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Episode 10 – Enemies from Within 

 

“I really love the shrimp here,” Jon said as he stuffed another plump shrimp into his mouth. 

“You must, you’ve almost eaten the whole appetizer,” his dark-haired date remarked with more 

than a hint of irritation. 

“I’m sorry. I will order more. Do you like the crab Rangoon?” Jon asked, raising his eyes to meet 

the woman seated across from him. She, like Jon, was young, attractive, and enjoying all the 

benefits of wealth that a new boyfriend used to impress. She was pretty and she knew it. She had 

dated men before, but this one was one of the few men she had dated who was close to her age. 

Most of Michelle’s dates had been older, rich men. She had not found that ‘one’ that could keep 

her attention both in the bedroom, and in a style to which she wanted to become very 

accustomed. She thought Jon might be the one. If only she could teach him how not to eat like a 

pig.  

Jon flagged the waiter and order more shrimp, and crab Rangoon. Michelle smiled. At least he 

was not stingy with his wealth.  

The two talked and ate, one of them occasionally smiling or flirting with the other. They were 

still new to each other.  

 

From across the room the young, attractive couple were being watched. A woman with honey-

colored hair in her late-thirties was observing the young couple as she sipped a mixed drink. She 

nibbled her food with disinterest. It was clear that was not the reason she was here. She stood up, 

took something small from her purse, and walked to the ladies room, right past the young couple. 

As she passed them, she deliberately bumped into the Jon’s chair, although she made a great 

show of doing it completely by accident.  

 

“I’m so sorry,” she apologized. “I am not used to these new shoes,” she said by way of 

explanation. 

Jon and Michelle were startled, but not terribly alarmed. Someone bumping into tables at a 

crowded restaurant was not an uncommon thing. Irritating though it was to Jon, he smiled at the 

woman and nodded his head. He offered few words.  



The woman with the honey-colored hair, however, was more sociable, and offered her apologies.   

“Really, it is all right ma’am,” he said with as much courtesy as he could fake. He wanted to 

make a good impression on his date. Michelle was a looker, and he knew he could impress her in 

this moment. He stood up to offer the woman his hand, a gentlemanly gesture, and entirely 

unnecessary.  

“Oh my, thank you, young man. What manners you have. I shall be fine, but again, thank you,” 

she demurred. As she started to move away from the table, she dropped something small into the 

man’s water. She did it so deftly, that neither Jon nor Michelle noticed a thing. Then she walked 

away, and toward the restroom. 

 

“Well, that was odd,” Michelle spoke when the woman was barely out of earshot. “You were 

very polite,” Michelle remarked, impressed. 

“I could say she is just a drunk, old lush, but that would not win me any points, would it?” he 

teased, revealing his true nature. Michelle did not mind. She was not concerned about his 

courtesy, only the ability he had to pretend to use it when needed. She smiled at him seductively.  

 

Jon took a drink from his water glass and moved back to the appetizers. This time, Michelle 

joined him. The couple ate, talked, joked and flirted for several minutes before their entrée 

arrived.  

“Here you are madam and sir,” the waiter said formally, hoping for a bigger tip. He placed two 

meal plates down on the table with elegance. When he was done, he asked them if they desired 

anything more from him, and when they declined, he backed away. 

 

The couple started to eat their meals. As they concentrated on the hot food, neither of them 

noticed the honey-haired woman walk past them again, this time on her way back to her seat.  

 

“I tell you, I have this great chance at selling that condo next week,” Jon bragged. There were 

few things in his life that Jon was more proud of than his ability to sell eyeglasses to the blind. It 

was not that he lied about what he was really selling people. At least he did not feel that he lied. 

He embellished with a lavish extravagance. People that would be looking at a condo that needed 

a great deal of work would be told only of the rich heritage of the property, the former owners, 

and famous people that never really lived there. Jon was a personable man with some charm, 

when he needed to be. It worked well in his line of work.  

“I thought you said there had been a fire in that condo that killed a parent and two children,” 

Michelle remarked without really thinking.  

“Babe, you don’t say that to any new client. You say the place has a varied and rich history, 

dripping with emotions and heart-rending ending about two children that were abused but will 

find a new home when the condo is sold to good people,” he explained his manipulation of the 

truth. He realized he did lie. He did not care. What good was the truth going to do for those dead 

people now? 

“So they didn’t die in that blaze a few months ago?” she asked, not comprehending his grandiose 

scheming.  

“They moved on to better living conditions under the loving and caring hand of fate, and of 

course, the new buyer’s money,” he explained.  

Michelle was a beauty. Conceited, vain and dim, but a very beautiful. She had entered and won 

several local beauty contests, but she was not one of the great thinkers of her generation. She 



stared at Jon for a minute trying to digest his version of events, along with her Shrimp Cashew 

Din.  

“Oh, I see,” she said with pretense. “I guess it would be better for everyone to move on. Death is 

such an ugly thing. I think it is best if we ignore that and only talk about happy things, really,” 

she concluded. Then she smiled that four thousand dollar smile at Jon. Even to Jon she seemed 

shallow, and that was one reason he liked her so much. He could impress a girl like this.  

 

Then an odd look passed over his face, as if something hurt or bothered him. He shifted 

uncomfortably in his chair and readjusted his loosened tie. The expression on his face went 

blank. 

“Is something wrong, Jon?” Michelle asked. “Isn’t your food any good?” 

“Who are you?” Jon asked with forceful inquisitiveness.  

“What? You are such a joker,” Michelle smiled. She looked for Jon to smile back, but he was 

deadly serious.  

“Are you, Okay?”  

“Where am I? What is this place,” Jon spoke, almost to himself more than Michelle. His 

countenance drastically changed from the slick salesman out to impress his pretty but 

materialistic date. Now he appeared confused, slightly agitated and edgy. He did not appear 

frightened, but Michelle was getting that way.  

“Okay, look. It was a funny joke, but now I don’t think this is funny,” she said.  

“I don’t know you. I don’t know anything,” Jon muttered in confusion.  

“You drank too much again, didn’t you?” she nearly shouted. She could tolerate her unethical 

boyfriend when it came to selling blighted property. She could accept his low ethics. She could 

tolerate his occasional verbal abuse, but she had no tolerance for Jon when he drank too much. 

She placed her fork down hard on her plate, making a loud “clank” sound as she did. Several 

people nearby turned around to see what the commotion was all about.  

“This isn’t right. I am not supposed to be here. I’m not right,” Jon said with a conviction this 

time. Even the words did not feel right to him, and he knew nothing was right.  

“That’s it! Go to the restroom and splash cold water on yourself, or put your head in the toilet, I 

don’t care. You had better be sober when you come back,” she said loudly, and certainly.  

Jon looked at her vacantly. He was not sure who she was or why he was there. His head spun. He 

stood, and walked to the front of the restaurant, and from there to the Men’s restroom. Michelle 

frowned and stuck out her lower lip. This was not the dinner she had planned on having.  

 

Jon stood at the sink. He turned on the water at the nearest faucet. Instead of reaching into the 

stream of cold water, he just stared at it. Then he looked up – up to his face in the mirror. He 

rubbed his hand around his chin and examined his features in the mirror.  

 

“This isn’t right. This isn’t right,” he repeated several times. “That is not me,” he said flatly. Jon 

finally reached down into the water, cupped his hands and threw a large handful of water directly 

on his face. The effect was bracing, but when he looked again at the mirror, he knew this was not 

his face.  

“This isn’t right. That’s not me. That’s not my face!” he pleaded to the mirror in desperate tones. 

When no help was forthcoming, Jon reached for more water and literally hit himself in the face 

with his own hands as he splashed the water on. It felt good. Not the water, the pain where he hit 

his own face. “It isn’t my face,” he kept thinking.  



“It’s not me. It isn’t my face! Got to lose it. I have to get rid of it. Get it out of me!” Jon was 

reaching hysteria. As he rubbed his hands over his face again, a ring on his finger left a jagged 

cut on his face. Jon pulled his hand back and stared as blood ran from the cut. It felt good.  

“This is not right. I have to get it out of me! Not right!” 

Jon poked at the mirror with his index finger, accusing his reflection of some betrayal. He poked 

so hard his finger jammed into the mirror with “thudding” sounds, causing the mirror to rattle on 

the wall.  

“Get it out of me!” he started screaming over and over. As he did, Jon began to tear his lower lip 

from his face with his left hand, and his nose with his right. The lip came tearing off in a torrent 

of blood and gore, and soon after, he had pulled his own nose slightly off his face. It hung 

loosely from his face. Jon laughed the laugh of the insane.  

“More. Get it all off of me. It isn’t me!” he cried again. 

Using the fingernails on both hands, he began clawing at his own eyes, cheeks, and ears. He 

ripped one body part off in a spray of blood, dropping the bloody flesh into the sink, the water 

still running. The sink overflowed from skin and gore. Blood red-tinted water began to pour over 

to the floor as he continued to mutilate his face. Several minutes later, Jon was unrecognizable. 

The parts of his anatomy that would have made his face familiar to anyone who knew him – or 

anyone at all – lay piled in a bloody, oozing pile in the sink. Jon was bleeding profusely now. 

The red life-giving liquid came out from every tear and wound on his face. His lower jaw was 

the last part. He managed to yank it off his face by putting his foot against the sink, and pulling 

as his jaw became dislodged, and teeth flew out from the pressure on his jaw. Soon, it too ripped 

off his face. Jon could barely stand now. He had no eyes left, but in his mind he thought he could 

still see the stranger’s face. His cheeks were now open muscle and sinew. His tongue wagged 

around in the open air having no lower jaw to keep it in place. He let out one final, primal scream 

and the fell to the floor. A pool of rich, red blood quickly formed around his head.  

 

“Aiiieeee!” 

 

Michelle was not a happy woman. She had waited a long time for her date to return, sober this 

time, to his dinner. He did not return. As she sat getting angrier and angrier, she heard a dreadful 

scream. It did not sound like the scream of a man, but of some monster or beast. She instinctively 

knew it was Jon. Concerned, she quickly got up from the table and walked to the front of the 

restaurant. The restrooms were near the exit. Michelle was not in a mood to play games. If he 

was doing this for sympathy… 

 

She knocked on the door to the Men’s restroom. No answer.  

“Jon! Jon, answer this door right now or I’m coming in,” she threatened. When no reply came, 

Michelle pushed her way into the restroom, rounded a corner and saw an unrecognizable body in 

Jon’s clothing lying on the floor of the restroom. His features were bloody – it looked like raw 

meat! There was a circle of blood about three-feet wide around his head. Michelle screamed 

louder than she ever knew she was capable of screaming and ran back out of the door to the 

restroom collapsing into busboys arms, crying.  

The woman with the honey-colored hair had been watching Jon, and then Michelle the whole 

time. When she heard him scream, she waited to see what Michelle would do. When Michelle 

came running out of the restroom in hysterics, the honey-haired woman got up from her table, 

and walked to the front. She calmly walked right past the distraught woman, who was still in the 



arms of the busboy, crying and screaming. The woman walked into the restroom, looked at what 

had been Jon Baumgartner lying on the floor in his own gore, and walked out. She moved to the 

front exit and straight out of the restaurant without ever paying her bill. She would not be noticed 

missing for hours. 

 

The woman walked to her car in the parking lot, got in and took a deep breath. She opened her 

purse and pulled out a mobile phone. She dialed.  

 

“Deaver? It’s me. Yes, it is done. It is …” the honey-colored haired woman paused.  

“Stage three is a success. The project is ready,” she said rapidly and waited for a reply. She hated 

asking the next part. She had no choice. “What do I do next?” she asked. The voice on the other 

end of the phone gave her some instructions.  

“Does it have to be this way?” she pleaded. The voice shouted something to her so loudly she 

pulled the phone away from her ears. A second later she put the phone back to her mouth.  

“Yes. I understand,” she said. With that, she ended the connection. Her hands were shaking as 

she tried to put the phone back in her purse. Instead, she set it down on the car seat next to her. 

Before she drove from the parking lot, she opened a small container in her purse, peeked inside, 

and then closed it quickly. She thought she saw movement. She closed the lid and tucked it away 

in her purse again, and zipped the pocket shut. She drew another deep breath, tried to prevent her 

hands from shaking, and drove away.  

  

  ### 

 

It was still early in the morning at Paranormal Investigations as the companions prepared for a 

new week. Monday was always the hardest day to get motivated. Buzz openly yawned which 

made them all feel as tired as he did.  

 

“Could you please not do that? I’m trying to wake up, not go to bed,” Lorna pleaded.  

“I feel that a good yawn clears the sinuses,” Buzz reasoned. “When your sinuses are clear, it will 

be a great year,” he added then smiled. He was proud of his little rhyme.  

Natassia and Lorna instinctively rolled their eyes at the same time, not even noticing the 

coincidence. It was too early for bad humor.  

 

“What did you do with the dead body?” Nick shouted from the back room.  

“A little louder, Nick. I don’t think the baker heard you,” Natassia replied.  

“I usually save them for lunch,” Buzz added without even looking up.  

“Eww,” Lorna responded.  

“I don’t mean to eat,” Buzz clarified. “Nick has some crime scene photos of a bizarre crime. 

Might be paranormal involved,” he explained without actually explaining. He stopped his 

mysterious remark there, but both women were staring at him, as if waiting for the rest of the 

story.  

“We usually go over prospective cases at lunch?” Buzz further suggested.  

“That’s just as bad,” Lorna complained. “How can you look at pictures of dead bodies when you 

eat lunch?”  

“I don’t let them eat much,” he replied, knowing the answer would make Lorna scowl.  

Lorna turned to Buzz and scowled.  



