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One
The sound of his beeper wakes Frank up. He looks around the room trying to get his wits about him, shaking his hangover off as a result of the night before. He lays slouched against the head board, and looks around his bedroom while squinting, trying to adjust to the light that is finding its way through the curtains. Smiling to himself when he sees the empty bottle of jack lying on the floor next to his gun. He grabs his packet of cigarettes from the bed side table, fondling around the draw,  he tries to find his lighter, he finally finds it and lights up the cigarette, the dim light reveals a messy room with folders and documents strewn all over the place on the tables and floors occupying any free space that was available. He drags hard on the smoke and exhales a cloud of grey bliss that’s soothing him to near sleep once again. As he dozes off his cell phone starts ringing, it startles Frank. He picks it up and answers.
‘Frank speaking’ he mutters, still smoking his cigarette half awake.
‘Hey Frank, you need to come in. There’s been an incident down Stella Avenue in Rixton.’ The voice says on the phone
‘What kind of incident?’
 Frank coughs trying to clear his throat 
‘There’s been a massacre in a family home, around 15 dead Sir.’ 
‘Dam, I’ll be down in a bit, meet me down there’ says Frank
He hangs up the phone and shoots out of bed, quickly rushing around the room looking for his clothes. He puts on what he can find, a white T shirt and charcoal trousers. There’s a stain on the sleeve of his shirt which he manages to get out after a few minutes. He goes into the bathroom and looks in the mirror. He stops dead while intently staring at himself, like he doesn’t recognise who he is. Grabbing some hair gel from the cabinet above the mirror, he starts to apply it to his blond short hair. Stopping again as he looks harder into his reflection, noticing his beard is starting to come through; he has no time to clean shave. Frank starts to look around the bathroom for his electric beard trimmer; he spots it on a pile of wet towels. Grabbing it he starts shaving rapidly, not caring about the hair debris from the razor falling on the floor. At that moment he realises he is getting the bathroom floor messy so he moves over to the sink. As he continues to shave he once again looks up at the mirror, this time he doesn’t stop still; he carries on shaving, driving him into a hypnotic state as the sound of the razors sheering his beard are embedded into his mind. The sound is gradually getting louder and louder, as he stares deeper into his own reflection, catching a distorted glimpse of his eyes. He stares harder into his cold dark blue eyes, and stops still in awe of his self. The razor’s still shredding hair on his face as it makes its way up and down his side burns. Frank remains dead still, flashes of the reasons he drinks play in his mind non-stop while he looks at himself, he looks deeper into the mirror and as he does, a women’s face appears in it, replacing his reflection. She snarls at him, her face is covered in bruises. She laughs.
‘HAVE FUN DIEING FUCKER’ the women in the reflection growls 
Frank jumps with fear. The razor he is holding clips him on the ear and blood trickles out. Frank lets out a sneer. He throws the beard trimmer at the mirror and shatters it. Shards of glass fall sharply and bounce off the hair ridden sink, falling flat on the floor; Frank lets out a yell in frustration.
‘FUCK!’ he screams 
Frank composes himself and opens the medicine cabinet. He rummages through the assortment of pills and medical paraphernalia until he finds what he is looking for. He grabs the yellow pill container. Frank gasps in relief. The label reads “Veratril: .benzodiazepine 125 mg Medicated 2 x’s a day. FRANK MCKENZIE”. 

He opens the little container and pours 5 pills into his cupped hand; he puts the pills in his mouth in an urgent fashion. Bending down to the sink he runs the tap, drinking from it like a water fountain. He cups his hands until they are wet and splashes the watery residue on his face and hair. He looks into the mirror once again; his entire face is relaxed and dripping wet. Brushing his hands through his hair for a neater appearance, he walks out of the bathroom and grabs a grey suit jacket. He puts it on and kneels down on the ground as he slots his boots on. Just before he gets up, he grabs the gun from the floor. He walks over to the front door of his apartment and turns around to take a look at his home. Scanning his vision around the room he realises this could be the last time he sees his apartment. He gets the feeling that this could be dangerous. Gut feelings have never let him down before. He sighs and turns around, and walks out. The sound of the door swinging back shut echoes in the dark empty room. The bolts snap in place as the quiet hiss of silence deafens the apartment. 
 



Two
A blue Ford Capri Pulls up to a driveway that seems to go on for miles. The car gently stops just before the assortment of officers rushing around the crime scene. One officer spots the car and shakes his head in disapproval. The officer turns to his superior.
‘It’s McKenzie, he actually showed up!’ The officer says in disbelief.
The official looking superior gives the brown nosing officer a smile as if to say he agrees at the police man’s distain for McKenzie. The superior walks over to McKenzie who is leaning on his old style Capri Lighting up a cigarette.
‘What the hell are you doing here Frank? You don’t work for the department any more. I believe it has to do with the fact you’re a no good drunk’ echoes the superior officer loud enough to catch the attention of the surrounding officers outside. The men and women in the crime scene stop what they are doing to witness the public grilling of McKenzie.
The officer smiles as he is made the center of attention while Frank carries on smoking his cigarette, Frank stairs a hole into the man who is challenging him.
‘What’s the matter frank? You forgot how to talk or something? Because the Frank I used to know would not shut the hell up! I find it strange that a man that was once notorious for talking too much is stone cold quiet now!”
The crime scene erupts in laughter as Frank is being teased by the Official looking man. Frank carries on smoking his cigarette; a brief smile comes across his face as the man carries on staring him down while licking his lips in glee.
‘If you’re not going to talk Frank then get the fuck out of my crime scene! I don’t see the point in having you here if you’re not going to give me a reason to take the piss out of you.’ The man laughs
Frank stays calm and takes one last drag from his cigarette. He smiles, then he flicks the cigarette but at the superior officer. It flies straight into the man’s right eye. The officer screams, and clasps his hands over his face, holding his injured eye that’s burning in his grips. The man removes his hand from his face, and pulls back to strike Frank, but frank beats him to the punch with a solid upper cut to the jaw, knocking the officer down to the cobble stone drive way. The surrounding officers do not interject; they remain idle as they look on at what is unfolding in front of their eyes. Frank laughs quietly to himself and shrugs off the adrenaline. He looks up at the surprised officers who outnumber him and takes a deep breath.
‘This is my crime scene now. I am in charge of this case, appointed by the district attorney as of 25 minutes ago. Truth is I don’t want to be here just as much as you don’t want me to be here. I guess it’s hard to look into the eyes of the men who sold me down the river because of a few discrepancies. After all I did for you guys. You were all taken care of and most importantly, I got the job done at any means necessary. The costs accumulated throughout the years have not been on you but on me. I have to live with my mistakes and me only. I am only human.’ Says Frank
The on looking officers are still in shock at what they are seeing.
‘Get back to work. 15 people died here tonight. Let’s make sure we catch whoever is responsible for this.’ Frank says
He walks over the knocked out officer on the floor and up the cobblestone path into the entrance of the house. The surrounding officers make way for him; a few are attending to the man on the ground as Frank disappears into the crime scene.
Frank walks into a narrow hallway. The signs of a struggle are evident everywhere. He looks down the hallway and takes a deep breath in as he takes in the carnage he is witnessing. Blood is caked all over the walls, and pools of it contaminate the ground. Frank is careful not to step in any as he is aware that leaving your own footprints in a crime scene will confuse the attending crime lab people. He notices the excess amount of blood on the floor, but no bodies to match the mess in the vicinity. He makes his way down the bloody path. The amount of blood in the hallway suggests some one died there but not one spec of blood was anywhere else but at the entrance to the house. What he does notice though is an abundance of holes in the walls from which are the unmistakable aftermath of shotgun shells. The whole of the hallway was plastered with shotgun shrapnel. The light from the other rooms was piercing through the holes in the walls. It surprised Frank, because when he stuck his finger through one of the holes, he noticed how thick the walls were. They were at least 3 inches from one side to the other, which suggests the shooter was in close proximity of the wall when shooting. The kicker, Frank thought, there was not one body near any of the bullet holes. There was a lot of blood though. Frank pulls his finger out of one of the bullet holes; he then fixes his stare back on the hole. He has an urge to peep through and see what’s on the other side. He bends down and looks through it. He is met by an eye staring back at him, it makes him jump. He backs away from the wall, sweat starting to formulate under his brow. Frank loosens his tie a bit, thinking the room is getting hotter. He walks back over to the wall, his mind starts racing. He hears faint whispers coming from the hole in the wall. The sweat’s now trickling freely down his face, Franks breathing gets heavier. He feels the heat of the wall with his hand, the whispering becomes clearer.
‘DON’T YOU TOUCH ME’ the dark raspy voice whispers
Frank squirms at the sound of the voice; he pulls back his hand from the flaky dry wall. The sweating has become more perfuse, now his once white T shirt has become drenched in sticky sweat, Frank’s throat feels dry.
‘It’s so hot…. The wall is so hot’ He says to himself
He reaches at the wall one more time, the whispering stops. He smiles to himself, a nervous smile at best. Once again bending down to look through the Bullet hole; the eye meets his gaze yet again, staring fire into Frank’s soul, the eye burning blood shot red. 
‘DIE FUCKER’ says the whispering voice.
Frank pulls away from the wall again. A man approaches Frank from behind, and taps him on the shoulder, it startles Frank. He turns around to face the man. The man looks at Frank in curiosity.
‘Are you okay Frank?’ The man asks
Frank clears his throat….Twice
‘Yeah I’m okay; it’s just really hot in here Eddie’ 
‘Yeah, Like a goddam Mexican whorehouse. Well heck it’s good to see you! Boy it’s been far too long, but under the circumstances I’d rather just get down to business. You know that I don’t like to come to crime scenes at all, but this one is a little too close to home. I knew a few of the victims. If this sort of shit is happening on my street then what hope have I got at making this city a safer place?’ Declares Eddie
Frank looks unsympathetic
‘Sir, with all due respect, I think we would all like to not have to come down to crime scenes like you’ Frank says with a hint of bitterness in his tone.
‘How many times have I told you Frank, We have been friends long enough for you to know that I hate you calling me sir’ Explains Eddie, trying to ignore what frank said.
‘Yes Eddie’ Frank says
‘Good. Now as I said, all I’m telling you to do is get your ass in gear, we need to nip this in the bud before anything else like this goes down. It will be a media circus when the press find out this shit when down in my own neighbourhood. Let alone that I am the victims next door neighbour!’ says the DA trying to make his intentions clear to Frank.
‘I got it Eddie, if you don’t mind can you just let me get on with what I am here to do? I’m sure you didn’t break protocol to have me here to listen to you rant.’ 
Eddie looks Frank up and down, disapprovingly, noticing the sweat riddled shirt that Frank is wearing.
‘Frank get your shit together! I don’t condone drugs or taking them, but man if you’re going to do your job, I need you to get your fucking shit straight! Pop a pill or whatever you do, just get me those dam results, or the only protocol that I’ll be following is the one under the Drugs ACT’ says Eddie. 
Eddie walks away from Frank who is gritting his teeth trying to hold his temper. As soon as Eddie is out of sight, Frank checks to see if the coast is clear. No one is about, so Frank reaches for his pills and takes 3 to settle his nerves. He knows he is going to need the edge if he is going to catch a Psychopath.
 



Three
Frank had been at the crime scene now for well over 5 hours. Day was breaking through the early morning clouds into the living room through the big white bay windows that the tenant had installed. Frank playfully thought how those windows would have been worth the price in cold cash if the people who lived there decided that putting a 10 foot security wall around the garden for privacy hindered the actual likelihood of anyone witnessing a crime. Or maybe that was the whole idea.
Frank was looking around the once immaculate living room, which was well furnished and had its fair share of Persian exports. He thought about how wealthy the occupants were compared to him. He understood that they were not millionaires by any stretch of the imagination, but they could afford premium cable, as he looked at the 52 inch theatre sitting nicely in the corner.
No wall brackets
he thought to himself.
At least they were not idiots, because TV’s are notoriously unstable mounted to walls.
He did notice that they had some nice paintings on the wall, but he didn’t really care for art. He started to realise that maybe he was paying attention to the mundane because of what lay in the corner of his eye. He finally decided to acknowledge the 15 neatly piled bodies in the corner of the room. Bullet holes scattered all over the corpses. He was sure that there was not one pint of blood left in them.
‘Shit. That’s sad’ Frank said to himself
‘What’s sad?’ A woman’s voice hissed into his ear.
Frank turned to see a tall brunet women standing next to him. She was wearing a white lab coat so he assumed she was part of the forensic team. She was pretty and petite, but overly assertive in the way she stood. He knew that she knew she was good looking, but she was the type of girl, in his estimation, that saw that as a burden. 
‘It’s sad that the Persian carpet underneath the bodies can’t be sold at the police auction. It’s probably worth at least $800; I could have got it for $150, always wanted one of them rugs.’ Says Frank
The woman in the lab coat doesn’t seem too impressed by his sense of humour.
‘Frankly I don’t really care for overpriced tat. I would be more concerned with the fact that 15 people were murdered last night. That in its self is a scary enough thought, let alone the fact that he is still at large.’ The pretty woman says 
Frank let out a little laugh
‘I’ll catch them. That’s what I do.’ Say Frank
‘Well let’s hope you do Mr McKenzie.’ says the woman 
Franks eyes light up
‘Ah so you do know who I am? I was hoping that you did, because now I can just skip all the small talk and get to the fun!’ 
‘I assure you Frank that the only fun we will be having is this, talking, nothing else.’ The pretty women says
‘Dam, I was just playing around lady. Haven’t you ever been told that a little joke here and there can do wanders for your life? I’m sure that the things you see every day are just as bad as what I see, so releasing steam is what I do best’ says Frank
He looks at her as she blatantly isn’t impressed and just wants to get away from him.
‘Look Miss, I’ll catch the bastards. They are only human after all.’ says Frank, trying to convince the lady in the lab coat.
She grimaces
‘I wouldn’t be so sure of that’ she says
The women gestures Frank to follow her, so he does. She walks out of the living room and walks up the stairs. They both make their way into the home’s office. As Frank walks in after the women, he notices the trashed computer, which he thought was peculiar, seeing that the whole house is in pristine condition, none of the houses contents is damaged aside from the Persian rug. He turns to the women.
‘What’s up with the broken PC? It’s a bit strange how it’s the only damaged object in the whole house’ Says Frank
‘As you know, the woman downstairs is Jane Chase. We have a positive ID on her and the 14 other Victims. Her children are included in that list. The only person who did not die here tonight is her husband Connor Chase. He is MIA at the moment. We know he works at MIT and we also know he came to work yesterday. He was acting normal all day and then all of a sudden he just ups and vanished, 30 minutes before his shift ends’ says the women
Frank looks puzzled.
‘How do you know all this?’ He asks
‘Because I am his boss’ the women declares
‘Oh, I thought you were a CSI’ Frank laughs
‘MIT works in all fields Mr McKenzie’ she explains
She points up to the ceiling, Frank’s vision locks onto her hand and follows it until it stops. The woman is pointing at some writing on the ceiling.
It reads: “FOR HELL HAS ARISIN HERE TONIGHT. IT SHALL ONCE AGAIN ARISE UNTILL JUSTIC IS MET, AND THE INVADERS EXECUTED”

The message appeared to be written in blood.
‘So much for him only being human Frank.’ the lady says
‘What’s with this guy?’ Asks Frank
‘He thinks he’s Judge, Jury and executioner to privacy invaders.’ says the woman
‘What do you mean? “Privacy invaders”?’ asks frank
‘He has a thing for privacy. Haven’t you noticed the rather large wall outside of his house? When he’s at work he would always be talking about how it’s socially acceptable to plaster your life online for everyone to see. He always said how one day that would change. I guess this is what he meant’ explains the woman
Frank laughs
‘Look Miss. Leave the detective work to me. You don’t have the slightest idea what you’re talking about. This isn’t revenge. Why would it be? He murdered his family for Christ’s sake. He clearly loved them; I’ve seen the countless pictures of him and his family all over the house, smiles and all. Maybe, just maybe he killed them because he thought he was saving them. Saving them from the invaders….’ Says Frank 
‘Who are the invaders then?’ She asks
‘You guys. He was protecting himself from you’ Frank says 
‘Excuse me?’ she asks defensively
‘Its simple lady, he thinks that any one official and government like are the enemy. It’s obvious. He smashes his office up. He puts a huge wall around the house, yet there are no CCTV cameras anywhere. Why? Because he thinks the government are spying on him. Also he hasn’t got the internet. I saw he had cable downstairs, but noticed no router for the internet. Strange seeing that all cable packages usually come with the internet included’ Says Frank
The woman looks confused 
‘How the hell did you come up with that, so that’s it, case solved? The guy is a paranoid psycho! All worked out within a few hours by master detective, Frank McKenzie?’ Says the woman sarcastically.
Frank gives his trade mark cock eyed wink and a smile
‘No, I’m just getting started lady.’ He says 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Four
By now Connor Chase was tiring. He had been running through the subway system in the middle of the city for over 6 hours now. The modern wonder stretched for over 17 miles underground. It was a maze of darkened passages and old brittle tracks. His steps were echoing loudly as he ran through the western tunnel leading to his planned safe heaven.  Connor was finding it hard to see; as the lighting down the western track was sparse, making sections of the track completely pitch black to the naked eye. He carried on full pace down the tunnel with all the momentum he could gain, suddenly his right foot shifted on the gravel between the tracks and he fell, tumbling down the western tunnel faster than he would of liked. He crashed into a platform and came to a stop. He gasped for air in pain. A smoulder of dust surrounded him as he got up. He patted himself clean. His office clothes were now torn, making him look like a victim of a natural disaster. He carried on; he turned and made his way up the platform he crashed into, and stopped dead looking up at the flickering sign above the platform exit. 
“SOUTH BOUND MAINTENANCE” The sign read.
He smiled as he made his way to the exit.
 



Five
Frank McKenzie walked into the downtown police precinct at around 9.00 am. He just returned from the crime scene that he spent 6 hours at the night before. There was a certain fear in the air that day. Frank could smell the anxiety a mile away, and the police headquarters stunk of it. The place was abuzz with chaos when Frank walked in. Police officers rushing around, files everywhere, phones going off the hook, and all because of one reason. No, the president was not assassinated, the super bowl was not on, and there wasn’t another 9/11. The reason the police precinct was in chaos, was because Connor Chase just made history, and became the most prolific serial killer ever, in the space of 12 and a half hours. Frank could see the look in every one’s eye’s in the room. They were scared, not because they thought that they would be hurt, but because they knew that it wasn’t over, far from it as frank would soon find out. 
Out of the corner of frank’s vision, he spots the chief of police steam rolling towards him with his arm extended out to shake Frank’s hand. Frank obliges and shakes the man’s hand. The chief lets out a little chuckle as he stops in front of McKenzie. 
‘Good to see you lad, been way too long in my estimation’ says the chief.
‘It’s good to see you Shaw’ Says Frank 
Admittedly Frank did not like Shaw. He didn’t know whether it was his lack of Irish charm, or the fact that Shaw had him fired not too long ago
‘It’s good to have you back Frank. I can be the first to admit that it was not in the best of the forces interests in letting you go’ Shaw confesses to Frank
Frank smiles, he realises that Shaw isn’t walking on egg shells here. He suddenly finds respect for the man, even if he had to dig real deep to find it.
‘You know what Shaw, I appreciate that. Now let’s stop fucking around and concentrate on nailing that bastard!’ 
Frank and Shaw shake hands again; Frank walks off and up towards the information desk. He waits there for a few minutes, still soaking in the organised chaos that engulfs the police headquarters. The information clerk is nowhere to be seen, so Frank takes it upon himself to go behind the desk and look for a spare case file on Connor Chase that may be lying around the vicinity. He searches the assortment of papers and floppy discs on the desk. None of the labels coincide with any thing he is looking for. He sits down at the desk and stares off into space, trying to piece together the incidents of the day. He looks at the officers going about their business, his vision blurs at the sight of the hustle and bustle of the slow paced office. Frank holds his head in pain as another head ache makes its presence known. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his pills; he takes a few more to even out the Keel.
His vision starts to return to normal and the room goes from the slow-motion of before to the reality shaking pace of the now, as if someone pressed fast forward on the VCR of his mind. He stands up and shakes himself clear. He is about to make his way out from behind the desk when the CCTV monitor catches his eye. He sits back down and pays close attention to it. A figure is seen walking out of the stairwell to the side exit of the building. Normally this wouldn’t raise much doubt in the mind of Frank but it seemed as if the figure in the CCTV was hiding his face from view. Frank went numb and realised what was happening, he stood up and was just about to yell out his hunch when a massive explosion was heard from the upstairs , followed by a shattering of glass that fell from the 2 storey atrium to cascade it’s self all over the first floor of the precinct. The officers hit the ground in reflex at the sound of the explosion, but frank did not. He stood in shock behind the desk as the files that were once on the officers desks were now floating all over the room, filling the atmosphere with smoke and dust from the burning paper. A second explosion went off, this time it was the gas pipes. Frank knew that sound, and he wasn’t standing any more. He hit the ground in anticipation as a huge fireball made its way through the precinct, coming out of the grates and pipes that were interconnected to the surrounding walls. Shrapnel was pinging and clanging off every surface it hit, nearly taking Frank’s eye out when it hit the CCTV monitor above his head, destroying it. Shards of plastic and wiring fell onto Frank as he lay on the ground covering himself up from the horrors of the explosion. Finally the sounds of terror that occupied the building died down and every one slowly got to their feet. Chief Shaw was among the officers trying to recover from the shock of the explosions, he patted himself down to the best of his abilities, and made his way to the middle of the room.
‘Is every one okay?’ Shaw asked
The response from the room was timid at best, but Shaw could see that there were no injuries downstairs.
‘Okay I want a full sweep of the building, we need to search for any wounded, and find the fuckers that did this. I want 3 man teams with coms to go from top to bottom, no mistakes gentleman,’ Shaw bellows out to the officers. 
Frank gets up from behind the desk and makes his way to Shaw.
‘Sir we have a problem’ says Frank
Shaw laughs, as if the problem isn’t obvious
‘I know detective. We have just been attacked with a bomb, I think that qualifies as a big fucking problem’ Shaw says
‘That’s where your wrong sir, It’s not terrorists that did this’ Frank pleads
‘What are you saying? Santa clause came in and blew out the fucking chimney?’ 
‘No sire, I saw who did this. It wasn’t Santa Clause’ 
 



Six
 
‘That’s bullshit Frank! No evidence what so ever!’ Shaw said while laughing Frank’s hunch off as a mere theory.
Frank didn’t appreciate being laughed at; he made that clear to everyone. He thumped his fist on the table to get every one’s attention, plus he wanted to make a point, as in DON’T LUAGH AT ME.
‘Look just here me out. I know for a fact without a reasonable doubt that Connor Chase is the man behind this’ Frank said
The room went quiet. Shaw got up from the conference table where everyone who was anybody in law enforcement was sitting. He stood back facing everybody while looking out at the skyline of the city…. his city.
‘How do you work that out Frank? Please tell me why my best detective is pulling at strings here?’ Asked Shaw
‘I know it was Chase sir, Because of the way he was walking. I saw him on the CCTV before the explosion.  One shoulder was lower than the other, the way someone would walk if they were carrying a heavy bag. He wasn’t carrying a heavy bag though, that’s the way he walks after the accident. That’s how I know it was him.’ explained Frank.
‘What accident?’ 
‘The one he sustained at work, a few months ago. His boss told me about it this morning when we were exchanging information about him. She was at the crime scene. She told me a lot about him, valuable personal stuff.’ Frank said
‘So why did you not write up a report on it McKenzie?’ Shaw asked
‘I was just about to sir, then the explosions started’ Frank stated.
The conference room mumbled in doubt at what Frank was saying. Shaw looked at his fellow peers to try and influence his response. He then looked at Frank to see the one thing that room was lacking; Certainty.
‘Okay Frank, Get the women in to verify you’re story, in the mean time I want everybody here to run a risk assessment on whether this psycho will strike again. I want a profile on this ass hole as soon as possible; this guy is going down today!’ Shaw says.
At the sound of Shaw’s orders the whole room disperses. Frank is amidst the crowd of officials walking out of the room. He is holding his phone to his ear listening to the dial tone. It stops ringing:
‘Hello?’ The voice says
‘Looks like were going on a date after all!’ 
 



Seven 
Frank is sitting down at the local diner downtown, waiting for his coffee to be served. He is looking across at the beautiful women that he met a few hours ago at the horrific crime scene they both attended. A waiter comes over with his coffee and sits it down gently on the table. He asked the lady sitting across from Frank if she wanted anything. She shakes her head. The waiter walks off. Frank notices that she has her name tag she was wearing at the crime scenes sitting on the table. He takes comfort in finally knowing her name.
‘So let me get this straight, he blew up the precinct?’ Tasha asks.
Frank is too busy enjoying his coffee to repeat himself, plus Tasha’s low cut top is distracting him. Tasha notices where Frank’s vision is locked and buttons herself up.
‘Dam Frank, can you get your eyes off my breasts and back onto the matter at hand?’ 
Frank smiles, he takes another sip of his coffee and sits back in his chair. He gives off a certain laid back feel as if he has everything under control.
‘Look Miss, I already told you what happened. He broke into the evidence lockup and planted some C4, before you know it, BOOM!’ says Frank, still exuding confidence.
‘I get that part, but why? Why would he blow up the police lockup? In fact why would he blow anything up?’ Asks Tasha
‘I don’t know, that’s why I’m here talking to you. You’re the one who knows him so well. You’re the only one left alive that knows him at all Tasha’ 
Tasha sighs at the realisation that she will be spending even more time with Frank. 
‘Cheer up, at least we got each other’ Says Frank playfully.
‘That’s what I’m worried about’
‘Oh come on! A bit harsh lady, I’m just trying to lighten things up around here. Things are getting pretty dark; I’m just inserting some of my trademark humour into the situation’ 
Frank gives a smile to Tasha; she finally breaks one back at him, even if it was forced. 
Frank touches her hand, trying to comfort her.
‘Look Tasha, I know that it must be hard to come to terms with the situation. I mean it’s not every day that you know someone who has killed 15 people and found time to Blow up the local police station. It’s not your fault, there’s nothing you could have done. But there is something you can do now, and that’s help me find him and nail him!’ says Frank still holding her hand in comfort.
Tasha smiles at him, this time she means it.
‘I appreciate it Frank. It’s just I feel responsible for the fact that I could have spotted the warning signs earlier.’ says Tasha as tears start to form around her eyes, smudging the immaculate make up that brightens her already beaming face.
‘I don’t think there are many signs that point to serial killers that massacre households Tasha.’ Frank says trying to reassure her.
Frank’s cell phone goes off in his pocket, he instinctively answers it.
‘Frank Speaking’
‘Oh hello Mister McKenzie’ Says the voice on the phone.
‘Uh, hello’ Frank says, uncertain of who is on the other end of the phone. He pulls the phone away from his ear and checks the caller ID. It’s an unknown number, withheld.
‘There’s no point in checking for a number Frank, surely you wouldn’t expect me to call from a traceable phone now? Especially with my whole hang up on privacy’
Frank muffles the phone against his chest and looks at Tasha.
‘You need to get out of here Tasha, call for help. I got Chase on the phone’ 
Tasha shoots up and bolts out of the diner. Frank puts the phone back to his ear.
‘There was no need for that Frank, this won’t take too long. I take it that my message was heard loud and clear at your place of work? 
‘Crystal. We know all about you Chase, and we are going to hunt you down like the mangy mutt that you are’ 
‘Oh I concur, and I wouldn’t want it any other way. Call it coincidental Frank, but I enjoy a good old chase. Now listen up and listen good, I want you to make your way to the downtown public records building, and in the car park next to the building you will have all the things you need to get the job done.’ 
‘What job?’
‘The job that I’m giving you Frank., You see the public records building houses some of the most personal details of people who live in this city, and I’m sure that people wouldn’t mind terribly if that building and its contents were destroyed. That’s where you come in Frank. You’re not a wanted man …yet, anyway. I need you to do what I tell you, or I kill some more people it’s that’ simple.’ 
‘I don’t think so Chase…’ Frank says but is interrupted by a screaming voice on the phone. A child’s voice closely followed by a gun shot.
Frank yells in frustration.
‘I’ll take that as a yes. You have 1 hour.’ The phone goes dead and all that’s left is the deafening silence of murder that surrounds the day, and tares Frank’s soul apart.
 



