Christ, who knows these days,” Peter
said with distress. “This world is out of control. A rogue country
or dictator, a dishonest or environmentally destructive
corporation, they are all the same. Power,” he paused, “power and
the bottom line is what they want. Most are above the law
anyway.”

Tony nodded, “Very sad but true. So the
question remains on the table,” he paused, “Klaus has taken a huge
risk sending this to us. Actually to me. We now know that Zicon
knows about your research. Kind of surreal actually that it came
through me. Anyway, we know that Fritz’s experiments are also back
online.”

“Also,” Nancy jumped in, “that Klaus
knows that he is being watched.”

“Yes,” Tony nodded, “our only contact
has to be very careful. We may never receive more info.”

Peter sat back and crossed his arms and
slowly nodded his head, “Well then, I guess we better set up a test
and see if we can find or make one of these dreamhubs that Fritz is
talking about.”

“We can’t subject anyone to these types
of tests!” Nancy said with her mouth agape, sliding her hand over
the photos.

“Who said anything about nightmares?”
Peter winked at her.

 


Jason and his crew had been on a long voyage
coming around Cape Horn across the South Atlantic and were a
hundred nautical miles south of Rio de Janeiro. The journey had
been a difficult one because of the rough seas and the crew was
looking forward to some well-deserved shore leave. Not a large
vessel, the hundred and fifty foot motor yacht held a crew of eight
relatively young seamen learning the ropes on this cruise.

“Captain, we have a distress call on
the radio,” the radioman announced. “They state that they are
taking on water and need assistance.”

“Very well, how far out are they?” was
the reply.

“I have them on radar bearing 0280
degrees, twenty nautical miles away.”

“Ok, make for the ship, best speed, and
hail them that we are responding.” Just lovely he thought, shaking
his head. Land will have to wait a little longer.

Sixty minutes later, Jason’s vessel came
along side a fifty-foot older wooden motor yacht. Jason’s eyes
opened wide when he saw the passengers on the rail of the listing
ship. Eight drop dead gorgeous women.

“Holy shit!” was all the second in
command said. Luckily the ocean was calmer that evening so the crew
made short of tying the boats together and getting the women and
their belongings into their vessel. Jason had never seen his crew
all smiles while working before. He too started smiling as a
beautiful, tall brunette walked over and introduced herself as the
skipper of the ailing boat, which was taking on water through a
rotting keel. It would have never made it back to shore.

After finding out they were professional
models on a trip back from one of the nearby beaches for a photo
shoot, Jason invited all to the galley below as nightfall was
approaching. Since the ship was mostly run by computers, the crew
was not taking no for an answer to join the women below. Sixteen
bodies in the lower mess cabin and kitchen made it snug, just the
way Jason wanted it to be. The room was about two hundred square
feet in size, a large and sturdy ten-person table centered the
room, with short backed chairs circled around. This made the room
even smaller and Jason smiled as he looked around the room at his
crew. Bottles of wine and rum came out of nowhere as the crew broke
out the precious supplies they had been holding for some special
celebration. The women were not alarmed or concerned, quite the
opposite. The young crew was around their own age, very rugged and
willing to please. As the night progressed, electronic trance music
pumped through the sound system and sixteen capsules of ecstasy,
courtesy of one of the girls, now lay on the table surrounded by
the group. Each one took one of the capsules and held them to their
mouths. They gave each other a knowing look as one yelled, “Down
the hatch!” and they all swallowed the pleasure pills.

 


The group started mingling and flirting, all
of them knowing where this was heading. Within half an hour, the
pills had kicked in and things started heating up. The crew tried
to move the table for more room, but it had been securely anchored
to the floor in case of ship sway. The energy and atmosphere of the
room built up from the usual getting to know someone to intimate
details of past experiences. One of the crew walked over to the
ship’s music system and chose some seductive house music with a
beat that grew and grew. The girls started dancing with each other
and the crew readily joined in. Two of the girls, a hot little
Latin number and a fiery red head climbed on top of the table and
began to start a slow and tantalizing dance nose to nose. The two
males left alone, leaned against one of the walls, cold beers in
their hands and lust in their eyes. They watched the two girls
start to caress each other intimately through the sheer clothing,
as it was such a hot night out. A moan escaped the redhead as the
other’s hand stroked the now wet spot between her tanned legs. The
redhead grabbed the back of the Latin girl’s head and proceeded to
give her a deep long kiss. The music now had a rhythmic beat that
went deep into the sub-conscious, the music of passion. You could
smell the pheromones flying through the room, Jason thought as the
tall brunette started stroking the bulging package in his
pants.