“There’s my baby,” he said, pointing at Lorna and smiling. Natassia shook her head again. It was 

going to be one of those mornings.  

“I’ll be back in a minute. I guess I’ll go help Nick find his stiffs. I need to talk to him anyway,” 

she commented as she turned to the back room.  

“His stiffs?” Buzz teased. “No hanky panky until after 4 PM. That is the rule.”  

Natassia ignored the comment and went into the back room.  

“Why do you have to tease all the time, Buzz?” Lorna commented with irritation. Truth of the 

matter, she liked his silly jokes and constant teasing. It was just too early in the morning for her 

to appreciate it. Also, they had a little argument about money before they came into work. Buzz 

and Lorna were coming up short of cash for food, probably because Buzz could eat like a 

teenage boy and never gain weight. That alone made Lorna a little cranky. She gained weight 

looking at food. Still, she felt a little irritable and it was not Buzz’s fault his metabolism was so 

discourteously high. She turned to apologize. Buzz was pealing an apple.  

“You had one of those before we left the house!” Lorna exclaimed. Buzz did not speak, but he 

verbalized.  

“MmmHmm.”  

“Hey, those things are expensive. Two for a dollar at the FoodQuick!” Lorna objected.  

“I like them,” Buzz said innocently. He did not understand he was in trouble again.  

“You like them? Is that all you have to say for yourself? Those things don’t grow on trees, you 

know,” Lorna added, regretting it the minute she did.  

Buzz stopped eating and looked at Lorna.  

“Do you need me to explain something?” he asked. 

“You know what I mean!” she countered. Buzz continued eating. Lorna went back to work, 

mumbling to herself about giant appetites being sinful.  

 

By 9 AM things had settled into a routine, as usual. They all had some work to do but they were 

happy to take a small break when Madam Rochelle made a surprise visit at the office. She 

brought coffee and snacks.  

“Ah, this is great. You should come by more often,” Buzz said. 

“And bring food,” Nick finished Buzz’s unfinished thought. “That’s what he was going to say 

next,” Nick added, smiling.  

“Oh, coffee from the new Coffee Bean Store,” Natassia beamed. She had been meaning to try the 

trendy new coffee shop one day soon.  

“This so thoughtful. We owe you. These things are not cheap,” Natassia remarked.  

“What flavors are they? Buzz asked.  

“I got you and Lorna the apple-cinnamon and cinnamon coffee cakes. I know you love 

cinnamon. For Natassia, Nick and me, I got the Specialty Latte.  

When Rochelle was looking away, Buzz wrinkled his nose. He did not like cinnamon, especially 

in his coffee. She had confused him with Nick. Buzz innocently reached out and switched his 

apple-cinnamon with Rochelle’s latte. He hoped she would not notice.  

Buzz hungrily drank his coffee, or Rochelle’s latte, she apparently did not notice.  

“Please, everyone drink up,” Rochelle coaxed.  

Buzz did as she asked. He also ate a couple pieces of coffee cake, which he then spilled on the 

floor, as cinnamon crumbs bounced around the floor.  

The Paranormal Investigations phone rang, just as Natassia was about to sip her latte. She sighed 

and set it down, answering the phone. Meanwhile Lorna was busy cleaning up the mess Buzz 



made when he spilled the coffee cake, and Nick set his latte down to check something on the 

computer for Natassia, who was talking to a client on the phone.  

Rochelle shifted uncomfortably. She pushed the companions to drink their coffee again, but 

again, the only one who responded was Buzz, and he was drinking her latte. It was then Madam 

Rochelle noticed the cinnamon in her own coffee.  

“Cinnamon!?” she said, alarmed.  

“Sorry. Hope you don’t mind. I switched our cups. I don’t like cinnamon in my coffee,” he 

explained sheepishly.  

“Oh my God,” Rochelle said. She went pale.  

“If it is that bad I’ll switch back with you, Rochelle,” Buzz offered. But Madam Rochelle was 

not listening. She looked at her cup, a look of panic in her eyes.  

“No! I have to go now,” she said in obvious despair, and excused herself.   

“Okay, but…” Buzz was speaking to empty air where Rochelle had been standing, “…we insist 

on paying …” he trailed off.  

“That’s strange,” he said. He went to the front window and watched Rochelle, moving faster than 

he ever recalled the honey-haired woman ever moving.  

“Where did she go?” Lorna asked after she finished cleaning up after Buzz’s spill.  

“Is she gone already?” Nick asked from behind his computer. “I didn’t even get to try the coffee 

she brought,” Nick lamented.  

“Yeah. She left fast, almost like she did not mean to – “ buzz thought aloud.  

 

“WAIT!” Buzz shouted nearly scaring Natassia off the telephone and Nick out of his seat.  

“WHAT?” All three questioned at the same time.  

Natassia hung up the phone. “What’s going on? Where’s Rochelle?”  

“Has anyone drunk their coffee?” Buzz asked, an ashen color to his face.  

No one but Buzz had a moment to drink any.  

“No, why? Buzz?” Nick stood up. His friend of many years may not be the scientist among them, 

and he certainly was not the smartest. But he had incredible instincts. “Intuition,” Buzz often 

called it. So when he became alarmed about the coffee, Nick took him seriously.  

“What is it, Buzz. What do you know?” he asked.  

“She was very insistent we all drink our coffee,” Buzz commented as if working something out. 

“So? She brought it for us,” Lorna explained.  

“And she brought me the wrong type, so I switched it with hers,” Buzz added it up.  

“I’m not following you, Buzz,” Nick commented.  

“Me neither,” Natassia concurred.  

“I don’t know, but she was very upset when she realized she had been drinking MY coffee. She 

ran out as fast as she could,” Buzz said.  

“Maybe she has a body reaction to coffee I sometimes get,” Lorna said revealing a little too 

much.  

“No. This was different. It wasn’t ‘darn, I don’t like this coffee’, it was, ‘Fuck, I drank the cool-

aide’.”  

“What are you suggesting, Buzz. She put something in the coffee?” Natassia asked with concern. 

“Well, at the very least we should not drink it until we check on her. There was a very odd look 

on her face when she realized she drank my coffee,” Buzz insisted.  

“Okay. Let’s call her. Maybe a quick phone call can clear things up,” Nick suggested. He really 

thought it highly unlikely Rochelle spiked their coffee with something.  



The companions placed a phone call to Rochelle, and waited.  

On the eleventh ring, someone at the other end picked up the phone, or perhaps it was knocked 

over (there was a loud thud on the speakerphone), and a gurgled scream, followed by a chopping 

sound could be heard at the other end. Then nothing.  

“Let’s go,” Nick advised.  

They closed the store and all drove to Madam Rochelle’s home, about fifteen minutes away. 

Nick and Natassia were in his car, while Buzz and Lorna drove in hers. The drive felt like it took 

forever, but in truth they soon arrived at her home. The companions parked, got out and rushed 

to her front door.  

 

Nick opened the door tentatively – Rochelle left it unlocked. They went inside. There was 

nothing in her living room to indicate a problem, at least not to Nick’s eyes. Natassia, however, 

made an observation Nick would not have guessed.  

“She left her purse here,” Natassia commented pointing at the purse on the sofa. It was not so 

much the purse itself that caught Natassia’s eye, but the manner of its disorder. It looked as if she 

had thrown it down and then rifled through it.  

“She was in a big hurry,” Natassia added. Buzz and Lorna took the kitchen, and it was here they 

discovered a gruesome scene.  

“Oh my God!” Lorna swore, and came running out of the kitchen. Nick and Natassia exchanged 

worried looks, and went in. Nick drew his new 10mm automatic pistol from his shoulder holster 

and went before Natassia.  

 

As they came around the corner, and into the kitchen proper, they saw Buzz standing there 

staring. His mouth was agape and he was speechless. When he saw Nick and Natassia approach, 

he pointed. 

Rochelle’s body was on the kitchen floor, and her head was a few feet away. Still tightly grasped 

in Rochelle’s right hand was a meat cleaver. Her death-grip on the cleaver kept it from falling 

from her hand when her body fell to the floor. It was covered in blood and tissue. Natassia put 

her hand to her mouth. Nick turned his eyes away from the sight for a minute and Buzz just stood 

staring – fixated on the gory sight.  

“What the hell is going on here?” Nick asked to anyone who could answer. Natassia took her 

time, but she managed to look again.  

 

The companions tried to take in what they saw. Madam Rochelle’s head was decapitated. It 

appeared she did the deed herself, to her own head. It had not gone smoothly, for there was blood 

over by the kitchen sink, the walls around the sink and bar. Her body lay a few feet from the 

sink, with more blood surrounding that area, and her head was lying, face up, in a growing circle 

of red, her eyes wide open and mouth twisted into an inhuman grimace.  She only vaguely 

looked like the Rochelle they once knew. Her face was contorted into a visage of agony and 

rage.  

Lorna came back into the kitchen and stood next to Buzz, but she refused to look at Rochelle. 

She turned her back and remained that way, silently sobbing.  

“What could cause someone to hack off their own head with a meat cleaver?” Buzz asked. It was 

his first full sentence since coming into the kitchen five minutes earlier. It took him that long to 

find words.  



Nick swallowed hard. It was difficult seeing anyone like this. It was even harder seeing someone 

they knew and worked with – someone they had considered a friend. He put his gun back in the 

holster and closed in on the dismembered head. He wanted to look closer at her face.  

“What are you doing?” Natassia cried out as Nick approached Rochelle’s decapitated head. She 

did not want him to go near it.  

“I have to investigate,” he answered somberly. Nick was disturbed to see Rochelle like this. It 

had not occurred to him yet, or to any of them, that this may have been their own fate.  

“Nicky, you aren’t going to touch that, are you?” Buzz asked as Nick pulled a pen from his 

pocket, intending to prod the head.  

“I thought I saw something in her mouth,” Nick added grimly. Just as he reached down with the 

pen to insert it in her open mouth, her head moved slightly.  

“Whoa!” Buzz shouted out in response. Nick pulled the pen back and stood up again. He 

watched the head intensely.  

“Did that just move a little?” Natassia asked with apprehension. Lorna could no longer stand to 

be the only one not observing. She turned around and looked.  

As all of them watched, the head slowly shifted to the side, and rolled over on to one of 

Rochelle’s cheeks, her head now facing them. Her dead, anguished eyes stared at them all, as if 

making some final comment of despair or insanity. There was no movement from her eyes. 

However, the whole of her head shifted again, and rolled back into its face up position, this time 

a foot away from where the companions had found it. Between changing locations, a bright, red 

trail of blood formed. They all stepped back from the moving, dismembered head. They wanted 

to run.  

“What is it? I don’t understand,” Natassia cried out in concern. “She can’t possibly be alive. 

What made it move?”  

It was the question they were all wondering, but were not too keen to find out. Nick moved back 

a few feet and tried to decide what he should do. He was about to suggest something when they 

saw a small, dark, something covered in blood, peek out from Rochelle’s nostril. It disappeared 

again.  

“What is that?” Buzz asked. There was a hint of panic in his voice. Nick instinctively reached 

out and grabbed for Natassia’s hand, which was there waiting for his. Before anyone could 

respond to Buzz’s question, the small ‘something’ crawled out of her mouth. It was very small, 

perhaps about an inch or inch and one-half inches long, with many legs. When it moved, it 

skittered like a spider. It ran across her face, trailed blood on its many legs, stopped when it was 

on her forehead, then with a burst of movement, the small creature ran away with great speed 

toward the cabinet under the kitchen sink. Lorna let out a shriek, and all of them backed up in all 

haste.  

 

“What was that thing?” Nick asked no one in particular. “Is that what killed her?” 

“I have a very bad feeling about this,” Natassia voiced. It was a concern they all shared.  

“Maybe we should get out of here?” Lorna asked with hope. She had already turned her body 

toward the front door in anticipation of leaving.  

“If that…thing has something to do with why Rochelle died like this,” Nick explained, “we have 

to catch it or kill it.”  

“I vote kill it,” Buzz answered.  

“I’d prefer to have it alive,” Nick suggested.  



“If that little ‘thing’ did this to her,” Natassia pointed out, “We don’t have much chance if it gets 

into one of us.”  

Nick nodded his head in agreement.  

“Let’s try to kill it then. Maybe we can learn something from the remains,” he responded.  

“Ah, how do we kill the spider-crab-head bug?” Buzz asked. It was a good question. They were 

not even sure what it was, but it came from a woman’s head and she had cut her own head off.  

 

“What do we normally kill bugs with?” Nick questioned.  

“My shoe?” Buzz answered. It was not the answer Nick was looking for, however.  

“That would smash it too much,” Nick whispered, as if afraid to chase the creature away with his 

voice.  

Lorna walked over to the opposite cabinet, opened it, and handed Nick a can of Raid bug spray.  

“That might work,” he admitted over his skepticism.  

“Useful for all kinds of things that skitter,” Lorna replied.  

 

Nick and Buzz reluctantly moved to the cabinet under the sink. The area was still slick with 

blood.  

“When I say so, open that door,” Nick said to Buzz.  

“Whatever happens, don’t let that thing get on you,” Nick advised.  

“I’m with you on that one,” Buzz agreed.  

He opened the cabinet under the bloody sink. Nick looked down and inside, but did not see 

anything at first. He carefully reached in and moved a bottle of bleach to the side. Still nothing. 

Then he saw something lightly glide from one back corner to the other. The movement was fast 

and silent. It made the hairs on Nick’s arm rise.  

“When I say ‘go’, move that spray bottle,” Nick instructed Buzz, who was on the other side. 

Buzz nodded. Nick took a deep breath to steady his hands.  

“Go!” 