Eight
‘I’m standing here outside a house in Stella Avenue where 15 people were murdered last night in what’s becoming the most shocking crime scene in recent memory. Police have set up a press conference that’s going underway in a few minutes time to address the public on the issue and release the name of the suspect. A crowd of around 100 people have gathered outside the house with candles to pay their respects to the community in which this horrible event occurred’ says the news reporter on the TV in the DA’s office, her voice echoing through the spacious office.
Eddie smith is sitting down at his desk watching the news coverage unfold as he taps nervously on a stack of files. He gets up and paces up and down the room. His cell phone goes off and he answers it before it reaches a second ring.
‘Talk to me’ says the DA
‘Hey its Frank, I have some bad news sir’
Before Frank can finish his sentence off someone rushes into the DA’s office. 
‘Haven’t you heard of knocking? I’m on an important Phone call here’ The DA snaps.
The man who burst into the room grabs the remote for the TV and switches it over to another channel broadcasting some breaking news.
The DA looks shocked as he reads the head line scrolling on the TV.
“Public Records Building Destroyed in Terrorist attack”
‘Holy shit Frank. Have you seen this, they bombed the public records building?’ Eddie Asks
‘Yes sir, that’s why I’m ringing you. I know who did it’ Frank says
‘How do you know... I mean…. Tell me!’ 
‘It was me sir’ 
‘What are you talking about Frank? Why would you?’ 
‘It was Chase sir, He made me do it. He had some hostages and killed a kid. He said if I didn’t blow up the building then he would kill some more hostages. The guy’s a psycho; I didn’t doubt him for one minute, just look at what he did today.’ 
‘Maybe that’s so McKenzie, but you can’t go around blowing up buildings willy-nilly. I’m going to have to bring you in Frank’ 
‘Don’t worry sir, I’m already in custody. I turned my self in to the authorities. I’m using my one phone call to let you know I’m sorry. I just didn’t know what to do sir. He was going to kill more people.’ 
The phone went dead. Eddie grabbed his coat and rushed out of his office and made his way to his Limo. Destination:
THE SLAMMER.
 



Nine
The cold surface of the interviewing table made Frank feel uneasy, especially since for years it was him on the other end of the darn thing. Now he sat staring into the eyes of a person that obviously thought that this was the break he was waiting for. The make or break B.S that determines weather he plays desk jockey or commands the desks. The officer tasked with interviewing Frank was a run of the mill Detective, Jet black hair, combed back; the sort of hair style that would make the Fonz proud. He had a thick Italian accent, which made Frank think of how rare it is to find a guy that mob like’ working on the right side of the law.
‘Now listen here Frank, I’m in charge of this room. You may have been Mr Big shot for a while but now I’m the guy standing in the way of you and your freedom. If I was you I’d just suck it up and hand over the reins, because you’re going down and I’m taking over’ says the Detective.
 Frank smiled. Turns out he was right. This detective only wanted one thing out of Frank, and that’s his job.
‘Look here detective….?’ Frank asks
‘Detective Loupe’ says the detective.
‘Okay Loupe, I have already explained what happened to the DA. I’m not saying anything else until I speak to someone who doesn’t look like a 70’s character out of some B rated movie, someone I can take seriously’ Frank says while chuckling to himself.
Detective Loupe Smiles at Frank, Pearly whites showing, gums and all.
‘I somehow don’t think you have the right to be making demands Frank. You blew up a public building. You’re lucky that no one was hurt during the explosion.’ 
‘The only reason no one was hurt was because I got everyone out of there before the building exploded.’
‘Oh yes that’s right, I forgot. How silly of me. After all I should be listening to the man that threatened 50 plus people with a fire arm. How noble. Not to mention you also physically assaulted two guards, one of which is in the hospital with a broken nose.’ 
‘I’m sure he’ll live’ Says Frank who’s growing impatient with the detective.
‘Yes he will Frank, but I’m not sure whether or not you will. See, Terrorism is a serious crime, let alone Treason. Seeing you blew up a building in your own country, and you work for the government. Those are some serious charges Frank, the sort of charges that result in the electric chair.’
Frank gets up and walks over to the detective.
‘Look here pal; I don’t know why you’re wasting my time here. I did what I had to do. If I didn’t do what I did, you would be looking at a lot more than a few scuffed rent a’ cops and some hurt feelings’ Says frank. 
‘Calm down Frank. You seem edgy. It’s a shame that you can’t take one of your pills now isn’t it? Oh that’s right; Frank here has a drugs problem. You should have been a tad bit more careful, handing yourself in with those pills in your pocket.’
‘Those are prescribed by my doctor, Sherlock’ 
‘That may be so, but I’m pretty sure that the department would frown upon your needing of such drugs. I think that sort of dependency doesn’t bode well for a high score on you psychiatric profile’
Frank smiles back at the pressing detective. The door to the interview room opens. DA Eddie Smith walks in. He signals detective Loupe out of the room. Smith waits for everyone to leave and closes the door behind them. 
‘What took you so long?’ asks Frank.
‘I’m here now aren’t I?’ 
‘Okay, I’ve already explained what happened’ Says Frank.
The DA stops him from talking and undoes his cuffs.
‘Look this isn’t my doing for once; it seems as if you have friends in high places who understand your reasoning. That being said, they want you to carry on the investigation. It seems that you are the one that Chase seems to be comfortable talking to. Call it crazy, but you have a rapport with the guy.’ 
‘I beg to differ, but I won’t turn down a case for a jail cell.’ Frank says
 ‘Good because I need to get you down to the incident room.’ 
‘Why’s that?’ 
‘It’s Connor, He’s on the phone and he wants to talk to you’ 
 



Ten
Frank and the DA walk into the incident room where the sight of the chaos is all too familiar to them. Cops and detectives are gathered around a phone, staring at it like it was possessed. Truth is it was. It was possessed with the voice and soul of Americas most wanted man, Connor Chase. 
The DA gives a cautious look to Frank before he picks up the phone, as if to say be careful what you agree on doing for this psycho this time. The swarm of officials around the phone make way for Frank as he walks over and grabs it. He raises the phone to his ear and coughs to clear his throat. The whole room goes quiet.
‘Ah, you’re here then’ Connor says
‘Yeah, what was so urgent that you had to call me? I’m sure you should be concentrating on getting yourself ready for being on the receiving end of the biggest man hunt in history.’
There is a pause on the other end of the line.
‘Well that may be true but me and you have unfinished business. The thing is, I need some more jobs doing, and I need them done today.’
‘That’s where you’re wrong Connor. I’m not doing any more jobs for you. It nearly got me sent down for life.’
‘Well I’m sure I’ll be able to convince you Frank. After all, most people only need a subtle nudge in the right direction. The thing is, when I nudge you, there isn’t going to be anything subtle about it.’
The phone goes dead and Frank slams the receiver down onto the table. Eddie walks up behind him and puts his hand on his shoulder for comfort.
‘He’s trying to mess with you, don’t let him get to you Frank.’ Eddie says.
‘I’m just worried about what he’s planning to do. He’s already done so much in one day, so many acts of pure evil that I doubt it could get any worse, but I know for sure that it can., and it will. Mark my words Eddie.’
Eddie pats Frank on the shoulder sympathetically and walks off.  Frank is left feeling helpless. Not for himself but for which ever poor soul Chase gets his hands on next.
 
 
 
 
 
 



Eleven
 
Frank had felt like this before, by now he was a pro. He knew how to mask his feelings when interviewing people. He knew that a slight hole in his tactics would be an invitation for a showdown. Well, in the interview room that is. This time however, he was masking something else. It was more of a side effect then a feeling. It was a side effect that Frank was all too familiar with, after getting high on Veratril for 2 years he knew how to “be himself” in front of people. The thing is, he didn’t know how to be “himself” at this moment in time.
He takes the needle out of his arm. A slight sucking sensation is felt when the needle pops out of his vein. Although it is the first time that Frank had felt this feeling, he sure as hell knew why people were hooked on their first spoonful. A certain euphoria was surrounding him as he got himself up from the floor in the bathroom. He felt dizzy, but for the first time in a long time, he felt calm. He knew that there was a tolerance built up to things the body consumes regularly, but he wandered if he would ever grow tolerant of this new sensation. It was a telling day, a day that would always be remembered by Frank. The day he realised that his edge was gone, and the only salvation he had to regain that edge, was being put away into a baggie that diabetics would usually carry around. Frank didn’t have diabetes though. 
He embraced the euphoria for a few more moments until suddenly there was a knock on the door. He shook himself back into control. He took a deep breath in and exhaled, invigorating as heroin was, he doubted that his colleagues would embrace the idea of a smack head detective. You got to do what you got to do he thought to himself.
‘Yeah be one minute, Just whipping’ Frank shouted to the person on the other end of the door.
There was a slight amused laugh at the other end, but the knocking continued. Frank opened the door and saw a female detective at the entrance to the men’s bathroom. She smiled.
‘Excuse me sir, they are asking for you in the incident room. It’s urgent; I suggest you come down there with me…’ The women said, Looking Frank up and down. ‘Unless you’re busy’ she continued.
Frank smiled at her, whipping the sweat from his forehead, he realised what a mess he must look to the officer, so he cracks another smile at her.
‘Spicy food doesn’t agree with me Mam’ I’m truly sorry you had to witness this’ Frank says playfully.
The women smiles and walks off in front, Frank follows suite, hoping that everyone else buys the spicy food line. 
 



Twelve
Turns out the people in the incident room were too wrapped up in what was on the TV then to take too much notice in Frank’s Appearance. Frank caught onto the Disturbing scenes on the TV and realised that he recognised the person talking on the box. 
Connor chase was on the Telly giving a speech on what looked like a handheld camcorder. He was surrounded by militia like men with heavy weaponry, all of which who were staring into the screen. Their eyes were only visible because of the fact that they were wearing ski masks. All but one man, Connor was wearing no ski mask; his face was bare and proud as he ranted into the camera. The news headline flashing underneath him read:
“M.I.T building taken over by terrorists”
Frank watched and listened to what Chase was spewing out on Live TV. The profanity in his speech was being censored out by the news channel, which said at least to Frank that the message was pre-recorded.
‘I stand here before you today America, as a victim of the Free world’s Liberal ways, A world where information is exchanged for the almighty Dollar. A world where people are numbers and their true value is measured in equity. I stand here today as a man that will be branded as a terrorist, a serial killer, and a lunatic. But I stand here today, in front of my fellow people, people who are the same as me, people who work for a living, even people who are unlucky enough to have not found a job; I stand here today in front of my United States of America. I have transgressed, according to the laws of the land that is. I have killed my fellow man, but let it be known that those people who died are better off dead than witnessing one more day of Americas and the worlds ludicrous price on so called freedom. You may ask why I am on the TV and I’m here to answer that. I’m here to declare my war on America, a war that will divide the tyranny that this country so fondly embraces, and I’m here to teach them all a thing or two. My mission has already started, and on the hour every hour I will digress a little more information until 12 hours’ time, where the talking stops and the business begins.’ Connor says his voice remains stern through the TV. 
Frank pulls himself together trying not to look out of the game. Eddie smith walks over to him with a scowl on his face. Frank braces himself for whatever is coming.
‘I can’t believe this shit Frank. How in the hell did Connor manage to get into the M.I.T building. I thought that M.I.T specialised in security, and a paranoid hick with a small army got in there?’ Eddie said, his scowl still embracing his face like a new found mask.
‘I don’t know sir. I’m sure this can be resolved. Is there any word on whether he has hostages?’ 
‘I’m pretty sure he has, I mean you don’t declare war on somebody without having an advantage, a bargaining chip that will make us play nice. The sort of upper hand that will stop us going in there and massacring his army.’
‘All bets are off then’ says Frank. Eddie looks at him as if to say yes, and he’s sorry for the inconvenience.
 



Thirteen
It’s been 50 minutes since Connor was plastered all over the news as the man to watch in America, as usual when a case like this pops up, the media did not help things with their incisive way of dramatizing an already dramatic enough situation. Frank was pondering that very fact while sitting down staring into his mug of black coffee in the canteen. 
He had time to get a quick bite to eat before Connors next video, which he assumed would be in less than 10 minutes time. He looked at his watch, it was 2.50 PM. He thought to himself how long the day has been, even though it was barley done. After all there was still the whole night to keep him busy.
Nine minutes to go he thought.              
There is not a whole lot a man thinks about when faced with these sorts of situations. Frank was thinking about how to escape the odds at hand, not how to overcome them. He was worried for his job security and couldn’t run the risk of getting found out. He didn’t want to be known as the guy that once had it all, a wife, a few kids and a promising career as a detective. He had already lost both his wife and children. She left him because he hadn’t left his work at work; he liked to bring it home with him, including all the pill popping that came with it. He needed this job. He needed to get Connor Chase and secure his future. Call it selfish but Frank didn’t care. 
He looked down at his watch again. Eight minutes to go.
Time was moving slow. He sipped on his coffee and looked around the canteen, his eyes getting lost in the emptiness of the room. He was the only one there. He thought that maybe people didn’t have the stomach to eat or drink anything, but he wasn’t any one. He knew that he had to keep focused on the case and to do that he needed to do to look after himself. That’s when the guilt set in. Frank knew he shouldn’t have taken that hit of heroin less than an hour ago. He regretted it, the feeling of not being in control was weighing heavy on him.
He thought that maybe that’s what made him who he was. His demons ever present nipping at his subconscious at every chance they had. He thought maybe that’s what fuelled Frank McKenzie to spur on to victory. He realised that it would consume him and destroy him, but he needed that edge that normal detective’s didn’t have. Where there’s smoke there’s fire and he needed as much heat as possible going into this thing. Then it hit him.
 



Fourteen
Frank made his way to the incident room where he planned on talking to the DA. When he got there from the short walk from the canteen, he was too late. The news was on air and a live feed of Connor Chase was playing on the TV. What Frank wanted to say had to wait, Business had just picked up.
Connor was standing in the same room as before. Only 2 guards stood next to him this time. The space that the small army took up in the previous video was now vacant. Frank could only dare to think why. The sound of a static microphone was heard on the TV, and then Connor Chase cleared his throat.
‘I am here again with the pressing issue of why I’m doing this. As I can imagine that’s what’s on the end of everybody’s lips. As you can probably tell I’m not shy on showing my face. Be that as it may, my fellow helpers in this revolution are. They can wear their masks because I’m the one that everybody is interested in. Don’t get me wrong here, without my men I could not do this. It took 5 years of planning and the movement is finally underway. I have with me 45 men that are heavily armed. They shall remain armed until the last minute and they are willing to lay their lives down on the line. Our cause is a noble one. For every revolution there is a face behind it. Believe me when I tell you I am that face. That is the reason why mine is not covered. The ski masks on my men’s faces are symbols of what we want to achieve. Every man on earth has the god given right of being anonymous, a right that has been taken away through the advent of census collecting and information harvesting. I’m here today to let the US government know that this will stop and it will stop today! I have in my possession 193 hostages. They all work here and were easy pickings when we took this building by force. The US government values its citizens. And on the open market I know that if I had a document that contained information regarding 193 people then I would be a rich man. I’m not after money and as that will sure come as a shock to you; I am just as serious as someone driven by greed. I want change to take effect, I want the 28 amendment. It shall be a law in which every person has the right to their privacy at any means necessary. Just like I have the right to protect my home from invasion by force, my privacy and that of my fellow Americans will be protected my international laws. If you don’t have privacy then what have you got? If you don’t comply with my demands then I shall kill all the hostages. I’m going all in; I expect nothing less from the government. But please don’t waste my time by trying to be heroes. It’s as simple as this: YOU HAVE 7 HOURS TO MAKE THE AMENDMENT TAKE EFFECT. IF YOU DO NOT COMPLY, IT’S GAME OVER FOR THE HOSTAGES.’ 
The TV screen goes blank for a few seconds then it cuts back to the news station’s anchor man. Frank looks on at the TV screen in shock. He now knows that Connor Chase isn’t just some paranoid killer. The man Frank is after is the spearhead of a group of home grown militia. A group that by themselves prove a threat, but with the news coverage stretching far and wide, Frank fears that this group could cause a tidal wave of support from right winged nationalists who eat up his propaganda. 
‘This is bad.’ He says to himself. 
 



Fifteen
Frank is sat down in the temporary office of the DA at the central crime unit’s incident room. They call it an incident room, but it’s more like an incident castle. The building is basically an old fort like structure that has more history then the Germans. 
Looking across from Frank was DA Eddie Smith. Eddie has a scornful smile on his face, accompanied by a light chuckle.
‘This ass hole is going to fuck with my patience. He surely can’t think that Washington is going to allow for this so called 28 amendment?’ asks Eddie.  
Frank nods in agreement and doesn’t answer the DA. He knows a rhetorical question when he hears one. Frank knows that the DA just wants to blow off steam, so he lets him babble on some more. Frank’s not paying attention to what Eddie is saying anyway. He has too much on his mind, preferably how he is going to deal with Chase. Suddenly Frank’s trail of thought is thrown out of transit.
‘Hey Frank? Are you listening to me?’ Eddie asks. 
‘Yeah boss. I’m just thinking that maybe we need to deal with this in another manner’
‘What do you suggest?’ 
‘Well sir, we are the ones giving Chase all of this exposure. I know we, the authorities aren’t, but the news channels are. There is a saying that people can get drunk with power, well my theory is that if we cut the press out of this then Connor and his men lose their power.’
‘I don’t know Frank. We run the risk of pissing him off. He has the hostages remember, we can’t risk their lives like that, just to save face.’ 
Frank pauses. He feels as if the DA is not seeing the bigger picture. Frank knows how hard it is to convince a politician of something that they can’t see. It’s
Time to turn the blinders off.
‘It’s not to save face Sir. If we don’t turn the spotlight off Chase then we run the risk of inciting a following from him. A following that could get out of hand and mean that we are dealing with more than one far right group.’
‘Yeah but we could also make him extremely angry, and in turn he could take that anger out on those people Frank, innocent people at that!’
‘I disagree. The man is craving the attention. Without it, we will have him neutered’ 
Frank smiles to himself. He’s trying to come across as convincing as possible. He knows that he’s right, but it’s convincing everyone else that’s the problem.
‘Or we will give him motive’ says the DA, immediately breaking Frank’s hopes.
 



Sixteen
Jason is the sort of guy that can easily blend into a crowd. He knew that as sure as he knew the importance of this day. He was sitting on a bench on the southbound platform waiting for his train. His IPOD was blazing thrash metal into his ear drums at the much higher recommended decibel level of 10. Two girls walk by him. They stop in front of him, both talking amongst themselves. He looks at the girls, both with their backs facing him, he smiles to himself. The two girls are average looking collage girls, both beautiful beyond the usual passengers on this particular platform. He immediately feels a connection to both of them. Jason turns his IPOD off and takes the ear phones out. He stands up from the rickety platform seat he has been sitting on for the past few hours. He strolls over to the girls, both of them still laughing and joking to each other. He taps the brunette on the shoulder; her blond friend turns around before her and smiles at Jason, soon followed by the welcoming eyes of the girl he tapped on the shoulder. Jason smiles as both of the pretty college girls look at him expecting him to say something. The two girls smile at each other and look Jason up and down. Jason’s six foot frame towers over them; his jet black hair gives him a certain beach boy look that’s common in California. His lean physic visible through his tight vest, showing an abundance of toned muscle covered in tribal tattoos. To say that Jason was a good looking man would be an understatement. He knew that too, and used it to his advantage many a time. He spoke.
‘I’m sorry to bother you two lovely ladies, it’s just I’m wondering whether or not I’ve missed the 9.00 o’clock train.’ Jason said. His soft tone mellowed as he spoke. The southern accent he donned made most women feel at ease, it was no different this time.
The blond girl blushed.
‘That’s what we thought as well, but we have just come from the information kiosk and they told us that the train is late, by about two hours. We have a bit of a wait on our hands.’ The young blond said. She was staring deep into Jason’s brown eyes; he could see the attraction she felt towards him. 
‘That’s a relief; I thought I’d have to stay at the station for another day or two, this train isn’t as regular as it should be.’ Jason says.
Both girls smile. The brunet girl that Jason tapped on the shoulder earlier looks confused.
‘I thought there were trains every hour to Boston?’ she says
Jason smiles at her; finally he knows what she sounds like.
‘It’s not that there aren’t any trains regularly, it’s just I don’t like traveling at night, too many weirdoes at night. I have an appointment tomorrow so I can’t miss this train.’ He says, still as smooth as leather.
The brunette nods in understanding. Her friend nudges her and signals her with her eyes the way girls do when trying to be sheepish. 
‘Well we don’t like travelling at night neither for the same reasons. There are a lot of creeps out there. We seem to attract the wrong sort of attention.’ The brunet girl says, still smiling, her near perfect white teeth could be visible from the other end of the platform Jason thought to himself. 
‘I do apologise Mister, my name’s Crystal and this is my friend Jenifer.’ The pretty brunette says.
‘The names Jason, I have to admit that I’ve never been called “Mister” before’
The two girls laugh a shy but forced laugh.
‘Sorry it’s just you look a bit older then us, so I thought I’d throw out the courtesy line of “Mister”’ Crystal said.
‘I’m 24, is that what the kids these days are calling old these days?’ laughs Jason.
‘I guess not, well I’m 19 and Jenny here is 21, she enrolled late. We both got to college at B-Mass’ 
‘Is that so? I’m going there for my meeting tomorrow. I got a job as the computer technician there a few weeks ago, the job briefing is tomorrow.’ 
‘Wow, you’re quite young to be a professor’ Jenifer says, cutting off her fiend crystal before she could talk.
Jason laughs giving out a twinkling gleam at Jenifer.
‘I’m no professor Jenny, I just fix the PC’s and reroute the network.’ 
‘Oh, I feel silly now’ says Jenifer
Jason gives her another smile and touches her on the shoulder.
‘Don’t’ worry, it’s alright.’ He says
‘You must be pretty good at fixing things then?’ asks Crystal.
‘I’m very good at what I do let’s just say that’  
Jason smiles at the two girls while giving off his trade mark wink. Crystal and Jenifer look at each other and back at Jason still both smiling at him. The two girls sense an intense attraction to the man in front of them. 
‘I guess you can ride with us, we could do with the company. It’s a long ride to Boston.’ Crystal says.
‘Sure. My IPOD is running low on juice; I’d be pretty bored without it, so the two of you will have to keep me entertained.’ 
Crystal and Jenifer giggle among themselves. Jason joins in making them feel at ease. Jason certainly is good at what he does.
 



Seventeen 
The news room that Sandra stood in was quiet for the first time in over 6 years. It was usually a loud and energetic place where people were reeling for the next big scoop. The past 24 hours have been absolute chaos in her eyes, ever since the massacre at Rixton Stella Avenue, in the outskirts of Boston. It was big news for the community and especially big news for the station. Boston’s outskirts were well known for being their territory. All the big news channels in Boston had the big areas. The known hotspot’s for crime and all this little station was left with was the outskirts that nobody wanted.  That same fact used to annoy the 20 something workforce that controlled the station. They were usually relegated to the fluffy news stories about yard sales raising money for charity and missing dogs. They were the local light hearted news channel that everybody in Boston did not watch, until today that is. 
Giving the logistics of channel 72 news, and where they were placed in Boston, they had the advantage over their competitors when it came to breaking the news first in the Rixton area. On this day that meant more than any time before. They were able to report on the massacre at Rixton 25 minutes before the more prominent news channels showed up, the ones with the alphabet jumbled up in their names. Because they turned up before anyone else, that meant the other channels had to keep up with channel 72, and the only way to do that was to use the live feed from channel 72 with a nice little courtesy image on the top left of the screen that said “Channel 72 news feed” which gave the struggling news channel some exposure, it also made the selling of their live feed quite lucrative.
Sandra stood in front of her colleagues to address them of the situation at hand. The news room is abuzz with anticipation as the whole workforce of Channel 72 is stood in front of her, including camera men, journalists and even the owner Bob Sinclair.
‘As you know today has been a monumental day for channel 72 news. Our hard work has paid off in providing the world with uninterrupted coverage of the shocking events at Rixton. We have been lucky enough to be able to succeed at presenting such a professional news cast with such a small workforce. That being said, today’s success has been made possible due to everyone who works here. Without you people we would have sunk long before today’s breakthrough. That being said, I have some bad news. The FBI and local police have authorised the censorship of the Rixton massacre. What that means is that no news station, including ours can run a story on this case. The reason that the decision was made, is because the authorities believe that if we ignore the story then the extremists that have taken M.I.T hostage will not have the spotlight needed to succeed in their mission to instil a revolution and a public uprising. The censorship also includes broadcasting Connor Chase’s live video link when he addresses the public about his crimes. He said he would be releasing a live feed every hour for the next 12 hours, which means we can’t broadcast any of those hourly video streams. Again the authorities insist it will help flush him out. They have profiled him as the sort of killer who murders as a statement, so taking the cameras and coverage away from him will take away his ability to make one.’ says Sandra. 
Her boss Bob Sinclair shakes his head mimicking the general response to the speech.
‘What if it just makes him make a bigger statement? Remember he did not have cameras on him when he murdered those 15 people at his house.’ Bob sighs inwards and shakes his head again. 
 
 



Eighteen
The M.I.T building had been turned inside out; all of the PC’s and paper files dealing with the business of the company had been placed in the middle foyer of the building. The mass of computers and hard drives formed an incoherent pyramid that reached near to the top of the ceiling. There was a man on a ladder with a hammer. He was searching for something, and then he found it. He took a swing with the hammer at the fire sprinkler that was just above the mass of hardware that had been piled up underneath it. The thud of the hand held tool was heard echoing of the walls. Only one swing was needed to completely destroy the sprinkler. The man on the ladder gave a satisfied gaze that followed the debris of his handiwork as the plastic and metal shards hit the floor. He made his way down the ladder and stood in front of the pyramid pileup. He bent down and grabbed a rather large jerry can filled with petrol. He started to pour the petrol on the base of the piled up documents. He covered all the bottom of the pyramid making sure to go around and form a crude circle covering the bases of the pile up. He threw the jerry can into the heap and got out a box of matches. He lit a cigarette with his match and took a couple of drags. He smiled briefly before flicking the cigarette into the heap of documents and walked off into the atrium, closing a heavy security door behind him.
‘The fire is lit sir. All of the documents and hardware we have found will be destroyed.’ He said to the man that was waiting for him, Connor Chase. 
‘Ah good. Just one thing, are you sure that the fire wont progress and reach us?’ Connor asks
‘No sir. The metal door in front on the foyer will stop the fire spreading, and once it reaches the outside of the building we will be long gone.’ 
‘If you ask me it seems a bit risky setting fire to a building you’re planning on occupying for a further 10 hours.’ 
‘That’s the whole point sir. We will be able to block out any incoming attempts at gaining entry to the building. The front passage of the building is the only known entrance that the feds will be able to get to.’
‘What about the fire exits?’
‘Each fire exit is armed with a sensor mechanism that will set off a kilo of C4. The blast will take anything out in a 400 yard radius. The roof has five men on it sir; each armed with stinger missile launchers with an anti-aircraft lock on system, plus each man has an RPG, just for fluency and freedom of attack.’
‘What if they do come in from one of the exits, does that mean we get blown up as well?’
‘No sir. We are situated in the middle of the building 7 stories up. There are no fire exits on that floor, only lift shafts and two stairwells, which will both be barricaded off until our job is done here, and then with the covering fire and support of the five sentry guards on the roof, an apache will land and take us away to our destination.’
‘Good, let’s get this show on the road then’ says Connor
 



Nineteen 
Frank has been sitting down near the phone now for about one hour. He is under the impression that he will be getting a phone call. He knows that Connor Chase would be majorly pissed at the fact that they cut his line to the press. He wasn’t sure whether or not it was a good idea anymore. Sure the upside was that nobody else would be able to witness his heinous crimes and copy them, making the police’s case load bigger than it already was. But there was the danger of Chase going nuts and killing all the hostages because his demands were not being met. Frank knew that he did not mention anything about demanding to be center news or anything of those sorts. He did know however that the state, no matter how many hostages Chase had would not be agreeing to a new amendment, especially from such a violent lobbyist like him. 
Frank was sitting alone in his personal office that was given to him by the DA. Frank thought that maybe the only reason Eddie gave him an office was because of the guilt that he may have felt about Frank being fired. Frank knew that Eddie’s position meant he had to be careful of who and what he indulged in, and nobody would support a DA that indulges in people of Frank’s calibre. Frank’s thoughts were rambling so he decided to turn on the TV to see if any of the news channels were finding ways to get the big days story out, bypassing the cease and desist order that the Boston PD had enforced.
The news channels were all complying as he skimmed through all of the news channels. Most of them were reporting on other world events like the prime minister of England being involved in a car crash a few days ago. It was old news but the channels had to make do with what they had, or rather what they were allowed to have. 
Frank was bored so he lit up a cigarette. He smoked the cigarette slowly due to the fact that he was running low, his 20 pack was now cut down to a mere 3 cigarette’s including the upside down one for good luck. 
He was nearly falling asleep when the door to his office was abruptly opened and Chief Shaw walked in. 
‘Alright laddie, No time for small talk Frank, you need to come to the incident room.’ 
Frank sprung up off his chair trying to present an alert state, even though he was feeling run down. 
‘Are you okay?’ Asks Shaw
‘Yeah I’m fine, just feeling the long hours Chief’
Shaw starts to laugh out loud. Frank thought of how strange that reaction was due to the situation at hand, but some people deal with it differently he thought to himself.
‘Oh boy Frank, you never cease to amaze me. I’m nearly double your age and I have yet to fall asleep with a cigarette in my mouth, and be that tiered that I didn’t notice it burn a dam hole into my jacket!’
Frank looks down at his Jacket and shakes his head, one more casualty of the day.
 