Within minutes clothing was coming off both
sexes. The two girls were now prone in a 69 position on the table
in a full out oral exploration of each other. The two guys on the
sidelines had had enough and joined the girls on the table. Other
couples formed, fondling each other only to be touched by others
right beside them. The group moved as one, each in its own ecstasy
of the moment only to be heightened by a new partner or partners
switching back and forth, side to side. The soft moaning of the
crew and girls became louder as the tempo of the music, passion and
lust grew.

 


Nancy and Tony watched as Peter was smiling
ear-to-ear sitting in his chair. Tony looked over at Nancy and
noticed her intense gaze toward Peter. He followed her gaze to
Peter’s crotch eyeing the tent in his pants. Tony shook his head,
smiled and turned around to face the sixteen college students lying
in their cots all squirming around.

“Can you feel that?” Nancy asked, also
grinning ear-to-ear.

“Oh ya,” Tony replied, trying not to
get a tent of his own in his shorts.

“It worked. It really worked,” she
said.

“We should look at the computer model
being created,” Tony said as he walked around the table to look at
a monitor. Nancy was still looking at Peter with a smile on his
face. Only in your dreams, she thought when she heard Tony do a low
whistle.

She walked over and faced the monitor. It was
now displaying several white lines which were spiraling in a
clockwise motion toward a small center. The lines were increasing
in speed just as moans of pleasure started erupting from the
students on the cots. The energy in the room was almost
supercharged. Nancy unknowingly linked her fingers with Tony’s.
Tony, somewhat oblivious to this, was mesmerized by the screen and
the results of the new software he had just programmed. They were
witnessing true interaction of dreams.

Two of the students who were now having the
time of their lives were brilliant software programmers. They were
in their final year at MIT. Within three days of a development
meeting with Peter, Nancy and Tony, they utilized Tony’s knowledge
of brain response. Using an outline of the dreamweave process, they
created a software program that was light-years ahead of anything
else out there: being able to link images from the subconscious of
one to another only while the test subject was unaware, ensuring
true inhibitions.

The hair on the back of Nancy’s neck bristled
because of the screams of ecstasy and orgasms now erupting from the
group. She felt Tony’s fingers tighten. Suddenly, all that was
heard was soft moaning from the group. Their fingers released from
each other as their composure returned. Tony gazed into the monitor
as the spiral slowed and one by one the lines started off onto
their own direction away from the hub.

Peter walked up beside them, a satisfied look
on his face. Nancy noticed that he was holding his lab coat closed,
covering the front and hiding a wet stain on his khakis.

“Well, that was most interesting,”
Peter said smugly.

“Ah huh,” Nancy smiled. “Probably won’t
have any problems getting volunteers for this again.”

“What did you see?” Tony asked punching
keys on the keyboard.

Peter explained that it was like watching a
movie as he had been connected to the initial subject Jason, who
had been isolated by glass from the others. Peter was a spectator
in Jason’s dream, going along but not able to participate. They had
also utilized newly engineered software from Tony’s theoretical
work and experimentation attempts on the neutral network mapping.
Basically, the ability for one individual to be able to tap into
and view images of another. Tony had kept his work very secret over
the last few years for fears of it getting into the wrong hands.
Peter’s experiment was the first live test out of Tony’s lab in
Japan and he was smiling inside at its success. Nancy tried to hide
her sexual energy quickening again as Peter finished describing the
last moments of the ship’s tale.

“Oh, you have to see this,” Tony spoke
up, not taking his eyes off the monitor. Peter and Nancy looked
down and watched.

“Ok, this is the start and I have sped
up the display by four times. This is Jason’s dreamline.” Tony
pointed to a white line extending from the bottom of the large
21-inch monitor as the visual playback of the dreamweave software
started again.

“See how it is a linear line. Now this
is when we introduced the scenario to Jason.” Tony added as he
looked at the time counter in the bottom right hand of the screen.
They had simply played an audio clip to Jason when he had hit REM
giving him a nudge in the direction of the dream they wanted him to
have. Further along, more audio was introduced adding, to the
emotion of the situation. Nancy chuckled at the memory of the
suggestion she had made of using a simple method of playing a
steamy section of a Harlequin Romance audio book. What was even
funnier was when Nancy showed up the next day with not one but four
audio books from her own collection. She had shrugged at the
sarcastic comments from both men, shook her head and said,
“Men.”