Buzz moved the bottles in one swift, deft movement. For a second, the little creature was stunned 

by the light that shone in from the kitchen and it halted. Nick had his moment. He sprayed the 

Raid all over the area. The little creature, which on closer examination looked like some cross 

between a spider and a scorpion, was drenched in the spray and it began to run. It stopped, turned 

toward Nick and made a leap! It jumped towards Nick’s face. Nick pulled back just in time as 

the creature fell to the kitchen floor and began having spasms. The spray was working.  

 

Within a minute, the creature stopped moving. It’s legs curled up under its body – just like those 

of a spider when it dies. It was motionless.  

The foursome waited for a few minutes then Nick poked at it with his pen. It did not respond or 

move.  

“Does anyone have a container to put this thing in?” he asked.  

“What kind of container?” Lorna asked, searching her purse.  

“I don’t care. Anything. An old medicine jar?” he suggested.  

“I only have one of these left anyway,” Natassia said as she dumped out the last pill from an old 

pharmacy container. It was one of the remaining pills she had left over for pain from her worn 

and injured body when she and Nick fought the serial rapist and killer in the Rocky Mountains.  

“You don’t need these anymore?” Nick asked her.  



“No. The pains have been gone for some time now,” she reassured him and handed him the 

empty jar.  

Nick used his pen to scoop the dead creature into the container and closed the locking lid as soon 

as it was inside. They all breathed a sigh of relief. Now they had to figure out what to do about 

Rochelle.  

 

 ###  

 

 

The companions were all anxious to leave the kitchen, and Rochelle’s grotesque corpse. 

However, they had to do some searching and then decide what to do before they left. Should they 

call the police? If so, there were bound to be a hundred questions they could not answer. Nick 

was not on good terms with the local police, and they had once arrested Buzz for a 

misunderstanding about stealing cars. Nick thought it was a very bad idea for them to get the 

local police in on this while they were there.  

“We should at least search for anything we can learn from her files or records and the leave as 

soon as possible,” Natassia recommended.  

The Companions of Paranormal Investigation were not strangers to Rochelle’s home, so it was 

unlikely the neighbors would be suspicious if their cars in her driveway. Still, they decided to do 

a search in haste and get out of there as soon as they could. They would have to decide later how 

to let the police know about Rochelle’s body.  

“I’ll check her computer,” Lorna offered.  

“What about passwords?” Nick asked.  

“No problem,” Lorna answered confidently. She was a computer expert. Plus, she knew Madam 

Rochelle pretty well, since Lorna and Buzz had worked with her on that case of the evil spirit 

haunting the old brothel. She had a pretty good idea words Rochelle might have used as 

passwords.  

“I’ll go through her personal effects,” Natassia said. She was not sure why, but she felt like it 

should be a woman that searched through Rochelle’s room. She still could not accept that 

Rochelle had attempted to put this creature into their coffee, and not her own. None of them 

understood why Rochelle would do something like that.  

 

As they searched, Buzz and Nick sought out any files or information that would connect 

Rochelle to Paranormal Investigations. They were going to take any and all files with them.  

“I think I found something,” Lorna announced after several minutes of searching Rochelle’s 

computer.  

“What did you find?” Nick asked.  

“In her bank account. There is a large deposit at the 10
th

 of every month. Several thousands of 

dollars,” she revealed. “Going back as long as she has lived here.” 

“Social Security? Inheritance?” Nick asked. He wanted to rule out any ordinary explanations.  

“No. She has listed payments from us, when she worked with us, deposits from her own clients 

for the fortune telling sessions, and this one big deposit from – “ Lorna stopped and looked at 

Buzz.  

“What was the name of that company you three worked for before you met me? That place with 

the mutated bugs?” she asked.  

“Mosquitoes,” Buzz answered.  



“Right. But the name of the place?” she repeated.  

“Biotech Genetics Labs,” Nick answered her question. He walked over to the computer screen 

and saw the large deposits.  

“She was getting monthly payments from some place called “Biotech Industries.” Lorna 

explained.  

Nick’s eyebrows rose with curiosity.  

“Biotech!?” Buzz and Nick said the name at the same time.  

“That’s what it says,” Lorna answered. She looked at Buzz with her big, blue eyes. “What does 

that mean?”  

“It is the parent company for Biotech Labs – the place me, Nicky and Natassia worked at when 

we fought those mutated mosquitoes,” he answered.  

Natassia had just rounded the corner to the living room when she heard this.  

“There is a connection to Biotech?” she asked. She did not seem surprised.  

“Apparently Rochelle was getting monthly payments – large monthly payments – from someone 

at Biotech,” Nick explained.  

“Yes, I just found her checks. It is from Biotech Industries, Special Accounts belonging to 

someone named Deaver Tompkins,” Natassia said. She showed Nick the check.  

“This isn’t cashed,” Nick said with astonishment.  

“Look at the date. She just got it yesterday,” Natassia remarked. “Who is Deaver Tompkins?” 

Nick glanced at Buzz. They remembered him.  

“I guess you never met him,” Nick answered.  

“He is the big wig that owns the whole shebang,” Buzz explained without explaining.  

“He’s the whosie whatsit?” Natassia asked.  

“He owns the controlling interests of all of Biotech Industries, including Biotech Genetics labs,” 

Nick explained.  

“Our Biotech?  The one with…” she was interrupted.  

“The giant mosquitoes,” Lorna filled in. She was beginning to feel left out. She had not yet met 

Buzz, Nick or Natassia. This was their first paranormal adventure and she was a little jealous that 

she was the only one who had never worked there.  

“I’m beginning to get the picture,” Nick said aloud.  

“Good. Could you explain it to me because I’m lost,” Buzz admitted.  

“Yes, but let’s grab the files and get out of here. I’m starting to think this is much bigger than I 

expected,” Nick advised.  

 

In truth, it was a big conspiracy. It had to be. It was even bigger than they could have expected. 

The companions took all the relevant files, and Lorna downloaded the ones that helped them. 

Then she wiped Rochelle’s computer as Nick requested. They left her home and locked the door 

and returned to the office at Paranormal Investigations a little shaken, and with a lot of questions, 

some of which they could start to answer once safe at the office.  

 

 

 ### 

 

The companions locked the doors to their office and worked late into the evening. They knew 

who Deaver Tompkins was and that he made regular payments to Rochelle for a couple years 

now. As far as they could determine, Rochelle had moved to Greendale shortly after they had 



opened Paranormal Investigations. It was also the time of her first big payment from Biotech. 

The files revealed a connection between Rochelle and Tompkins that may have preceded their 

business. Rochelle, it seemed, was once a lover of Tompkins and apparently wholly dependent 

on him for the majority of her income. They began to understand that their entire relationship 

with Madam Rochelle had been prearranged to coincide with their move to this location, after 

they left Biotech and Lorna left Robochem. From the moment they opened this agency, Rochelle 

planted herself nearby in a nice suburb and made sure they came across her.  

“So the whole time we have been working with a spy?” Buzz asked. The level of subterfuge and 

deceit was beyond anything he could imagine.  

“I don’t know if she was a spy as much as mole,” Natassia guessed. “She didn’t report too much 

back to him, it appears.”  

“Only because there wasn’t anything to report. I’m guessing,” Nick clarified.  

“Why would they bother to spy on us, or watch us this whole time?” Buzz asked in confusion.  

“Clearly we pose some threat to Tompkins. Real or imagined, I don’t know,” Natassia 

concluded.  

“So this Tompkins – he is the ‘enemy’ that has tried to kill us several times?” Lorna asked 

logically. It was mind numbing to them all. They could not imagine why this rich, powerful man 

would bother with them and their small detective agency that specialized in the paranormal and 

what some might call ‘science fiction’ cases. As they had come to learn, the only thing fictional 

about what they did was the world’s perception of it. Strange, odd and dangerous things were 

very real for them.  

“He thinks we know something, or else we do, but don’t know it,” Nick said. He was beginning 

to get a headache from all of the bizarre mystery.  

“So the first time he sent that Crayfish guy after us,” Lorna was sorting it all out. “What case was 

that again?”  

“We were working on the Wooly Mammoth virus,” Nick recalled.  

“And you were stripping to ballet,” Lorna reminded Natassia.  

“I had almost put that memory away for good,” Natassia recalled.  

“Instead of killing us, Crayfish was after Vince, our robot,” Buzz corrected them.  

“Poor Vince,” Natassia recollected. She had been quite fond of that quirky robot.  

“Then he hired Marko the Assassin to shoot out our tires in the Rockies,” Nicked remembered. 

Not that he would ever forget that adventure in the valley of those mountains, what with that 

demented serial killer that awaited them.  

“And when you survived that too, he sent Marko here to kill us,” Buzz said.  

“I don’t think that was his plan,” Nick interjected. “That was Marko’s plan.”  

“So when all else failed, he asks Rochelle to spike our coffee with that…thing. We better name 

that thing,” Buzz decided.  

“You saw it first. You get to name it,” Nick remarked.  

“Oh. How about Spidion?” Buzz decided.  

“What does that mean?” Lorna asked, puzzled.  

“Well, we all agree it looks a little like a spider with the front of a scorpion,” Buzz explained. 

“So, Spidion.” 

 

Nick noticed that Natassia had been very quiet ever since the name of Vince had been brought 

up. She rarely talked about him, but she had shortly after his demise.  

“Are you thinking about Vince?” Nick asked softly.  



“Yes, I guess I was,” Natassia admitted. “I do miss my conversations with the odd little guy.”  

“Aw, that is sad, Nat,” Buzz commented. “You should get a pet. A cat,” he recommended.  

“I like dogs,” Lorna pouted. This was something they had argued over before. Buzz did not want 

to get into it now, but did anyway.  

“Dogs require so much attention and maintenance. Just give a cat a bowl of food and water and 

they are good for hours,” Buzz made his case.  

“You just don’t like dogs because they won’t give you a little head,” Lorna revealed a snippet of 

odd information.  

 

Nick and Natassia looked curiously at Buzz, expecting some clarification.  

 

“Little animal heads! Like cats do when they bring you the heads of mice and gophers and shit,” 

Buzz tried to explain her statement.  

“Gophers?” Natassia prodded.  

“He means that his cat used to drop off little presents of animal heads at his door,” she remarked. 

“Yeah, that type of head. It’s how they show respect,” he concluded.  

“Nothing says respect like decapitation,” Nick admitted.  

“I’ll settle for cute little licks…that tickle,” Lorna said with a smile.  

Once again, Nick and Natassia gave Buzz and Lorna curious looks with an expectation of further 

explanation.  

“Maybe we shouldn’t pursue it,” Natassia suggested to Nick. 

“Licks from a dog, she meant!” Buzz was getting exasperated. Only Lorna could do this to him. 

The levity was a nice break from thinking about all the intrigue and attempts on their lives. Soon, 

it came back to that subject.  

 

The level that Deaver Tompkins went to know their movements and whereabouts was 

astonishing. Not only did he have Rochelle befriend them and get in well within their group, he 

had sent Creighton Fischer, aka ‘Crayfish’, then Marko the assassin after them – twice. Once 

when he shot out their tires to send them crashing into a valley of no return, and later, Marco 

acted on his own to get rid of his most elusive prey. In the end he used some experimental 

creature on them but Rochelle accidentally infected herself, instead of the companions of 

Paranormal Investigations. They had been very lucky.  

“You know, we were pretty lucky this time,” Buzz said exactly what he had been thinking. It was 

par for the course for Buzz. If something entered his mind, it usually did not take long to exit his 

mouth. He was not the only one thinking they had been lucky.  

“Too lucky,” Nick agreed. “I’m still trying to remember exactly why we didn’t drink that 

coffee,” he pondered.  

“We were busy almost from the moment she handed them out,” Natassia recalled. “I started to 

sip mine, but it was too hot. I could tell from the steam that hit my lip,” she recalled.  

“And then the phone rang, and you were looking something up on the computer,” Lorna recalled 

it well. She had an excellent memory.  

“What were you doing?” Nick asked of Lorna.  

“Buzz was eating, and spilling that coffee cake all over the floor,” she recounted. “I was cleaning 

up after Buzz.” Then she added, “As usual.”  

“That’s when Rochelle realized she was drinking what was supposed to be my coffee,” Buzz 

spoke. “I hate cinnamon in my coffee.”  



“That’s what made her drink the wrong one. Your dislike of cinnamon may have saved your – 

and our lives, Buzz,” Nick remarked.   

They had covered as much of the happenings as they could put together. As they talked, Natassia 

continued her diligent search of Rochelle’s paper records. She put one piece of paper down in 

front of her and looked at Nick. She did not say anything initially, but her face spoke volumes. 

Something was wrong.  

“What?” Nick asked with concern when he saw her face.  

“I just found a note from Tompkins to Rochelle from about two or more years ago. It is from 

around the time we just opened the business,” Natassia explained.  

“What does it say?” Nick asked. When she did not answer him right away, all of them looked at 

her in anticipation.  

“It’s a personal note from Tompkins to Rochelle. He urges her to make friends with us as soon as 

possible and suggests she send you to the nearby casino where he could observe you,” she 

informed Nick and the others.  

“I remember that,” Buzz commented. “That was right after I found that cursed coin.”  

“So he was spying on us then too. I don’t see how that is so worrisome compared what else we 

have learned tonight,” Nick suggested.  

“Nick, what was your father’s name again?” Natassia asked with great reluctance. She knew he 

had a very bad relationship with him. When they first decided to open their Paranormal 

Investigative Agency, Nick had gone to see his father to ask for a financial loan. His father had 

instead insulted Nick, and his girlfriend, and called his son a loser, amongst other things. It was 

not the first time he had used such terminology on Nick, and it affected Nick more than Nick 

liked to let on. No one likes a disapproving parent, especially one that really intends and believes 

the insults he tossed around. Nick had not spoken to him since then.  