Twenty
Crystal and Jennifer had been sitting down on the train now for around 3 minutes. The time it takes to board the train is not as long as it takes for the train to start moving. On this line it wasn’t uncommon for the drives of the motors to get out of the cab and go for a break. The breaks usually don’t last longer than 10 minutes. No one really minded because it gave people time to put there luggage in compartments, because there is nothing worse than trying to fit a large bag in a compartment while the train’s swerving at 150 MPH. The stoppage also gave people time to go to the toilet without fear of falling over. Jason Bordello was one of those people taking advantage of the train being idle. Crystal and Jennifer looked on as Jason stood up and looked at both of them with smiling eyes.
‘I need to let the hose out a minute. If you don’t mind ladies I’ll be back in a few minutes.’ 
The reference to “hose” made the two girls blush, Jason smiled again and walked off down the aisle towards the toilet. Both girls watched him until he was out of sight, and turned to each other. 
‘Dam, I wish I got one of those cabins instead of this open space seating.’ Jenifer said.
Crystal gave her a side glanced look that was peppered with confusion.
‘Why on earth would you want a cabin for? These seats are fine.’ 
‘HELLO?!? A gorgeous guy and a cabin equal a much more entertaining train journey.’ 
Crystal looks shocked at her friend’s comments. 
‘You can’t just sleep with the guy! You just met him, plus you don’t know him from anywhere. He could be a creep for all you know.’
‘Who said anything about sleeping with the man? There are far more ways of making a man happy then just sleeping with him. He’s hot anyway, what’s wrong with having a little fun?’
‘There’s fun and there’s danger, I’d rather stay on the safe side then jump on every guy I see.’ 
‘You’re being so lame Crystal. That father of yours has put too many bows around your life. Live a little, who knows he may enjoy the both of us giving him something to smile about.’
‘God sake girl, I am not into that sort of thing. I’m really starting to not recognise you anymore, your changing from the girl I’ve always known to someone I’m not sure whether I want to know.’ 
‘Be quiet, he’s coming back’
Jason walks back over to his seat looking relieved. He looks at Crystal and Jenifer.
‘Is everything okay?’
‘Yeah sure it is. I’m just admiring the view.’ Jenifer says looking at Jason’s rear.
Jason gives her a candid grin and sits down opposite her, while Crystal saves face behind a book.
 



Twenty One 
‘What’s going on then?’ asks Frank
The incident room is once again in turmoil with phones going off left, right and center. A group of officers and detectives are staring at the big screen where Connor Chase is about to give another speech. The insignia on the top right of the screen says “LIVE”.
‘I thought we cut Chase’s media exposure? Who’s broadcasting this?’ asks Frank
Shaw turns around to Frank abruptly; the sound of his question seemed to shake Shaw’s attention from the big TV screen.
‘YouTube lad, he’s got a live stream on every major video website on the internet: Justin.tv, YouTube, Dailymotion, and Livestream. He’s even got some streams on pornography websites. There isn’t one video streaming website on the internet that isn’t streaming this, including news networks from out of the country like Aljazeera and the BBC.’
‘Can’t we do anything about it?’
‘I know we are the Boston’s finest Frank, but unfortunately we are not the world police. We can’t be shutting down streams of videos just like that.’ 
Frank shakes his head in disbelief.
‘I was under the impression we could do just that. I know we have the capability.’
Chief Shaw nods in agreement.
‘We do have the capability it’s just we don’t want to step on other people’s toes.’
‘I hardly think it’s the time to worry about public relations chief’ Frank says scornfully.
‘Believe it or not laddie, it’s always the right time for public relations. You make one wrong decision and it impacts the investigation. Before you know it we have every Tom Dick and Harry poking their peckers into our business.’
Frank was growing impatient and refrained from continuing his opinionated stance on the matter. He walks away from Shaw towards the TV to get a better view of what was happening.  Connor Chase was once again on the center of the screen. His scrawny body unnaturally engulfing the area, the result of which Frank knew was cheap quality cameras, it was more noticeable on the resolution that YouTube ran on. A little banner popped up on the TV:
“Connor Chase Speaks in 1 minute’s time” 
Frank thought how clever it was that Connor was biding time, letting news of his stream spread virally until the whole world was watching. Frank looked at the bottom viewer count insignia: 37,987,233 Viewers. Not quite the whole world but more than enough people to insight and spread a message, many more viewers than most videos that go live for the first time get. This man had a following, could it be a dangerous following?
‘Hello again, for the people who don’t know me, my name is Connor Chase. I am armed and so are my men. We have taken hostages and are situated at the M.I.T public relations building in downtown Boston. We have rigged the building with explosives that are both meant to keep people out and in. There is no escape for the hostages; we have men guarding every possible rout out of the building. All hostages are bound and gagged. We mean them no harm, unless our demands are not met. If our wishes are not complied with then we will kill each hostage live on this stream one by one. It is important that you take us seriously so now I am willing to show you how serious we are.’ Connor Says through the TV. 
The atmosphere in the incident room changes in a heat beat when a woman is shoved into the cameras view. She is pushed towards Connor Chase who catches her before she falls with a smile on his face. To Frank’s dismay the women being manhandled on the live stream is Tasha, Connors Boss. Connor looks back up at the camera while controlling Tasha’s movement by gripping her hair as she gages on the duct tape around her mouth while trying to catch a breath.
‘This woman’s name is Tasha Mitchel. She is my ex-boss. Not only that but she’s also working with the police to try and make my capture a reality. Thing is she never counted on the fact that my reach goes further then she and everyone thinks. I’m not here to divulge secretes; but she is. So I’m afraid……’ 
At that moment Connor chase pulls a hand gun out of his jacket with his left hand, holding Tasha’s head still with his right hand. He Aim’s the gun squarely into her forehead, the shiny metal glistening off the light that’s cascading from the crude movie set style lights in the background. He pulls the trigger which is followed by the deathly sound of the bullet echoing off the walls, closely followed by screams. The gun was fired at point blank range and Tasha’s head had exploded at the receiving end of the gunshot, her head seemingly splitting into two while a huge vapour styled puff of blood hung in the air, long after her lifeless body had disappeared from the cameras view. Connor’s white jacket was now decorated with the last fractions of Tasha’s life. He looks up to the camera with a crooked smile.
‘She had to go.’ Connor says
He puts the gun back into his classy white tux.
‘The 28 amendment will amend all the wrongs of this anti privacy government we live under. If I do not hear from someone in the next hour then I shall shoot someone else. I am not saying I want the law passed in an hour. I just want a courtesy call to show me that you people are taking this seriously. Might I add that if you are not taking this seriously then I will kill all of the hostages. Message understood I hope…’  The TV screen goes blank and is replaced with a distasteful TV test card that reads: “REVOLUTION TV WILL BE BACK WITH YOU SHORTLY” With a cartoon picture of “Uncle Sam” flipping the bird.
Frank looks into the TV screen trying to piece together what just happened. The whole room is in shock at what they had just witnessed, none more so than frank. He felt a connection to Tasha, be it a sexual one at that, it was still a connection. One he hadn’t felt since he was happily married, before all the problems started. Now he felt as if the only thing left was his problems. He felt sick.
 
 



Twenty Two 
 
Frank was staring down into the bowl. His knees were hurting because of the prolonged amount of time he had spent vomiting into the toilet. He had lost count of how long he had been in the bathroom being sick, but he had a good inkling it was long enough to raise suspicion with his colleagues regarding his whereabouts. He flushes the toilet and gets up. He catches a glimpse of himself in the mirror. He looks 10 years older than he did 27 hours ago. Frank turns on the tap and sprinkles water into his hair trying to refresh himself, recharge the exterior run down look he had to a more clean and tidy presentation. He looks back down and noticed the cigarette burn that he had inflicted on his shirt a mere hour ago was still there and it was still annoying him. He pokes at it and tried to peel off the crusted shirt fabric surrounding the smelted burn. It felt like hardened plastic that had melted away. Teach me for buying cheap shirts he thought.
Frank gave up on tidying up the appearance of his shirt when he caught another woeful glimpse of himself in the bathroom mirror. The toilets in the incident building were much cleaner than any toilets he had recently found himself occupying. That being said he still felt that dirty cold feeling he always felt when looking at a reflection of himself, the cold harsh reality of who he was and what he had done always settled in hard when observing his soulless eyes and rigid story filled complexion.
The voices were back; this time the whispering was non-existent and what sounded like shouting in his head was digging deep into his psyche affecting his already battered and frayed being.
“Get a grip Frank” He whispered to himself trying to sustain an equal balance of sanity and authority. 
“ITS NO GOOD WHISPERING FRANK, WE CAN STILL HERE YOU” The voice said, Frank’s expression growing ever vigilant as sweat pours out of every pour of his body, the results of which make Frank even more weary of his mind and the fact that he knew he was losing it.
“Leave me alone!” Frank shouts, grabbing his head and shaking it as if he’s trying to get rid of the sounds he was hearing.
A boastful sound of laughter is heard as the once whispering voice was now taking pleasure in making Frank’s life a hell. 
With Frank growing ever weaker at every failed attempt at gaining composure, he moans in agony while grabbing onto the sink for stability.
“FUCK YOU!” he screams as he takes a forceful swing and punches the mirror so hard that his hand shatters the glass and leaves a spider web imprint akin to a car’s windshield after an accident. 
Frank drops to the floor again and huddles himself up, gripping his knees with his bleeding hand, the skin on his knuckles hanging off as a result of the impact from the punch. He moans out loud and crawls to the toilet in pain, as he grips the toilets bowl, he hauls himself over and once again vomits into it, the strain on his stomach is so hard; he feels as if he had just been stabbed. 
 



Twenty Three
 
Nathan’s nerve was as steady as ever. Back in his past life he had been commended on his nerve, in fact it is the reason he is so successful at his job now. This day was no different from any other. He had been summoned to Chase’s makeshift office and was waiting outside for someone to let him through. The office that Connor Chase was using was the old office that Tasha Mitchel once owned before her untimely death at the hands of Chase. Nathan noticed that the office door had Tasha’s name chiselled out, and replaced with a crude but noticeable plaque that read: “The man with the Plan”. Nathan wasn’t nervous at all, despite his position in Connor’s crew. If he showed any signs of uncertainty in his job, then it could prove fatal. There are not many explosive technicians out there that can have the luxury of worrying, or they wouldn’t get anything done. Nathan always thought that there was a difference between worrying too much and knowing too much. Nine times out of ten knowing too much would be more useful than worrying about not knowing anything at all. A perfect balance had to be met. Red or blue was not a guessing game; in the films it’s always red. Nathan knew that in real life, you strip the wire down and locate the correct circuit type to know whether or not to cut the red or blue wire. He always got it right.
In deep thought by now, Nathan took a while to notice the guard standing in front of him, looking down puzzled at Nathan’s temporary short sightedness. He quickly snapped out of his daze and stood up to the guards amused smile. Nathan followed the heavily armed man into the new office that Connor was occupying. 
Chase was standing behind his desk looking at a painting on the well-furnished wall of the office. It was a random “Artsy” painting that had no middle or end, much like Chase’s personality. 
Connor signalled the guard to leave the room, the door shut behind the man as he walked out, leaving Chase and Nathan alone. Connor smiled at the 6 foot 3 230 pound brick house of a man that stood in his office. 
‘You did a brilliant job on the fire exits son’ says Chase.
‘Why thank you sir.’
‘Those C4 bombs will do us plenty in protecting our building, if it wasn’t for you then I don’t think it would of gone so smoothly. It impressive if you ask me, the sheer fact that you could rig up those exits so fast is beyond me. Not to mention that you are quite the catch when it comes to bomber boys! When talking to my associates in this line of business I was told that people like you are rarer than a warless revolution.’
Nathan nods in agreement to Connors flattering comments
‘Again, thank you sir.’ He says
‘So I’m going to cut to the chase Nathan. You may be more valuable then I first anticipated, so I am tasking you with the important mission of interrogating one of the security men that worked here. We believe he has the key codes to the mainframe and we need to get to that if we are going to succeed in destroying all of the data that this M.I.T building holds. Even if they are just a public relations building, I’m sure they have valuable information regarding the actual M.I.T building in Cambridge. It’s a job of the upmost importance. One with grave consequences if not handled professionally.’ 
Nathan nodded once more. He knew that showing initiative was the key to gaining Connors trust. He also knew that the way Connor knew whether to trust him or not was to test him. Nathan was worried for the first time in a long time. 
‘What is it you want me to do exactly sir?’ 
Connor walks around his desk, standing in front of Nathan and looking him square in the eyes, close enough to smell Chase’s cologne. Close enough to smell Nathan’s fear.
‘That’s not what’s important here son, you see it’s not what you can do for me, it’s how you do it. I’m not in the business of revolution to have an army of prima donnas nor am I in it to house a bunch of pussies. ‘
By now Nathans training was kicking in, he knew what this was. He knew this was an emotional shakedown. Gangs did this all the time, but luckily for him, Nathan’s drill instructor was a ball buster so getting past Chases amateur corporal like persona was easy, hopefully. 
‘Yes sir!’ Nathan bellowed in his best soldier like mannerism. 
Connor smiled at the sight of Nathan acting like a soldier. He saluted Nathan and mumbled something into his two way radio that was strapped to his bullet proof vest under his white tux. The middle aged man had quite some style for a revolution Marta. Mob like swagger Nathan thought. He never paid attention to the close details that surrounded Chase, just for the simple fact that looking at anything besides Connor’s eyes was dangerous. Nathan did have a chance to take a look at the way chase was presented. His hair was wet and sleek, combed back just like an NYC Mobster would have, but Chase’s eyes were more wide than usual. That worried him even more, and then the big penny dropped as the guard who had escorted him into the room walked in once again, and escorted Nathan out. Just before Nathan left, he caught a fraction of a glimpse at the table that Connor was occupying. On it had a pile of cocaine that would make Scarface proud. 
The guard that’s escorting Nathan wasn’t the talkative type; Nathan guessed that right from the offset. It was a good job that the walk wasn’t far, because Nathan did not like uncomfortable silences. 
‘Okay we are here; I’m going in first, make sure everything is ready.’ The guard said disappearing behind a metal bolt locked door. The glimpse he had of the room when the guard walked in wasn’t clear, but he did know it was dark. After a minute or two the guard walks back out and signals Nathan to go in. 
He cautiously obliges and follows the heavy man in. The sight he is met with is one of squalor and pain as the room is dark but littered with clutter and rubbish. There is a man lying on a metal table, his hands cuffed to the table leg, leaving his arms in an unnatural position. The guard walks over to the man on the table and pulls something out of his jacket pocket. He snaps it and waves it underneath the man’s nose. The man on the table quickly comes too and starts panicking.
‘No no no no no no, please don’t kill me.’ The man says, now panicking even more as he squirms on the rickety metal table. The guard laughs and backhands the man. Blood spatters out of the man’s nose and lands on the table. The guard wipes his knuckles off on a paper towel, once white but now bloody because of the powerful strike of the back hand.  He turns to Nathan with a twisted smile on his face, a murderous rage in his eye.
‘Make this bastard talk, make it fast’ the guard says. 
 
 
 
 



Twenty Four
Crystal had just woken up after dosing off while reading her book. The lights in the train affecting her vision giving a blurred outline of the cabin, she breaths in trying to compose herself while stretching out her arms, attempting to find relief in her movement and snap her out of drowsiness. When she finally comes too she realises her friend Jenifer that was beside her before she fell asleep was no longer there, neither was Jason. She starts to panic for the safety of her friend and gets up from her seat. 
She walks down the train’s aisle while the train’s cabin shakes violently as it glides down the track at high speeds.  She reaches the toilet cubicles at the end of the cabin.
‘Jenifer, are you there?’ She whispers while tapping on the first cubicle door. 
‘There’s no Jenifer here lady’ a man’s voice says from inside the toilet.
She shakes her head in embarrassment and instead of saying anything she moves onto the next cubicle. Before knocking she realises that the sign on the door says vacant, so she moves onto the third one. As she approaches the cubicle she can hear the faint sounds of a women breathing heavily. Accompanying that sound with the cubicle door shaking as if it was engulfed in a minor earthquake. The shaking seems to be getting stronger until she hears the lady inside climax in pleasure.
Crystal is at a panic at the sound of the toilet door opening and Jason stepping out, looking pleased at himself. He turns and sees Crystal leaning against the second cubicle door. She has a look of terror and embarrassment in her eyes, awkwardly fused into one intense and unpleasant feeling. On the other hand Jason is the complete opposite with a look of hunger and fortitude in his eyes. He shuts the toilet door behind him and moves closer to Crystal, touching her hand as he stares deeply into her flustering eyes. She immediately pulls her hand away at the feeling of his cold harsh touch. 
‘You liked what you were hearing or do you just enjoy spying on me?’ says Jason in a calm and seductive voice.
Crystal’s expression openly squirms at the sound of his question. 
‘I was just going to the toilet, you caught me as I was about to go in’ 
Jason laughs 
‘Sure. Next time maybe you won’t have to be a spectator, maybe just maybe you and me can have some fun.’ Jason says while looking at crystal’s curly brown hair that curved and waved until it bounced off her shoulders. Her tight white blouse that teased her cleavage was growing ever more attractive in his mind. Her hazel brown eyes filled with sparkle and life as she looked at him in shock of what he had just said. 
‘I’m not interested Jayson. Not one bit.’ She says forcibly.
Moving closer to her he leans in ready to whisper something into her ear. The smell of perfume on her neck was enticing yet another erection which was visible to crystal who did not dare look him in the eyes. He laughs and walks off leaving crystal standing by herself, tightening her fists.
 
 
 
 
 



Twenty Five
The pills that Frank would usually take were strewn all over the bathroom floor. He had just come to after blacking out. His eye sight wasn’t at its best, as the bathroom was looking dimly lit, but he knew that his vision would kick in again and sure enough it did after he sat up and gasped for air.
‘I got to get a handle on this’ he says to himself, still sitting down on the bathroom floor like a lost soul seeking answers in the most unlikely places. Frank gets up and straightens himself up, patting down his clothes to get the invisible feel of helplessness off him. He picks up the empty pill container off the floor and looks at it, a static gaze forms in his eyes, one filled with pain and retribution, a heed for vengeance that he feels he must take on himself, but one he knows that is caused by his Veratril dependency. He stands there for a long while and finally comes to a decision, one that he had entertained since the moment he woke up that day.
He picks up the pills from the floor and puts them back in to the container; with one last look he throws the pill container in the waste paper basket while holding a smile on his face. Frank walks over to the broken mirror and catches a glimpse of himself on a shard of glass that remains embedded into the fragile frame. He walks out of the bathroom, back into the incident room’s long corridor leading to the control center. As he strides down the corridor he notices the blank expressions on the agents walking in the opposite direction to him. Their faces were expressionless holding nothing but a futile spark in their eyes, as they make their way to wherever they are heading. Not one of them makes eye contact with him, but every one of them acknowledges him with a candid “Sir” as he walks by. Frank does nothing but nod, preventing himself from engaging in conversation in his fragile state.   
He finally reaches the control room where he is met by Chief Shaw, as he walks over to greet Frank with a stern look on his face. 
‘We just got word that Chase will be going live in a few minutes.’ Says Shaw
Frank’s expression grows wary but he keeps a brave face on.
‘Okay. What have we got on Connor that we can use to our advantage?’ Frank asks
‘I’m afraid we haven’t got anything new on the guy. Every one that knows him is either dead or being held hostage. It sort of makes our job a lot harder.’
Frank shakes his head in disappointment.
‘Are you saying that a man that blew up the downtown police precinct and is holding his former co-workers at ransom is harder to nail than a guy done for speeding down the five seven interstate?’ 
‘It’s not that simple Frank. Speeding tickets and infraction felonies are not dangerous cases. Sure we could go in all guns blazing and lose more hostages then we save. But the bottom line is this, we need to plan our entrance into the building so we can neutralise the threat as quickly as possible. We can’t lose any of the hostages or even Connor or any of his men. They are more valuable to us alive then dead or we would have nuked the place 5 hours ago.’
‘This is bullshit chief! I’m tired of sitting here waiting for that piece of shit to dictate his terms. Why the fuck are we endearing this guy? Are we that weak that we can’t show some pressure on him? Is that what this is, some pin the tail on the donkey game? This is not a game and I am tired of people around here forgetting where they put their nuts!’ Frank says loud enough to draw the attention of the surrounding officers gawping at the TV set waiting for Connors stream to start.
‘That’s right, keep looking. All of you should be working out our next plan, not sitting back here waiting for his god dam speech. Your voluntarily giving him what he wants, and that’s our attention. We should be half way to the insertion point by now, gearing up and putting some one on point, then breeching the building and taking out those scum bags.’
Chief Shaw leans into Frank.
‘I think it’s best if you go get some rest. You’re burning yourself out Frank. That won’t be good for any of us. ‘
‘You know what Chief, I’m leaving but it isn’t to get some rest, after all that’s all I’ve been doing since I’ve gotten here. I’m going to get the job done; I’m fed up of twiddling my thumbs waiting for something to happen.’ 
‘You leave here Frank then consider yourself off the case.’ 
Frank smiles at Chief Shaw and walks out of the control room. 
‘I mean It Frank don’t you do anything stupid!’ Shaw shouts out loud trying to change franks now made up mind.  As Frank disappears out of the door, the room erupts into a low but audible bustling of gossip. DA Eddie Smith walks out of his office looking perplexed and curious to what is going on. He strides over to Chief Shaw who is looking nervously at the District Attorney.
‘You okay David?’ asks the DA
‘Frank McKenzie has gone on some vigilante justice spree or something to try and obtain the capture or kill of Connor and his team.’ 
‘What are you on about? We need to stop him from doing anything that would jeopardise the case’
‘It’s okay sir, we have a large amount of agents based just outside the M.I.T public relations building covering the whole perimeter, its impenetrable sir. No one is getting in or out without us knowing.’
‘That’s all good and well but you don’t know Frank. Once he gets something into his head, that’s it. He’s going to do it. I have known Frank for a very long time. The man is not only one of the most upright and straight-shooting person I know, he is also a killing machine.’
‘You’re also forgetting he is a man of the badge. I have known him long enough to know that the badge means everything to him.’ Says Chief Shaw
‘It’s the only thing he’s got since his family were killed, because of the badge.  Then you took it away from him. Now he has nothing to lose; Thanks to us.’ Says the DA
Shaw looks at Eddie Smith in contempt but holds back his tongue to not start another argument in the incident room. Plus Eddie is the DA and what Eddie says, no matter how provocative, Shaw must hold back.
A senior officer walks over to the DA and the Chief who look as if they are about to go at it tooth and nail.
‘Sorry to interrupt but Connor Chase has just gone Live’ says the officer
Chief Shaw and the DA follow the senior officer to the big screen TV where the rest of the team are standing watching the live broadcast that Chase is streaming. Eddie looks at the faces of the men that surround the TV. Each one of them anxious and intrigued to hear what Connor has to say next. Eddie had that same very look on his face as he zoned into the television screen. 
‘Hello again, I’m not going to bother to reintroduce myself as I’m already aware of the fellowship I have on the web and the news. You’re probably sick of seeing me by now and rightfully so. After all I did ruin a sunny day in Boston by murdering a bunch of people and what not. But you, the people, the people of the United States of America need to realise my motivations behind this. I’m no barbarian that craves blood at the drop of a hatchet. I am a man with a mission and that mission is to make the world a better place! That’s right, I said world. My goal isn’t only to make the US a better place; it’s to make everywhere else an exact mirror image of our progress. I figure that shouldn’t be too hard considering the rest of the world always uses us as an example. Today I am going to test that theory; More on that later though.
In the mean time I am here to bring to light the corruptness of the so called protectors of this city. They are the same people that are tasked with capturing me and sentencing me to prison time or death. I am obviously talking about the Boston PD. They have been working their asses off trying to get a lead on me. The usual protocols are as follows: A man murders people, capture the man dead or alive within the boundaries and rules of the law. I am glad to say that they are sticking to this rule. Apart from the obvious fact that they have yet to capture me, but I have no doubt on whether they are capable. I know dam well that the police in this city are capable of arresting me. It’s just the odd few that worry me. 
I am aware that the standard procedure with most attempted Capturing’s of a criminal is to do a psyche report on the said perp. I accept that and fully expect it. I’m just not comfortable with the idea that a detective can waste the tax payer’s money on talking to my former boss, and then have sexual relations with her on the same day of these testing times! I thought that the golden rule of police work was: NEVER FUCK A WITNESS. Well I know that’s probably inaccurate, seeing these filthy bastard pigs don’t have rules in the fear that when they break said rules, there would be consequences. I know the person who slept with Tasha my boss, well I know of him. Don’t get me wrong I’m not jealous of the guy nor do I wish she had slept with me. It’s just the simple principle that an officer of the law would be so consumed with finding me and my crew, who have disrupted such a sunny day, and then would still find time to bang a girl just because he could? That’s running a real bug risk! Having sex with the only witness and then watching her die at my hands because of his actions! Tasha would still be alive if she didn’t sleep with Frank McKenzie.’  
 