“Now watch from the left as another
dreamline appears. Again, here is a linear line slightly parallel
to Jason’s. Do you see that?” Tony said expectantly. “It is
starting to curve towards Jason’s line.”

For the next few minutes they watched as
Jason’s line stopped moving forward and started spinning clockwise.
The second dreamline started joining Jason’s in the same spiral but
not touching. After ten minutes fourteen other lines were spinning
around each other, starting to concentrate toward the center. The
lines were now a blur, each line melding into one, the spiral
closing in on itself. Finally, a white flash appeared in the center
forcing all the lines to break free and head off into new
directions again in a linear fashion. The orgasmic dream finished
and the dreamhub energy dissipated.

Peter looked up to see Nancy helping the
subjects unhook from the wires and was amused at the embarrassed
faces of the young students, especially the males all with stains
on their pants. The group slowly exited all aglow and shaking their
heads, thanking Nancy for the twenty-dollar fee they had just
earned. They were ecstatic to come back, needed or not.

Nancy locked the door and came back to the
two still analyzing the data.

“Well,” she said with her arms crossed
and a mischievous look on her face, “I was offered $100 to do this
again. Want to start a new venture or have a
fundraiser?”

Tony and Peter both erupted into
laughter.

 


 



Chapter Eighteen

 


Klaus waited a week, going through the
motions but cautiously inventorying his own company’s surveillance
on himself. He had waited for the hammer to fall earlier in the
week when he had slipped into an Internet café after losing his
tail for a few minutes. He had opened his Encryptnow account and
uploaded the files and images from his portable flash drive, the
new millennium’s floppy disk, and attached them to his e-mail to
Tony. He had not had the chance to see if Tony had received the
e-mail, but no CSU agents had knocked down his door, yet. This did
not mean that Klaus was free and clear, far from it.

He was being watched 24/7 except for the ten
minutes in the café that he had given himself. He had walked out of
the café with a cappuccino in hand ready to return to his
apartment, knowing full well that it was blanketed in audio and
video devices belonging to the team that followed him to work each
and every day. So he decided to have some fun with them when he
could.

One night Klaus spotted a man and woman
surveillance team. He decided out of the blue to walk into a XXX
movie house and watch a full movie. He purposely sat near the
front, so that the agents would have to be near him to keep close.
Klaus had not looked at the movie bill announcing what was playing
and was laughing to himself for the next two hours as it proved to
be a series of short clips of absolute perverse sexual footage on
just about anything you could think of. As he left he saw the
disgusted look on the female agent’s face.

His only free time to himself was at the
office. Since Zicon was a well-secured building, surveillance was
very light, but when he left the building, the company resumed its
job. Being in charge of Zicon’s research and development in
Germany, Klaus was privy to many secrets. Dark secrets that he knew
he could vanish for, but he did not intend to vanish by the hands
of Zicon. He had, over the years, compiled dozens of top-secret
information packages that would put Zicon and its executives at the
top of any hit list for Interpol and American military authorities.
Zicon had, through Jack’s direction, branched into many grey areas
of the world. Through a myriad of holding companies and numbered
accounts in private banks, Jack had control of assets of over a
hundred billion dollars. Weapon systems, biochemistry, satellite
development, surveillance and legitimate enterprises such as
shipping in the Indian Ocean, to theatre companies in South
America. The packages outlined that Zicon and the holding companies
did not care whom they sold information to. Someone was always
willing to pay the price for a satellite shot of their neighboring
country’s various military assets. Many of the so-called free world
leaders would not be too pleased if they had such dossiers.

Klaus had over the years copied and hidden
multiple copies in bank safe deposits in Hamburg and Zurich. A
couple of close friends had envelopes to open upon his death or
mysterious disappearance. The executive at Zicon suspected it, so
Klaus was safe from a quick demise, at least temporarily.

He left his office at the end of the day and
a new team started their daily routine of ‘seek and hide’. He
followed the same trek back towards his apartment but, unknown to
them, the information he carried in his briefcase guaranteed that
he would never step back into his apartment again. If they found
out what was inside the case he would be running for the rest of
his days. He had feared that he would not get out of the office
before being found out.