“Why?” Nick asked. He felt the bile rise in his throat. He could handle mutated insects. He could 

handle serial killers and viruses that killed people. He could even handle someone trying to 

murder him. But if there was one thing Nick was not sure he could handle, it was his cold, and 

selfish, insensitive father and his constant disapproval. Nick felt his palms sweat.  

 

“It says ‘I have a big meeting with our new associate today. Without David Reese’s sizable 

investments into Biotech research, we would not have enough money to continue our special 

projects research’,” Natassia spoke a portion of the letter.  

She continued to read the last line, “Without David Reese’s input, I would have never hired that 

son of his.” 

 

“My father’s name is David Reese,” Nick said. His face paled and his resolve crumbled. How 

could his father have something to do with the monster that was trying to kill them? Did he know 

about it? Did he know about the “special research?” Nick tried to keep the room from spinning, 

but he put his face in his hands so no one could see his distress. Unfortunately, the action only 

made his distress clear to everyone. Nick was the solid one. He was the one who kept them 

going, the one who started projects and backed them up when they were in trouble. Like it or not, 

Nick was their unofficial leader of Paranormal Investigations. They all willingly deferred to Nick 

on most of the company decisions, not because he dominated them, but because he had all of 

their best interests at heart. Now their leader was shaken and they could all see the effect that his 

father’s name had on him.  



 

 

 ### 

 

From a dark, corner of an ornate office, a man sat and watched his video feeds. He installed these 

cameras above Paranormal Investigations months ago, under the cover of insect inspectors. From 

that time on Deaver Tompkins had been watching the Companions of Paranormal Investigations. 

He had seen his plots to rid himself of these annoying people foiled, one after another. Even 

Rochelle, as he just learned, had failed to kill them. Tompkins was sure now that they never even 

posed a threat to him. In his paranoia after the mutant Mosquito fiasco, he assumed that Nick and 

Natassia had learned of The Plan. It was his biggest project to date, and if it were successful, it 

would pay him billions of dollars. His greed knew no bounds. In the event that the couple had 

learned of The Plan, whose origins were in one of the labs down in the basement of Biotech 

genetics labs – one of the labs that Natassia and Nick stumbled through while fighting off the 

mutant mosquitoes – they had to be eliminated. 

 

They succeeded at destroying the giant mosquitoes and that research. The aftermath of that 

incident had nearly closed his laboratories. But he remained open to carry on The Plan, and it 

worked! What happened with Rochelle proved it, although it was supposed to be Nick, Natassia, 

Buzz and Lorna, not Rochelle. He did not care. Rochelle had served her purpose. Even if Nick 

and Natassia had not learned of his terrible Special Project, what Buzz had called the ‘Spidion,’ 

Tompkins did not intend to let these people live. He hated them with an irrational loathing that 

had started consuming him from the moment Nick, Natassia and Buzz walked away from 

Biotech Labs with what he imagined was knowledge of his biggest secret. He spent years trying 

to learn if they knew about it, became convinced they must know. He convinced himself. When 

his plots to kill them began to fail, one after the other, it only served to increase his paranoid 

loathing of this couple – all of them.  

 

What he just learned by watching and listening to them over his hidden cameras amazed him. In 

all this time they did not even know? He found it inconceivable. It mattered not. He was 

convinced they were the only threat to him and now he would finally eliminate them forever.   

 

He laughed at the thought of it. They did not even know, but now they were catching on. They 

had to be removed from the earth. They had to be destroyed once and for all time. Deaver 

pressed the call button on his intercom. He was in a good mood.  

“Francine? Get me David Reese.”  

Deaver could still see a visibly shaken Nick Reese on his surveillance camera, but he wanted to 

delight in Nick’s agonized face more. He used a remote control to zoom in on his face and 

smiled. The zoom lens buzzed slightly in the ceilings of Paranormal Investigations.  

 

 ### 

 

“Nick, it isn’t important if your father is involved,” Natassia consoled her boyfriend. “What we 

really need to do right now is figure out what this Spidion creature is. How fast does it grow, 

because it grew pretty fast? How exactly is it transmitted to people?” 

 



Just then, Buzz got up from his chair and walked over to Nick. He had heard some odd sound 

coming from the ceiling above them. He whispered something into Nick’s ear. Nick turned to 

look at his friend in surprise, but covered his emotion quickly. He rose from his own chair.  

“Guys, I have something to show you outside,” Nick announced after he stood.  

“Outside?” Lorna question. “What? Just tell us about it here.”  

“You have to see something new I installed in my car,” he lied.  

Natassia lifted her head from the papers she was sorting through. She knew Nick had not 

installed anything new in his car. She got up without comment and followed Nick to the doors of 

Paranormal Investigations. Lorna brought up the rear.  

 

Once outside, Nick addressed his friends.  

“Buzz says he heard something in the ceiling, like a mechanical sound,” Nick explained.  

“It sounded oddly familiar,” Buzz added. “Lorna, remember when we were experimenting 

around with our camera and we zoomed in on us when we were – “ Buzz was interrupted.  

“Buzz! That was private, remember?” Lorna reminded him.  

“Yeah. What I mean is once we were messing around with a camera and the zoom feature. It 

makes an odd whirring sound. Just now when you told Nick about his father being an investor in 

Biotech, I heard that sound again. This time it came from our ceiling, right above us!” Buzz 

explained.  

“I heard something too, but I thought I was imagining it,” Natassia commented.  

“It is possible we have cameras or some other spy equipment above us,” Nick said grimly. “We 

better not underestimate Tompkins ever again,” he concluded.  

 

The companions agreed to call it a night, and they headed for their cars. This time, unlike any 

typical night, they made sure everyone made it to their cars safely before leaving. The couples 

drove to their respective homes.  

 

 ### 

 

That night at Nick’s place, the phone rang just as Nick and Natassia were getting ready for bed.  

“Who could that be at this hour?” Natassia questioned.  

“Nick walked to the phone and read the caller ID information. It was David Reese, his father.  

“It’s my father,” Nick said, looking at Natassia.  

“What? Why would he call you, and why now?” Natassia asked. Her question cut right to the 

heart of it. Why now?  

“I have a feeling those are cameras above us at work, and whoever is watching called my father 

since we have discovered his involvement with Biotech, and with Tompkins,” Nick guessed.  

I better take this,” he added and then answered the phone.  

“I’m surprised to hear from you, father. I’m sure you are calling to see if I’m well,” Nick said 

sarcastically. The word ‘father’ came out of his mouth unnaturally. It was not a word he used any 

more and it felt foreign and strange.  

“So much like your mother,” David Reese replied.  

Nick reached down and turned on the speakerphone so Natassia could hear the conversation.  

“I don’t want to fight with you, Nick,” David Reese spoke.  

“That would be different,” Nick answered. “What do you want then?”  



“I want to ask you, if you ever listened to me at all, cease this investigation you are starting. You 

don’t understand how important this is, not just to me, but to national security,” he said.  

“What investigation? How would you know anything about what I’m doing, much less 

investigating,” Nick asked. His father fell right into a trap. Since he did, that meant he had been 

in contact with whoever was spying on them.  

“Son,” David began, but the word ‘son’ was not said in a friendly manner. It was said in a 

condescending manner. “There are things in this world, bad things, that have to be done to 

maintain our way of life.”  

“Like creating biological organisms that breed in human brains and force them to kill 

themselves? Those types of bad things?” Nick asked, his anger rising.  

David Reese let out a chuckle. It was a derisive laugh that Nick’s father made when he felt 

someone was beneath him.  

“You are still so naïve. You don’t understand how the world really works, son. You never were 

very bright that way. It is very disappointing,” David added.  

“You know what’s disappointing? Having a father who cares more for power, position and 

money than the people he claimed to love and care for. You were and are a bad person, and 

worse, a bad father. You are selfish, and insulting to anyone who dares to see the world 

differently than you – even your ex-wife, mom, and now me.  

“You just don’t understand how the world really works. I have to take the blame for not making 

you tougher and smarter. I should have sent you to a military school and they would have 

toughened you up. You don’t know how important this project is to the country, Nick. Think 

how this thing could be used against the enemies of America. We could wipe out the leadership 

of something like Al-Qaeda, or Iran, or even Russia, with just a hundred of these things. You 

have to look at the big picture. This is for the future of America, not just for me,” David Reese 

explained his side of the story.  

“Yes. I’m sure Dick Cheney would love it. No, this is for you, and your partner, Deaver 

Tompkins and his sect of assassins and killers. You are justifying this as national security when 

in fact you are just trying to make millions of dollars and you do not even care about the 

consequences. Are you aware that your partner, Tompkins, has tried to kill my girlfriend, my 

friends and me? Do you even care?” Nick was getting hot.  

 

“You shouldn’t have gotten in the way of progress,” David responded coolly. “I’m sorry you 

chose that mixed race bitch for a girlfriend. She has led you to weakness. And your other 

friends? Losers. What do they own? How much power do you or do they have for that matter? 

Son, it isn’t too late. Call off your investigation. Back out now and I’ll cut you in for say, 15% 

profits. That will make you a millionaire. You can finally be a success and do something 

meaningful with your life.” 

Nick shook his head. There was no reasoning with this man. The only things he respected were 

money and power. Love, friendship, meaningful relationships, these things meant nothing to 

David Reese.  

Natassia started crying. She heard the entire conversation. She had a loving father who died a 

few years ago, just before she met Nick. He lavished love and praise on this beautiful mixed-race 

daughter, and raised her to be strong and caring. He did not tell her what to do, or how to do it, 

and she knew she was loved all the way until the end of his days. She could not imagine the pain 

Nick must have gone through, and was still going through to have such a cold, uncaring, 

emotionless father. She cried for Nick.  



Nick saw her emotion and decided to put and end to this pointless call. 

“After you, I didn’t trust anyone or anything until I met these people you demean. The people I 

work with, and love. I care for them and trust them unconditionally. I have all that I need, so you 

can offer me wealth, but what is wealth without friends, love and trust? Now I have all the family 

I need. You are not my family. To me, you are just a seed that started my life. We are nothing 

alike. I’m very happy about that,” Nick stated with conviction. He felt an emotional burden lift 

slightly from his weary shoulders. His father’s disapproving presence had camped there far too 

long.  

 

“You are a stupid fool, more that I ever imagined. I disown you son. But now that I know what 

you intend to do, I am at least going to salvage what is left of my investment. Don’t ever come 

around me again, Nick,” David Reese spat his anger with his words.  

“Don’t worry, David,” Nick said, refusing to say the word ‘father’ ever again. “If I do come 

around, it will be to take you to hell.”  

 

Nick hung up the phone. Natassia rushed to his arms and they embraced as she wept on his 

shoulder.  

“You father is incredibly …” she could not find the words.  

“He is a dick,” she concluded.  

“He’s a whole bag of dicks, Natassia. I’ve known that for some time now. But if he thinks he can 

run to the bank tomorrow and get his money out of Biotech, I have a surprise for him. I have to 

make one more call.” 

 

 

 ### 

 

 

“Hello, Agent Williams,” Shawn Williams spoke as he answered his cell phone. His voice 

sounded weary.  

“Shawn, it is me, Nick,” Nick replied.  

“Dude, what are you doing calling me at this hour. I just went to bed. This better be important,” 

Williams advised.  

“Isn’t it always when I call you,” Nick said with a small laugh. William’s chuckled. It was true. 

Every time one of the people from Paranormal Investigations called him, it was usually a matter 

of life and death.  

“OK. What’s news?” Shawn asked.  

“I can’t explain it all now. I need you and the FBI to put a freeze on all of Biotech Industry 

accounts, as soon as you can. First thing in the morning. Also, be sure to freeze the assets of 

David Reese, and the company owner, Deaver Tompkins,” Nick asked.  

“David Reese, your millionaire father, and Biotech, the company? This is major, Nick. I’m going 

to need good reasons,” Shawn explained.  

“I’ll get you those reasons soon enough. Please trust me on this, Shawn. I wouldn’t ask this if it 

were not vitally important, and speed is of the essence,” Nick stated.  

“This wouldn’t just be some family feud that is going to get me fired,” Shawn had to ask.  

“No, it is far beyond that. Think international threat – biological weapons and big money doing 

illegal research – and murders,” Nick added.  



“I’ll place a phone call to a special division that specializes in assets right now. When are you 

going to explain all this to me?” He asked. 

“Tomorrow. I promise. I’m going to be busy most of the night getting it ready for you. I’ll need 

you to stop by, and bring some kind of storage containers for biohazard. We have a sample of 

something,” Nick explained.  

“Wow. When you need a favor it is always big time strange,” Shawn added. “I’ll get on that right 

away. Call me tomorrow when you have the explanation and samples.”  

“I will. Thank you, Shawn,” Nick said and ended the call.  

 

“You aren’t coming to bed?” Natassia asked, surprised.  

“I wish I could. But I have to take a look at that sample of Spidion, the creature Biotech is 

planning to sell. I have to get all this ready for Shawn by morning,” he explained.  

“Well, then you aren’t leaving me out of this adventure,” Natassia explained. She got out of her 

bed clothing and dressed rapidly. “I’ll be ready in ten minutes,” she said as she went to the 

bathroom to freshen up.  

When she was well out of earshot, Nick spoke, “No, father, I choose my lover very well. And my 

friends…” he amended. Then he picked up the phone to call Buzz.  

 

 

 ### 

 

The three met outside Paranormal Investigations shortly after midnight. It was a warm, breezy 

night in Greendale, California. Lorna had difficulty getting ready so quickly, so Buzz said he 

would go back and pick her up when she was ready. They talked outside the front door. There 

was no one around and it was eerily quiet except for that steady breeze.  