 
 



Twenty Six 
Nathan was staring into the eyes of the man who was shackled to the table now for about 15 minutes. He wasn’t sure what to do. He knew what was expected of him but he did not think that he could pull it off. The man was still unconscious due to the heavy backhand that he had received a mere quarter of an hour ago. Nathan did not have any smelling salts to wake the man up, nor did he want to wake the man up. The longer the prisoner was knocked out for the longer he had to figure this whole thing out. Nathan was standing across the room starring at the operating table where the man was laid out. He was leaning against the cold wall trying to shock himself into relevant thought. He was starting to panic at the thought of being found not doing anything. He was being made to torture the prisoner and if the guard walked in and found him lolly gagging then there would be consequences. 
‘Think God dammit!’ Nathan mutters to himself. 
At that moment the man on the table came to and started moaning in pain. He tried to sit up but was being restricted by the shackles around his arms and legs that held him firmly in place. Nathan shot across the room and confronted the prisoner. He put his hand on the prisoner’s shoulder which startled the man even more as he looked up at Nathan’s stern face.
‘Don’t hurt me!’ the man said. 
Nathan tried to reassure the prisoner with a gentle rub on the shoulder. 
‘Don’t worry. I’m here to help you. Everything is going to be fine as long as you give them what they want.’ 
The prisoner starts to cry in anguish. 
‘I don’t know what they want! I haven’t done anything wrong. They picked me out from the hostages and knocked me out. The next thing I know I wake up here. And then they knock me out again. And now you’re here. So forgive me if I’m a bit sceptical of your promise that everything is going to be alright. I’m just fed up of being knocked out!’
‘I can assure you that I am not going to knock you out! Just give me your name.’
‘The names John, People call me Hodgey though, stuck with me at high school.’ Said the man
‘Okay Hodgey. Are there any reasons you can think of as to why these people want you interrogated?’
The man shakes his head forcefully as if to make a point of his innocence. 
‘I don’t know man. Sometimes all it takes is just a look. One single look and I’m dog meat.’ 
‘I’m sure you won’t become a dog’s dinner John.’ 
‘Either way I’m still stuck here, tied up to a bloody operating table like an animal. I feel like an inmate on death row just about to serve his bid. ‘
‘Nothing is going to happen to you Hodgey. Just relax. What’s your clearance level at M.I.T.? I would assume you fall on the top layer of staff here.’
The man shook his head forcefully again. 
‘I’m just a janitor man. I clean all the mess up in this building. You know; shredded paper and polystyrene cups from the water dispenser. That’s about my entire work load, not exactly Mr Important around here.’
Nathan nods in confusion. 
‘So what is it that they possibly want from you?’ 
‘As I already said, I have no idea. You tell me!’
‘I was sent in here to get you to talk. That is what I’m trying to do.’ 
At that moment Nathan heard footsteps outside the door walking down the hallway towards the room he was in. He knew that these guys meant business so he had to protect himself from being found out. He grabbed a mallet that was lying on the table beside the bed, which was littered with sharp objects that Nathan knew were not intended to operate but to disfigure. He looked down at the man on the table who started to reel at the sight of the mallet and was going to let out a shriek when it was stopped by Nathan’s glove covered hand. He sighed in deeply and raised his arm in the air in a striking motion. 
‘I’m sorry Hodgey. I know I said that I would not knock you out, but I’m afraid that’s likely the safest option for you right now. I’ll be back to free you when I can. You have my word. ‘Nathan whispered to the man on the operating table, his hand still engulfing the man’s face. 
Nathan swung the mallet down hard onto the man’s knee. His screams were muffled by Nathan’s large hand still pressed on John’s face. The footsteps stopped on the outside. Suddenly the door opened and the guard that escorted Nathan earlier walked in, this time meaner than before, the bulky man strides over to Nathan and smiles. He looks down at Nathans hand that is covering John’s mouth. 
‘Let him scream. Were all friends here Nathan’ the guard says
Nathan lets his grip go on the man’s face; John lets out a massive scream in pain. 
‘My knee my god dam Knee, you bastard!’ John shouted in agony.
The guard looks down the table at John’s shattered knee, which looked like it had buckled and cracked. Painful looking indeed
‘Stop being a baby! You’ll be fine as long as you tell us what you know. Luckily for you, our friend Nathan here knows nothing about breaking knee caps. Yours is not broken. It’s dislocated. You will walk again, if you tell me what I want to know that is.’ The hefty guard said. 
‘I told you everything I know honestly, I’m not lying hon…..’ Before John could finish talking the guard had swung the mallet and hit him on the jaw, instantly knocking him unconscious. The sound of the impact was harsh in the cold silence of the room. The cracking of the jaw made Nathan even more wary of the seriousness of this situation.  The guard turns to Nathan and hands him the mallet.
‘When he wakes up, go for round two.’ 
 
 
 
 
 



Twenty Seven
Crystal had been sitting in silence now for a good thirty minutes, unsure what to say to her best friend who in her eyes had just gone against every principle that she thought they lived by. Crystal never thought of herself as a prude of such but more of a level headed person. She always made sure that Jenifer and her friends made the right decisions. She always took it upon herself to make sure that her friends never made any detrimental mistakes, mistakes that could cause them future harm. She saw it all too often, young bright women who had it all going for them, a future that consisted of more than just getting by. She hated when the people she knew threw everything away just for cheap thrills and eighteen years of responsibly. You could say that’s why Crystal has only ever been in one intimate relationship. That being said, she was with him for five years until she realized that the guy she was with had been playing the field behind her back. That’s probably the reason why she felt so strongly about putting her career first and sexual appetite second. 
Jenifer was sitting across from Crystal, trying to avoid eye contact with her friend. She knew how Crystal would react, she knew her all too well. She turned her head to the left to see Jason dozing off in his chair next to her. Jenifer finally gathered the strength needed and turned her head to face Crystal who by now was staring a hole into her. Crystal signalled Jenifer to get up and follow her. She did. Crystal got up and made her way to the toilets, closely followed by Jenifer. They both reached the toilet cubicles and Jenifer followed her friend into the cubicle. Crystal locked the door behind her and turned to Jenifer who looked on nervously at her.  
‘What the hell are you playing at?’ Crystal whispered in a harsh tone to her friend.
Jenifer started smiling while shaking her head in a disapproving fashion. 
‘I can do what I like; I don’t need permission from you Crystal.’ 
‘That’s beside the point. You don’t know this guy from anywhere. Let alone who he has slept with or what sort of guy he is.’ 
Jenifer yet again shows her disapproval of the conversation with a tainted chuckle that angers Crystal even more.
‘Say what you want to say, but what happened…. happened. End of story.’ 
‘What did happen?’ 
Jenifer laughs once again. 
‘The best sex I’ve had in a while. Now that’s saying something.’
Crystal’s and Jenifer’s voices were muffled on the other side of the door as Jason pressed his ear against the cubicle to listen intently. At the sound of their voices he smiled a sinister yet goofy smile. A smile that could stop a person in his tracks, a smile that could make you questions the sanity of the person wearing it. His eyes grew even wider with every word that flowed out of both girls mouths. His lips grew even dryer, prompting him to lick them as a lion licks his before devouring his prey. 
 
 
 



Twenty Eight
‘Yeah it’s me Jacob. I got a problem; I need that hardware that you promised me. Okay, I’ll meet you there in a bit. I’ll drive down. I’m going to be in a Ford Capri.’ 
 The phone goes dead as Frank puts it back into his coat pocket. He takes a sip of his Starbucks medium cup whipped late with extra sprinkles. Frank looks down at his cardboard cup that’s seeping with foam that’s trickling down the sides.  He surveys the heavily packed Starbucks that’s overflowing with customers and commotion as he remains idle. Observing his surroundings from his corner table, he smiles to himself as he witnesses the farm like behaviour of the people in Starbucks. He envisions the chaos with a smile as people are rushing around ordering coffee, serving coffee, and eating overpriced cakes and sandwiches. He notices how people are clamouring for seats and tables at the establishment. He wonders why it was so easy for him to get a seat at Starbucks. 
It wasn’t his badge; he had thrown that into a waste bin at the incident building. So people are not being courteous to him because of his profession. It baffles him, and then it starts to eat at him. Frank’s hand starts to twitch as he’s holding his cup of coffee. He notices it immediately and quickly shoots his hand underneath the table so no one notices his strange behaviour. The whole place is chaotic in the sense of the usual lunchtime rush hour, but the day’s events had left a very eerie atmosphere in Boston, Frank felt it on the streets and he also felt it in the coffee shop. The backtracking thought of him managing to gain a seat so easily on this day was still eating at him. He could not put his finger on it until he turned his head slightly from surveying the front of house. 
Frank notices a little girl staring at him. Her stare draws a bigger hole in Frank’s sole than any other stare he had previously witnessed. The little girl who had plain features but stood out with her pale skin and bright red hair was still staring at Frank while accompanying a scornful smirk on her face, but distilled sadness in her eyes. The girl quickly turns to her mother who’s sitting right next to her and shakes her arm to get her attention. The mother who was busy talking to a passer-by turned around and asked her daughter what was wrong, not with words but a look. The littler girl turns to face Frank’s direction yet again, and then ominously points square in the direction of where Frank is sitting. The mother looks at Frank and as soon as her eyes meet his, she quickly grabs her girl and rushes out of the coffee shop, leaving Frank in shock of what he’s seeing. 
‘What the fuck was her problem?’ He asks himself quietly, or so he thought, as a few dozen people stare at him in shock of his outburst. He shakes his head in frustration and downs his lukewarm late. He grabs his cigarettes that lay on the table next to his empty cup. Frank stands up and walks across the Starbucks seating area towards the men’s toilets, his hands are in his pocket rustling his pill container,  his sole’s succumbing to the seductive sound of rattling, he breaths in deeply as he reaches the toilet door and he stares at the stick man figure on it, his heart races hard and fast as he opens the door and enters the toilets. By now his pills have found their way to his hand, and as soon as the door closes behind him, they have found their way to his mouth.
 
 
 
 
 
 



Twenty Nine 
Eddie smith is pacing up and down in his temporary office at the incident room. His pacing was being witnessed by Chief Shaw who was sitting down on a chair facing the DA’s desk. Eddie was pacing behind Shaw but the chief was catching the reflection of the DA’s nervous strides on a mirror that was stacked behind Eddie’s desk, on top of some large cardboard boxes that were acting as the mirrors support braces. The relentless pace of the DA carried on for a few more minutes while Shaw remained seated in silence. Eddie then stopped dead in the center of the room and shook his head firmly in disgust. 
‘SHIT!’ Eddie yelled 
His pacing continued 
‘How the hell did this happen? How the hell did I not see he was unstable?’ Eddie yelled once more 
Chief Shaw remained seated, by now he was looking at the DA’s reflection in the mirror, the anger in the DA’s eyes were evident in the brimstone tone that accompanied every word that came out of his mouth at that moment in time. The DA’s pace grew ever quicker, while Shaw just sat back in his seat letting Eddie vent out his frustrations. 
‘I was good to him! I let him come back…. I insisted he came back…..To save him. Now I find out about his visit to Tasha’s bed today of all days! Is he that stupid to think that sleeping with a key witness would fly with me? Did he honestly think that I would just never find out? Obviously it pissed Connor Chase off something rotten and now I have to deal with the fallout. Guess it’s fitting, seeing the District Attorney of Boston Massachusetts has nothing better to do then file a warrant out for the arrest of Frank McKenzie, my best friend and the best detective working in this department! It’s not like there isn’t any other warrants needing my attention, because Boston has only had one crime in the past 38 hours.’  Eddie smith vents sarcastically
Chief Shaw smiles at Eddie as he turns around to finally face his distraught boss. 
‘Has there really only been one crime since Chase stated this thing?’ Shaw asks 
Eddie smith shakes his head in annoyance at the Chief of police’s question. 
‘No of course there hasn’t! All violent assaults and robberies have been put on hold, orders from Chase and his followers! Don’t be naive Shaw. I’ve had over ten warrants being asked for since this case started. It’s all fallout from this shit storm of a case. The mayor wants to ask the president to issue a state of emergency, but I fear it will only make the situation worst. We have had seven murders in the past twenty nine hours. That’s ten per cent of what we usually get a year, murder wise we look at about three murders a fortnight even that is a heavy case load if you want to do right by the victim and their families by solving the case and giving closure to the associates of the victim. On top of the mindless assaults that have happened, we have had a tremendous amount of looting going on. This thing with Chase is causing more than a ripple now; it’s starting to strain our police force and fire and rescue teams. We need to lock down this thing now, or we could be in the shit.’
Chief Shaw gets up from his seat and faces the DA
‘We can’t do that sir.’ Says Shaw 
‘Why not, I don’t see the big problem here. We go in, get them. That’s it. What’s the hold up?’ 
‘It’s a little more complicated than that sir. Our intelligence suggests that they have every exit booby trapped with explosives. Not to mention they have sentries stationed everywhere in the building, all armed with automatic weaponry and explosives.’
Eddie shakes his head disapprovingly. 
‘Intelligence, what fucking intelligence would that be?’ 
Shaw turns back to face the mirror in the clunky office 
‘Intelligence from the units stationed on the ground, outside of the M.I.T building.’ 
The DA starts laughing, much to the annoyance of Chief Shaw 
‘How can they possibly know if there are sentries in the building, and that they have booby trapped the entrances and exits. Is there something you’re not telling me? Or cant my Harvard educated brain distinguish bullshit from ballistics?’ 
Shaw looks down at the floor intently as if to disguise something. 
‘No sir. You know everything you need to know’ He says quietly 
‘Well good, because I wouldn’t want to be in the position of the person trying to swindle a Washington appointed District Attorney out of valuable information that he has every legal right in knowing.’ 
The room goes silent; the DA smiles and walks out of the room as if his point was made more valid by the absence of his presence. 
Chief Shaw remains seated, looking down at the floor intently trying to figure out something in his head. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a cell phone. He starts going through the phones menus until he reaches the SMS menu. He punches in a text. He quickly types out the words and hits send, all within about thirty seconds, as if he wants the message out there as quickly as possible. He stares bleakly at the LCD screen until it read “MESSAGE SENT” 
He scrolls down to the sent box and re reads the message he just sent for clarity. 
“Hourly report A.S.A.P” 
Shaw puts the cell phone back in his pocket and gets up from his seat. He spots a pack of cigarettes on the DA’s desk and swipes a cigarette out of the pack. He lights it up and throws the pack back onto the mahogany desk and walks out of the office. 
 



Thirty 
A flashing light goes off accompanied by the unmistakable hum of the vibration that rattles the cell phone violently, nearly twisting it in a three hundred and sixty degree rotation on top of the operating table. Nathan quickly grabs the vibrating phone off the table and reads the text message on it. He looks around nervously and quickly shuffles the cell into his inside bomber jacket pocket. He looks down at John who had come through at the sound of the vibrating phone that’s near his head on the table he’s tied down to. He looks up at Nathan with a half-smile, his face covered in blood from the previous beating he had received at the hands of Nathan and the guard. 
‘So much for I ‘m not going to knock you out John, I promise’ John says 
Nathan smiles down at the man. 
‘I know I’m sorry about that. It’s just if I did not do anything then it would look bad on me and blow my cover.’ 
John’s eyes widen 
‘So you’re a cop! I knew it; you’re here to save us all!’ 
Nathan shakes his head 
‘No I’m not a cop! I would appreciate it if you don’t blurt out shit like that seeing you’re going to get me killed, and then I can’t control what happens to you can I?’ 
John nods his head in agreement; a slight embarrassed look accompanies his apologetic smile. 
‘Sorry sir.’ 
Nathan smiles 
‘Call me Nathan. Look don’t worry, everything is going to be okay. I’ll get you out of here, I promise.’ 
‘How are you going to do that have you got any plans?’ 
‘I’ve always got a plan. Thankfully, I’m not the only one trying to help you and the people who work here. There is a heavy police presence surrounding the building. SWAT is here, and helicopters are flying above us. So there is no way any one is getting out of here without being shot or rescued.’ 
John puts on a brave face. 
‘Shot or rescued it is then’ 
‘Don’t worry John I’ll get you out of here, you’ve just got to sit tight at the minute and wait for everything to be set in motion. In the meantime you need to tell me everything you could possibly know about this place and why everyone is being held hostage and why most importantly you are the only one being tortured.’ 
‘Like I said I don’t know. I’m just the janitor.’ 
Nathan pats John on the shoulder to comfort him. 
The door to the torture room abruptly opens and the guard from the previous time comes rushing in, heavy framed and heavy footed. He slams the door behind him and turns to face Nathan who is caught unexpectedly standing over the bed in a casual manner. He hurtles towards Nathan with his fists clenched to his sides. 
‘What the hell is going on here?’ the guard shouts 
‘Nothing…’ 
Before Nathan can finish the man interrupts him
‘Exactly, you’re doing nothing. I set you a task and you’re standing here doing nothing. The prisoner is awake, did I not say to carry on the interrogation once he wakens?’ 
‘Yes you did, and I have been. He hasn’t given me anything useful. He says he is just the janitor. Maybe we have the wrong man.’ 
John remains spread out on the operating table. He starts to breathe in sporadically while trying to keep his nerve. The chains around his wrists have grated into his skin; the blood running down his arms from his wounds have turned a dark brownie colour abrasively scabbing over. 
The guard smiles, his tense hands remain at his sides
‘We may have the wrong man indeed. But your opinion is not important here, you were given an order and you disobeyed.’
‘I did what you asked, I found nothing.’ 
The guard smiles once more. His yellow teeth are gleaming through his tight bloodless lips.
‘Well if that’s the truth then maybe you’re right, maybe we don’t need him anymore. If he hasn’t got anything useful to tell us then I don’t think we need him.’ Before Nathan can do anything and John could say anything, the guard walks up to the table where John is shackled and pulls out a hand gun, all of which seemed to be running in slow-motion for Nathan, as the guard raises his arm and places the barrel of the 9MM firmly on Johns head, as John’s eyes drifted back to face the guard looking down at him, the heavy set man fires the gun at point blank range into his forehead. The jolting action the weapon makes as the recoil springs the guards arm a few Milometers up from its shooting position is accompanied by a faint but vibrant muzzle flash that lights the dimly lit room, the light ricochets off the metallic surface of the bed and is soon replaced with an explosion of red that find its way out of John’s skull. Shades of his life are now plastered all over the floor just below his head that now hangs off the operating table.  Blood had sprayed all up the Guards arm and now drips off the guns barrel, as the guard turns to face Nathan who is wide eyed with shock, the slow-motion that had commenced earlier  had now abruptly hankered itself out and was replaced by the image of the guard’s fist landing square in the middle of Nathans face. 
 



Thirty One 
The year 2006: SIX YEARS BEFORE BOARDING THE TRAIN 
‘Okay class. Its two weeks before graduation so I thought we would just have a discussion about what everyone plans on doing after high school. Will you go to college or will you get a job? I want a serious class discussion! No innuendos or mentioning of illegal practises, let’s keep it clean and positive.’  Mrs Gardener said 
The classroom is filled with around 30 students, all them have excitement peppered on their faces. Mrs Gardener stands at the front of the class in a short but classy dress; her legs are tanned, they are sporting some knee high black boots. She wore a white thrilled blouse that was buttoned up. Some would say she looked good for her age, being 39; she was still able to make 18 year old boy’s pay attention in class. Albeit they were most likely paying attention to her, and not at what she was saying.
Jason Bordello was sitting down at his desk at the back of the class, which was usually reserved for the troublemakers of the classroom. Mrs Gardener adhered to a strict code where she believed that the students are less likely to shout out obscenities of any nature from the back, out of the spotlight of the classes glaring eyes. She was under the impression that the boys in her class were disruptive because of one reason and one reason only. Her name was Stephanie Pollard. She was a cheerleader for the schools undergraduate football team. The Scorchers haven’t won a game in a while, but every boy in the school loved and worshiped that young lady. She was blonde and had a body that most MTV music videos would cast, and most Porn directors would hire. Stephanie knew her place in the world, well she knew where she believed she should be in the world, and that was right at the top. 
Jason Bordello was not made to sit at the back with the delinquents; he chose to sit at the back of the classroom, it was his decision. That had always surprised Mrs Gardener, but she thought nothing of it seeing that Jason’s work was adequate for a pass grade and his domineer was quiet, both in the classroom and out of it. She never saw him as a troublemaker of such, more of a quiet rouge. She would always catch him looking at her with his deep steel cold blue eyes, she sometimes looked back, but it never manifested into anything more than that. 
Today Mrs Gardener noticed the class were less enthusiastic about the task at hand. She could empathize with them, seeing it was nearing the end of semester. She thought of a way to energize the predominantly male classroom.
‘Okay class, I can see that most of you are tiered, but I’m telling you this will be a great way of marking down your futures. After all, graduation is around the corner and that can only mean one thing; you are all growing up! I’m sure some of you will end up going to college and others have made jobs waiting for them, I’m interested in hearing what everyone will be getting up to. This will be the last couple of weeks that many of you will see each other, it would be nice to know what our friends are going to get up to once we are no longer in their lives anymore.’ 
A student butts in
‘We’re not dying Mrs Gardner’ 
Mrs Gardner laughs
‘I know Trent. It’s just I’m going to miss all of you’ 
She starts to cry a little. Mrs Gardener makes sure to wipe the tears away so her classroom full of students don’t see her being emotional. 
‘We are all dying’ Jason says quietly. His voice sending a chill down the room, all the way from the back of the classroom, he sat in his chair, slumped over his desk twiddling a pencil. 
Mrs Gardener looks down at him, as do the rest of the class. He sits up in his seat, and stretches out. He looks at the room full of eyes staring at him blankly. 
‘What?’ He says
‘There’s no need for that sort of negativity Jason’ Mrs Gardener says
Jason starts laughing. The chill down the room is met with an ice like dagger of cackling. 
‘There’s nothing negative about the truth. You people live in this bubble of goo and think the world is made of marshmallows and green pillows. The world is not paved with gold. People die horrific deaths every day and the only thing you people are worried about is what half assed job we are going to get when we leave this shithole. There is no dream job or college. Harvard is just a building, just because Bill Gates went there does not mean if you attend, you will have your own Microsoft one day. Life is about hardship and struggle. That’s what makes a man. That’s what makes a woman. You can’t build character on good living. Character is built through stressful times of pain and sorrow. Not Saturdays at the mall at a 75% off sale. Nor are they built on fairy tales of happily ever after and once upon a time. People need to stop thinking about the good that will happen to them, and start thinking about the greater good that they can create. Life is not about what you get out of it, but what you give it. To answer your question Mrs Gardener, I will be making a difference however I can. Be it good or bad, as long as I make my mark on this world, I will die a happy man. So enjoy your spring breaks, your student loans and your so called education. Because before you know it, you would have learnt everything you did not need to know, and missed out on the only thing you need know. Don’t fucking take notice of what other people are doing, because before you know it everyone will be doing it and it will be old news. Be unique, be the originator. Make sure your slice of apple pie is humble enough that everyone wants a bite.’
The classroom is silent at the result of Jason’s speech. The silence stems on for a while more until the class erupts in cheers and applause. The smile on Mrs Gardner’s face is wider than any one has ever seen before.  The ice cold look of steel is momentarily gone from Jason’s eyes as he sits half grinning at his ovation while spinning his pencil on the table with one hand. 
 



Thirty Two
‘So you’re here to see who again?’ The guard asks patiently while scanning the photo id badge.
Frank ruffles his hand through his hair not so patiently. 
‘I’m here to see Jacob Reach.’ 
The guard smiles while handing back the photo ID to Frank McKenzie. 
‘Well that might be a problem Mr McKenzie. Not everyone gets a visit with the defence minister just like that. I’m going to have to run your name through the system and get some clearance on the situation.’ 
Frank shakes his head in frustration as the guard reaches down to his radio and moves it closer to his mouth. Frank’s hands are clenched in anger as he stands outside the government building in broad daylight, feeling exposed and in danger. Before Frank can react, he is snapped out of his daze at the voice of Jacob Reach approaching him and the guard. 
‘Hey harry, don’t worry about him, I have Frank here pencilled in for a visit.’ Jacob says just before reaching the two men. The guard nods in understanding and puts his radio back in its holster. Jacob walks closer to the guard and says something into his ear. 
‘Understood sir’ the guard responds quietly. 
The uneasy feeling the Frank had minutes before Jacob showed up had come back with a vengeance. Frank did not like whispering, nor did he like it when it was about him. Before Frank could say anything, the big security gates to the building opened up and Frank got back into his car. Jacob walked over to the passenger side of the car and tried opening the door. Frank sat in his seat contemplating whether it was a good idea coming to meet Jacob; he unlocked the door for Jacob and waited till he sat down; then they drove off into the government building in silence
 
 



Thirty Three
Crystal sat there in the train for what felt like years, but in reality was no more than four hours. She began to bite her nails again, biting the ridges right down to the skin. She was on edge and any one could see that. Facing opposite Crystal was her friend Jenifer, who now was fast asleep, resting her head against the trains vibrating window, ever so often looking uncomfortable as the train swerved side to side on the tracks. 
Next to Jenifer was Jason. He wasn’t fast asleep, nor was he facing the window. Jason had been staring at Crystal ever since Jenifer went to sleep. Crystal’s nail biting had become even more corrosive as her mouth dissolved the remaining sheen of her once immaculate manicure. Jason remained seated, staring a hole in to her that only evil could fill. She wanted to say something, tell him where to stick it, to stop looking at her but she couldn’t. 
She wondered why a person of her age was feeling sentiments of disapproval regarding the promiscuous relationship that her friend Jenifer and their new found friend Jason were having. She understood the reasons behind it, after all Jason was a good looking man, a man with more than charm and looks. A man that oozed everything that Hollywood and pop culture had taught her was acceptable when growing up.  She thought that maybe she was jealous of Jenifer’s new found Romeo. 
She lets out a giggle, unintentionally. 
Jason smiled at her and leant forward as if to talk to her in a more private manner. He smiled once more. 
‘What’s so funny Crystal?’ He asks his tone remaining indifferent. 
Crystal shakes her head. 
‘Nothing, why would there be anything funny?’ 
‘Well call me old fashioned but the last time I checked when someone lets out a giggle, there is usually something funny behind that reaction. Don’t hold me to that though, its pure conspiracy!’
She lets out a smile, a curved one at that. 
‘Oh she does have a smile then! I was wondering when I was going to see that gorgeous smile again!’ Jason says, while leaning in further. 
Crystal feels more at ease with him even if still a little uncomfortable. 
‘Look Jason. I think me and you have gotten off to a bad start. I’m not always like this.’ She says while her brown hair bounces within timing to the train’s turns. 
‘Like what? You have been nothing but nice to me’ Jason’s southern accent makes it presence felt again. Soothing, calm. 
Crystal blushes and flicks her bouncing hair away from her eyes, revealing her beauty as well as her remorse. Jason reaches out to her and lays his hand on top of hers. Comforting, calculated.
‘Look Crystal, I don’t have any gripes with someone looking out for their friend. It’s natural and downright normal. I would be cautious as well if I was a beautiful girl traveling an express train with her equally beautiful friend. You can’t be too careful these days, as you said; there are a lot of creeps around. I can assure you I’m not one of them.’ 
She nods in agreement, her hands sweaty underneath his, not from heat but from nerves. The kind of nerves that find their way when you feel uncomfortable, not because you’re scared but because you know it feels right, but it’s so wrong. 
‘I understand Jason. But I don’t know if you understand what I’m saying here. It’s not that I think you’re a creep, it’s just that maybe you have chosen the wrong girl’ 
‘Is that so?’ Jason says, now leaning in close enough to smell her perfume. Close enough to seal the deal.
 
 



Thirty Four
‘Still no news sir, we have an APB out on Frank but Boston PD can’t seem to put a radar on this guy’s ass. He is literally off the map. Not even a blip sir!’ The officer says, standing up straighter then most men stand, the reason being that this lowly ranked officer has been giving the opportunity to address the progress on the case to the DA. My lucky break he thinks
Eddie Smith sits in his chair contemplating whether to drink another glass. He stares deeper into his whisky bottle that’s propped up on his desk, wondering whether there is any gold at the bottom of this rainbow, or more to his circumstances, whether there is any hope at the bottom of the bottle. 
‘Sir, what do you suggest we do?’ The officer’s voice penetrates Eddie’s thoughts. He finally levels his eyes up to the officer standing in his office and gives him a smile. 
‘Well Officer….’ Eddie waits for the officer to state his name
‘Mullins sir, Officer Mullins’ states the officer. 
‘Well officer Mullins, I suggest you keep on looking for this son of a bitch! What do you want me to do, go out there in a squad car with you and reel him in?’ 
‘No sir I…’
‘Don’t kid. I’m the District Attorney for Boston Massachusetts, My job is to insure the prosecution of criminals and clean these streets, ridding me of them all. You think I have the time to just dedicate my resources to one AWOL detective?’ 
‘No sir I don’t’  
‘Well even though I can’t put all my officers into the fray, I have you! Seeing that you are so gung-ho then I’m tasking you with a special little mission’

Officer Mullins swallows hard, avoiding eye contact with the DA
‘Do you hear me?’ Asks Eddie
‘Yes sir, I here you.’ 
‘Aren’t you going to ask me what special assignment I have planned for you?’ 
There is a silence in the room that lasts only a few seconds
‘What’s my assignment sir?’ 
‘DO YOUR FUCKING JOB! IS THAT CLEAR OFFICER MULLINS?’ Shouts the DA. 
‘Yes Sir!’ Mullins says, trying to compose himself. 
‘Now get out there and search harder. Use the whole goddam Boston PD Reserves if you have to. I want Frank McKenzie In custody as soon as possible. Is that clear?’ 
‘Yes sir.’ 
‘Good now get going’ 
Officer Mullins leaves the room, hat in hand, and pride non-existent. He closes the door behind him leaving the DA sitting at his desk in silence, Eddie breaths in deeply, trying to gain control over the situation.  He reaches into his coat jacket and pulls out a pack of twenty Lucky Strikes, brand new down to the film. He unwraps the protective packaging and rips open the top half of the cigarette packet, grabbing one cigarette and quickly lighting it up. 
He blows smoke rings until the cigarette burns down to the filter. He flicks the butt into the bin, and grabs his whisky bottle. Pouring himself another drink he sighs and looks into the full glass of brown liquor. 
‘End of the rainbow here I come’ He mutters to himself as he raises his glass to his mouth and takes a sip. 
 