Klaus had planned his escape now for a few
weeks, working out all the fine points to vanish in broad daylight.
He walked along the street to his usual subway entrance, taking his
time to keep his ‘friends’ behind him. Waiting on the platform for
the subway train, he turned and walked purposefully directly
towards them. The female agent was flustered and gave a quick
glance to her tall male counterpart. The male agent slipped his
right hand in his overcoat, gripping the handle of his pistol,
preparing himself for his subject’s next move. Klaus walked
straight at them, avoiding eye contact. Within two meters, the
female agent also went for her gun. Both showed their lack of
experience in the field, as this was one of their first
assignments. Klaus changed direction slightly and started to go
between the two agents. The roar of the subway train started to
fill the emptiness of the station. Both agents started to pull
their pistols as Klaus excused himself and reached for a discarded
newspaper on the seat behind them. Klaus quickly turned around and
headed back toward the edge of the platform as the cars swiftly
went by. A slight smirk appeared on his lips at the rattling of his
foe.

Getting off at his usual stop, he climbed the
steps to street level and paused, acting like he was looking for
something. Spying the small café on the corner of the street, he
hurried across the intersection between traffic. He entered the
café and took a quick glance around at the patrons. Five tables
were being used, two pairs of young people and an old man reading a
paper, two local constables and a large woman talking loudly on a
mobile phone. He walked up to the counter and looked into the
mirror above the clerks. He saw that his ‘friends’ were still
behind him, now sitting at an outside table. Not trying to hide
themselves today, he thought.

“How can I help you?” said the clerk,
dressed in gothic black clothing and sporting a few
piercings.

“One cappuccino, large,” he replied. It
was the standard order he had used here for the last couple of
weeks. He had studied this café and had come to it at the same time
for weeks.

“Three euros,” was the bored
reply.

Klaus opened his wallet and pulled out a
five-euro note. As usual, the clerk took the note and placed it in
the register, turned around and proceeded to make the cappuccino.
After placing it in front of him, she reached in and got his
change.

“Here is your change,” she said,
looking at the next customer in line behind him.

“I’m sorry miss,” Klaus said sternly,
“I gave you a twenty-euro note,” as he pointed to the two euro
change on the counter. The young clerk look back at him with a
pissed off look, one that she had perfected throughout her time in
the industry.

“You gave me a five-euro note, sir,”
she stated the ‘sir’ with emphasis.

“Young lady, I most certainly did not
give you a five note and this is not the first time you have tried
this with me,” he said in an authoritative voice.

“Listen old man, I might be young, but
I’m not stupid. I study mathematics at the university. You gave me
a five-euro note and I have never shortchanged you or anyone else.
My father owns this café.”

Klaus leaned forward over the counter toward
the clerk, “I demand to talk to your father then. You are a
stealing little tramp and I demand my change back.” The clerk
closed her eyes and shook her head, then refocused on the irate
customer.

“Take your beverage and change and
leave NOW!” she screamed.

Klaus acted enraged. He turned to look at the
large woman who was describing the incident to whomever she was
speaking with on her phone. Klaus’s tirade then started on the
large woman, “Listen you fat pig,” Klaus’s face was flushed now and
he started approaching the woman, “Can’t mind your own fucking
business, huh?” He shoved a chair in front of him to the side. The
woman began a high-pitched explanation to the caller as she looked
around frantically for some sort of support and focused on the two
police officers. The two officers watching the event finally got up
from their peaceful break and confronted Klaus.

“Calm down sir,” one said, raising one
of his palms toward Klaus.

Klaus, now in a frenzy, swatted towards the
officer’s hand. “Fuck off!” Klaus yelled at the policeman.

“That’s it sir. Now you have gone a bit
too far.” The officer grabbed Klaus and swiftly swung Klaus’s arm
around to his back and clamped handcuffs tightly on and then
quickly manacled the other hand.

Outside, the two agents sat mesmerized at the
goings-on, powerless to stop their subject. The male agent lifted
his sleeve to speak into a microphone and report the incident, but
stopped momentarily as Klaus was escorted out and into a police car
parked at the corner. As the car drove away, Klaus looked back at
the agents and smiled.

“Hey Max, did you have to put them on
so tight?” Klaus said laughingly.

Max turned around and said with big grin, “It
was Martha’s idea, Klaus. I think that large woman wants to
experiment with you.”