“If we go in the cameras might catch us working in there,” Buzz reminded Nick.  

“I know. But I suspect he won’t be watching this time of night. Call it a hunch. We are closed, as 

far as he knows, until morning. And he was watching earlier. I think it is safe for now,” he 

added.  

“You are probably right. We should have some contingency to deal with the cameras in case 

not,” Natassia advised.  

“I was thinking exactly the same thing,” Nick admitted.  

 

They unlocked the front door, and went inside. They did not flip the light on just yet. The 

darkness might conceal them in case someone was watching. They set Nick’s plan in motion. 

Buzz and Nick moved to the back room at Paranormal Investigations, and got the EMP3000 (the 

electro-magnetic pulse device they had used to wipe Vince’s memory chips, and temporarily 

their own memories a few months back). They hauled it to the front. Natassia pulled a ladder out 

of storage and placed it up to the ceiling. Minutes later, Nick lifted a ceiling tile and shined a dim 

flashlight around the attic space above the office. He could see four rather sophisticated looking 

cameras, two overlooking the back rooms, and two out in front. Two of them did have zoom 

lenses. With Buzz’s help, they lifted the heavy EMP3000 and placed it into the attic near the 

cameras, across a support beam. Then they affixed a remote switch to activate it.  

 

If they had to use it, the pulse from the machine would certainly destroy the electrical equipment 



up there the way it had damaged their own when it went off downstairs. Having such a proximity 

to the cameras almost guaranteed it.  

 

They climbed down from the small attic, flipped on the lights, and went to work on Spidion. 

Lorna joined them an hour later.  

 

“I brought coffee and donuts,” she said as she returned with Buzz.  

“With or without brain parasites?” Natassia asked jokingly.  

“All without,” Lorna reassured them.  

“Parasites!” Nick said aloud as he continued to stare into the microscope at the Sipdion, which 

was now under examination.  

“You learned something?” Natassia asked.  

“Just now, you asked if the coffee had brain parasites in it. That’s exactly what these creatures 

are – parasites. Large and genetically engineered, but basically parasites,” Nick explained.  

 

Nick, Natassia and Lorna conducted a series of tests to determine the exact nature of Spidion, 

and as it turned out, Buzz’s name was more than accurate. The creature was genetically modified 

version of a cross between the orders Scorpiones and Araneida, or scorpions and spiders, both of 

which are from the class Arachnida. However, there was a third genetic marker in the creature, 

which is what made it so deadly. It had been engineered with DNA from the class Dicyemida of 

multicellular wormlike parasites. This new creation of Biotech started out life in the form of a 

parasitic worm: A very small, possibly undetectable parasite. It contained the DNA of both the 

scorpion and spider, but those genetic markers only went into the creature’s makeup when it 

morphed, inside the human brain or some other host. The reason it happened so fast was that the 

same growth marker used to turn “on” the growth sequence that was first used in the Biotech 

mosquito project, were also in this parasite.  

“So someone ingests this,” Natassia started.  

“Someone makes them ingest it,” Nick corrected.  

“Right. Intentionally someone makes another ingest the parasite in its worm form, and it finds its 

way to the brain in a short time. There it undergoes exponential growth until the spider and 

scorpion genes emerge from the worm parasite,” Natassia explained.  

“By then, it is larger – as large as the one we saw come out of Rochelle,” Lorna said with a 

shiver.  

“And for some reason, it makes the person go insane. They tear at themselves, probably from the 

venom from the scorpion or spider – or both – as it makes its way to the brain and cause the 

neurons to misfire,” Nick extrapolated.  

“What does that mean?” Buzz asked. “Misfire?”  

“Sorry, my term. I’m not sure of the exact mechanism of action, but I’m guessing the toxins 

released in the brain when the spider and scorpion forms emerge from the worm, cause some sort 

of manic hallucination in the brain of the infected person. They start to think they are not 

themselves. The face they see in the mirror is not them anymore, because the parasites poisons 

are disrupting and confusing the brain’s function. For whatever technical reason, they prefer to 

tear off their own face – or head, rather than live. Think of what it must have taken for Rochelle 

to use a meat cleaver on her own head,” Nick recalled.  

Natassia sat her donut back down on her plate. She had lost her appetite again.  



“My sympathy for her is somewhat offset by the fact that she tried to infect us with these 

parasites first,” she admitted. They all nodded in agreement.  

 

“That’s brilliant work, Nicky,” Buzz lauded him proudly. Most of the work on the creature had 

been done using Nick’s hypothesis, which turned out to be largely correct.  

“But how do we get this to Shawn Williams, and what do we do about the cameras? We open for 

business in a couple hours. He might be watching us again then,” Buzz pointed out.  

“For starters, we get this,” Nick pointed at the dead creature Buzz dubbed Spidion, “critter over 

to Shawn at the FBI along with all those financial transaction papers. That ought to be enough to 

convince them to seize the assets,” Nick remarked. However, there was still one problem. They 

had a dead sample, but they had no actual proof it came from Biotech Industries. They were 

going to need to go back to Biotech, and get evidence, or get Tompkins.  

 

“Then we hope he is watching,” Nick said mysteriously.  

 

 ### 

 

Nick and Natassia took the samples to Shawn William’s office early in the morning. He had 

arrived early to meet them. He smiled and shook hands with Nick, and then smiled widely at 

Natassia and hugged her somewhat awkwardly. Ever since he first met Natassia, almost two 

years ago, he had been attracted to her. It was a fact he initially did not hide from her, or from 

Nick, who he first considered to be unworthy of someone like Natassia. Shawn knew he had 

been wrong about Nick. Competitiveness was a great thing in moderation, and Shawn had 

competed for the woman a little too aggressively. Over time, he and Nick, and all the people at 

Paranormal Investigations had become very close friends. William’s even led Nick and Buzz in a 

martial arts training session several times a month. Even so, every time he was around Natassia, 

he felt a little awkward. As he greeted them both, he still found himself stealing glances at the 

exotic beauty. Natassia noticed, but said nothing to Williams or to Nick. She knew he still 

harbored feelings for her. She pretended not to notice.  

“What did you bring me,” Shawn asked.  

“This,” Nick held out a wrapped container. “Do you have that Hazmat container?”  

“I do. It is in the other room. Can you tell me about it before I hand it over to them?” Shawn 

asked.  

 

Nick and Natassia explained the basics of the creature, what it did, and what it could do and how 

it might be used, and abused as a weapon of biological terror. The news made Shawn sit back in 

his chair and put his hand to his brow. He had expected something bad, and possibly bizarre 

from Nick and Natassia. They had brought him strange and deadly cases before. He never 

imagined something so terrible would be made and sold by a corporation merely for profit. He 

was visibly shaken.  

“Are you Okay?” Natassia asked after Shawn had fallen silent.  

“Okay? I guess. It never ceases to amaze me what lengths brilliant people will sink to just to find 

a way to make more money,” Williams explained his hesitation.  

“We also have to tell you about Madam Rochelle,” Nick admitted. “This is how we know so 

much about what the creature can do when ingested.” 



“She got infected?” Williams asked. He had met the strange psychic once before when she was 

working a case with Paranormal Investigations. Nick described how she attempted to infect them 

all, but accidentally infected herself. Williams had little use for psychics, but he did not suspect 

she was capable of doing something like this. 

“We did not know what to do, so we left her body at her home,” Nick said.  

“I know the place. I’ll send a team over to retrieve her remains,” Shawn replied.  

“All of this will be handled by us then,” Shawn wrapped up. “But there is still the problem of 

proving that this sample you gave me came from Biotech. I can freeze the assets for a time while 

we investigate. Not forever.”  

“We have another plan we need your help with,” Nick said sheepishly. For this case, they needed 

more help than usual, but Williams was intrigued.  

“So tell me, how can the FBI help you nail these bastards,” he asked in curiosity.  

 

They detailed their plan to Agent Williams over the next few minutes. Eventually, they 

convinced the slightly skeptical agent to help them.  

 

 

 ### 

 

Natassia and Nick returned to Paranormal Investigations an hour later, and sat around in the 

office exterior, right where the cameras could see and hear them best. There they discussed ways 

to get into Biotech, and how they might go about it.  

“The FBI cannot help us. We have to do this on our own,” Nick said. He hoped it did not sound 

too rehearsed.  

“I know a way into the underground tunnels that connect Biotech Research labs with the rest of 

the buildings and executive offices across the street of the industrial park. When I first started 

working there, they sent me on mail runs to and from the research and office buildings. There is 

a tunnel that runs underground. I know a way we can get in from a street access. All we have to 

do is break into a manhole,” Buzz explained.  

“Good. Then they will never see us coming in,” Natassia commented.  

“Are there security patrols in that area? We don’t want to get stopped by Biotech security,” Nick 

questioned.  

“Nah. Not to worry. They don’t think anyone can get into those tunnels, so they pretty much 

ignore them,” Buzz explained.  

“Good, then let’s get prepared for this. We will go tomorrow at 9 AM,” Nick announced.  

 

The companions got up and headed for the front door. They were going home early to get some 

much needed sleep and then to Biotech the next morning. Nick picked up some supplies from the 

office, including his sidearm. His hands were full as they walked to the exit. Buzz congratulated 

Nick on a well-thought out plan.  

“Considering what you went through with your father, I’m impressed you had the wherewithal to 

put this all together. I’m surprised it did not rattle you longer,” Buzz said to Nick.  

Nick was feeling philosophical.  

“Buzz, sometimes a door opens. When one door closes another always opens,” He said.  

Buzz thought about that as they approached the front doors of Paranormal Offices. Nick stopped, 

and looked at the packages in his hands.  



“Um, can you open that door?”  

“Very inspirational, boss,” Buzz said sarcastically.  

“Sometimes, someone else opens it,” Nick modified his philosophy.  

 

 

 ### 

 

Tompkins sat back in his big, black chair. He laughed and then laughed some more. He could not 

help it. He had just witnessed the foursome planning to break into his Biotech labs, and now, 

thanks to his video feed, he knew exactly where they intended to come in. He picked up a phone.  

 

“Security,” said the voice on the other end. 

“Listen closely. Tomorrow at just before 9 AM, get three security teams to tunnel 2b between the 

research labs and the offices across the street.”  

“Sir, that will take all but a few guards. Only a couple men will be left to watch the front 

entrance,” the security officer reported.  

“I don’t care! I want any intruders stopped that try to come in from an access hatch on the street. 

Oh, and if you have to shoot them in the process, there might be a bonus,” Deaver barked into his 

phone. He hung up without waiting for a reply. He smiled.  

 

 ### 

 

When Nick arrived back at his home, the phone was ringing and had been ringing for some time. 

Nick looked at the called ID. It was David Reese, his father. Again. Nick thought about letting 

the call go through to voice mail, but instead he answered it.  

 

“What do you want?” He spoke with little emotion. His emotions regarding his father had been 

drained out of him.  

“Nick, do you realize what you and your friends have done?” David shouted into the phone. “I’m 

nearly broke now. Most of my money was tied up with this Biotech venture. Now the FBI has 

seized the assets of not just Biotech, but my personal assets as well!” 

“I’m sure you will land on your feet,” Nick said, parroting advise his father had given him when 

he needed his help, years ago.  

“What are you planning on doing?” David asked, accusingly.  

Nick wanted to hang up on him, but the urge to tell him that he intended to ruin his father’s plans 

slipped out.  

“I’m going to expose or destroy your sick scheme to sell that parasite. Then I’m going to arrest 

or take Deaver Tompkins, and anyone else who gets in my way, down,” Nick threatened.  

He did not know why he said it to David Reese, knowing his business ties to Tompkins, but part 

of him wanted his father to know.  

“You are still a loser,” his father growled.  

“We will see who the loser is,” Nick replied and hung up the phone.  

Natassia heard Nick’s end of the conversation, and she saw him tremble with rage when he hung 

up the phone. She walked to him, put her arm on his and pulled him away from the phone, and 

the bad memories.  



 “Let’s get some sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a big day, I think,” Natassia said. She took Nick 

by the arm and led him to the bedroom.  

 

 ### 

 

The foursome arrived at the office early the next morning. They needed to get inside before 

Tompkins expected them, so they arrived just after 6 AM. The office normally opened at 9 AM. 

Once inside, they moved to the far end of the building. They stood together as far away from the 

EMP3000, which was up in the crawl space near the video cameras, as possible. The last thing 

they needed now was to lose their memories again.  

 

“Ready?” Buzz asked.  

“Go,” Nick replied.  

Buzz flipped the remote control that turned on the EMP3000. It charged up, there was a 

“whoosh” sound from the attic and then silence. When they climbed the ladder to look, most of 

the camera equipment showed signs of electrical burn or had gone black. The cameras were 

destroyed.  

 

A short time later, Agent Shawn Williams met them in the office. He came ready to assist in their 

plan to infiltrate Biotech labs.  

“You understand, legally, I can only go so far,” Shawn explained. He went on the say that his 

hands were tied, but that he would go with them as far as he could.  

“We appreciate you just helping at all,” Natassia responded and they all agreed.  

The companions plus Agent Williams left Paranormal Investigations, and drove to Biotech 

Industries. Once there, they parked and walked directly up to the front entrance to the Biotech 

Labs. Agent Williams showed his FBI badge to three very surprised security guards. The rest of 

the security detachments were busy guarding a vacant tunnel that led from the lower labs to the 

office buildings. They were nowhere in sight and would be that way for some time. The ruse had 

worked! 