Thirty Five
‘Were going live in two minutes Chase’ says the bulky technician. Connor nods. 
Connor Chase is sitting down on a crate, using it as a makeshift seat, staring hard into the camera lens. His reflection is distorted, bent, through the shiny surface of the 30 x zoom 28 megapixel camera. The camera is resting on a tripod; the feet are muddy due to the condition of the floor. 
‘Not an ideal studio ay boys’ Connor laughs 
The group of guards and technicians surrounding him don’t respond. 
Connor surveys the surrounding area of the DIY studio they have put together in the offices of the M.I.T Building. The place is a mess with loose wiring and clutter. Debris from the trashing of the computers that once occupied that area are still strewn all over the place. The blood from the execution style killing of Tasha has stained the floor, meshing in with the dirt and plastic trimmings. Chase turns around to see the white sheet cover used as a background covered in blood. 
‘I thought I told you guys to clean this place up. It looks like a slaughter house!’ 
One of the guards laughs. Connor gets up and walks over to the hired hand. 
‘Is there something funny here that I’m missing?’ 
The guard shakes his head. 
‘I could have sworn that I heard you laughing at my slaughter house remark’ 
‘No sir’ the man replies. 
Connor grins. 
‘Oh so your calling me a liar then?’
The guard emphatically shakes his head
‘No sir of course not’ 
‘Of course not’ says Connor in a calm manner. 
Chase quickly grabs his gun from his holster and raises it forward. Before the barrel hits the direction of the burley guard, he shoots. The bullet hits the man in the chest; blood trickles out of the man’s mouth, while he falls to the ground, the sound finally catches up, and blasts the area with a deafening ringing sound. 
‘Of course not’ He repeats as he holsters his weapon once more. 
 Chase turns around to witness his employees all staring at him, grim faced at the situation. 
‘I don’t have time for people who question my actions, nor do I have time for people who force me into questionable actions. This here gentleman is an operation, and operations need leaders. If you feel that any of those leader type qualities are lacking in me then feel free to walk out. I have my reasons for being here and so do you. Your reasons may not match mine but I shit you not, mine are the only ones that matter! So when I tell you to do something, do it. I don’t want people watching these proceeding thinking that I’m some sort of maniac hell bent on killing people. That’s the wrong sort of message I’m trying to convey here. What we want gentleman, is true freedom and privacy to do what we want when we want. Our information is not currency, that’s what we are here for. Sometimes there are casualties of war, that inevitable. I understand that, and so should you. I don’t want to be surrounded by the actions of the past, nor do I want people to be constantly reminded of whoever we execute here. So when I tell you to clean it up, it’s not because I want some chores done, it’s because it could affect the way people see us. We killed and kill the people we kill because of one reason and one reason only. The government did not cooperate. If we have the place looking like a war zone then people won’t blame it on the government, they will call us terrorists, not revolutionaries! So clean this dam mess up!’ 
Connor brushes himself down and sits back on the crate staring deep into the lens once more. 
 



Thirty six
‘It was risky coming down here Frank. They have an APB out on you, things could have gotten bad if any one radioed in your name. You would have gone up like a Christmas tree and then what?’ Jacob Asks McKenzie while pouring himself a cup of coffee. 
Frank is sitting down on a chair facing Jacob’s official looking office desk. He looks around the room and notices the large paintings of Jacob on the wall, like a stately home would have back in the eighteen hundreds. He thinks to himself. Asks himself one question, why so much grandeur? Frank has come across a lot of people in the political game in his career. All of them share the same characteristics when it comes to life style. Cut from the poor, give to the rich. Most media like to portray certain politicians as “for the people” but a lot of them don’t take into account the huge expenses these men and women take while furnishing their buildings, dressing their selves up for functions and driving limos to the airport while hopping on to private jets for globetrotting. 
‘Nice office Jacob’ Frank remarks. 
Jacob looks around the office trying to figure out if Frank was being a smart ass or the latter. 
‘Thanks’ He replies. 
‘It’s very stately wouldn’t you say?’ Says Frank
‘Yeah, you’re probably right there. It does its job though.’  
Frank shakes his head in disappointment while lighting a cigarette up, his second cigarette in twenty minutes. 
‘Tell me something Jacob. Why do you need all those pictures of yourself in the office? Do you forget what you look like or something? Surely a mirror would do the job just fine. No need for portraits of yourself. It’s just my opinion.’ 
Jacob nods in agreement, sipping his coffee examining Frank’s question with his eyes. 
‘It is what it is Frank. I’m a successful man in my field. For all my hard work I get certain perks, that’s life, heck that’s my life! Is it wrong that I enjoy a certain level of success that most people do not reach? No, it’s not. Is it wrong that the government wants to cut your pensions despite your hard work for the state? Yes. Do I give a rat’s ass right about now? No. You’re here to discuss our agreement not my life style.’ 
Frank’s face is alight with anger, its shows. He gets up and stretches, while smoking his cigarette silently as if he was putting an exclamation mark on his opinion. 
‘You know what Jacob’ Frank says abruptly while exhaling. 
‘What Frank?’
‘You’re right let’s just get on with this. So how are you getting me the gear that I need?’ 
Jacob gets up from his seat and paces the width of his desk while looking at Frank cautiously. 
‘There is no gear Frank. You can’t just expect me to magic what you need out of my ass. That’s not how it works. You need to give me time.’ 
Frank dismisses Jacob’s remark with a swatting motion of his hand. 
‘Don’t give me that shit Jacob. Why the hell did you agree to me coming down here if you were not prepared to help me out?’ 
‘I would have thought that you would have worked it out by now Frank, being the detective and all’ 
Frank slams his fist on Jacobs’s desk to emphasize his anger. 
‘Don’t Bullshit me Jacob!’ 
‘Look Frank I’m sorry but I’m the damn Defence Minister to the United States Government. This job means more to me then getting paid. It’s a position that I have worked my way up to since leaving the Marine Core seven years ago. I’m a black man doing a white man’s Job. We may not get another black President any time soon, but I can assure you that if we do, I’m going to be the next one. I can’t be risking my career let alone my freedom helping a fugitive break into the M.I.T research building and kill someone on a personal revenge trip, even if that person happens to be my best friend and former bunk mate at the core. Sorry Frank.’ 
Jacob exhales deeply and pats his pockets down. He reaches into his inner suit and takes a cigarette out. He lights it. 
‘I’m sorry Frank.’ 
‘You’re sorry? Is that supposed to make me feel any better? If you’re not going to help me then why am I here?’ 
Jacob looks Frank Square in the eyes. The tension in the room is heavy as Frank dissects Jacob’s harsh stare. Jacob’s eyes dart to the intercom on his desk. Frank reacts.  He gets up and covers the intercom with his hands so Jacob cannot operate it. Jacob shakes his head in disappointment. 
‘There’s no use trying to stop the inevitable Frank. You are going to get caught, sooner or later.’ Frank pulls the chord out of the intercom. The room is filled with a static buzzing sound for a few seconds. 
‘Looks like you have already made your mind up, sooner seems to be what you’re batting at the minute Jacob. Like every true great batsman, you’re going to strike out, sooner or later.’ 
Jacob leans into face Frank nose to nose over the desk, both men staring each other down, both men with their hands on the table, both men waiting for the other to react.
‘Looks like we have a problem here Frank, not only have you got a warrant out for your arrest, you also have your self locked down in a government building with highly trained men. You lay one finger on me and you will be taken down. You may recall me talking to the guard at the gate. I told him that if you are spotted by yourself in the building then they have permission to shoot on sight, you are not leaving here without me letting you go!’
 
 



Thirty Seven
Chief Shaw pours himself another double. 
‘Whisky in the early afternoon helps me think’ He says
Commissioner Alvarez remains seated while reading the newspaper in Shaw’s office. He is a slender and tall man of Mexican descent, he is known for his loyalty to the working officers of the Boston PD and the so called suits, an every man’s man. Chief Shaw overshadows Alvarez not by height but by demeanour and manner. Shaw’s New York Irish accent is worlds apart from the well-spoken tone of Commissioner Alvarez. The commissioner crosses his legs. His shiny shoes reflect the light in the room. Well-polished, his suit is well pressed. Shaw feels underdressed standing across the room to the well-tailored Alvarez. Alvarez rests the newspaper on his legs. Every action he depicts is as elegant and swarve as his $4000 suit. He looks up at the chief of police with a smile. Shaw thinks to himself how surprised he is that the man sitting across the room hasn’t got a gold tooth, considering his high price suits and style, its only befitting that the man have a gold tooth. 
He laughs. 
‘What’s funny Mr Shaw?’ Asks Alvarez
Chief Shaw takes another swig of whisky. The ice hits his teeth and makes him cringe. The clanging sound echoes around the room, another drink. He pours himself another double, braces himself, and clears his throat. 
‘Nothing sir, it’s just been one of those days. I’m glad you made it down here okay. I heard that they shut down the airports after Connor Chase made his way into our lives.’ Says Shaw
Alvarez smiles and takes a sip of coffee while surveying the Chief’s body language over the rim of the cup. 
‘I think you mean “minds” Chief Shaw.’ 
Shaw takes another sip, this time being more cautious of the ice in the glass hitting his teeth, using his mouth as a shield. 
‘I don’t think I get you sir.’ Says Shaw
‘Not many people do Mr Shaw. What I meant was, when you said Connor chase made his way into our lives, I think you meant minds’
Shaw shakes his head
‘No sir. I meant lives’
Commissioner Alvarez gets up from his seat and pats himself down. He walks over to Shaw and puts his hand on his shoulder. 
‘If Connor Chase was in my life, then I’d be scared to walk out of the door. I would be looking over my shoulder every ten minutes, watching and waiting for him to show up. Connor Chase is nothing more than fear in my head.’ 
Shaw looks Alvarez up and down, taking in the splendour of his apparel. 
‘I’m quite sure that the people he’s holding hostage find Mr Chase very much in their lives sir.’ 
‘That may be, But to me he is just a number, a number that has to be eliminated out of the equation. Life is a formula Shaw, and Connor Chase is fucking up the formula!’ 
Shaw is shocked at the outburst of Alvarez. He takes another sip of whisky trying to take the edge off. 
‘We are doing everything we can to capture Chase and his men’ Says Shaw
‘Obviously it’s not enough Chief seeing that you know where they are located and still have not intercepted them!’ 
‘It’s not that easy sir. Protocol has to be followed. It’s a public building sir. There are hostages involved and heavy media coverage on the case. We cannot jeopardise the safety of those hostages by bum rushing the place. More lives will be damaged than saved.’ 
Alvarez turns his back on Shaw and walks up to the drinks carbonate. He pours himself a double and drinks it in one shot. He turns to face the Chief of police. 
‘I did not tell you to bum rush the place. I just want results and I want them fast! People’s lives are at risk here and not to mention Washington is breathing hard on me at the moment. They want this thing sorted out fast. They do not want a shit storm, so control it.’ 
‘Understood sir’ Says Shaw
Alvarez cracks a forced smile. 
‘Look Shaw, you have ten hours to distinguish this Chase situation. If you don’t succeed then the FBI will take over all on-going operations out of this building.’ 
Shaw shakes his head in disappointment. Alvarez puts his empty whisky glass down on Shaw’s desk and makes his way out of the room. He pats Shaw on the shoulder and walks out of Shaw’s office, closing the door behind him. 
‘Ass hole’ Mutters Shaw
He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his mobile phone. He looks at the menu in anticipation. 
‘Still no messages, what’s going on Nathan?’ Shaw asks himself
He puts the phone back into his pocket and pours himself another drink. 
 
 



Thirty Eight
Nathan’s eyes open to a circle of humanity surrounding him, all looking down at him while he lies on floor catching his breath. His vision is blurry, unclear. He immediately realises what is going on. The pain in his jaw reminds him of the punch that he suffered not too long ago. The ominous crowd reminds him of where he is. Blurry vision or not, a few dozen guns pointed at his face is enough to make him snap out of his daze. The guards keep their guns drawn at Nathan as he slowly sits up with his hands raised. 
‘Relax fellas’ Says Nathan calmly
The butt end of an AK47 strikes Nathan’s face knocking him back to the ground. Dirt splatters onto his face from the impact. He spits out a bloody tooth. The pain is back again. 
‘Shut the hell up!’ says the AK47 swinging guard 
Connor Chase pushes his way through the circle of animals surrounding Nathan, gun in hand. His pack smiles at his presence, cheering and jeering as he signals them for quiet. 
‘Looks like you’re a bit banged up there Nathan my boy!’ laughs Chase
Nathan scrambles back up to a seated position. 
‘Ah ah ah, don’t you move!’ Says Chase 
Nathan bares his surroundings and scans the area for an escape route, none found. He doesn’t like his chances. He closes his eyes preparing for the worst. 
‘Look at me!’ Says Chase
Nathan follows the order and looks Connor square in the eyes. 
‘That’s better. Now I know that this may come as a shock to you, but you are being held prisoner now.’ 
‘No shit’ says Nathan
The guard with the AK47 kicks Nathan in the face sending him back down to the ground with a thud. 
Connor puts his arm in front of the guard’s chest to stop him pouncing on Nathan. 
‘Not yet Mike, You’ll have your fun I promise you that!’ 
The guard called Mike grunts in understanding. 
‘Looks like we have a problem Nathan, It seems that my crew have taken a disliking to you. I’m not quite sure why that is; maybe you can shed some light on the matter.’  
Nathan once again sits himself back up; now blood is pouring out of his mouth like a waterfall spurting out of a rock face. He wipes his bloody mouth off with his dirty sleeve and takes a deep breath.
‘I don’t follow’ Says Nathan
‘I’m sure you don’t. I’ll fill you in, you see Nathan my men are good hard working men. You could say they pull their weight around here, and maybe you don’t. I think that could be a good enough reason. I don’t know maybe you left the toilet seat up and someone needed a crap and they had to take the time out of their day to put the damn seat down. Maybe you pissed on the seat, so when they did manage to get the seat down they had pissy hands for all of their hard work!’ 
The surrounding men chuckle at Chase’s remark; he turns to his men and gives them a stern look that stopped the chuckling dead in its tracks. 
‘As I was saying, maybe you’re just an ass hole and nobody quite likes you. I can reason with that, I have noticed that you have one of those faces that I just want to punch…no offence of course. Could it be that reason Nathan? Is it because you have a stupid face?’ 
Nathan shrugs his shoulders in confusion.  Chase’s face fills with rage and he cocks his gun. 
‘Answer me god dammit!’ 
He points the gun in Nathans direction, the cold barrel touches Nathans scull and sends shivers down his spine. 
‘I don’t know why they don’t like me!’ Nathan pleads
Chase pulls out a mobile phone from his pocket, Nathan’s mobile phone. Nathan’s Adams apple sinks deep into the back of his throat. 
‘I believe you left something on the operating table next to poor old Hodgey, God rest his soul. Why have you got a mobile phone on you? I told everybody when they started that mobile phones are not allowed on the job. Outside communication with the world is prohibited. It could jeopardise the mission. Why do you have the phone?’
Nathan says nothing, just stares down at the floor. 
‘Okay fine, don’t tell me, you’re only hurting your self boy!’ 
Chase clicks the buttons on the phone, skimming through the contents displayed on the small LED screen. He stops at the messages and reads them. He takes a good five minutes giving Nathan time to soak in what he thinks is his last breath.  Chase smiles and nods as if the messages were answering his questions. He throws the phone on to the floor and stamps on it, obliterating the device in no more than two stomps. The debris from the phone splinters on the impact of the stomp and hits Nathan in the face. He doesn’t blink, just keeps staring at Connor who by now is licking his lips. 
‘Interesting messages you got there Nathan, interesting messages indeed.’ 
Connor smiles once more, making his intentions clear as he paces from side to side. Nathan braces himself. Connor kicks. Nathan’s vision goes black. No sound. No sight. Knocked out. 
 
 



Thirty Nine
Crystal undoes her blouse, slowly and meaningfully as the smooth velvet falls off of her curvaceous bust, she grabs Jason by the belt, looking deep into his eyes, deep into his soul. She undoes the belt, pulling it out of the braces that hold Jason’s trousers up. The sound turns her on. It’s a whizzing sound, a sort of whoosh that sends shivers up her neck as her hair brushes up against his chest. She’s on her knees, pulling down his trousers. Taking off the belt was supposed to make the ordeal easier; his erect penis is stopping the pulling motion. She is wanting and what she wants is Jason in her mouth. She can’t stand the wait. She tugs the trousers down harder. He lets out a whimper. 
‘Damn that hurts’ He says 
She looks up at him, her eyes saying “so what”. He smiles down at her as he helps her undo his trousers, helping her pull them down. They fall to his ankles, she watches as the hairs on his legs stand on end. She gasps in air as she finally sees his hard penis staring straight at her, inviting her in. She opens her beautiful mouth and grabs it, pulling it closer to her until she feels it enter. She feels full. He grabs her hair tight, bunching it up as he is being pleased. She moans as she takes every thrust deeply in her mouth. He thrusts harder as he grabs at her breasts. They feel firm and hard as he thrusts even harder. Her knees start to hurt rubbing against the small train toilet floor. He stops looking at her as he raises his head up and looks at the ceiling.  
She gives an acknowledging moan as she grabs his penis with both hands. She sucks in hard as she rubs him at the same time. He grabs the side wall nearly ripping the mirror off as he releases in her mouth. She embraces the warm liquid. She looks up at him with devious and sexy eyes. She knows he enjoyed it. He continues to stare at the ceiling as he convulses in pleasure, finally looking down at her with nothing but euphoria in his eyes
 
 



Forty
Officer Mullins is sat in the patrol car waiting for his partner to come back from the coffee shop. The radio in the car starts to go off. Mullin’s reaches for it. 
‘Car 765 receiving over’ Says Mullins
‘Car 765 we have a confirmed sighting of suspect Frank McKenzie spotted entering the industrial area in downtown Boston. He was spotted in a dark blue Ford Capri. Suspect is presumed armed and dangerous, approach with caution.’ Says the voice on the radio
‘Shit’ Shouts Mullins. 
He sounds the horn and sirens for a few seconds to catch the attention of his partner in the coffee shop. His partner is chatting up a waitress when he turns around and notices Mullin’s signalling him. The officer rushes out of the shop and makes his way to the patrol car. He enters the car out of breath. 
‘What’s the rush Mullins?’ 
‘We just got a 10-4 on Frank McKenzie’ Says Mullins 
‘Where about is he?’ 
‘Just strap up and let’s go!’ 
‘Keep your blonde Irish ass in check man; I’m strapping up damn it!’ 
He puts his foot down on the gas pedal and swerves out of the parking space. The patrol car speeds through the lower east side of Boston, blues and twos rolling. 
 



Forty one
‘Blocking the door won’t do you any good Frank. They can breach it if they must’ Says Jacob whose standing afar witnessing Frank rearranging the room. Frank is sifting through the furniture turning desks over and pushing filing cabinets down to the ground. 
‘Where the hell is it?’ Asks Frank
Jacob looks on in confusion
‘Where the hell is what?’ 
Frank stops what he is doing and turns to face Jacob. 
‘Where the hell is your key card?’ 
Jacob laughs while shaking his head at Frank. 
‘My key card, what the hell are you talking about, what key card?’ 
Frank walks up to Jacob and grabs him by the corporate looking blue tie he is wearing. 
‘The Key card to the armoury’ 
Jacob pushes Frank off him. 
‘Are you crazy Frank? This is the Twenty First century. We don’t carry key cards anymore.’ 
‘So how do you get access to certain buildings?’ 
Jacob smiles while doing the jazz hands gesture
‘Fingers Frank, every place in this building is secured with military grade finger printing security. You will need an authorised person to unlock the doors.’ 
Frank’s eyes widen with glee as he approaches Jacob, reaching into his pocket he pulls out a blade. Jacob screams but Frank grabs his face, muffling the sounds of his cry for help. 
 



 
Forty Two
Eddie Smith is lying face down on his desk fast asleep. His arm twitches and knocks an empty bottle of vodka off the table. The crashing sound wakens him to a bitter taste of cigarettes and alcohol. He stretches his arms wide above his head. The colour is drained from his face, only illuminated in the dark room by the beads of sweat dripping off his forehead, shining in the light coming through the cracks on the window blinds. He lights another cigarette and gets out from his chair, stretching once more, he walks over to his liquor cabinet and scans the area for any bottles. He finds none. His mobile phone goes off. He answers. 
‘DA Smith speaking’ 
There is a static sound coming from the other end of the phone. Eddie looks at the bars on his cell and moves closer to the window to try and catch a better signal. 
‘Hello, any one there?’ 
A sneer on the other end of the phone sharply awakens the DA. 
‘Who is this?’ Asks Eddie 
‘Don’t you think it’s strange how a person can stay on a phone, not say one word but still feel like there is still a point in talking to the other end? I mean let’s face it, if this was a real conversation in person and I just stopped talking to you, you’d move on wouldn’t you? But no, for some reason people seem to think that a ringing phone is an important phone, when in all matter of fact, the real importance is the person on the other end. Most bad news on the phone is just that, bad news on a phone. The reason people call people to tell them bad news is because they are too scared to tell them in person. I’m not scared off any one, and believe me that if I had a chance to get an audience with the District Attorney then I would, but unfortunately certain circumstances prevent me from accomplishing that. I hope you don’t mind…….’ Says the voice on the phone
The DA rubs his face and takes a long hard drag on his cigarette. 
‘No I don’t mind, I was wandering when you would call Mr Chase.’ Says Eddie
‘Oh so you do have some intelligence after all. The papers got it all wrong then, saying how you are not the smartest or toughest or, well quite frankly, DA material. I got to give you credit where credit is due, not many people could just figure stuff out so quickly, I mean how long did it take you, three seconds? That’s impressive.’ 
‘What do you want?’ 
‘Don’t be rude Mr DA. I’m just here to address some issues that I’m having with these so called negotiations.’ 
Eddie takes another drag on his cigarette.
‘What seems to be the problem with the negotiations?’ 
‘That’s better, all about me, just how I like it. I’m kidding, I’m modest really, but I guess you know that about me.’ 
Eddie laughs and starts coughing on his cigarette smoke. 
‘Smoking is bad for your health, you know that right.’ Says Connor, his voice bashful on the other end of the phone
‘Yeah I know, just get to the point’ 
‘I’m saying that if you don’t find me Frank McKenzie and put him on the other end of the phone, something could go wrong.’ 
‘Are you threatening me?’ 
‘No I’m just saying, find the bastard!’ 
‘Look pal I’m the DA, I don’t have to do shit for you, you hear me you stupid prick?’ 
The phone goes dead. Eddie throws it across the room in frustration. He lights up once more. 
 



 
Forty Three
Officer Mullin’s car pulls up into the industrial district. It’s getting dark and visibility is down. He turns on the search light on his patrol car and scans the area with the beam, illuminating the buildings and wire fencing surrounding him and his partner. 
‘What are you trying to do, make sure McKenzie knows we are here?’ asks Mullins Partner
‘Just shut up. I’m doing my job. Every lead has to be followed, even if it is all the way down to the crapper’ 
‘You got that right partner. This place is a shit hole. Who would work down here?’ 
‘No one, it’s been derelict for over twenty five years, ever since that big processing plant went and shipped to Mexico.’ 
‘Mexico? Wow, this place may be a dump but I wouldn’t be moving down Mexico for nothing. Give me a cardboard box down here any day! Anyway, how do you know all this stuff? You’re barely twenty one years old.’ 
‘My dad used to work for the processing plant. He knew about this area.’ 
‘What’s there to know? Where’s the ultimate place to take a shit?’ 
Mullins moves the search light to the left into the dark alleyway adjacent to their car.
‘Knock it off, this used to be a decent area. Talking of areas maybe it’s a good idea to check the alley out. Good place to hide.’ Says Mullins
‘Be my guest kid, it’s also a good place to get ambushed. That McKenzie guy is some nut. You know he busted some guys face up at a crime scene just for ribbing him, what a whacko!’ 
‘Yeah that may be true, but we have to find this guy. It’s what we do, get your ass out of the car and back me up; you’re my god damn partner!’ 
‘I’m also your superior kid! Ah what the heck, I need to stretch my legs, let’s get going then and see to your precious alley mission.’ 
Both officers get out of the car and make their way down the dark alley. The pathway is full of boxes and garbage. Mullins nearly trips over a trash can. 
‘Watch where you’re going kid, turn your damn flash light on!’ 
‘Yeah alright, I was going to, give me a chance’ says Mullins
Mullins turns his flashlight on and looks around the small alley way. The light highlights the amount of rubbish choking the small walkway.
‘Goddamn it smells like dog shit down here’ says Mullins Partner
In the corner of his eye, Mullins spots a shadow like figure leaning against the wall in a sitting position down the alleyway. He draws his weapon. 
‘Hey you, put your hands up! Boston PD’ shouts Mullins
Mullins partner follows his lead and draws his weapon. 
The shadowy figure does not respond. 
‘I mean it; put your dam hands up!’ Repeats Mullins 
The figure continues to stay seated in its place. By now the officers look at each other and Mullins partner signals him to move forward. They move cautiously surveying the figures every move. Forty feet, still not visible, thirty feet, no movement, twenty feet, Mullins swallows, ten feet:  
‘God dammit, It’s a stack of trash!’ shouts Mullins partner in dismay. He kicks the now visible bags; rubbish explodes out of them like confetti. 
‘It looked like a human the way it was propped up like that’ argues Mullins
‘Well it isn’t a human kid; it’s a goddamn trash bag, in a trash filled alley, what a surprise!’ 
 



 
Forty Four
Frank sits down at Jacobs’s desk with a shot of whisky in one hand and a bloody glove on the other. The confusion is returning. He downs another glassful to get rid of it. He stares at a motionless Jacob on the floor. Lying still, not moving one inch.
‘He was moving a lot before wasn’t he Frank. Oh how much he was moving, you could almost say he was squirming.’ Whispers the voice in Frank’s head 
Frank pours himself another shot, downs it nearly as fast as he puts the bottle back down on the desk. He thumps his fist hard on the wooden desk, the pain hits his stomach. 
‘In a little discomfort Frank?’ asks the voice.
Frank shakes his head, trying to rattle his conscious. He patters his pockets looking for relief. He grabs his pill dispenser and shakes it. No noise.
‘Shit’ Says Frank. 
He opens the pill container and turns it upside down, nothing comes out of it. 
‘Empty empty empty!’ Whispers the voice
Frank gets up and swings his arm across the desk knocking everything off it onto the ground. 
‘Why won’t you leave me alone?’ He shouts 
The room is silent; he slides to a seated position against the wall. He looks across the room at Jacob who is lying face down on the floor. He notices a meagre pool of blood seeping around Jacobs’s body. Frank quickly gets up and rushes over to the clutter on the floor from the desk. He searches the pile and finds his pill container; he chucks it over his shoulder and carry’s on scavenging. He finally stops and takes a deep breathe in, almost quivering. He picks up a white rag covered in red stains and unwraps it while breathing in heavily. He picks up a severed thumb from the wrapping. He wraps the thumb back up in the stained rag.  
He gets up and patters himself down. The blood on his hands smears all over his leather jacket. 
‘Crap!’ He says 
‘That’s not going to come out easily’ says the voice in his head
Frank stops still; He turns around and makes his way out of the room, leaning against the doors entrance he peeks around the corner of the door frame to see if the coast is clear. It is. 
He makes his way down the hallway and comes across a locked door; he tries the handle, no joy. He moves on deeper down the corridor and finds a sign pointing to the security post. He sighs and takes one deep breath and makes his way down the spic and span pathway. The corridor is bleach cleaned, the smell makes Frank feel queasy. He approaches the metal security gate that looked like a prison door with bars. He notices the fingerprint machine attached to the wall next to the door. He takes another deep breath in. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the bloody rag once again. He takes the severed thumb out of the rag and places it onto the flashing finger print machine. The machines small screen reads “PROCESSING” 
It beeps and the light above the door goes green. The door unlocks with a rather loud crunching sound. It surprises Frank. He was expecting a more Sci-Fi type whoosh sound when the door opened. It crunches open and Frank walks through it. He looks back as the door automatically swings shut. He sighs and carry’s on walking. The hallway was just as clean as it was on the other side, but brighter. The light was making Frank disorientated. He braces the wall for a second as he stops to catch his bearings. He carries on walking slower as the pain in his stomach increases and throbbed away like a nagging nuisance in the background. He stumbles on to a second gate. He looks above the door and sees a red light. He once again puts Jacob’s thumb to work on the print machine. The door once again crunches open. Frank makes his through the second door. He hears a high pitched noise similar to trainers on a basketball court. He turns around to see the security door close. Turning back around he is greeted with a punch to the face making his head violently snap back.
 