The three laughed as they headed out of
Düsseldorf.

 


 



Chapter Nineteen

 


The screen flickered a couple of times before
becoming sharp. A large grid overlaid a photo of a large land mass.
Jack leaned in closer to look at the monitor.

“Are you telling me this whole area was
affected?” he pointed to a four square mile grid area.

“According to these satellite photos
and ground reports it covered about two square miles, with the
epicenter at the villa where we sent our team,” Ted replied
dumbfounded. He continued, “Casualties are very high. Our own team
was vaporized in the firestorm. Reports from the Brazilian army
state that there are over five thousand dead and there was damage
to seventy percent of the dwellings in the area. Some parts of the
town are still burning as the firestorm leaped over a block or two
and started another row of apartments ablaze.”

Jack turned around on the ball of his right
foot and stared right at Fritz. “Well Dr. Rhinesfalt, what happened
and why?” Jack said crossing his arms.

Fritz in his now ever-present annoying, at
least to Jack, laissez faire tone, “Gentlemen, the test was a
success.”

“A success!” Ted yelled, “Five thousand
dead a success!”

Jack raised his right hand to Ted to calm him
down and looked at Fritz, “Keep going.”

Fritz looked back from one to the other,
relishing in the tension he had caused.

“Yes, five thousand souls extinguished.
A small miscalculation was the contributing factor.”

“Miscalculation?” Ted
screamed.

“Ted, shut the fuck up. I am trying to
find out what happened,” Jack spat at him.

“Yes, a misplaced decimal point seemed
to widen the SAT beam area by a thousand times. Quite effective
really. Take a look at the photos.”

Jack looked at the man and wondered, what
have I unleashed?

“So you’re saying that the whole area
was engulfed in the SAT beam, not just the villa?”

“Precisely. Because of the negative
dream energy we beamed down to the town, it would have been hard
not to be affected if you were sleeping at the time. The cumulative
effect of all the negative dream energy accelerated the formation
of the negative dreamhub, further intensifying the entire process,”
Fritz explained calmly.

“Jack,” Ted looked at him with pleading
eyes, “there have been sporadic reports all over the globe of
dozens of other people dying in their sleep while their homes burn.
All unrelated according to the news service. What the hell is going
on?”

Jack, still with his arms crossed, “Fritz?”
now using his first name.

“It would seem that the negative
dreamhub we created attracted dreamlines externally. What I mean by
externally is that the energy of the negative dreamhub or the
nightmare I have created grew to an unusual strength I have not
seen to date. Since I know that other dreamers are attracted to the
energy, as an energy source the negative dreamhub would attract a
large amount of dreams. It seems from Ted’s reports that the
dreamhub has or still is attracting other dreams from around the
world. I have suspected this from earlier experiments years ago,
but now in this digital age, reporting is instantaneous. A most
curious and intriguing happenstance.”

“So you are saying that your negative
dreamhub can attract dreams from anywhere in the globe? How can
that be?” Jack asked suspiciously.

“I have seen or heard of dreams in the
local area of my experiments succumbing to the same fate as my
subjects. With this in mind, the dreamhub’s energy must pull at the
dreams that come close to that energy. The more powerful the
dreamhub, the more dreamers. It gets stronger and more are
attracted. With several thousand in the same dreamhub, the energy
would be enormous, pulling dreamers from anywhere,” Fritz stopped
with a look of reverence on his face.

“Dreamhubs, lines, this is all in your
synopsis report here?” Jack looked down at a thin folio beside
him.

“Yes, all explained. Gentleman, we have
created a very powerful tool. A tool that Mein Führer would have
salivated to have in his possession.”

Both Jack and Ted slowly glanced at each
other with unspoken words of ‘Oh shit!’ between them.

 


 



Chapter Twenty

 


Tony hurried into Peter’s lab and headed
straight for a computer terminal. Tony’s cell phone had chirped,
minutes ago, informing him that an e-mail had arrived in his
Encryptnow account. Logging into the site, he smiled when he
realized that it was Klaus. It had been over a week since his last
message, and Tony was wondering if he would be contacted again.

Peter wandered over, stuffing a Montreal
smoked meat sandwich into his mouth.

“What’s up?” he asked as a piece of
meat fell to the floor. Nancy looked over from her workstation with
a look of disgust, and then went back to work.