 

Once inside Biotech, Shawn Williams decided to have a look around the place. He was curious 

about this company. After all this was over, he might do a detailed investigation, if what his 

friends at Paranormal Investigation had told him were true. The group moved to the elevator, and 

pressed “B” – to the lower labs and the most likely place the parasitic testing would have been 

done.  

The elevator silently made its way down to the bottom level. It was unnerving for Nick, Natassia 

and Buzz to be back in the place where all this had started. Lorna remained oddly quiet. She 

could feel the tension.  

“It’s weird to be going down here again,” Buzz commented. “Last time, we had to crawl through 

the air shafts to get here.” 

“I hope this is the last time I have to see the inside of Biotech labs,” Nick responded.  

When they got to the bottom the door opened and revealed long, well-lit hallways going to the 

left and to the right.  

“It is brighter than I remember,” Natassia remarked.  

“Because the power was out last time,” Buzz reminded her.  

“Where do you think it could be,” Lorna asked.  



“Tompkins seems to think we may have stumbled across it last time we were down here,” 

Natassia responded, looking to Nick. It had just been Nick and her that explored the area, and 

fought the mutant mosquitoes. They had assumed Buzz to be a victim of a giant mosquito attack 

in the airshafts. They did not find out he was alive and well until the end of their harrowing 

escape.  

“We spent a lot of time running from the bugs in the West Wing,” Nick noted. “Let’s go there.” 

The companions and Agent Williams turned to the right, and began to explore the West Wing of 

Biotech Labs.  

 

 ### 

 

Deaver Tompkins was about to enjoy a dinner out at his favorite restaurant. He was just waiting 

for word from security that they had caught or killed the pesky companions. Instead, he got a 

frantic phone call from a person he least expected to hear from.  

“Deaver, it is me, David Reese. I have bad news,” David Reese spoke on Tompkins 

speakerphone.  

“David, I am in the middle of something important right now, could I…” he was cut short.  

“Listen to me, Tompkins! My son and his confederates of that unholy business place of theirs are 

coming to Biotech to get the project, or destroy it, or both.”  

“Yes, I am very much aware of your sons actions,” Deaver calmly reassured Reese. “I have 

guards posted where they intend to come in. I’ll get them. ”  

“I think he may have tricked you. I know my son, and he was too calm. He might come in some 

other way, possibly using that FBI friend of his,” David Reese explained.  

“He what!?” Tompkins exploded. He thought he had this all under control.  

“You have to protect my investment,” Reese complained. “And the Plan, of course,” he 

amended.  

“I’m sure I know where he is coming in, but I’ll check with security, David. I’ll get back to you,” 

Tompkins spoke tersely. He did not wait for a reply. He hung up and dialed his security.  

“Any sign of them yet?” 

“No, sir. We have the tunnel blocked at both ends, but no sign of anyone,” the sergeant advised. 

“But we did overhear that some agent from the FBI came right in the front entrance.” 

“What? How could you let the FBI in?” Deaver yelled.  

“Well, sir, you sent most of us down here to wait for the intruders, so – “ he started to explain.  

“I don’t want to hear excuses! I’ll take care of this myself,” he shouted and slammed down the 

phone.  

Tompkins reached out and switched on his video feed from Paranormal Investigations. At least 

he could see if they were still in their office. The feed was black. Dead.  

“No!” he cried out.  

Tompkins felt a wash of nausea and fear come over him. God, how he hated these people! 

Nothing but do-gooders, useless all. He wiped a fresh layer of sweat from his forehead, and then 

walked to a safe and dialed in the combination. The safe opened and Tompkins took something 

out and put it in his pocket. He rushed to the elevator.  

 

 ### 

 



Though the companions were not aware of it, time had become their enemy. It was now a race 

between them, as they tried to find the parasite known as ‘The Plan’, and those who would stop 

them from finding anything, or ever getting out of Biotech alive.  

 

They cautiously walked the nearly vacant hallways of the laboratory area. It almost appeared 

someone had cleared the area of all the people. Once in a lab, they searched for clues as to what 

that particular lab had been working on. Lorna manned the computers, and Natassia, Nick and 

Buzz read through the notes left by the researchers.  

“This one is plant genetics,” Natassia said.  

Nick made an expression of resignation. They were in the wrong lab. The companions and Agent 

Williams moved on to the next one and repeated their search.  

“Why is it so damn empty down here?” Buzz asked. “It’s only half past 9 o’clock.”  

“You are right. There should be some people here working. Look at these notes,” Nick said, 

pointing to a few comments scribbled alongside an experiment in the lab’s logbook. Natassia 

walked over to look.  

“It’s from last night. There hasn’t been any work in here today,” she commented.  

“Is that really a surprise?” Agent Williams interjected. “You said you fed Tompkins some 

misinformation about coming into the labs via a different route, so he would send the guards 

there. I guess he took the precaution of keeping the workers out, in case – “ he stopped.  

“In case he needed to kill us and did not want any witnesses,” Buzz concluded.  

 

All of them knew it was possible that this might turn very violent, but there were hoping to sneak 

in and get the information before Tompkins could figure out he had been tricked.  

“I guess he is prepared for anything,” Nick advised.  

“Keep a lookout and be careful. We should also stay away from the junction of the main hallway 

and that underground tunnel that goes back to the offices,” Nick suggested. “That is where all the 

guards are waiting to ambush us.” 

 

In one lab they found a large pressure chamber. It was open and anyone could walk in.  

“Stay away from that room,” Nick ordered.  

“Is that a pressure chamber?” Natassia asked, suspecting the answer.  

“Yes, it is an advanced hyperbaric chamber. It could kill someone who gets trapped in there very 

easily,” Nick explained.  

“Just from walking in?” Buzz asked.  

“No,” Lorna supplied the answer. “It has to be turned on, but anyone in it would be in real 

trouble.”  

“What do they use something so dangerous for?” Buzz questioned.  

“Some compounds and chemicals can only be made or maintained if kept under high pressure. A 

hyperbaric lab chamber like this could go up to 30 or 40 atmospheres.  

 

With the metaphorical pressure on, the companions rushed their search. They used Lorna’s 

expertise with computers to great effect to find an index of research projects. She pointed to one.  

“In lab 5E, it says they are doing ‘undisclosed’ research,” she noted.  

“That sounds fairly roguish and dangerous,” Buzz commented.  

Nick and Natassia agreed. It sounded like their lab. The quickly made their way to that lab, and 



before entering, Nick and Agent Williams took out their pistols and chambered a round. They 

were ready for anything.  

“Not that I’m complaining, but didn’t you say you could only go so far, legally?” Nick asked 

Shawn Williams.  

“I think I passed legally about four labs and an elevator back,” Agent Williams replied. “Let’s 

get these people.” 

 

They opened the lab door of 5E and entered. This lab had a very different feel to it. For one 

thing, there were HAZMAT containers on every wall. Whatever they were working on in here, 

there were all sorts of safety precautions, including full body suits that hung on the walls.  

“This place is already giving me the creeps,” Buzz remarked.  

“Here, in this test chamber,” Natassia called out from the end of the lab. Nick and Lorna rushed 

over to see. It looked like a standard fish tank, except this one was sealed off so that nothing 

could get out. The only way to reach into the tank was with a pair of tongs, which were 

hermetically sealed onto the top of the tank. They peered inside.  

“What are they?”  

“If I had to guess, I would say these are our parasites in their worm stage,” Nick commented.  

“No need to guess. I’ll hack into their computer,” Lorna added and began working to gain access 

to the lab data.  

“Should we get one out?” Natassia asked.  

“Why in the world would we do that?” Buzz asked, incredulous.  

“Evidence,” Nick answered. “We have some – or the FBI does now – but we could always use 

more, and this one shows the initial stage.” 

Natassia coolly used the mechanical tongs to scoop up one the small worms as it swam around in 

the soupy environment. She gathered one into a sample container, and then set the tongs down. 

Sweat had beaded on her forehead.  

“Good job,” Shawn Williams said to her. She smiled.  

“Thanks, Shawn,” she answered clumsily. There was still something there, she knew. Not love, 

not even close. Something chemical. She knew he liked her, and for some reason, it made her a 

little nervous.  

“You’re hands are a lot steadier than mine,” Nick added to the compliment.  

“They were. Now I’m shaking,” Natassia admitted.  

 

Lorna confirmed that this was the right lab, and the correct sample. Before the companions 

departed to head for the exit, she downloaded all the material about the parasitic creature to her 

flash drive. Then Nick, Buzz and Shawn began to systematically destroy as many of the samples 

and as much of the research as they could. Nick dropped acidic pellets into the tank. Soon, the 

little worms began the thrash around, die and sink to the bottom. Buzz took papers from lab 

books and burned them in a metal trash container. Lorna added to this destruction by adding a 

self-replicating computer virus to their main research computer. Soon, everything that was usable 

to further this dangerous research was destroyed or contaminated.  

 

 ### 

 

Outside the lab, a sweaty and red-faced Deaver Tompkins spied on them from the window in the 

door. He was furious, but he had one last hope. He had a sample – an active sample – ready to go 



in a container. If he could get a hold of that flash drive Lorna was carrying, he could start the 

experiments again, perhaps in another country. He watched as they destroyed all his work, and 

when they appeared to be heading for the door, he hid around the corner in the next hallway.  

 

He listened to them chatting quietly as they approached the turn. As they did, he took out a 

small, metal container from his vest pocket, and opened it. It was essentially an aerosol spray 

container about four inches high. He sprayed the area they would be walking through with a 

cloud of misty vapor, and ran down the hallway. 

 

 ### 

 

The companions and Agent Williams turned the corner. Their mission accomplished, they now 

headed back to the elevator. They thought exiting would much easier than getting in. Natassia 

walked in front, with the sample container held carefully in her hand. She dared not put it out of 

sight, such as her purse, for fear that it might somehow leak. She rounded the corner and started 

to walk through a vapor, but strong hands pulled her back just in time.  

 

Shawn Williams was walking behind Natassia, alongside Nick. They were talking about what 

they should do next. Shawn looked up and saw an odd cloud of vapor in the hallway just around 

the corner – some of the mist had drifted into this sight. He did not know what to make of it, but 

his FBI training kicked in, and his concern for Natassia, who was almost in the cloud. He lunged, 

reached for her arm, and pulled her back. She was flung backward directly into Nick, who caught 

her before she dropped the sample, or fell down.  

 

“Whaaaa?” Natassia cried out as she was pulled back.  

“Look out!” Williams cried out. Unfortunately, the momentum took his own body, which was 

moving forward, into the misty spray before he could reverse his motion. He got a lung-full of 

the mist.  

“What the hell is that?” Buzz called out from the back of the pack. He was watching their rear.  

The others stopped short, and then began to back up as the misty cloud dissipated a little. Some 

of it settled on the ground as water – contaminated water. Shawn Williams had inhaled a breath 

of it. He began to feel strange, very quickly. He coughed hard. Then he sank to his knees, feeling 

faint. Natassia instinctively rushed forward to help. Nick stopped her.  

“We have to help him!” she cried out.  

An organism  – something now inside of Agent Williams – moved quickly through his lungs and 

blood and settled into his brain. Once there, it began to grow at an exponential rate, making side 

effects rapidly visible.  

 

“Wait. Shawn? How do you feel?” Nick asked the stricken man. All the while Nick held tightly 

onto Natassia to prevent her from moving to help Williams. “Not too good,” Williams replied. 

“I’m getting a nasty headache, and my vision…”  

“Okay, everyone. Get back,” Nick instructed loudly. “Shawn, do you have your phone on you?”  

Williams struggled against an oncoming migraine headache, and a world that appeared to be 

going fuzzy and unfocused. He struggled to hear and comprehend the voices that shouted at him. 

His blood grew warm, and his mind became unfocused. He wandered away back to his youth, 

and remembered his brothers yelling at him when he had taken a bad spill on his bicycle. That 



moment reminded him of his one. The world was a blur, and yet he could hear frantic voices 

yelling at him. He wondered why they yelled so loudly? 

 

“What? Where are you?” he asked, confused.  

“Shawn, slide me your phone. Get it out of your vest pocket, and slide it over to me. I’ll call an 

ambulance,” Nick suggested.  

“What happened to him?” Buzz asked. “It’s just a cloud of something, like a mist. Isn’t it?”  

“That parasite lives in water before it gets into a host,” Lorna reminded Buzz. They may have 

made it into a spray to transmit it to people easier.”  

“A spray? Who? What? Is that possible?” Natassia asked.  

“Shawn, hang on,” she said to the Williams as he struggled to understand what they were saying. 

“I can feel it. In my head,” Shawn said in despair. “Something making me angry, confused. I’m 

not sure what my last name is,” he spoke. His voice was getting weaker, and worse, it sounded 

less and less like Shawn. It sounded like someone they did not know, and that ‘someone’ 

sounded angry. 

 

The companions finally managed to get William’s phone and dialed 911. However, they had 

forgotten that Biotech maintained a strict ‘no communications’ policy. The signal did not come 

through all their shielding.  

“I forgot,” Nick said on the third try to get a call out. “They have this place shielded from 

making any cell phone calls. It was that way when we worked here before.”  

“Who are you people? Why are you looking at me that way?” Shawn asked. Then he gritted his 

teeth and bit his own lip. The pain helped bring the hallucinations down a bit. He struggled to 

speak.  

“Nick, you have to kill me,” Williams appealed directly to Nick.  

Nick swallowed a lump in his throat. He was prepared for many things in this place, but not to 

shoot a friend.  

“No, Shawn. We will get help to you,” Natassia pleaded to both Nick and Shawn.  

“I can’t do that, Shawn,” Nick responded.  

“Natassia, don’t let me die like those others,” Williams pleaded to Natassia. He suspected Nick 

would never do it if Natassia were against it.  