 
Forty Five
Sandra Austin is standing alone in the middle of the channel 72 newsroom. The once hectic area is now eerily quiet and vacant.  She looks around and surveys the area, cameras are tilted down facing the ground, the news desk is littered with papers and Styrofoam cups. Coffee stains are abundant on the surface of the desk. She stands alone, preoccupied with her thoughts. Her mobile phone rings. She answers. She nods her head twice and hangs up, putting the phone back into her back pocket as she runs up the warehouse like staircase towards the production area overlooking the newsroom from above. The lights in this room differ from those on the studio floor. Lighting from the twenty something TV monitors saturate the rooms natural light, the air conditioning’s loud and humming, playing a sort of orchestral piece with the other electrical equipment. The buzzing and rattling are accompanied by the sound of tape stretching out, the sound of the audio tapes doing their jobs. Bob Sinclair was an old school guy. He did not like the way most newsrooms and media in general relied on computers to do their bidding. He kept the retro style broadcast booth with all of its reels of tape and noise to boot. Sandra liked that about him. She enjoyed a challenge and keeping up with the other news crews was challenge enough, even more so with the advantage of digital versus analogue.  Bob was sitting in his seat overlooking the control panels, twiddling the dials and nobs as he saw fit. He was in his broadcast zone; the unflinching look in his eyes was one that Sandra and her co-workers were used to. When he was in that zone everyone knew not to disturb him, even if he did call for her. She waited. He finally looked up at her and smiled. 
‘We have a lead on a train coming into Boston in less than two hours. My source says something big is going to happen and I’m sending you down to the train station to report on it when it does.’ He said. 
Sandra nods in agreement, reluctant to express any disapproval. 
 ‘Good, I’m glad you understand the situation. Now get going, I want a full a set up before any other news crews catch wind of what’s going down.’ 
 



 
Forty Six
Nathan’s eyes open as the light hits his retina, he squints in pain, blood’s running down his face, pooling around his idle body on the ground. It looks worse than it is He thinks to himself. He tries to get up but his hands are handcuffed behind his back, making movement hard as he lies on his front, face down in the dirt. Nathan turns his head and looks at his surroundings. Where the hell am I He asks himself quietly in his head. He takes another look around and notices that he is in a cage like structure, imprisoned like a dog, a hand cuffed dog at that. He stretches his head forward, his chin resting on the cold hard ground. He looks straight ahead and notices an abundance of computer serves and wiring. 
‘The basement’ He says to himself
Out of the shadows and armed man steps out, the little light coming from his lit cigar is enough to illuminate his face. A scar runs down from his eye brow to his chin. He is wearing a camouflage bandana that looks just as greasy as the floor underneath his feet.  He smiles at Nathan’s struggle and takes another drag on his large Cuban. 
‘The basement is right star’ says the man, his Jamaican accent suits his face like the two were meant to be, stereo typical as it may seem, Nathan thought. 
Nathan struggles some more as he tries to get a better look at the man. 
‘I wouldn’t try that if I was you boy, it can get mighty dangerous down the basement!’ 
‘Why am I down here tied up like some sort of pig?’ asks Nathan
The man shakes his head in disappointment. 
‘Surely you should know by now star, it’s not every day you get to witness the going-ons from both sides of the fence.’ 
Nathan laughs, blowing up dust as he does so, covering his face in more muck. 
‘True, but this wasn’t my department. I was more of an errand boy, you know, a grunt.’ Says Nathan
The man in the shadows smiles in understanding while nodding his head in a rhythm. 
‘I know what you mean, I been doing the same ting down here, I be looking after your ass, till they decide what they want to do with you.’ 
Nathan nods. Closing his eyes to stop them straining. 
‘What do you think they are going to do to me?’ 
‘That I cannot be sure of star, I imagine it won’t be pretty.’ 
Nathan opens his eyes once more to try and get a better look at the man in the shadows. 
‘What’s your name?’ Asks Nathan
The man takes another drag on his cigar. 
‘I can’t tell you that, you know the deal boy. Just stay calm in there, and I’ll try and get you out.’ 
Nathan’s eyes widen. 
‘What do you mean out?’ 
The man flicks his cigar onto the ground and stubs it out with his army boots. He forces a smile loaded with gold teeth at Nathan. He signals Nathan to stay quiet with his finger pressed to his mouth. Another man comes out of the shadows; this one dressed differently to the Jamaican man Nathan has been talking to, less army and more of a mercenary style of dressing.
‘Who the hell are you’ says the other man 
The Jamaican man pats the other man on the shoulder, while extending his right arm, he swings a heavy right hook at him, knocking him cold to the floor. He disarms the man, and takes his weapons and ammunition. Nathan looks on in shock. 
‘Don’t you have enough ammo?’ Asks Nathan, still in shock of what he is seeing. 
‘That’s the least of our worries. Come on star, I’m getting you out of here. The name’s Fredrick, Chief Shaw sent me here to rescue you. He had a feeling that you had been compromised, so here I am, and here you are. Let’s get gwaning.’ 
‘How the hell do you supposed I just “get gwaning”’ Asks Nathan 
Fredrick nods and searches his pockets rapidly, as if his life depended on it. He finds what he is looking for and slaps it onto the steel security door of the cell that Nathan is occupying. The slapping sound reminds Nathan of bubble gum. 
‘What the hell are you doing?’ 
‘Getting you out star, tuck and roll on 3’ says Fredrick 
‘Tuck and roll? What the hell do you mean by that?’ 
‘1……2…..’ 
‘Wait goddamn it!’ 
‘3’ 
An explosion shakes the floor as the metal security door flies off its hinges and lands on top of Nathan in a cloud of dust and debris. Nathan lets out a moan as he tries to wriggle out from under the heavy set door. Fredrick walks into the cage and helps Nathan out. He uses all his might as he lifts the near 300 pound door with ease, the muscles on his arms bulging as he successfully tips the door away from Nathan. 
‘I said tuck and roll star!’ Says Fredrick playfully. 
He un cuffs Nathan and helps him up. 
‘Firstly I don’t know what that means, secondly my name is not Star!’
‘I know what your name is, now let’s get gwaning, they can show up any moment’ 
Nathan shakes himself down, dust filling up the air as he does so. 
‘Not very subtle you know, blowing the door of its hinges’ 
‘What you going to do ay, wait for them to open it up for us?’ explains Fredrick. 
Both men make their way out of the basement and up the stairs. Fredrick turns to Nathan and signals him to hold his position. He slowly makes his way up the winding staircase while Nathan stays back. Nathan looks up at the winding stairs and sees Fredrick reach the top, shortly after he hears what sounds like a fight. Nathan quickly moves up the stairs but before he can take more than five steps, a body comes crashing down to his feet. He looks up again and sees Fredrick smiling down at him. 
‘Let’s go star’ 
Nathan reaches the top and rendezvous with Fredrick, who by now is lighting up another cigar. 
‘I don’t mean to be rude Fredrick but don’t you think smoking while trying to sneak out of a hostile building is a bit… I don’t know….unstealthy?’ 
‘I don’t see your point Nathan.’ 
‘Well I’m just saying, the smoke could give us away or something, they could smell us coming. I don’t think that counts towards good stealth practises’
‘Who said anything about being stealthy, don’t worry about them smelling us star, they are going to hear us coming breda!’ 
 



 
Forty Seven 
Frank’s head hits the bars on the gate with a tremendous jar, blood spatters off of his head trickling onto the rusty cold metal finally finding its way to the floor.  He kneels down clutching his wounds, wiping the blood from his face. A mighty punch lands on the back of his head, knocking him down again, this time his hands break his fall. As he lays on the ground staring into space, the guard grabs his head, a hand full of hair, and repeatedly bashes Frank’s scull into the metal gate. With each impact the sound grows weary, until Frank can only hear his heartbeat. The pounding stops, his eyes focus once more; the once controllable wound is now bleeding profusely. He clutches at the gate and braces himself. As his head rests on the floor he can hear his tormentor’s every footstep. He hears them coming once again, a sharp kick to the ribs. Frank cringes. He braces himself again, trying to muster enough energy, another kick. Frank’s vision blurs. Consciousness slips. 
‘Get up you son of a bitch!’ The guard yells
Frank awakens to another kick. His hands grip the rusty bars of the security door with all the will he can muster. Then a jab to the kidneys. Frank’s grip grows ever tighter. He hears the rumble of another run up by the guard. He times it. Two seconds. One second. Frank grabs the bars tighter and swings both of his legs to the right, catching the guard’s strides as he goes in for another swing. Frank snaps his hips and sweeps the guard off his feet onto his back, blood distorting his vision; Frank gets up and feels out for the fallen guard’s body. He finds his foot. He grabs at the guard’s shiny heavy duty boots and twists the man’s ankle. Snap. The man screams in agony. Frank twists again for personal enjoyment. The man screams once more, this time the scream is barely audible as the breath leaves the guard’s lungs. Frank gets up onto his knees and shimmies closer to the guard’s sternum; he lays in four heavy blows to the ribs. He hears them breaking. The sound is encouraging to Frank, he likes what he hears. Frank pounds the man’s chest like a mallet at the butchers. With each crushing blow, blood exudes from the guard’s mouth. Frank stops, out of breath and weak; he stands up and examines his handy work. The guard lays motionless in a pool of blood pouring out of his mouth; Frank looks down at the man’s chest, caved in, akin to a building imploding. The man’s breathing stops with a gargle of blood and one last plea. Frank smiles a smile only he can wear. He stumbles closer to the fallen man’s head. He kneels down and strokes the man’s hair. 
‘Hush little man, don’t you cry, Frank is not going, to spare your life’ Sings Frank in a melodic tone. 
Frank gets up and cracks his fingers in anticipation. He breaths in deeply and lets out a barrage of kicks to the man’s scull, each one of them splattering blood in all directions. Frank is covered in blood, his rage is ever growing as he demolishes the once human like corpse of the guard. His kicking taking chunks of humanity with them. Frank moans in enjoyment, almost orgasmic as he falls to his knees, mouth wide open in awe. 
He smears the blood away from his eyes and leans against the wall to try and catch his breath. The once bleach cleaned hallway is now reminiscent of a warzone, a war that Frank fought in, a war that is far from over. 
The guard’s radio goes off. 
‘Approaching corridor six, target last seen in the vicinity. Squad B-miner on point’ says the voice on the crackly radio
Frank looks up at the security door and sees a security camera pointed right at him. He quickly shoots up as he reads the sign below the camera. 
“CORRIDOR SIX EXIT” Reads the sign. 
‘Shit!’ Says Frank
Frank swats his fist at the security camera, knocking it off the wall with a crash. He darts his eyes down the corridor and sees shadows approaching fast, accompanied with the sounds of footsteps, multiple men, at least six according to Frank’s math. He bends down and grabs the deceased guard’s 9mm. He aims the weapon down the corridor and see’s silhouettes approaching. He waits. Three seconds. He cocks the gun. Two seconds. He breaths in deep. One second. He fires.
 
 



Forty Eight
Jason wakes up to a vibration in his pocket. It’s his cell phone. He flips the phone open and reads the message. He types something on the device and hits send. Jason puts the cell phone back in his pocket. Crystal’s head rests on his shoulder as she sleeps. He looks over at Jenifer who is stirring from a deep sleep. He quickly nudges Crystal awake; she opens her eyes and smiles at him. He shakes his head and points at Jenifer; Crystal reads his eyes and what he is trying to say. She sits up and brushes herself down, trying to make herself more presentable. He smiles at her and gives her a playful wink. Jenifer catches him in the act. She coughs out loud, as if she is trying to get their attention. He looks over at her, his face stern but friendly. 
‘What’s going on?’ Asks Jenifer
Jason stretches out in his seat
‘Nothing, I just woke up, that’s all’ 
‘Is that so, huh?’ 
Jenifer gets up from her cabin chair facing Jason and Crystal. 
‘How come you’re sitting there next to her?’ asks Jenifer while pointing at Crystal
Jason gets up from his seat and walks over the short distance to Jenifer, trying to calm her down, he gently grabs her hand. She snaps it away and steps back a few steps from him. 
‘Look, I don’t know what’s going on, but last time I checked you came on this train ride with me, and now you’re with that frigid slut?’ 
‘I’m not with any one Jenifer! I’m just here for the ride to Boston’ 
Jenifer slaps Jason across the face. Her palm leaves a red mark on his cheek. He looks at her intensely as he grabs at his burning skin. She pushes him back into his seat and walks out of the cabin, leaving him and Crystal in silence for a good while. 
Forty Nine
Chief Shaw rushes into DA Eddie Smiths office. He looks around the messy room, surveying the carnage of empty bottles from the mini bar and case files strewn all over the rinky-dink office. He shakes his head in amazement as he walks over to the DA’s desk. Eddie smith is fast asleep on the assortment of files on his desk, as his head rests on the big oak table; Chief Shaw rattles a bottle next to him. He grabs it and takes a long swig of the clear alcoholic liquid. He purposely forces the bottle back down onto the desk with a thud, awakening the sleeping District Attorney. Eddie looks up at the towering six foot figure of Shaw and gives him a clear look of distain. 
‘What the hell do you want?’ Asks Eddie 
Shaw looks unimpressed as he takes a drag on his oversized cigar. 
‘I want you to get your ass up and follow me to the incident room.’ 
‘Don’t talk to me like that; I’m the goddamn District Attorney.’ 
‘That may be so Mr DA, but your drunker then my dad on Saint Patricks day, and that’s saying something considering he’s Irish!’ Laughs Shaw
Eddie sits up, smiling at the light hearted joke. He appreciated Chief Shaw’s humour and has always responded well to him. It’s safe to say Eddie Smith liked Shaw. 
‘Okay I’m getting up, what seems to be the problem besides me losing all hope and drinking the department’s liquor budget for the whole year.’ 
‘That’s nothing Eddie; you should see Frank’s office at the Christmas party; that man can drink!’ 
‘On the subject of Frank any news on his whereabouts?’ asks Eddie
Shaw reluctantly shakes his head 
‘I’m afraid not sir. The man is MIA. It’s not unusual for him to go missing for days on end. I wouldn’t worry about him; he’s probably in a gutter somewhere drinking himself stupid’ 
‘Well at least we have that in common’ 
‘Well I need you down the incident room, Chase is about to go live again, according to his YOUTUBE channel’
‘Why haven’t we shut that thing down?’ asks the DA
‘We can’t sir, its beyond our derestriction, FBI would have to Subpoena Google’ 
‘Who said anything about them?’
‘They own YOUTUBE sir.’
‘Okay, whatever. Let’s get going then and hear what Connor has to say this time.’ 
Eddie smith gets up from his chair and walks with Chief Shaw over to the incident room. The place is a buzz with commotion as officers run around gathering files and intelligence. Eddie Smith looks on in confusion at the goings on; he turns to Shaw who is smiling at him. 
‘What?’ Asks Eddie 
‘It just looks as if you are surprised at something’ 
‘Yeah as a matter of fact I am, what’s with all the rushing around, don’t your people ever rest?’ 
‘It’s called an incident room for a reason sir; they are investigating leads on various cases including this current one’ 
‘Various cases, surely everyone should be focusing their attentions on Connor Chase’ Says Eddie forcefully
‘Unfortunately the people of Boston have taken to the streets and started mass looting. Some people seem to have kinship with Chase and his beliefs. A lot of people support his message.’ 
Eddie shakes his head infallibly 
‘Only in Boston I swear! How can anyone support this man?’ asks Eddie
‘The idea of peoples information being sold on is forcing people to question their worth in society, that being said, people may not agree with terrorism, but Connors message has seemed to reach a high amount of people and could spark a city wide demonstration, which could result in mass violence.’ 
‘So Chase killing countless people is seen as a good thing, are these people mad?’ 
‘No, but they are eating up Chase’s speeches and blaming us for the killings. They want a 28 amendment.’ 
At that moment an officer walks over to Shaw and the DA. 
‘It’s about to start Chief’ Says the Officer gingerly
The three men walk over to the big screen TV as it flashes to a live picture of Connor Chase in the usual place that people have come accustomed to seeing him stand when giving speeches. He looks as serious as ever as he stares deeply into the camera. His once white tux is now a little worse for wear as he paces back and forth, apparently not realizing he was live on TV as an off camera voice tells him of the fact. He snaps out of his haze and puts on a stern face. 
‘Hello ladies and gentleman. I’m here again to discuss the progress on my purposed 28 amendment, or lack of progress shall I say. I’m severely disappointed in the lack of interest and seriousness that the so called Boston and Washington establishments are showing me. I am yet to be contacted by the government that swears to protect and serve, even when their oath of protection is being challenged by me; they are still letting people die. That is unacceptable. Even for a so called terrorist, I am deeply shocked at the care free attitude that they are taking on this situation. It offends me that they would rather have people die at my hands than protect them from dyeing for their mistakes. Believe me when I say this, they are making a huge mistake in not taking me seriously. Maybe it’s my fault, maybe I should be more assertive in letting them know that I mean business. Surely the pure fact that the streets of Boston are revolting to their regime is enough to wise them up a little. But no, they play the death and blind saints that cannot see nor do no evil. I guess they have no reason to want to fully address my 28 amendment, because after all why would they want to give up possessing people’s information? Why would they want to give up currency on the black market? Why would they want to give up their only way of knowing who we really are? They can tell a lot about each and every one of us through credit card statements, web browsing behaviours, credit reports, family history, social networking profiles and internet logs. They have us under a virtual wire, a wire of oppression so they can save money on good old fashioned hard working men whose professions were to search for people, find information out, but now all they have to do is go to a yellow pages style programme and pick out the lucky candidates. Screw this government’s way of using our personal information to entrap its poor and free its rich. Screw the cock suckers who trade our information for more Tax money’ 
Connor paces up down some more, by now visually worked up. He signals someone behind the camera, and off screen three people walk on, hands cuffed in the front with white bags over their heads. He pushes each one of them down on the ground, so they are on their knees facing him. He pulls out his Desert Eagle and plays around with it, swinging it around his fingertips as a child would do playing Cowboys and Indians. He turns to the camera again, this time displaying more composure, Shaw and Eddie along with everyone in the incident room all look on horrified at the scene playing out in front of them. 
‘So let’s make all these wrongs right. In front of me, grovelling at my feet are people employed by this heinous company. These three people are the big wigs of M.I.T and it’s my pleasure to rid the world of these tyrants. The government can save them by contacting me in the next twenty seconds agreeing to the 28 amendment and the safe passage of me and my men. If they do not agree, then every half hour I will dispatch with three more people. I have a good four hundred employees in my custody, meaning this little game could go on for a few days, if by then I run out of people to sacrifice for this governments agenda then know this, I have a few contingency plans in place to compensate for that hypothetical scenario. Your twenty seconds starts now’ 
Connor chase paces the room with his mobile phone in hand, parading like a king, invoking fears into the hearts of everyone in the incident room. Shaw looks at the DA speechless. Smith puts his hand on the chief’s broad shoulder. 
‘We can’t do anything about it Shaw; we don’t have the power to grant him his wishes.’ 
‘Who can make that decision, those people need to be saved, we can’t let them die’ Says Shaw
‘Washington needs to make the call. Quite frankly I already know what their answer is going to be. It’s the United States of America’s policy not to negotiate with terrorists.’ 
‘Fuck policy, we need to get them out!’ 
‘We will, but we need to plan this out properly. There’s no use going into this thing all guns blazing and getting our men killed, along with the hostages.’ 
Chief Shaw nods his head in disappointment. He walks out of the incident room to the sound of three gun shots echoing and then dead silence.  His face cringes at the thought of those three souls perishing, his thoughts change to finding the only man he knows that can turn this situation around. The only man he can trust in these times. The only man he feels can lead his officers into battle. His thoughts changed to finding Frank McKenzie.
 



Fifty
‘Shots fired I repeat shots fired, Squad B-miner in need of backup on corridor six’ Shouts an officer into his two way radio while ducking for cover firing his weapon blindly over his head. The six officers place themselves strategically around cover in the hallway, each man firing his weapon freely and on demand, none of them daring to peak over their cover positions in fear of being shot, the sound of bullets are ricocheting off the surfaces of the walls next to the defending officers, debris falls onto the first guard temporarily blinding him. For a split second his arm is visible as he flails rampantly, trying to wipe the white dust from the walls off his visor. A hissing sound pops and echoes as he takes a bullet in the arm. Blood trickles out of his wound as his body is snapped back onto the floor as he grabs at his arm screaming in pain. Two of his squad mates come to his aid; one of them collapses on the floor in the middle of the hallway as blood pours out of his neck. The remaining guard attending to the first officer looks over at his fallen comrade. He notices the bullet wound to his neck. He swallows hard as he comes to realise the fate of his team. He turns to the first officer clutching his arm. 
‘Look, this guy is obviously trained. We can’t risk losing more men.’ He says
‘What do you mean, I am not dying it’s just a flesh wound.’ 
The commanding officer points over to the dead guard on the floor ten feet from both of them. 
‘Shit! What do you suggest we do then?’ Asks the bleeding guard
The man shakes his head
‘I don’t know. I think we should just let him go to avoid any more casualties’ 
‘We can’t just let him go. He has killed one of our men, plus by what I could see when we came up, the crazy bastard was covered in blood! He must have killed some other people in the building, or he sweats blood either way the guy isn’t going nowhere.’ 
The other guard nods in agreement. He takes his two way radio out and clicks the button on the side; a noisy hissing sound escapes the speaker as he moves the radio closer to his mouth. 
‘This is lieutenant Fishman; I’m radioing in for a general security check on the rest of the building, has there been any other incidents besides the one on corridor six?’ 
There is a long silence until the radio starts crackling back to life. The sound of bullets hissing past Fishman makes him hug the wall tighter. 
‘Negative Squad B-Miner, all activities are normal.’ 
‘Received’ Says Fishman, he puts his two way radio back on his belt holster
‘I say we just let him go. Let’s surrender and get you and any injured to safety. I am not risking you or my men for some spy bullshit.’ 
The injured man agrees reluctantly with the lieutenant
‘Okay, you’re the boss’ 
Fishman stands up from behind cover with his hands raised. 
‘We surrender. Juts go about your business; we don’t want any more casualties’ pleas Fishman 
He is met with a dense cloud of dust obscuring his vision down the hallway. The smoky cloud finally clears after a few more moments of silence. The hallway in which Frank McKenzie was standing in is empty, besides from the guard’s mangled corpse on the floor. Fishman looks around and sees nothing, confusion washes across his face. He turns around to see the remainder of his men motionless on the floor leaving only him and the injured man. He turns to see the injured guard motionless on the floor; he rushes down and turns him over. A bullet hole is neatly placed in the middle of the man’s head. A cold sensation is felt on Fishman’s neck. Before he can turn around McKenzie fires. Fishman collapses onto a pool of blood as Frank walks out of corridor six. 
 



 
Fifty One 
The year 2006: SIX YEARS BEFORE BOARDING THE TRAIN
Mrs Gardener is standing in front of her whiteboard as she surveys her class. The attendance is much lower than her usual classes; this is due to the fact that she is hosting the ever popular after school detention club. She hated that part of her job. She always thought how useless these proceedings were, especially since she always saw the same people in there every time she was assigned to the job. The school teachers would draw straws on whose turn it was to host the extra-curricular event. She always seemed to pull the short one. Bad luck she thought to herself. 
She stood in front of her class wearing her usual appealing ware that kept the male students from spit-balling each other and the female students from liking her. She coughs out loud to draw the attention of ten students sitting in front of her with the expressions of boredom widely visible on their faces. 
‘Okay boys and girls. Even though it’s end of year and all, you still find it impossible to go about your school activities without finding yourselves here. Now I’m not going to waste my time telling you people how to live your lives, so I’m giving you all this time to reflect on your behaviour leaving school and going into adult life. Please use this time allocated for you to catch up on any work that I’m sure you are falling behind on. Save all questions till the end of detention.’ 
The class moans consecutively and goes about their business while Mrs Gardner sits down and starts marking some papers. She goes into a work fuelled zone where the only thoughts that are rushing through her head are what she is likely to do when she gets home. A bottle of wine and a TV dinner for one she thinks to herself.
The thought stops her in her tracks as she gazes out of the window for a while, taking in the sunny day and brisk wind brushing against the trees on campus. She spots someone sitting on a bench facing her direction. She immediately wonders who it is. Suddenly she feels a vibration in her jeans pocket and pulls out her mobile phone, she darts her eyes to her class and notices no one looking at her. Professional at all times.

She unlocks the phone and reads the message. She smiles. It’s someone she knows. She messages the person back while being cautious of her surroundings as she makes sure none of her class is attentive to her text messaging. She hits send and looks back out of the window. She notices the figure on the bench in the distance reach into his jacket and pull out a phone. She smiles again. 
The figure on the bench is wearing casual clothes. He is sporting charcoal washed blue denim jeans and a brown leather jacket. He fiddles in a text and hits send on his flashy phone. Mrs Gardener’s phone vibrates again. She reads the new message and laughs. 
The student’s attention goes from their work to her. She immediately puts the phone back in her jeans pocket and carries on marking her papers. 
She looks out of the window again and notices that the figure on the bench is now gone. She sighs in contempt as she reaches into her pocket and quickly glances at the new message on the phone.
“I’ll see you tonight at yours. Wear something revealing, ideally nothing. Kiss.” It read
She smiled once again, her heart beating hard in her chest at the thought of her being with another man consumed her. She looked at the name above the message and glee filled her like air fills lungs. She knew who it was anyway, but enjoyed seeing his name. It meant that this was real. The relationship was real and her feelings were real. He made her feel like she was worth more than money and dates. She felt as if she was worth time its self. She glanced at her class room and noticed that nobody was looking at her. She took the opportunity to take one last look at the name above the phone. 
“617-338-7786.
JASON BORDELLO”
 
 
 



Fifty Two
Nathan is sat down on an oil drum in a store room. He looks up at an opening in the ceiling, a man made one. He looks at his watch impatiently as if he is waiting for something to happen. He gets up to straighten out his legs and looks at his watch again. 
‘Fuck sake, Hurry up!’ He says to himself
At that moment some ash drops on his shoulders. Nathan brushes them off and looks up at the hole in the ventilation system. Fredrick has his head poking out of the hole and a smile on his face. 
‘Come on star, it’s all safe up here.’ Says Fredrick 
‘Yeah I’d appreciate it if you don’t drop cigar ash on me thanks’ Says Nathan still brushing his shoulders off. 
Fredrick holds his arm out so Nathan can grab it. Nathan hoists himself up onto the oil drum below the gaping hole. He balances himself, trying not to take a fall. He steadies himself and reaches for Fredrick’s arm that’s still extended just above him. Nathan grabs his arm while Fredrick pulls him into the ventilation system. The vent is a lot darker then the store room, which only shared one characteristic. It’s very confined. Nathan turns around to Fredrick who has begun crawling. 
‘Where the hell are we going?’ Asks Nathan 
Fredrick turns around slightly
‘We are going to get out of here’ whispers Fredrick 
‘Yeah I know that, but where does this lead to?’              
‘It will take us right through the 1 floor of the M.I.T building. Straight through the hornet’s nest right out to the wastes my breda’ 
‘Hornet’s nest, are you mad?’ 
‘No it’s the only available route. They have destroyed the entrance foyer; no one can get through there. Not to mention they have got plenty of guards walking patrols man, so if we get caught we will die, I’m sure you don’t want that to happen now do you.’ 
‘Course not, but how did you get into the building?’ 
‘The same way we walking out star, through the ventilation ducts’ 
Nathan grabs Fredrick’s arm
‘This better be safe’ 
Fredrick pulls his arm away from Nathan 
‘Course it’s safe; I never put myself in danger. Why you grab me like that? I’m no batty boy star!’ 
‘Batty boy?...’ 
There is nothing but complete silence in the duct 
‘Never mind, let’s get going’ says Nathan 
‘Fine by me star’ 
‘Lead the way “Star”’ Says Nathan Sarcastically 
 ‘Ah my man likes the word star now, that gwan’ be good hear you say that’ 
‘Yeah whatever let’s get going, we need to get the hell out of here Fredrick. Let’s leave the playing around shit for the outside. I’ll make you a deal, you get me out of here and I’ll tattoo the dam word on my ass for you’ 
‘I would settle for a beer Breda, no need to get your ass all bruised. Come, let’s go’ 
 



Fifty Three
Chief Shaw is sat on a chair staring at the big screen in the incident room. His mind is racing as he gazes at the blue screen flickering in the now quiet room. He looks around and notices officers sitting at desks motionless trying to get a grip on the day’s events. He looks at his watch and sighs. Seven more hours till the FBI will take the case over. Shaw finally snaps out of his solitude and gets up. He starts to pace the immediate area like a man with a plan. It is all part of his job. Look concerned, act in control. In reality he feels everything around him slipping. The phone rings. Everyone in the room gasps as they all look over to the phone planted on the big oak desk a few meters away from Shaw. He sighs as he walks over to the ringing phone, taking a few steps to consolidate his thoughts. He stops dead and reaches for the shiny black phone, his hand visible in the reflection of the matt style plastic that cases the handle. He knows that particular phone line is dedicated to one thing only, communicating with Connor Chase.