Tony looked up to answer and then touched his
chin. Peter wiped some mayo off with the back of his hand, “Sorry,”
swallowing, “Anything new?”

“Yes. Klaus has just e-mailed me
again.”

That got the attention of both Nancy and
Peter. He continued, “Looks like he was being followed by his own
company so he had to arrange his own arrest to get away.”

Nancy raised an eyebrow.

“He is in hiding with friends in Zurich
now, but he needs to speak with me face to face.”

“So we are off to Zurich,” Peter
started, but Tony kept going.

“He says that I need to get a VOIPMOI
account so we can have an encrypted voice communication through the
net,” Tony commented with a hint of skepticism in his
voice.

“VOIPMOI?” Peter questioned.

“I use it all the time.” Nancy
responded. “It’s like a telephone but on the Internet and the calls
can’t be eavesdropped. I call my grandmother in Australia all the
time with it for fun.”

“Like the government wants to eavesdrop
on your Grandmother’s brownie recipe,” Peter said
sarcastically.

“I would have you know,” Nancy snapped
quickly, “that her ’magic’ brownies are infamous in
Hollywood.”

Peter, just about to take another bite,
glanced sidewise at Tony with a ‘Whoa’ expression.

Nancy got up with a smug expression laughing
to herself and went to Tony’s computer. Within two minutes she had
the program set up and ready for entry of a new account.

“Ok, all I need is Klaus’s VOIPMOI
name,” she looked at Tony’s e-mail and saw the name Klaus had
typed. Nancy entered in his contact name and a window popped up
stating that Klaus was online.

Tony and Peter jumped when a digital phone
ring came across the computer’s external speakers. A window opened
asking them if they wanted to accept the call. Nancy looked at
Tony, he shrugged his shoulders and she clicked the green phone
button.

“Tony, Hello, Tony….are you
there?”

“That’s Klaus!” Tony
exclaimed.

“Of course it’s me, who else would it
be?” Klaus answered back.

Both Tony and Peter looked at Nancy
perplexed.

“Boys, this computer has a built-in
microphone in the monitor. All you have to do is talk and Klaus can
hear you. It’s just like a phone, right Klaus?” she said with a
smile on her face.

“Yes, correct to the nice sounding
voice there.”

Tony shook his head and started up, “Klaus,
looks like you had a busy week?”

“My friend, the week is not over,”
Klaus went on to explain what had transpired over the last few
days. Klaus spoke for ten minutes and a stunned silence filled the
room.

“Are you safe now?” asked Nancy in a
concerned voice.

“I am with close friends hidden away. I
want to have time to verify some information that I gathered and I
am not happy to tell you that Fritz’s experiments have had very
destructive results,” Klaus outlined the latest test and the
firestorm that resulted. Looks of disbelief and shock were shared
around the room.

“I saw some report about a town burned
to the ground. That was Fritz?” Tony inquired.

“Afraid so, but it gets worse. I have
been gathering reports from all over the globe of sporadic deaths
in sleep. People burnt to death in their beds, houses seemingly
burning down for no reason.”

Peter jumped in, “Fritz’s dreamhub seems to
have a mind of its own. Looks like it is attracting other dreamers,
like we experienced with our control group.”

“So his artificial nightmare,” Tony
replied, “turns into one of these dreamhubs.”

Peter continued, “Looks like it. I presume
that since it caused so many deaths it got out of control. Growing
larger and larger, pulling more dreamlines into the hub from all
parts of the globe. So that means that these hubs are not local in
nature. They can affect dreams worldwide.”

“My god,” Nancy joined in, “no one
should have that type of power.”

Klaus had remained silent until now, “From my
sources, Fritz intentionally widened the area to be affected when
the beam went on. Zicon could have one of the most deadly weapons
ever conceived on their hands.”

“Klaus,” Tony moved close to the
monitor, “how many people know about this in your
opinion?”

“It has been very well contained. Jack,
the CEO of Zicon, has CSU agents doing security, so other than one
or two top executives at Zicon and support staff, we are the only
other ones.”

“Not even the government or
military?”

“Not that I can see. Jack would not
want this to be known. Its worth is in its secrecy right now. Zicon
could command billions for this technology from a number of local
and international factions or governments.”

“Have you heard of any other
experiments coming up?” Peter queried.

“Not so far, but I certainly believe
that they will try again or begin demonstrations to sell to
potential bidders.”