“Please. Don’t let me die like that – ripping my own face off and dying a stranger to myself,” 

Shawn begged.  

Natassia began to tear up. She did not know what to do. Nick was paralyzed with dread. He did 

not want to shoot Shawn, but he could think of nothing he could do to help him. It was Buzz who 

pointed out the obvious.  

“Nicky, we should do him that favor. You know what is going to happen to him soon. He will 

start shredding his face and die bloody and in pain. He won’t be able to help it,” Buzz said. He 

nearly scolded Nick to keep his attention. Nick looked at Buzz, then back to Shawn.  

 

“There has to be some other way,” Nick responded. He was not even sure he believed what he 

was saying. Nick could not bring himself to coldly shoot Shawn.  

“If we can get to a phone, or ring a fire alarm – “ Natassia groped for answers.  

“If we do, then in fifteen or twenty minutes someone may arrive at the Biotech buildings. Then 

they have to make their way down here,” Buzz counted the reasons that the plan would not work.  

 



Shawn began to feel the first stages of the rage. He was angry – livid. He did not know why. He 

was not sure who he was anymore. The faces that stared at him looked familiar, but what were 

their names? Who were these people? And who was he? The uncertainty brought anger and more 

rage.  

“This isn’t right. Not right. In my head. Someone in my head,” Shawn mumbled incoherently.  

“Nicky, you have to take the pain away from him. He’s our friend. He doesn’t deserve to go like 

this,” Buzz insisted.  

Nick looked at Shawn, who was suffering a few feet from them on the floor. He looked at 

Natassia as tears ran down her face. She pleaded for someone to get help. Nick was paralyzed 

with indecision.  

“I can’t do it,” he confided to Buzz, a tortured look of anguish on his face.  

“It is okay, Nicky,” Buzz said reassuringly. When Nick looked back to Shawn Williams, Buzz 

grabbed the 10-millimeter pistol from Nick’s hand.  

“NO!” Nick cried out.  

Shawn grabbed a hold of his own ear and started to pull. As he did he let out a cry of pain. It was 

in small indication of what was to come, when the hallucinations took full force.  

“I’m sorry, Shawn,” Buzz said. He raised the gun to Shawn’s chest and aimed.  

Nick reached for the weapon before Buzz could fire, but he was too late.  

“BOOM!” a single shot rang out.  

Shawn Williams was hit at point blank range in the chest. He did not suffer, nor did he even have 

time to cry out. The bullet ripped into his heart and stopped it. Shawn, already on the floor, fell 

the rest of the way and lay still. He was dead.  

“No!” Natassia cried out and hid her face in Nick’s chest. She had always been close to Shawn, 

perhaps closer than she cared to admit. Shawn was special to her. Not in the way Nick was – she 

was not in love with Shawn – but closer than she let on, especially to Nick. She always wondered 

what their relationship would have been like had she not been with Nick first. To see him die like 

this was heart breaking for them all. Shawn had become best of friends with all of them. Nick 

and Buzz even trained with him in martial arts, a class that Shawn held just for them at 

Paranormal Investigations. His friendship with Natassia had always been close.  

“Buzz?” Nick said with incredulity.  

“I’m sorry, Nick. There was no other way. I couldn’t stand to watch him die like those others,” 

Buzz simply said. He handed the weapon back to Nick. Nick took the gun, and put it away in its 

holster. He was still in a bit of shock.  

There was not much time for grief before they realized they had to keep moving. The elevator to 

the upper levels of Biotech Labs was only about forty yards away. They would have to leave 

Shawn William’s body in the hallway for now. They did not dare to touch him, for the parasite 

had not matured or come out of him yet.  

“We should get down to that elevator,” Lorna pointed out. It took several minutes for the 

companions, minus Shawn, to get moving again. When they finally did they were all looking at 

the elevator as a savior. It was so close, and yet it took them so long to walk that short distance. 

They passed several lab doors; none of them were open. As they passed a third door, Nick and 

Natassia were in front, with Buzz behind them, and Lorna slightly behind Buzz.  

 

As Lorna passed the door, it opened behind her. An arm reached out and grabbed her by the 

wrist, and pulled her inside. Lorna screamed, as she was pulled backward into the room.  

 



Deaver waited inside the door of an office lab not too far from the main elevator. He had heard 

the shot a few minutes earlier, and he knew that someone had been infected by the parasite spray 

he unleashed in the hallway. He was not sure who it was until he opened the door a crack, looked 

out and saw that Agent Williams was no longer with the group. It was not the one he wanted it to 

be, but it would do. The FBI man could cause him considerable problems. When he saw Lorna 

pass the door, the last of the companions, he grabbed her. It was Lorna who had the flash drive 

full of the experimental data from The Plan. Now that his special project had been physically 

destroyed and the lab computers erased of all data, several years worth of hard research material 

was lost, except for the information now on that single flash drive that Lorna carried. He pulled 

her into the room roughly and slammed the door shut.  

“Lorna!” Buzz shouted. He wheeled around and began to open the door to the lab room, but it 

was locked from inside. Buzz slammed his body against the frail door to break it open. Nick and 

Natassia were surprised by the activity behind them and had to retreat to Buzz’s position to find 

out what happened. In the all the hectic motion, Natassia dropped the parasitic worm sample. She 

had no choice but to smash it with her foot. More evidence was lost.  

 

“Where is that flash drive?” Tompkins demanded.  

“I don’t have it,” Lorna lied. She had put it in her purse shortly after downloading all the data she 

could get, but she could not remember exactly where in her purse she put it. She had been in a 

hurry.  

“You lie!” Tompkins shouted. He had been watching her download from the lab terminal.  

“I want it now,” he threatened. As he did, Lorna tried to push herself away, and ended up falling 

to the floor, purse and all. Just then the door burst open.  

“Leave her alone you sick bastard,” Buzz screamed and launched himself at Deaver Tompkins. 

In truth, Tompkins had not yet layed a hand on Lorna, but he would if she had not fallen down 

first.  

Buzz tackled Tompkins hard, taking him to the ground in one motion. He was no match for 

Buzz. Despite that fact, he was as slippery to hold as he was in business deals. Tompkins 

managed to wriggle himself free of Buzz’s grasp, and as he did he reached into his vest pocked 

and pulled out the spray vial. It was nearly empty. He had used most of it to spray down the 

hallway. It had just enough left for one squirt. As Tompkins got to his knees, Buzz stood up and 

prepared to pound Tompkins in the face with his fist. He raised a balled hand, just as Nick and 

Natassia came running into the room.  

“Now you get yours,” Buzz said as he prepared to strike Tompkins in the face.  

“I think not,” Tompkins said in a sniveling voice. He then sprayed the remaining ingredients of 

the container directly into Buzz’s face.  

“Buzz! No!” Lorna cried out from her position on the floor. She sprang up quickly, tried to push 

Tompkins’ hand away from Buzz’s face, but missed. The spray made Buzz choke and fall 

backward. Lorna tried to catch Buzz as he slipped to the floor. As she did, Tompkins made a 

dash for her purse, which was on the ground as well, but a few feet away. He opened it with 

nervous haste. He had to evade the others entering the room and he had so little time to get away. 

He reached into the purse and found the green flash drive. He picked it up, put it in the same vest 

pocket that he had kept the vial of aerosol spray, and then threw the empty spray can at Nick’s 

head as Nick attempted to reach for him.  

 



Nick did not know what was being thrown at him, so he dodged out of the way. It gave 

Tompkins just enough time to get to his feet and run toward the other end of the laboratory. 

There was no exit at this end so he ran into what he assumed to be another room. It was a large 

room with a closing door.  

As Nick regained his balance, he tried to chase Tompkins, but it was Natassia who caught up 

with him first.  

 

 ### 

 

“Buzz? Buzz, no,” Lorna cried over and over. Buzz had taken a spray from the metal aerosol 

directly in the face. His face was still wet.  

“Be careful touching him, Lorna,” Nick advised as she attempted to aid Buzz, who was on his 

knees. Nick handed her a towel and she wiped his face clean. She did not care if she got it on her 

as well. She could only care about Buzz right now.  

“Nick, you have to do something,” she beseeched. “He can’t be infected. He can’t be,” she cried.  

“We will think of something,” Nick said, his voice shaky and rattled. This had not gone as 

smoothly as he had hoped. First Agent Williams, now Buzz? He could not bear to think of losing 

Buzz too.  

“Don’t you dare come near him with that cannon,” she warned Nick with an angry scowl.  

“No. No, I couldn’t even think of it,” Nick promised Lorna. It was not an idle promise either. He 

had not been able to shoot Shawn Williams, Buzz had to do it. How could he possibly shoot his 

best friend? He could not and he knew it.  

 

 ### 

 

Tompkins had stepped into a trap without even realizing it. As he ran to get away from the 

Companions, he saw an open door and ran through it. What he had not realized was this door 

only led to a small chamber used for experiments, and it had no exit – at least not when the door 

to the chamber was shut. When Deaver understood his mistake, he began move out of the door, 

but it slammed shut in his face.  

 

Natassia had followed Tompkins down to the other end of the room, as Nick and Lorna attended 

a stricken Buzz. When she saw him run into the chamber, she quickly sprinted over to the control 

panel and pressed “close chamber.” For now, she did not press anything else on the panel. 

Instead, she walked up to the chamber window and peered inside. There she saw Tompkins like a 

caged animal, holding tightly to the flash drive taken from Lorna’s purse. Natassia noticed he did 

not say anything, but he had a devious, or insane smug smile on his face.  

“We will decide what to do with you later,” she commented. She did not wait for a reply but ran 

back to her friends.  

 

 ### 

 

“I don’t feel so good,” Buzz said from his position on the floor. He now sat Indian style, his legs 

crossed over one another. His face was bright red from where the aerosol had contacted his skin, 

and he looked a little frightened and confused. Lorna attended her boyfriend with everything she 

could find. She wiped his face, cleaned his face with alcohol and rubbed his shoulders.  



“What are we going to do?” she questioned Nick.  

“We have to do something. There might be time to call someone,” she suggested weakly, not 

really believing it herself.  

Nick walked a few feet away to confer with Natassia.  

“What do we do?” Nick asked her. He truly did not have an idea that was helpful. Of course, he 

admitted they could call 911 or an ambulance, but it would not be in time and he dismissed it for 

the same reason as the dismissed the idea to help Shawn.  

“I have one really terrible idea,” Natassia confided to Nick.  

“The last time you used that word, you had a truly terrible idea. I hope you don’t have one of 

those ideas,” Nick replied.  

“It’s the only think I can think of, and it might work,” she hinted.  

Nick shook his head. He hated these desperate plans Natassia tended to hatch, even if they 

worked. He took a deep breath.  

“What is it?” Nick questioned. He did not really want to hear her answer.  

“We know the parasite only hatches from live hosts,” she started. “From what I read while 

researching parasites, they rarely if ever hatch from a dead host unless that was their original 

method. Most of them cannot grow in a dead host.” 

“Yeah, and it kills them in the process of maturing inside the host,” Nick recalled.  

They had witnessed what one of these ‘Spidions’ had done to Madam Rochelle. She intended to 

infect all of them, but infected herself by accident. Though they were not present when it 

happened, they saw the aftermath and what she had done to herself. They also knew what it was 

going to do to Agent Williams – the same type of self-mutilation.  

“If Buzz isn’t alive,” she started to explain.  

“Natassia, no, please. Don’t go there again,” Nick recoiled. He vividly remembered her “terrible 

plan” in the dark, mountains with that serial killer hunting them. Natassia wanted Nick to 

strangle her to use her body as bait for a necrophiliac. When Nick could not do it, she hung 

herself. The bait plan had worked, but reviving Natassia had been tricky and difficult. He almost 

lost her.  

“I can’t do that again,” he said after several moments of silence.  

“Besides, we don’t know it will make the parasite leave. And then there is the reviving…”  

“If you have another plan, tell me. I’m listening,” Natassia explained.  

“I’m thinking. I’m thinking,” Nick responded. Unfortunately, he could think of nothing.  

“We don’t have much time, Nick,” she pushed.  

“How do we know this will work? How do I do it?” Nick questioned. If he could conjure up a 

convincing counter-argument, he would use it. He would do anything not to have to do this, not 

again.  

“Nick, honey, I know. Not with the gun, of course. Suffocation?” Natassia buried her head in his 

chest. She let out a few quick sobs of agony, but stifled her crying when she heard Lorna 

approach.  

“Have either of you got a plan yet?” Lorna queried her friends.  

“I’m really think we have to do something for Buzz soon, or –“ Lorna started.  

“Come with me,” Natassia said, and took Lorna by the arm.  

“Where are we going? I don’t want to leave Buzz,” Lorna complained.  

“I have to tell you our plan,” Natassia lied. She had to lure Lorna away so Nick could do the 

unmentionable.  

As Natassia took Lorna down the hall, as far away as she could get her, Nick approached Buzz.  



 

“Hey, man. How are you doing?” Nick asked, not knowing what else to say.  

“I’ve been better,” Buzz replied. He was holding up well for a man with a death sentence.  

“Nick, before you do whatever it is you gotta do,” Buzz started. “Let me tell you something.”  

Nick held back a tear. His friend was being very brave. He had known Buzz for several years 

before they worked together at Paranormal Investigations. He had never been so proud to be his 

friend.  

“What is it?” Nick asked. He sat behind Buzz on a chair, while Buzz remained sitting on the 

floor, looking away from Nick, afraid to make eye contact. Buzz knew something bad was 

coming, either from the parasite, or eternal peace from his friend. He preferred the latter.  

“I’m done chasing unicorns,” Buzz stated. Nick feared this was the first sign of mental confusion 

and hallucination that all of the previous victims of the parasite had shown. It was not.  