 ‘Chief Shaw speaking’
A clicking sound pops into Chief Shaw’s ear as he speaks; the recording equipment is doing its job.
‘Hello Mr Shaw. It’s Connor Chase here. I’d like to speak to your esteemed Detective, Mr Frank McKenzie if possible.’ 
Shaw begins pacing once more, this time slow and methodical as if the way he walks helps him stand his ground. By now the incident room is full again with officers taking seats around desks. They are all wearing head phones and listening into the phone call. Standard procedure when it comes to terrorism. Chief Shaw starts to bite his nails as he continues to talk to Chase. 
‘I’m sorry Connor, that won’t be possible.’ 
There is a long silence, the only audible sounds in the whole room is the deep breathing coming from the other end of the phone. 
‘Why won’t my request to speak with Frank be possible?’ 
‘The thing is we fired him after coming to know about some of his questionable decisions’ 
‘Oh, what sort of bad decisions did he make Chief, was it anything to do with the fact that he behaved unprofessionally and slept with a so called key witness or did he, I don’t know, just shoot up a down town storage facility?’ 
The room bursts into sinister chatter as officers start dialling in calls.
‘What are you talking about?’ Asks Shaw
The line goes dead. 
‘Shit, he’s gone sir’ says a technician from across the analysis desk. 
‘I can see that!’ Shouts the Chief in frustration
He turns around to face his men. 
‘Okay, you all heard what Chase had to say, and for those of you that did not hear what he said, I’ll make that clear right now. Chase just told me that Frank was down town in some storage area shooting the place up. Obviously we don’t know if that’s true but unfortunately giving the situation, we need to find McKenzie and bring him in. I have a feeling that this cock sucker chase is going to ride this out for as long as possible so we need to get Frank in just in case he demands to speak with him and use him as another reason to kill more civilians. I need people to look into all the storage facilities in down town Boston and make sure we find the building and Frank. I’m going to send out a combing party of officers to surround the area and sweep it for McKenzie. When we find him, I need him arrested and taken back to custody, right here. Is that understood?’ 
Agreeing silence fills the room. 
‘Good get going people!’ 
 



Fifty Four
Frank is leaning his weight against a brick wall, looking up at the sun; he covers his eyes from its rays. Sweat is pouring down his brow as he wipes it away, smearing blood on his temple. He looks down at his feet, his shoes once black are now covered in mud and muck. His clothes are torn and worn out. Blood stains his clothing and dirty blonde hair, his muscles ripping through his lacerated apparel, showing more than veins and scars. His marine core tattoo is visible; it’s plastered on his right shoulder. He looks down at the marine insignia and shakes his head. Fear and loathing are not feelings Frank feels often, but at this moment both of them are running through his body quite like the blood that once ran through the guard he beat to death a short while ago. The voices start talking. 
‘Fear is for the weak frank, knuckle up you pussy’ Says the briskly voice. At that moment Frank darts his head from right to left, trying to pin point the voice’s location. He looks around, nothing but open woodland and concrete tanks surround him. He looks up at the sun again and goes down to his knees. He reaches into his ripped shirt pocket and pulls out his empty pill container. He starts sobbing and moaning, visibly in pain. He holds his hands out in front of him, as if he doesn’t recognise himself. 
‘Man up!’ Shouts the voice in his head
‘Don’t be weak, you don’t need those pills my boy, you have me!’ Snarls the voice 
Frank turns his hands over and looks at his palms. The lines on his hands contour much like his life. He never believed in psychics or palm readings, but he could tell how someone could read some one’s life through his. Busted fingers and broken knuckles are few of the things that serve as a footnote for his life. Frank stops looking at his hands, as he pulls himself back up using the railing attached to the wall. He brushes himself down and looks back up at the sun, and then to his front. He sees the gate that he entered a few hours earlier. The guard that let him in is in his booth watching the CCTV. Frank takes out his gun and slowly pulls the hammer back.
‘Forgive me’ Says Frank as he reaches the window of the booth and takes aim. 
 
 



Fifty Five
Officer Mullins walks into the foyer of the incident room in midtown Boston. He is greeted with a buzzing of chatter as he stands still and witnesses the chaotic poetry of the building. Masses of officers are walking and running around urgently as they scramble for offices and phones. He turns around to his partner and throws him a cautious blink. Mullins carries on walking with his partner towards the incident rooms’ central operations area which is boarded up with plaster wood. He is met by a few smiles and nods from his co-workers. Mullins notices the people acknowledging him are doing so in politeness rather than need. He looks out of place in the building as he is a street officer who walks a beat; most of the people in the incident room are decorated members of the police force, not to mention the ever growing presence of the FBI and CIA. He suddenly jumps as some one’s hand pats him on the shoulder, jolting him out of his haze. It’s the DA, Eddie Smith. 
‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you there’ laughs the DA
Mullins nods his head in relief, happy to see a familiar face
‘No problem sir. What’s going on here then?’ 
‘Chase has been in contact with us and it seems he has taken a liking to Frank McKenzie. He wants to talk with Frank on the phone, but obviously that’s slightly impossible since he is MIA. We need to locate Frank as soon as possible, or I fear Connor might start killing more hostages.’ 
Mullins glances at his partner and back at Eddie; worry washing all over his face
‘Don’t worry kid, everything will work out. Just worry about keeping the streets safe and doing your part in the case.’ 
‘The thing is sir; I’m finding it hard to sit around. I want to do more, and I feel that I could do more to help the investigation.’ 
Eddie nods at Mullins sympathetically 
‘I understand kid; we all want to do more. How do you think I feel being cooped up in this office all day? We all want to be the guy to take this sucker down. Truth is we can, we all play an integral part in the success of this case. My job is to run the ship; your job is to be the much needed man on the streets. There’s a lot more going on in Boston then what’s happening down in the M.I.T Building, we need people like you to man the streets and make sure the city doesn’t turn into a playground for chase and his so called followers, is that clear?’ 
Mullins nods 
‘Good, now I want you to go down to the garage and meet your team. We want you to lead them on point, and search down town for any signs of Frank. You will be leading them into possible hostile areas, if there is any form of resistance from Frank or any of Chase’s men on  the streets then plant a couple of bullets into their legs, I want them alive and able to talk. I’m trusting you kid, you have shown initiative, if you play your cards right you could be bumped up to Homicide after this is all over.’ 
Mullins lights up with smile and he nods emphatically. 
‘No problem sir, I’ll make sure I’ll bring Frank home.’ 
Mullins and his partner walk away from Eddie and make their way out of the Incident room. Eddie smiles to himself, a self-smile of satisfaction. He takes out a cigarette and lights it up, inhaling the smoke as if he was victorious already. He strolls over to his office and walks in, shutting the door behind him. He gets out his phone and starts mashing the buttons. He takes another drag on his cigarette and smiles as he looks down at the message he just typed. 
“It’s done” The message reads. 
He clicks send and flips the phone back shut. He chucks it on to the sofa carelessly as he walks over to the mini bar. He once again pours another drink; the sound of the liquor hitting the tumbler is music to his ears, as he raises the glass in the air saluting himself, he downs the whisky.  
 
 



Fifty Six
The year 2006: SIX YEARS BEFORE BOARDING THE TRAIN
Mrs Gardener is standing on her suburban porch watching the traffic go by. It’s a delightful evening of colours jumping out of the sky. The stars are shining brighter this night more so then she had ever seen. It seems as if the air its self is cleaner and the people passing by saying hello are more forgiving. She has always gotten along with her neighbours, but living in suburbia has taken its toll on the way she sees most people. It seems people change when receiving bonuses on their already meaty cheques. She isn’t one of them, or so she has always thought. Mrs Gardener has always enjoyed the good things in life, but what most people see as the luxuries in life, she sees as burdens. She enjoys good wine and people. Enjoys looking after kids and gets a tremendous satisfaction when cooking for her mum and dad on thanksgiving. People see her as a giving person, while she sees herself as a shadow of what she wants the world to be. 
While she carries on watching the light traffic go by her family style home, she snaps back into reality as a car horn on the street jars her conscious. She shakes her head in disappointment as she notices two men shouting at each other a few hundred yards down her street. They are both out of their cars screaming obscene words at each other while holding up the traffic. She walks into her house, opening the classic style porch door within a door. She strides into her living room and admires the view, as it’s pristine and clean, as if she is expecting someone. She glances at the time on the clock on her wall. She starts to strip down to her French underwear. Her body looking immaculate and well-kept as if she goes to the gym regularly. Her front door bell rings and she turns around, walking over to the door she opens it wide and sees his face. She grabs him and pulls him into the house, closing the door behind, she pushes him up against it and starts kissing his neck. 
‘Hello Mrs Gardener’ He says 
She carries on kissing him, finally looking up at him and smiling. 
‘Hello Jason’ 
 



 
Fifty Seven
Fredrick is tiring by now. The long crawl through the air ducts is one filled with cramp and hot air, as the sweat drips down his forehead he turns around to Nathan who is a mere few feet away. 

‘It’s funny how an air duct for the AC can be so damn hot’ Whispers Fredrick 
Nathan laughs quietly as he taps Fredrick on the leg
‘It’s okay man, let’s just keep going. We need to get out of here.’ 
‘Why are you touching me again? I told you star, I’m no batty boy’ 
Nathan stops crawling and punches Fredrick in the leg
‘I told you, I don’t know what that means, but I’m gathering that now you said that, you assume I’m gay, well I’m sorry to disappoint you, I’m not a batty boy. You call me that one more time; I’m going to kick your ass!’ 
Fredrick grabs his leg in pain
‘Why you do that for man? You crazy or something, you want to fight me, the man who is saving you, in an air duct? You crazy white boy’ 
‘Racism is not the answer Fredrick. Have I called you a black boy?’ 
Fredrick shakes his head
‘No, but if you did I would make sure I cave your face in bombaclart’ 
Nathan hears voices in the room below them. He signals Fredrick.
‘Be quiet, there’s someone below us’ 
‘No shit, there’s a whole bunch of people below us, guards, hostages, guns, explosives.’ Says Fredrick 
Nathan and Fredrick carry on crawling through the air duct for a few minutes. They come across a T Junction. 
‘Which way should we go? Asks Fredrick
‘How am I supposed to know, you’re the one who came through here.’ 
‘I know star, it’s just its different on the way out’ 
‘What do you mean different? They did not change the dam air duct layout in a day’ 
‘I know it’s different because I’m going the opposite way aren’t I, you stupid or something?’
‘I don’t think I’m the stupid one here, course you’re going the opposite way, that’s how backwards and forwards work!’ 
Fredrick turns back around to Nathan, this time squaring off to him, pushing Nathan back a few steps. Nathan pushes Fredrick back. Fredrick swings for Nathan, but Nathan ducks out of the way, while the punch lands firmly on the metal walling of the air duct, rattling the structure with a humongous clang. Suddenly the floor beneath them collapses as both men fall through the air duct into a room, landing hard on some concrete flooring. Both men dazed look at each other in spite as they sit up to draw breath. Nathan looks up at the ceiling and notices the massive hole in the air duct where they were crawling in a few seconds prior. Nathan looks at Fredrick who appears to be worse for wear as he grabs his arm, clutching it in pain. 
‘Are you alright Fredrick?’ 
As Fredrick gasps for air, he’s hit in the back of the head with an AK47. Fredrick’s head snaps back to the ground, hitting it with a bloody thud. Nathan jumps in fear as he turns around to see a barrage of armed guards taking aim at him. Behind them, Connor Chase walks into view holding his trademark gun.
‘Glad you could join us Nathan, you gave me a scare. I was worried you left without saying goodbye’ 
 
 



Fifty Eight
Frank picklocks the padlock with a hair clip, he looks around making sure that no one is in his vicinity. He hears the clip snap in the lock. 
‘Shit’ 
Frank takes a few steps back from the rusty warehouse door and takes another look around his surroundings. He notices the nearby layby where cars are sweeping by at high speeds. Frank times his actions. He notices headlights coming down the layby to his right, glistening through the chain link fence separating him from the road. Frank ducks to avoid the beaming lights. The car sweeps by with a whoosh. Frank peaks up over the fence and sees no oncoming traffic. He gets up and walks over to the nearby door once again. He draws his weapon and fires a shot into the padlock. It snaps and buckles at the force of the bullet. He smiles to himself. 
‘That should do it’ 
He takes the buckled padlock off the door hinge and throws it on the floor. He opens the door to the warehouse and is greeted with a sheet of black. The whole room is pitch-dark. He manoeuvres himself into the black, feeling the wall for a light switch.  He finds it and flicks the switch. The light bellows through the room, hitting his eyes with a fierce penetrating ray, obscuring his vision, making it go red for a few moments. His eyes refocus and light up with joy as he looks upon a mass of weapons and ammo stockpiled to the ceilings.
He walks over to the assortment of heavy weaponry and picks up a bolt action Remington MSR sniper rifle. He cocks the bolt back and pumps out a .338 calibre bullet that lands on the stone floor of the warehouse with an everlasting echo that dampens into the night. The smoke coming from the side of the rifle plumes into the air, as Frank cocks the bolt back one more time for good measure. He enjoys the sound of the projectile hitting the floor, as he takes aim with the MSR; he scopes into the far distance of the warehouse. He aims down the sights, four hundred meters; he flicks the laser sights on and takes a deep breath, his finger hovering over the trigger, twitching with excitement. 
 



 
Fifty Nine
‘Okay men, this is it. We are going in for a sweep of down town Boston. I’m splitting you up into teams of ten. In total there will be ten teams. Each team will take on a certain block, in which I will relay that information closer to the execution of the sweep. In the next hour there will be a ten truck convoy riding down Boston. Each team will have a point man for the operation. I will call out the teams in a minute. Each of you will have a number on your shoulder. That number will correspond with your team. So for example if you pick out a number one, then you will be part of team one, and so forth. The selection of numbers will be random; you will pick out the numbers from a box. After picking your number, use the Velcro strap to put the number on your shoulder, then report to your team’s point man. I will announce the point men for the teams now, so bear with me.’ Says Chief Shaw
Shaw announces the point men in a random order. Each man steps forward and turns around, forming a line across the width of the car park, facing the on looking officers. Shaw steps in front of the selected point men, he paces up and down, looking on at the remaining men. 
‘Okay team eight will be led by officer Santiago. Team nine will be led by Officer Phillips. Finally team ten will be led by Officer Mullins.’ 
Mullins steps forward and joins the point men in formation. 
‘Okay team leaders disperse to the convoy area and line up next to your numbered truck. The selected men will join you once they get their numbers randomly assigned to them. I will come and brief each one of you in the next thirty minutes. 
The selected team leaders leave the formation and walk up to their assigned vehicles. Mullins walks up to his number ten truck and looks around at the other men down his left, each leaning against their trucks. Truck number nine’s point man nods his head in acknowledgement. Mullins nods back. He takes a deep breath in and swallows hard. Something just doesn’t feel right he thinks to himself.  
 



Sixty
Sandra Austin pushes the hot water button on the vending machine. The water spills out of the plastic nozzle flowing into a polystyrene cup. She then hits the cappuccino button. The machine hums and sputters as it delivers its powdered coffee into the cup. She bends down and grabs the steaming beverage out from under the dripping nozzle. She takes a sip from her drink and pulls a face. Her work colleague standing next to her laughs in amusement. 
‘Tastes like shit right?’ He asks. 
Sandra nods her head in agreement. 
‘What the hell are we doing down here? It’s a damn train station, nothing news worthy is happening, unless you count bad coffee and train delays as news.’ He asks 
Sandra takes another long sip of coffee
‘I don’t know Mike. Just stick to pointing the camera in my direction and leave the questions to me.’ 
Mike puts the camera on his shoulder and points it in Sandra’s direction. He pans a shot from her feet up to her chest, focusing on her bust. 
‘Stop being immature Mike and save the space on the hard-drive. We don’t know how long we are going to be here do we?’ 
Mike nods reluctantly, putting the camera back on its tripod overlooking the tracks. 
‘Why do you think Bob asked us to set up on this platform specifically?’ He asks
‘It could be one of many reasons. One of them could be someone famous or of importance is going to disembark on this platform.’  
Both Sandra and Mike stare down the tracks in anticipation of the train’s arrival. 
 



Sixty One
Frank is stocking up on ammo and weapons in the warehouse. He has the MSR rifle slung across his back and two 9mm’s hoisted on his belt. He grabs a twelve inch army knife from a box on a shelf above him. He suddenly spots a box next to it that has the word “EXPLOSIVES” tattooed on its side.  He reaches up and grabs the box. He settles it down on top of a stack of crates towering to his chest level. He tries to pry the wooden box open but is unsuccessful. He looks around for something to help him open the stubborn box. He spots a crowbar resting near his feet, he grabs it and splits the explosives box open, revealing a medley of frag grenades. He grabs three and attaches them to his belt, using the supplied frag clips in the box. He closes the explosives box and puts it back on the shelf. He spots some black face paint on the shelf under the boxes of explosives. He grabs the round shoe polish like tin and opens it. He starts to apply it to his face and arms. He rips the remaining sleeve material off his tatted shirt and pastes his arms in the paint. The dried blood on his skin is masked by the dark camouflage like substance. Suddenly he drops to his knees in pain as he grabs his head, his finger nails digging deep into his skin, scratching at the surface like a cat at its scratching post. The images of pain and suffering resurface in his psyche as he claws for sanity. He screams in pain as he uses the crates to steady himself back to his feet. The voices in his head are thumping away at his conscious as he relives the day’s events, the killing of Tasha, the bloodshed in the hallway, the massacre at Connor Chases home. 
He falls down once again, shaking in pain; his head hits a puddle of water on the floor. He chokes on it, trying to lift his head up to draw breath. He tries again, but feels as if someone is holding his head down, drowning him. He forces himself up but it thrown straight back into the puddle, the force of the blow is tremendous and cuts his eyebrow open, blood is trickling out, the taste of copper in the water, is now in his mouth. He manages to force his head up and gasp for air, but again is pushed back down into the water. He screams, the force of the scream ignites bubbles in the puddle, he pushes one last time, this time he manages to free himself from the unworldly grip. His head bursts out of the water, soaking wet as he looks around the dingy warehouse, no one in sight. He breaths deeply and staggers up. His face is dripping, as he breaths, his breath is visible in the air, like breathing in a freezer. He looks around again and notices nothing out of the ordinary. He looks down at the puddle and sees his reflection. A blood droplet falls gently from his check and lands in the crescent of water. A small ripple bursts in the puddle, washed with a tint of red. He looks deeper into the sheen and sees nothing. No reflection, nothing, just pure black. He snaps out of his daze and looks around. He walks over to the shelves and grabs another gun. He pulls the hammer back and aims down the sights. He strafes from left to right, making his way through the dark warehouse. He sweeps the immediate area and moves on deeper into the seemingly empty building. He makes his way to a section near the entrance of the warehouse.  He hears a noise, similar to a pin drop, a noise that is very familiar to Frank, the sound of a shell casing hitting the floor. He ducks behind a massive pylon like structure next to the door, the light switches just above his head. He hits it and the lights go off. He hears a crash, like someone knocking into something. 
‘Damn it’ the voice says quietly. 
Frank grabs his torch and turns it on. He puts the torch in left hand while holding the gun in his right. He moves forward and spots a person slowly moving away from an overturned trash can. The person doesn’t spot Frank. Frank squeezes the hand grip of his gun tightly as he slowly makes his way towards the intruder. A mere foot away he cocks his gun for effect and places the cold barrel of the weapon on the back of the person’s neck, making the shadowy figure stop dead in his tracks. 
‘Freeze dirt bag!’ Shouts Frank
‘Frank?’ Asks the man
Frank turns the man around and shines the torch in his face. It’s the DA, Eddie Smith. 
‘Eddie, what the hell are you doing here?’ 
‘I was going to ask you the same question Frank’ 
‘Well I’m sorry to disappoint you Eddie but I’m not taking any questions at this time’ 
 



Sixty Two 
The year 2006: SIX YEARS BEFORE BOARDING THE TRAIN
Flowers commemorate the entrance to the campus of the Boston High school. Students stand in seldom silence as people continue to lay flowers and ribbons on the campus lawn. A mass of media outlets and news crews are strewn across the entrance of the school overlooking the flowers and students. Sandra Austin is standing on the spot just in front of the school’s Football team sign. She looks at Mike who is signalling her with a five finger countdown, Five, Four, Three, Two, and One.
‘High school teacher Maggie Gardener was found brutally murdered in her home last night. Neighbours complained about a so called ruckus in the early hours of the morning in which Boston PD responded. They arrived on the scene in which her front door was unlocked and open. They walked in and found a horrific scene in which blood was found in nearly every room of the house. They drew their weapons and searched the house for any sign of a body. They found Mrs Gardener on her bed brutally beaten. She was pronounced dead on the scene. The police have just informed us that the teachers’ cause of death was asphyxiation. They have also told us that they suspect the woman was raped after her death. At this moment there are no leads on any suspects. The only thing certain about this case is that Mrs Gardener will be missed by many. As you can see behind me, students and faculty members are paying their respects. Over seven hundred bouquets of flowers have been delivered by hand. The principle has declined to comment on the situation stating and I quote “This is a troubling time for us all, I would rather not comment on such a heinous crime, I will leave the character and resolve of the teachers and students to speak for themselves.” It’s obviously a sad day here in Boston, millions around the country are showing their respects for the decorated teacher who by herself, has lifted a countries standards in teaching, She has won many achievements in her career and was considered one of the more valuable members of the school board. Her mark on teaching will be missed.
 This is Sandra Austin reporting live from Boston High.’ 
 
 



Sixty Three
The TV in the incident room flickers back into life as an officer hits the AV button. The screen focuses in and the familiar site of Connor Chase appears on the screen. He is dressed in his white tux; this one seems to be cleaner than the other one, likely a switch. 
Chief Shaw is watching on as he turns to the group of officers surrounding him. 
‘Who has time to switch tuxedos? I’ve been wearing this cheap suit for nearly two days’ He says, the surrounding officers concurring with nods of their heads. 
Shaw looks on intently at the TV screen as it flickers the images of oppression brought by Chase and his men who are standing in formation holding automatic weapons. Shaw thinks how stereotypical an image he is witnessing, the essence of terrorism brought by a group of men who claim to be patriots. The speech begins as Chase enters the shot, his follower’s onscreen part ways much like a crowd giving way to the pope. The importance of the man is evident in the loyalty and brotherhood that is seen in the eyes of the men wearing balaclavas. Chase is the only man whose face is visible, a fact that has been gnawing at Shaw for some time. A man that is not afraid to be associated with the events in Boston. A man that is not afraid to die for his cause.
‘Ladies and gentleman, I’m here once again to bring you, the public some troubling news. News that not only shows the corrupt scattering for the hills, but the brave being sacrificed by the so called good. Where I come from, no man is equal. That is a fact. That being said we all like to think that we are of equal ability and status in this messed up world. That too is a lie. You may be wondering, where is this place you talk of. The place where no one is equal? Well my fellow people, its America. I am an American. Not by choice, because god knows, this country is hell bent on making choices for me, such as where I will go to war, who I can marry. Which sex I should be intimate with. What movies I should watch. What adverts I should see. What president I should obey. What laws I should abide by. Not one of these things is a good thing. In this country we have learned to bite our tongue, obey the rich and do their bidding. If they want a new holiday home, we pay for it through taxes. If I want a new holiday home, I must dream on because I know that the government will cut my wages, and every one else’s wages in the public sector before they give me a pay rise. This here isn’t about money though, that’s not why I have come here to speak about. Yes there are many problems in America, and I, Connor Chase plan on addressing them as the time comes nearer. Today’s problems are our future children’s obstacles. This 28 amendment that I am installing is not one only derived for people’s privacy, its one for the people. It’s the amendment that gives us American citizens the power again, the power that this government has confiscated. It’s because of hard working Americans that they can sell our information, use our information and bargain and burden our lives. It’s because of hard working Americans they can spend billions on wars and so called global missions of peace. It’s hard working Americans that pay for the wages of hard working police, fire department and hospitals. It’s because of this government that all three of these vital commodities are in danger. It’s because of this Government that an undercover cop will die today.’ 
Shaw’s face whitens as Connor grabs a man into view, wearing a bag over his head, his identity is not certain to anybody, apart from Shaw. Connor smiles as he pulls the white sack from over the unidentified man’s head. It’s Nathan. 
‘This is here is Nathan. I am not sure if it’s his real name or just his undercover one. I’m pretty sure it’s not his real name, but that’s beside the point. It’s what Nathan is doing here that tickles my funny bone.’ Says Chase while sadistically tickling Nathan’s elbow
‘Now I’m going to ask you a few questions Nathan is that okay?’ 
Nathan nods his head, the sweat on his forehead strobing on the TV screen 
‘Okay, good to know your cooperative. Let’s get down to this.’
Nathan nods once again, visibly in shock of the current situation he finds himself in. 
‘Are you an undercover cop Nathan?’ 
Nathan nods 
‘No, I asked you a questions boy, you will have the decency to answer me!’ Demands chase, his tone ever more aggressive. 
‘Yes I am an undercover cop, special forces to be precise.’ 
 ‘Oh, Boston SWAT. A man of skill indeed, no wander we snapped you up, you certainly have the credentials. Why are you undercover here then Nathan?’ 
‘I was assigned to this detail to monitor you as an individual, we suspected you of being a radical, or militia leader.’ 
‘Oh, that’s pretty accurate then, I am a leader but I wouldn’t say this is a militia. Now I’m going to ask you one final question, who is the bad guy in this scenario, me or the government who put you here with no back up and no weapons.’ 
Nathan swallows hard as he digests the question, the urgency of the situation ever increasing as Chase hovers over him, Desert Eagle in hand, pressed against Nathans scull. 
‘Times ticking away boy’ Says Chase while mimicking looking at a watch. The room goes silence as Chase cocks back the hammer and presses down on the trigger. The impact of the shot at close range rag dolls Nathans head as half of his face implodes from the impact of the deafening shot. His lifeless corpse slides out of view leaving a bloody smear on the wall next to the remains of his head. Connor smiles while whipping down the stainless steel of his barrel, he throws a candid wave at the camera as it goes black. The TV screen erupts with static white noise as Shaw looks on in disbelief.
‘Shit’ Says Shaw garnering the attention of his fellow officers. 
‘Do you know who that was?’ Asks one of the officers
‘Yeah its Frank’s brother, Adam.’
 