Tony looked over at Peter and said, “No one
knows about this. Zicon knows that Klaus knows and I am sure they
know that you have been experimenting yourself.”

Nancy shifted from one foot to another with
her arms crossed and said, “So you are trying to say we are in
danger and that we are the only ones that might, big emphasis on
might, be the only ones to save the world?”

Tony swiveled his chair around and smiled,
drawling in an even thicker Southern accent, “Yes Ma’am, that seems
to be the case.”

Nancy rolled her eyes and looked straight at
Peter and said, “I want a raise!”

 


A small icon popped up on a monitor and it
took Ivan a few minutes to notice it since he had twelve other
programs running. Without thinking, he clicked it in passing as he
was going back to his other tasks. As soon as the icon was clicked,
a preprogrammed set of events happened. First, the program had
detected that one of many e-mail addresses being tracked had
accessed an encrypted e-mail or VOIP (voice over Internet protocol)
service. Second, that the program had established a crack (a
hacker’s way to access and decode a program) to intercept the
transmission. Now, normally this type of crack was not conceivable
as it dealt with almost unbreakable 128-bit encryption and the
average hacker did not have the resources to attack this. Ivan,
though, had access to the full resources of Zicon, including three
supercomputers, the top dog of computing ever devised. And if that
was not enough, Ivan had written a zombie Trojan script which, in
layman terms, meant that he could run any program he wanted on all
the networked computers in the whole Zicon corporation, over
100,000 computers. Each computer was daisy-chained without the
computer operator’s knowledge to work on a portion of the problem
at hand. The daisy-chained computers now became the equivalent of
100 supercomputers. Having all these computing resources allowed
Ivan to use the easiest but most lengthy method to break the
encryption: the brute force method. Simply put, the computers would
use every conceivable combination of the encryption key possible in
a systematic search.

Time flew by as the numbers were crunched
throughout the night by the network of computers performing a
silent dance of bits and bytes. Several hours later, at four in the
morning, another icon appeared and did its audible chirp. Ivan
raised his head from the desk, the imprint of the corner of a
keyboard embedded in his forehead. He instinctively clicked the
icon. Immediately, an audio playback program opened and started
playing. Ivan sat there still half asleep but woke up quickly at
the mention of Tony, Klaus and then Fritz. Immediately, he
re-routed the audio file to a compression program and then sent the
newly encrypted audio file to Ted’s SAT phone.

He shook his head, still groggy, and typed
madly, sending another program over the Internet for another
stealthy search.

 


 



Chapter Twenty-One

 


Eyes open, at least I think they just opened.
Blackness surrounds me, like being in the vacuum of space. Am I
alive? Am I dead? I am thinking, so I must be alive in some form.
Think, yes think. Where was I? What was I doing? How did I get
here?

“Hello?” I yell. No sound. Did I yell
out? I raise my hand to my face, I see nothing. Is it really there?
I must be in a chamber totally cut off. What is that? A pinpoint of
light to my left.

“Hello? Hello!” I yell
again.

Again no reply, no sound. The light grows
larger. No sound. The light continues to grow larger like it is
heading my way. My way? Movement then, but it is taking its time to
get to me. How large is this chamber? It is coming faster now. More
than just a light. A beam of light fading to nothing in the
distance. It is coming close to me. I reach out to the light which
is very near now, and fast. So fast. Still trying to get closer,
but I suddenly start being pushed away. I try desperately to reach
the light, but it shoots by pushing me away like a balloon in the
wind. I tumble over and over until I see another light beam closing
in from another direction. I start to reach out, but feel that I am
being pulled in this time.

Closer, I approach…it is going to pass me by
again. I am so close. It has passed me again. Whoa…it’s got me! I
have been grabbed by it. I am now traveling beside this beam of
light. It feels like I have never gone this fast before. I see
other beams of light now crossing this expanse. I am definitely not
in a chamber. How did I get here? The beam of light is right beside
me and I reach over to touch it. Heat, burning, I pull away. No
pain. I try again. Heat and burning, but I do not pull away. I am
in a chair burning. Yes, I remember now.

I see images from above the earth, mountains
that are snow-capped. Snow, I have never touched real snow. I am
looking through a window. This must be a plane. I take my hand away
from the beam of light and the images are gone. I am back to the
blackness and weaving lines of light.