“Unicorns?” Nick asked. His voice cracked a little. He wiped another tear from his eye. He was 

glad Buzz could not see him. He would know he had something terrible planned.  

“You know, chasing unicorns. Things that don’t exist in the real world,” Buzz clarified. “I have 

been chasing them all my life. Of course, mine are women. I’ve been looking for just the perfect 

woman most of my life. I guess I really thought eventually I would find that perfect one. One 

that’s beautiful, sexy, funny, smart, but not too smart,” he corrected. “Just the perfect woman for 

me,” Buzz said.  

“And you found it in Lorna?” Nick guessed.  

“Maybe. I hope so. I think she’s the one,” Buzz commented philosophically.  

“But I was talking about you, Nicky,” Buzz corrected. “Give up the search. There are no such 

things as unicorns. Well, usually there aren’t,” Buzz stated.  

“I’m not sure I follow,” Nick admitted.  

“Sure you do. You are just stubborn. The most stubborn man I ever met,” Buzz added. Nick 

managed to make a nervous chuckle. He could be stubborn at times.  

“In your case, you found a unicorn in Natassia, my friend,” Buzz revealed. “I think you know 

she’s perfect for you. When I’m gone, take care of Lorna for me, if you can, and marry Natassia. 

Marry her, Nick. Once you have found a unicorn, you really should stop searching,” Buzz 

remarked and then went silent.  

“I’m starting to see things, Nicky,” he admitted. Then his voice changed timber and in a very 

agitated voice he said, “ I really wish you would get this over with.” 

 

Nick took a sheet of plastic wrap from his pocket. He found it in one of the lab drawers.  

“I’m sorry, Buzz,” Nick whispered. He slid the plastic over Buzz’s nose and mouth and held it 

firmly. He felt Buzz struggle against the lack of air, and try to stand. Nick held him tight, and did 

not let go of his grip. Buzz continued the struggle for life, but only for a minute longer, and then 

his body went limp. Nick buried his face into Buzz’s back and cried. Buzz was dead.  

 

 ### 

 

“What did you do to Buzz!? What did you do to my Buzz?” Lorna cried out as she came back 

into the room. Natassia held out telling her their only plan until the last possible moment. When 

she did reveal what they intended, Lorna came running back to the lab as fast as she could move.  

“I’m sorry, Lorna,” Nick apologized, but Lorna was not listening.  



“We only have six minutes, at the most,” Natassia said as she started counting.  

 

Nick and Natassia forcefully pulled Lorna away from Buzz’s body, and began looking for signs 

of the parasite. They waited the first minute and then into the second minute. Nothing happened. 

“What are we waiting for?” Lorna cried in desperation. “We have to revive him!”  

“Not until that thing leaves his body,” Nick explained as he struggled to hold onto Lorna. She 

struggled so much that both Natassia and Nick had to take an arm to keep her away from Buzz. 

As they started into the third minute, Nick shot a worried look to Natassia. But she kept looking 

at Buzz.  

“There!” Natassia spoke out loud.  

“Did you see something coming out of his mouth?”  

Nick stepped closer and investigated. At first he saw nothing, then a sudden movement. A much 

smaller version of the Spidion emerged from Buzz’s nostril, and began to crawl across the floor 

at surprising speed. It was considerably smaller than the one that had infected Rochelle. That was 

a good sign. Nick stepped on it and killed it.  

 

“Now!” Nick ordered. The group went into fast motion. They put Buzz’s body on an empty lab 

table, where they could work on him without kneeling on the floor. Nick began heart 

compressions and Lorna blew air into this mouth. They attempted to revive Buzz for several 

minutes and Natassia counted the time, silently.  

“How much time!” Nick shouted.  

“Just over four minutes,” Natassia reported. The group worked frantically to get Buzz to breath 

again, but for whatever reason, his heart just would not start. Time became their enemy, not for 

the first time this week. They worked harder. Buzz did not respond.  

“Five minutes and fifteen seconds,” Natassia reported. A tone of alarm sounded in her voice.  

“I can’t live without him,” Lorna cried out in desperation. “Buzz, wake up! You can’t leave me,” 

she cried.  

“It’s not working,” Nick panicked. He only knew to try harder. Sweat dripped from his forehead 

and into his eyes, which were all ready red with tears.  

“He needs an electric shock to start his heart,” Lorna decided. She stopped breathing into this 

mouth and ran to a small, tabletop electric light.  

“What are you doing?” Natassia questioned. She moved to help Buzz breath by blowing into his 

mouth in lieu of Lorna.  

Lorna ripped the electric cord from the light and then made two ends out of the wire at the end. 

She then dampened two washcloths, and placed them on Buzz’s chest. Nick saw what she was 

trying to do. He shook his head.  

“It might be too much electricity, Lorna. The shock, it might –“ he was cut off.  

“Kill him? He is dead already,” Lorna spouted. She was not in a mood to be questioned. Nick 

continued to shake his head, but he did not interrupt her attempt to rouse Buzz with an electric 

shock.  

Lorna plugged in the other end of the cord, and then drew up close to Buzz’s lifeless body.  

“Get back,” she shouted and touched the two wires to both washcloths on the sides of his body.  

Buzz jerked upward from the bolt of electric energy. Lorna pulled it away and Nick resumed the 

chest compressions.  

“Six and one-half minutes,” Natassia said as she continued to attempt to breath for Buzz. She 

knew it was an outside chance now. Six minutes had gone by. But Lorna refused to give up.  



“Get back again!” she ordered instead of saying “clear.” 

 

She touched the exposed wires to Buzz’s chest again, and again, he stiffened from reflex and his 

rose slightly from the table. Then she did it a third time, almost catching Nick with the electricity 

as he moved his hands back to Buzz’s chest. Nick was about to reprimand her for carelessness 

when he heard Buzz suck in a large breath of air!  

 

“He’s breathing!” Natassia shouted. She moved back to let Lorna stand near his head as all the 

companions gathered around Buzz on the table.  

“Oh, ouch,” he said when his breath was his again. “Not that I’m complaining, but who made me 

into the ashtray?” he said. His voice was weak, but it never sounded so good to his friends 

before.  

“Your unicorn thought up that idea,” Nick answered. He wiped away a tear that had been 

hanging on his check for several minutes.  

Lorna kissed him for a long minute before Buzz had to pull her away.  

“I’m happy to see you, too babe,” he offered. “I think I might need to breath first,” he reminded 

her. Then he noticed the tear on Nick’s cheek.  

“I was gone for a time, wasn’t I?” Buzz asked.  

“It was touch and go there for a while,” Nick answered and then choked up himself.  

“I’m glad you remembered the unicorn part,” Buzz answered and smiled. “I wasn’t sure if I got 

to say that to you or was dreaming it.”  

“What unicorn?” Natassia asked, confused.  

Buzz just smiled. Lorna lavished attention on Buzz. He accepted it, exhausted.  

“A guy could get used to this,” he said before laying his head back and resting. Lorna tended to 

him as attentively as she ever had before.  

 

Natassia walked over to Nick and hugged him briefly.  

“You were very brave. Again,” she said warmly. Then her glance went down the room to the 

visage of Deaver Tompkins staring at them from the sealed chamber.  

“We have a decision to make,” she said. She explained that while Nick and Lorna had been 

attending to Buzz, Tompkins had run into the pressure chamber at the end of this lab room, and 

she had sealed him in.  

“He’s got the flash drive with all the information about The Plan on it. We need to get it away 

from him first,” she hinted.  

 

 ### 

 

As Lorna was taking care of Buzz, Nick and Natassia attended to more grim business. They 

walked to the pressure chamber.  

“We want that flash drive,” Nick stated flatly.  

“And what makes you think I would give you the one thing I need most?” Tompkins asked. He 

made an innocent face and pretended to be the victim. “You people pushed your way in here, 

destroyed thousands of dollars worth of my equipment, and probably millions of dollars of 

research. Then you let out a vicious little parasite that you had no business touching – just like 

you did with the mosquito project – and you even managed to get a poor FBI agent killed in the 

process,” Tompkins said in a mocking tone.  



“That’s not what happened and you know it,” Nick argued.  

“That’s what I saw,” Tompkins spoke from within the chamber, his voice reverberating around 

like some maniacal man behind the curtain. “Who do you think the police and DA are going to 

believe?” he suggested at his defense.  

“They will believe the truth,” Natassia spoke, but she did not feel secure in what she said.  

“No, my dear. They will believe the man with years serving the needs of the medical community. 

Not some ex-Biotech employees that tried to ruin the place three years ago, and now do things 

like hunt for serial killers in the woods, or exorcise ghosts from a brothel,” he spoke and then 

managed a small demented laughed. “No, they won’t believe you.”  

“Give us the flash drive and we will leave here and not bother you again,” Nick tried a lie, to see 

if he would give up the only information they had left to prove their case.  

“Not likely. And if you think about using that switch, just remember, all the data will be 

destroyed. You will never be able to prove your case about me,” he smiled at them.  

“What’s your decision?” 

Nick looked to Natassia.  

“What do you think? Do we need that flash drive to prove our case?” Nick asked.  

Natassia looked back, then looked at Tompkins. She thought about all this man had done. All the 

time he spent trying to spy on them; all the time he spent trying to kill them, and what he 

intended to loose upon the world. Should he ever be exonerated of any of his crimes, and he 

probably would, the rich rarely suffer prison, he would come after them again. She smiled back 

at Tompkins.  

“I guess I’ll have to live without ever proving our case,” she explained. She reached over to a 

dial, turned it all the way up, and then slammed her hand down on the button that said 

“Pressurize” on it. 

Air from six compressors flooded the small cell. Deaver Tompkins stared, wide-eyed with 

disbelief at Natassia. He opened his mouth to scream but before he could, there was a large, red, 

chunky explosion inside the chamber as bits, and pieces of Deaver Tompkins painted the inside 

of the chamber. For a brief second they heard a distant cry, but it was gone as soon as he was.  

 

The companions had no evidence of The Plan now, and there would never be any. They gathered 

themselves together and walked to the exit. With Deaver Tompkins and his horrible plan dead 

and destroyed, they left Biotech Industries, forever. 

 

 ### 

 

Soon after Nick and Natassia arrived back at the office, there was another phone message from 

Nick’s father. Natassia urged him not to take the call – to ignore it, but he took it anyway. He 

was calm.  

“Son, you have ruined me. Everything I had was invested in that venture,” David Reese 

complained at his end of the phone.  

I assume you still have your offshore accounts,” Nick said without sympathy.  

“I don’t have any of those,” David relied.  

“Quit lying, David. I can hear it in your voice. Let me give you a strong recommendation,” Nick 

spoke with resolve.  

“Take your new wife, get the fuck out of my country and never come back. Maybe then I’ll 

forget to tell the cops about your involvement in all this,” Nick warned without emotion.  



“What? Where would I go?” David sounded panicked. He never heard Nick so threatening.  

“I hear they make places for asshats like you, like Dubai,” Nick suggested.  

“Go there and stay there for the rest of your life because if you ever come back to my country 

again, I’m coming after you and now I have the proof I need to make sure you get put away – for 

good,” Nick bluffed. He did not really have the evidence, other than his father’s investments, but 

he suspected his father knew of the nature of the parasite project. If that were true, his father 

might believe the bluff.  

“What sort of son did I raise?” David spoke one final time.  

“One that is nothing like you,” Nick answered. He waited for a comeback, or an insult, as was 

usual for David Reese. Instead he heard only the ‘click’ of the phone and a dial tone. His father 

hung up.  

“What did he say?” Natassia asked as she came into the room. 

“I don’t think we will be hearing from him ever again,” Nick remarked. His face betrayed him a 

little. He showed little emotion. Inside, he felt like a crushing weight had been removed from his 

soul. 

 

“Let’s go visit Buzz and Lorna at the hospital,” Natassia suggested.  

“It seems like we spend a lot of time at hospitals lately,” Nick replied.  

“Well, you said you like me to wear that naughty nurse outfit you bought for me,” Natassia 

teased. In fact, Nick had bought her something like it. She never wore it. She thought she might 

now.  

 

“Wait. I have something important to ask you before we leave,” Nick stopped. He was suddenly 

very serious.  

Nick got down on one knee and took her by the hand. Natassia stared down at him with love and 

hope.  

“What’s all this?” Natassia asked, surprised. 

“Something Buzz said to me while you were taking Lorna away from the area,” he started, and 

then stopped.  

“What was it?” she asked.  

“He made me realize…” Nick started but found his wording awkward. He tried again.  

“I’ve been looking for someone all of my life. Someone I want to share the end of my days with, 

someone I love more than life itself.” 

Natassia was speechless. She waited for him to continue.  

“Would you do the honor of marrying me, Natassia Sheperd?” he finally said.  

“Are you sure?” she asked. She knew Nick was skeptical of marriage, and truth be told, so was 

she. This came as a surprise to her: A very pleasant surprise.  

“I think you know my answer,” she replied and smiled.  

“Take this for now,” Nick said. He handed her a small unicorn charm on a necklace. It was 

obviously cheap jewelry. It was something he picked up near the checkout of the gas station.  

“There will be something better waiting tomorrow,” Nick explained.  

“It’s lovely. I hope you explain it all to me when I’m Mrs. Reese,” Natassia accepted.  

The couple embraced, kissed and then left to visit Buzz at the hospital.  

 

They were not sure if they wanted to stay in the Paranormal Investigations business. It had been 

a wonderful experiment, and brought all of them together. It also had nearly killed several of 



them a few times, and it was not work for the feint of heart. However, that decision would come 

another day, and there would be many more days to come.  

 

--/-- 
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