These beams. Where are they going? Where is
this one taking me? I now see something different . A large light,
very strong light. I feel my beam being pulled towards it. I can
see other beams from all over turning towards it. We are closer
now. I see the large light turning like a windmill, pulsing as
beams of light intersect it. We are going towards it faster. I
remember about black holes. Is this one? Faster, I force my eyes
open to see when I join it. No fear, only curiosity.

My beam is almost there…almost…I find myself
on a large balcony overlooking a beautiful sprawling city.
Architecture from all the ages of time clutter the skyline, along
with huge tracts of wheat fields and forests. The ambient air
temperature is perfect, no cold, no heat. I turn around to see the
rest of the balcony and right there, behind me, is a being. I look
up to the beautiful being.

“Who are you?” it asks in a sensual
voice. Sound, I hear sound.

“My name is Manuel,” I reply, my
memories flood back. “Yes, I am Manuel.”

 


Luis had contacted his cousin Ernesto, a
captain in the Costa Rican police force for the southwestern
region. Ernesto, usually dealing with petty crimes on tourists in
the town of Quepos, was very concerned. For one thing, Luis never
asked favors of Ernesto, even though Ernesto had offered many
times. Many times to get a kickback, Luis had thought often as his
teak tree plantation business grew. Kickbacks for certain
concessions from local officials. Luis and Manuel’s business had
grown steadily without the meddling of bureaucrats.

Ernesto had also played chess against Manuel.
He knew him well. So, once Ernesto got the call from Luis, he
responded immediately, a response quite in defiance of the slow
pace which is the Central American normal speed. He put out an
all-points bulletin on the blue car, with detailed descriptions of
the two occupants based on the boy’s recollection.

A radio car passing Parritta towards Quepos
had seen a blue car speeding out of the Palo Seco road back toward
Jaco. When the radio call went out about twenty minutes later, an
officer radioed in that he had seen it. Another police car, halfway
from Jaco, heard the report as well and reported that he was
heading straight for it on the same road. However, a half an hour
later, the police car entered Parritta and radioed in that it had
not passed the vehicle. Ernesto then concluded that the blue car
had turned off between Parritta and half way to Jaco. Several
private roads to beach properties came off the highway. Many
unsavory characters hid along that stretch.

Good practice for his SIG tactical squad,
very good practice, he thought.

 


 



Chapter Twenty-Two

 


Ivan was pleased with himself. His little
hitchhiker script had worked. Calling up another self-written
script, he typed in a command. Within seconds, two bits of
information came across his screen, IP addresses and approximate
locations. Ivan opened another cola and raised it in
self-congratulations. He had outsmarted his opponents, knowing that
they had a leak at Zicon. Ivan had imbedded a small, very small
program or Trojan, as the tech world called it, into a digital
picture. No one would be able to detect it as it was actually part
of the digital file. Actually, it was a pixel in the picture. It
would be extremely hard, almost impossible, to detect among the
millions of pixels in one picture. It didn’t take long for the
digital file to be uploaded. Someone had hacked into the Zicon main
server, this time allowed by Ivan, and the data was taken out, but
to where? This is where the hitchhiker came to life. As soon as the
file was saved on the hacker’s hard drive, the program would
self-execute and then worm itself into the computer system files to
find out its IP address. The fun part, at least to Ivan, was that
no matter what encryption or security procedures hid the transfer
or protected the file, it had to be opened on a computer somewhere.
When it did, the hitch-hiker awoke. Smiling to himself, Ivan picked
up the phone and dialed.

“Sir, I’ve got two hits for you on my
hitchhiker,” he said.

“Do tell,” replied Ted.

“One in Zurich, and of all places
Boston, Massachusetts.”

“Boston, huh? Do you have more detailed
locations?”

“I’ll have that within minutes and will
encrypt that to your phone.”

“I’ll buy you some shares in that cola
you drink for this one.”

“I’ll hold you to that,
out.”

Ivan leaned back in his chair and took a long
swallow of his cola. Minutes later Ted had the information he
needed.

 


“Jack,” Ted started on his cell, “we
have a location on Klaus and it looks like he has passed the info
onto Peter’s group in Boston.”

“Do you have a location on
them?”

“Looks like the info went to their
lab,” Ted surmised.

“I need home locations for the two in
Boston, Ted. We need to take care of this right now. I will handle
Herr Klaus from here,” Jack said.
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