 



Sixty Four
‘What the hell are you doing here Eddie? Haven’t you got a city to protect?’ Asks Frank, sparking up a cigarette as he pats Eddie down for a concealed weapon, Eddie shakes his head as he relaxes once Frank has stopped frisking. Both men look at each other intently before Frank flicks a cigarette at him. Frank extends his arm and lights it. 
‘So are you going to answer me?’ Asks Frank who’s visibly growing more impatient, jittering his hands at his sides, ash sprinkling off his cigarette. 
‘I am wondering the same thing Frank. What are you doing here all kitted up like you’re going to war or something’ 
‘That’s exactly where I’m going Eddie. I’m going to war with that son of a bitch. He killed all those innocent people and slaughtered Tasha like an animal. I liked her; she was the first person who gave me more than a stale look. The first person to ask how I was feeling and not mean “Are you up for the job”’ 
Eddie moves in closer, taking a seat on a lopsided crate next to Frank. Frank remains standing awkwardly as he beams his sight down to the visibly tired District Attorney Eddie Smith. 
‘Look Frank, we need you back to headquarters…’ 
‘I know what you’re going to say, I’m not having none of it Eddie. Its bullshit, the whole thing is bullshit. You can’t just take me off a case and then expect me to run back into action blindly. First you guys ring me up yesterday, begging me to come back after I was sent home to “cool off”. I’m not playing these games any more. If you guys aren’t going to make a move on that ass hole Chase, then I will just have to see to his demise myself.’ 
‘We are going to make a move on him, that’s why we need you. Shaw has said that he wants you back in the field. He says he needs you to get the job done.’ 
Franks smiles at Eddie who is staring a hole into him, his cigarette is illuminating the surrounding warehouse clutter with a tint of fiery orange. 
‘Bullshit! That guy is a complete moron. All he’s interested in is making my life hell. He has been nothing but condescending to me since this whole escapade has started.’ 
Frank goes silent as he clicks some thoughts around in his head. 
‘I know why you’re asking me to come back. That dirt bag Connor is threatening to blow some hostages to high heaven, isn’t he?’ 
Eddie nods his head; taking one last drag on his cigarette he discards it. He stands up and squares off to Frank, looking at him as he cracks a stern shake of his head. 
‘Look Frank, enough of this bullshit. You know you’re just swinging a game here. I know you like I know my right hand on a cold and lonely night. You’re going to play this game for as long as I’m willing, truth is I can’t be asked to go through these hoops of yours. If you’re going to come back then I suggest you hurry up and make up your damn mind.’ 
Frank smiles at Eddie, relieving some of the tension in the room. 
‘Yeah you know me, Super Detective Frank McKenzie. “There for the public when I’m not high or contemplating blowing my own head off”’. 
‘That’s pretty dark Frank, seeing how you’re an emotional wreck whose addicted to pain pills and horse tranquilisers, its better coming from you then me’.
‘Speaking off how well you know me, how did you know I’d be here?’ 
Eddie stops still and faces Frank with his hands out. 
‘I had your shoes bugged.’ Says Eddie calmly 
Frank laughs as he strips his weapon’s belt off and places it down on the ground. Both men walk out of the warehouse towards Eddies Mercedes. Frank gets in the passenger’s side. 
 
 



Sixty Five
Crystal is sitting down at her seat that’s vibrating along to the friction of the trains every turn. Across the small cabin sits Jason who is dozing off. Next to him Jenifer is cuddled up, holding onto his arm tightly as the train moves violently along the tracks. Crystal’s thoughts have been drifting from Jason to Jenifer. She still feels bad about succumbing to Jason. Jenifer and her have not spoken for a good three hours and its grating on Crystal. She leans forward and shakes Jenifer awake. Jenifer’s eyes blink a few times as she blankly stares at Crystal wide eyed, finally she focuses and manages to frown at her while she lets go of Jason and moves in closer to Crystal who by now is a hairs length away from her face. 
‘Look Jen we can’t be fighting for the whole trip.’ She whispers 
‘Fighting? We haven’t even started Crystal, what you did was desperate and selfish. I wouldn’t ever do anything like that to you. You can’t surely think that I’m going to let this go, I like Jason and you go and blow him off in the toilets!’ 
‘What do you mean you wouldn’t do anything like that to me? What about Ryan at high school. Don’t you think I don’t know about you and him screwing in the school toilets? Why do you think I broke up with him?’ 
Jenifer’s face drops in shock of what she is hearing. 
‘Two wrongs don’t make a right Crystal’ 
‘That’s what I’m trying to say here Jen. We need to just forget about this crap and move on. He’s just a boy and one that we just met at that. You’re not going to throw away years of friendship for an idiot like him. He played us both.’ 
Both girls look at Jason simultaneously. He is motionlessly slumped on the arm rest of his chair fast asleep. Both girls smile at each other.
‘You’re right hun’. Fuck him; we’ve had too many good times to spoil it over some hot piece of ass!’ Says Jenifer
Both girls giggle, their hands over their mouths to muffle the sound. They both look over at Jason who twitches restlessly but then remains still. 
‘Let’s move to the front of the train, get away from him for the rest of the journey’ Suggests Crystal. 
Jenifer nods in agreement as both girls grab their hand luggage from underneath their seats. Crystal opens the cabin door, cautiously stepping over Jason’s sprawled out legs. Jenifer follows, brushing her leg against his. Both girls make their way out of the cabin, the train jolts violently as they brace themselves against the door. 
‘You two aren’t going anywhere’ 
Both girls turn around to see Jason holding a 9MM square in their direction. They both freeze in fear as Jason slowly gets up. Crystal looks at Jenifer and shakes her head in disapproval. Jenifer shrugs as she slowly braces herself. Another violent jolt by the train sends Crystal flying forward, landing on Jason. Jenifer takes the opportunity and bolts out of the cabin and flees up the narrowing hallway. Jason punches Crystal in the face knocking her unconscious as her head thumps on the support leg of the chair Jason was sitting on. He shoves her off him and gets up, pulling back the hammer on the gun as he exits the cabin. He sees Jenifer approach the trailer door to the economy seating, as she puts her hands on the door handle, he fires a shot. The bullet pierces clean through her shoulder, exiting her body and hitting the doors glass. Blood spatters up the door as she lands head first, her skull hitting the broken glass, penetrating the window, going straight through. Her hair is caught in the sharp glass surrounding her head; Jason reaches the door and pulls her out by her hair, freeing her from the glasses heavy grip, ripping her flesh off  her face and forehead. He throws her to the ground and takes aim over her. She lies on her back looking at him with pleading eyes, blood escaping into the ridges of her mouth and corners of her eyes. He fires another shot straight into her head, a dust ball of blood scatters around her head, imploding on the hard metal floor of the train. The shot rings loud invoking a chorus of screams on the other side of the bloodied door. He gets up and cocks the hammer once more, ejecting the spent shell to the floor, still smoking from the heat of the gun. He looks through the broken glass on the cabin door as he sees passengers escaping their seats and running up the aisle of the train. He opens the door, gripping the bloodied handle, his hand sliding off as he enters the fray of the economy class. He takes aim at two marshals who have their guns drawn and shoots both of them consecutively in the blink of an eye. Both officers go down fast. The shots get the attention of the passengers as they look on in horror, hiding and ducking out of sight behind their chairs. Jason takes a steady aim at them. 
‘My name is Jason and I’ll be your entertainment for the evening’ 
Jason pulls out a small radio like device.
‘You see this? This is a triggering system. When I hit this red button, the train goes boom, any questions?’ 
The passengers are quiet; Jason grabs one of the nearby teenage boys. He forces him down on his knees, pushing his heavy boot into the back of his knees. 
‘In case you doubt my seriousness I will demonstrate it right now’ 
Jason places the gun to the temple of the boy, who is squirming in fear. He pulls the trigger, the shot rings loud in the tin like cabin. A puff of red mist appears where the boy was kneeling; it clears to reveal him lying on his front, blood pouring out of his head. 
‘That’s how serious I am. I don’t want any shit from anybody. There will be no second chances. The journey will continue as usual and you will arrive at your destination. Play your cards right and you will leave unharmed. Play them wrong, your head will spin on this trains decking, I shit you not. I hope we have an understanding people. All cell phones will be put in the receptacle bins near you. Make sure you remember where you put them so when we arrive you can retrieve them in an orderly fashion. Oh I almost forgot, if you have any complaints please send them to my suggestion box, it’s marked with the words CW at the back.’ 
 
 



Sixty Six
Eddie and Frank pull into the down town incident room’s car park. Eddie parks the car effortlessly as Frank stares at the car parks mortar wall. The head lights beam onto the cracks and sends a shiver down Franks back. Frank opens the stiff door to the car; he starches his legs out and shifts his body, gracefully getting out of the car. Eddie follows suit and both men make their way through the dark parking structure. They walk silently, both staring at the floor as their feet tap on the tarmac in unison. They walk up to the lift on the far side of the car park. Frank hits the button, sending the lift down. Eddie looks at Frank momentarily. Both men say nothing as the door clangs open and both walk in. The doors shut in front of them. Eddie looks at Frank once more. 
‘What?’ Asks Frank
Eddie shakes his head
‘No, what are you looking at? You haven’t said anything to me since the warehouse.’ Asks Frank once more
‘Nothing Frank, let’s just say I’m pretty tired of all this bureaucratic bullshit that seems to be sweeping the offices.’ 
‘The FBI is taking over the case then?’ 
‘No, I’m seeing to it that they don’t get their dirty hands on this case. It has nothing to do with them. This isn’t pirate DVD’s or drug cartels. This is some guy in my city causing a fuss. I am going to use what the city has at its disposal. Not what Washington thinks I should be using. The FBI is only good for one thing, protecting the president!’ 
‘I think the secret service protects the President Sir.’ Says Frank
‘How many times have I got to tell you? You have known me long enough to call me by my name Frank, not to mention me and you are good friends, so cut the sir shit’ 
Frank smiles as Eddie’s composure is clearly broken. Eddie cracks his finger between his tie, loosening it as they reach the incident rooms first floor. The lift door clangs open once again as Frank and Eddie walk on through to the central hub. Just as they reach the bustling hub they are met by Chief Shaw. 
‘Ah Frank how nice to see you’ Says Shaw
Frank shakes the Chiefs hand. 
‘So where have you been McKenzie?’ 
‘Nowhere special Chief’ 
‘Is that so? I heard that you may have been engaging in some rather illegal activities down the industrial complex.’ 
Frank smiles at the Chief and turns his head slightly to catch a stern look from Eddie. The smile quickly disappears on Frank’s face. 
‘You know how it is Chief, people talk’ 
‘That may be so, but they seem to be talking a lot about you.’ 
‘Look sir, by my understanding you wanted me to come back. You did fire me after all and what I do with my own personal time is my business, so if you want to give me a ribbing then I’d appreciate it if you hurried up because I have a case to crack.’ 
‘A case to crack, you have some cheek boy, you aren’t cracking shit around here. The only cracking you will be witnessing is me cracking the whip on your sorry ass.’ 
Frank leaps forward and grabs Shaw by the tie. He pulls hard on the it, forcing Shaw’s face down to a highly impactful thud on his desk. His nose explodes in a haze of blood as Shaw hits the ground holding his broken nose while staring up at Frank with a surprised look on his face. 
‘Looks like cases aren’t the only thing I can crack around here’ says Frank
 
 



Sixty Seven
Jason stands at the front of the busted door overlooking the petrified passengers on the train. He is holding his AK47 much like a militia soldier would hold his on all those CNN specials on regimes in unfortunate countries. He paces the width of the train nonstop as he surveys the fear in the eyes of his hostages. He finally stops and points at a man kneeling on the ground with his hands on his head.
‘You, what’s your name?’ Says Jason manoeuvring his way closer to the kneeling man
The man looks up at Jason with a taught look of anxiety
‘Speak up’ Shouts Jason who is now pointing the foreboding AK47 at the man’s chest
‘My name’s Jason’ says the petrified man
Jason’s eyes lights up as he excitedly shakes the gun in an upwards direction signalling the man to his feet. 
‘That’s quite a coincidence; my name is Jason as well’ 
The man looks on nervously at Jason, not shaking his line of sight off the weapon. 
‘Would you say Jason is a common name?’ Asks Jason
‘Pretty common’ says the man
‘So you think I’m a common killer then?’ 
The man’s eyes tighten with fear as watches Jason’s eyes intrude his psyche.
‘No sir’ 
‘Did I tell you to speak Jason?’ 
‘No’ says the man
‘So not only do you think I’m a common killer but you also don’t respect me, the man with a gun.’ 
‘I did not say that’ 
‘It’s too late for apologies Jason, the damage is done. My feelings are already hurt.’ 
The man bows his head in fear
‘Look at me’ Shouts Jason while wheeling his AK47.
The man looks at Jason, tight eyed and reeling with sweat. 
‘Theirs only room for one Jason on this trip to Boston’ 
Jason unloads a full clip into the man’s torso, the impact of the bullets contort his body in an unnatural fall to the ground. The man’s clothes are riddled with reddened holes, trickling out with blood. The barrel of Jason’s Ak47 is a blaze with smoke as it bellows out and hangs in the air. Jason smiles as he changes the clip. The heavy mag hits the floor with a frightening echo as the passengers on the train gasp in horror at the mangled body of the man on the floor. Jason looks up and smiles at his hostages. 
‘I take it there aren’t any more Jason’s on this train?’
The crowd of passengers fall silent. Jason notices that some of the bullets have strayed and hit the cabin door of the driver. He walks over to the bullet ridden metal door and opens it. The trains’ driver is a mess with sweat and fear as he grips the controls of the train. He looks back at Jason who is grinning at him. 
‘Everything okay here Mr Train driver?’ Asks Frank
The driver nods cautiously, visibly upset at the presence of Jason
‘Good, full steam ahead then. Make sure you slow down where I told you to. We are making a slight detour, but we will be back on course very shortly. Is that understood?’ 
 
 



Sixty Eight
Connor chase looks on as a member of his crew drags Adam McKenzie’s body off. Chase watches as blood smears on the hard flooring. He stares at the smudging on the floor, the blood caking the dented concrete, filling the minute holes with red specks. Connor stands up and walks over to the struggling guard who is visibly tiring at the sheer muscly bulk of Adam. He looks at the guard with a glint of sympathy while offering his hand out as a gesture of help. 
‘He’s a big guy this one’ States Connor
The guard nods in agreement 
‘They sure don’t build them like this much’ Says the guard.
Connor grabs Adam’s motionless legs as he hauls them up to his sides, narrowing his way through the darkened room with only the camera’s lights giving a slight hinge of light. He follows the guard’s lead.
‘Who do you think he is boss?’ Asks the guard
‘No one special I guess. Just some poor sap who was risking his life for a pay check.’ 
The guard grunts a short laugh, wheezing as he bares Adam’s weight.
‘A bit like us then.’ 
Connor stops dead as he lets Adam’s feet hit the floor. 
‘What do you mean?’ 
The guard looks back nervously as he tries to collect himself
‘Well what we are doing could be considered dangerous’ 
Connor shakes his head 
‘No, that’s not what you meant. Spit it out!’ Shouts Connor
‘Well don’t you think this is a lot of effort for some money?’ 
Connor slowly walks up to the jittery guard 
‘What money?’ Asks Connor
The guard darts his head from left to right, trying to find the answers in his surroundings. 
‘Look at me’ Shouts Connor while grabbing his jaw tightly. 
‘I did not mean anything by it boss’ Says the guard
Connor lets go off the guard’s face, pushing him into the wall.
‘This isn’t about money son. This is about principle. When you lack that in life, the only thing you got left is your shadow. The shadow of a man with no principles is a man with no word. If he hasn’t got his word then he has no balls. If he has no balls then all he is a bitch. I don’t mean that in the sense that a woman is a bitch because women are much more than that. Women get labelled that too often. I’m talking about a bitch. A female dog, are you a female dog?’ 
The guard shakes his head cautiously. 
‘Good because the only thing female dogs are good for is sniffing around’ 
The guard nods in agreement
‘Keep your nose out of my affairs. You’re here to do your job, not speculate on the finances. You do it correctly; you will get paid, out of my money, no one else’s. I am not here for a hand out, I’m here for change. Now drag that body down to the caller. We may be here for a while; I don’t want the place stinking up. Make sure you douse the body in petrol just like the rest. We’re having a cremation ceremony before we leave this shithole.’
 



Sixty Nine
He walks up the stairs holding a suitcase. The stairwell is well lit considering the geographical location he is in. he reads a plaque on the wall. 
“Willard Intercontinental Washington Hotel Fire Exit”
He smiles as he manoeuvres up the last couple of steps, lugging the heavy yet important metal briefcase. He sighs in relief as he reaches that much fought for top floor. In no means is he an unfit man. It’s more of the fact that he is carrying such a heavy load. The lift was out of the question. He did not think that using it would help him in this matter. He thought about how he would have to use it coming down because time is of the essence. He stops pondering and walks a few steps towards the heavy fire exit door. It’s glistening in the artificial light that’s coming from the warm industrial light tubes on the walls, one every few feet. Unnecessarily illuminated for a staircase he thinks to himself. He is dressed in a business like suite. Not uncommon in such a distinguished building. He needs to look the part for what he is about to do. If he came in the building looking common then he would be considered the common enemy. In a sea of suits it would take them ages to find the person responsible. A guy casually dressed in such an establishment would be found in a matter of minutes. 
He opens the big metal door. It forces its self-inwards. The strong winds brace against his suit. Ripples of cloth explode all over his body. The swift breeze makes its way up his sleeves and ankles. He walks through the door and onto the rooftop. He looks around and sees a view of Washington that surprises him. The picturesque skyline is surprisingly comforting to the man. He closes the door behind him and walks in a straight line, casually looking around at his surroundings. Metal grates and bellowing AC units occupy the roof along with the occasional antique styling to keep in tone with the building. He laughs to himself as he contemplates whether he is going to see a gargoyle. He finds the designated spot and crouches down to his knees. He fishes into his pockets and produces a small pair of binoculars. He scans the horizon in front of him. The Pennsylvania Avenue Street below him is littered with press. The police are cordoning off an allocated parking spot just in front of the hotel. 
He leans against the ledge of the roof top. He looks down and sees the ground. It appears minute in the distance. He leans back in from the granite ledge and shimmy’s further away from it. He turns around still sitting on his rear; his actions seem rehearsed and covert. He flicks the code needed to unlock the briefcase. It hatches open as he looms over it. His face tingles with excitement as he unpacks the contents of the case onto the ground. He carefully places a black silk cloth on the ground. He unfolds it to reveal its true size. It stretches the ground in front of him. He reaches into the case again and pulls out a large metal piece. It’s shaped like a silencer. He starts pulling out bits of metal and wood. He clicks the pieces together in a timely fashion. The pieces quickly start to form the shape of a rifle. He attaches a barrel and then calmly screws on the suppressor. He fishes around the brief case once more and pulls out a soft silk pouch. He opens it and produces an 18 x Zoom scope. He attaches it to the now fully formed rifle. He places the constructed rifle on the black cloth laid out in front of him. He then pulls out his last piece of equipment. He stands up and walks over to the ledge. He takes another look through his binoculars. He then sits back down overlooking the edge of the roof. He unclips a tripod and fixes it to the ground. He shakes it to see if it’s sturdy. It is, he turns around and crawls towards the black cloth. He reaches into his suit pocket and pulls out a balaclava. He puts it on. He takes off his suit jacket and puts on an army shirt. He places the jacket on the silk cloth and picks up the heavy rifle. He slowly manoeuvres over to the tripod and clicks the rifle into place.
 He kneels down on his front and lines the scope up. He looks through it and scans the ground below him. He marks a couple of people into his sights. He reaches into his trouser pocket and pulls out a PDA. He clicks the touch screen buttons and hits an application. The loading bar hits one hundred. He places the PDA down on the ground millimetres away from the rifle. He reaches into his pockets again and pulls out a small ear piece. He places it in his ear and clicks “SYNC” on the device. He breaths in deeply and takes aim once more. He scans the horizon and sees nothing. The earpiece clicks. 
‘ETA on the President thirty minutes’ 
 
 



Seventy
Sandra Austin is stood at the vending machine for what seems like the hundredth time in one day. Her camera man Mike walks up to her gingerly. 
‘Have you spoken to Bob yet?’ 
She takes another hot coffee from the vending machine. She takes a long sip from the cup, the warm liquid refreshing her tedious spirits. 
‘You know what Mike, since the last time you asked me I still haven’t spoken to him. I wonder why.’ She states sarcastically
Mike shakes his head in frustration. 
‘Well to be honest Sandra I don’t like sitting on my ass all day at a Goddamn train station waiting for something to supposedly happen when one of the biggest news worthy events that I have ever witnessed in my thirty five years of being alive is happening right now, and I’m not there to film it!’ 
Sandra throws Mike a stern look. 
‘What did you expect Mike; they let you into M.I.T to film Connor Chase and his men up close?’ 
‘No not exactly. But I do want to be in the vicinity when they send the SWAT in.’ 
‘Do you think they would let you film that Mike? Don’t you think that maybe that would give Chase a warning about the infiltration?’ Mike shrugs at Sandra’s comments. He reaches into his coat pocket and pulls out a cigar. He lights it and blows smoke into Sandra’s Face. She shoos the smoke away with her hands and pulls a sickened face at Mike. She steps backwards and throws the bird at Mike. He laughs and walks away leaving her by herself sipping on lukewarm powdered coffee. 
‘Asshole’ she mutters to herself while casually people watching.
 
 



Seventy One
Eddie smith walks into the interrogation room. Three security officers are standing at the door. He signals them to go relieving them off their duties. They comply and earnestly walk out of the room. Eddie shuts the door firmly behind them. He turns around and looks at Frank who is sitting down palms faced down on the table glancing at Eddie. He walks over to the table and takes a seat, unbuttoning his suit jacket as he does so. He rests his hands on the table and looks back up at Frank. They make eye contact. Frank smiles openly and relaxes back into his seat. 
‘What?’ Asks Frank
Eddie shakes his head in disappointment as he lights a cigarette. 
‘I think it’s obvious don’t you?’ 
‘Not exactly Eddie. Enlighten me.’ 
‘I’ll give you one clue’
‘Go on’ 
Eddie gets up from his seat and looks Frank up and down. Frank is shackled with handcuffs around his wrists. Eddie slowly makes his way around the interrogation table. He grabs Frank by the head and slams it hard into the metal table. Frank’s scull bounces in one tremendous jolting action. Frank grunts in pain. Eddie walks back to his seat and sits down, calmly observing Frank. The three security guards rush in guns drawn. 
‘Is everything okay Sir?’ asks one of them 
Eddie nods. The guard notices Frank’s bleeding nose and smiles. He walks out with the two other guards and slams the door. 
‘I’ll let you have that one for free Eddie’ snarls Frank while whipping the blood off his nose
‘This isn’t about me getting one for free Frank. It’s about me trusting in you and putting in a good word to get you back on the force. Then what do you do. You go and break the chief of police’s nose. Then to make matters worse, you are suspected of being in a damn fire fight with the secret service’ 
‘What do you mean the secret service?’ asks Frank
‘Don’t play stupid Frank. Did you not go and see Jacob Reach in downtown Boston earlier today?’ 
Frank shakes his head while whipping at his face once again. 
‘No I did not. And even if I did I wouldn’t be fighting the damn secret service.’ 
Eddie seems unconvinced. He stubs out his cigarette on the metal table and stands up. 
‘So you’re telling me that all this chatter about you being involved in a shootout down town is bullshit? And the fact that I found you down in a warehouse not too far away from the alleged shooting is pure coincidence?’ 
Frank shakes his head.
‘You’re Goddamn right it’s a coincidence. Ever since I came back all I’ve been hearing is how I’m in it for me and not one of the team. Truth is it was my own team that sold me out and made me look that way. So you tell me Mr DA, who’s really to trust, the Goddamn department, the people who seem to have a raging hard on over me and my business, or me, a guy that has done nothing but his job, a guy that has nothing but dedication and balls. I admit that I am not perfect. Heck I’m imperfect! That doesn’t mean that I’m the person people seem to be pinning me for. All they do all day long is speculate if I’m a good cop or a bad one. Truth is Eddie I’m the cop I need to be, the cop that Boston needs me to be. Nothing else, if they don’t like it, then they can kiss my ass because quite frankly if you’re going to arrest me then do it now, if not then un-cuff me. I have an ass hole to arrest.’ 
Eddie walks over to Frank and unlocks his cuffs. 
‘Look Frank I understand where you’re coming from, all I want from you is the decency to not make me look like an idiot. If you have to do what you have to do, then make sure that it doesn’t lead back to me or you. I know that sometimes the rules have to be broken. But I don’t want you to think that gives you the right to go out and cause havoc. When you’re on those streets you are representing the City of Boston and its law enforcement. Don’t you forget that’ Says Eddie
Frank nods as he gets up from his seat, rubbing his wrists. 
‘Is Shaw okay?’ Asks Frank 
Eddie laughs 
‘Yeah he’s alright. His nose isn’t broken, just his pride.’ 
‘Well the asshole deserved it. All he does is bark orders. He should keep his fat mouth shut when it comes to mentioning me and my life’ 
Eddie nods in agreement, patting Frank on his tatty shoulder. 
‘Frank you need to get some hot food in you and have a shower. A change of clothes and a belly full of food will do you good, a lot better than no food and half a bottle of Jack.’ 
‘Yeah I hear you.’ 
Frank walks towards the door.
‘One more thing before I forget, keep away from Shaw. He wants blood, and I’m not talking about a punch up. The guy wants your career Frank.’ 
‘As far as I’m concerned he can have the darn thing, less problems for me to deal with.’ 
‘True but just be prepared that after this shit storm is over, he’s coming for you. I’ll put in a good word with the FBI or some other agency and get you transferred out of this crappy department’
 



Seventy Two
 Jason is pacing the train’s cabin once more. His eye line never leaving the direction of the hostages. He watches their every move. Processing each of their face’s in an attempt to recognise everyone. He’s sure about this situation. He’s never been surer of anything in his life. He leans against the train’s cabin next to the large window and peers outside. He notices the fast moving landscape. He stares long and hard into the windows view losing focus of his current situation. The hostages are quiet as they watch his every move. Clearly shaken and distraught, most of the hostages dare not look at each other at running the risk of making Jason think they are conspiring. The mangled corpse a few feet away from the grief stricken group is reminder enough of the danger of this situation. One man sits and watches Jason with calculating intent in his eyes. The man has long dirty brown hair, amidst with grease and grey hairs specked throughout his sparse hairdo. He is wearing a black hooded jumper, unbranded. His blue washed denim jeans are of the norm. Overall he is the sort of man you wouldn’t notice in a hurry. The sort of man Jason wouldn’t notice in a hurry. The man staring at Jason is slim and slender. He is notably tall while sitting down. The herd of hostages surrounding Jason disguises the tall hooded man. No one notices him except the pregnant women sitting next to him. She turns her head slightly, slanting her vision from Jason while she addresses the hooded man. 
‘I wouldn’t stare at him like that you know.’ states the dark pregnant women. Her deep brown eyes are comforting to the man as he snaps out of his intense surveillance and is welcomed with her melodic tone and safe eyes. 
‘I’m not staring’ explains the man
‘You could have fooled me’ she says softly 
‘I wasn’t, trust me. I was planning. Situations like this have to be thought out. There’s only one of him. It’s going to take a lot more than an AK to stop me.’ 
The woman shakes her head in fear as she eyeballs the man., her face telling him not to be a hero, but her heart saying otherwise. 
 



Seventy Three
Officer Mullins is leaning against the wall next to Chief Shaw’s office door. He is staring at the name engraved on the foggy glass. He takes a deep breath in and knocks on the door with two swift heavy thumps. A muffled voice on the other end acknowledges the knock. He opens the door and is met by a bruised Chief Shaw. Shaw is holding a tissue to his bloodied nose. He nods at Mullins, holding his hand out pointing towards the seat facing his desk. Mullins takes the invitation and sits down overlooking the Chief’s brown chair. Shaw plods along the width of the room and pours himself a drink. He looks at Mullins. Mullins shakes his head, declining the two fingers of whisky. Shaw makes his way back behind his desk. He sighs deeply and sits down, chugging heavily on the whisky as he removes the bloodied tissue from his nose. 
‘What happened?’ Asks Mullins
Shaw smiles while taking another sip on his tall glass. 
‘We found Frank’ 
‘Okay, I gathered that. After all that’s why I’m still here and not out on a search party leading my convoy. I mean, what happened to you sir?’ 
‘We found Frank that’s what happened.’ 
‘Frank did that to you?’ 
‘Yes. That’s beside the point though; we need you and your men to form an extraction team. You will be working with Frank. You will follow his lead and go into the M.I.T building and rescue the hostages. Any resistance you encounter must be met with lethal action. You have my permission to use whatever means are necessary at securing the safety of everyone in the building.’ 
‘So we are a go on this then? Washington agreed to the extraction team?’ 
‘Not exactly, I’m still working on that. I’m scheduled to have a conference call with the secretary of defence in a few minutes. I will run the plan through with him and see if we have the go ahead. I need you to be ready with your team so if they comply with our plan then we can execute it immediately.’ 
‘Understood Sir’ 
‘Good. Meet with Frank down the parking lot. They are setting up another convoy down there.’
‘Okay’ 
Mullins gets up from his chair. He turns around to walk towards the door. He stops dead and faces Shaw once again.
‘What?’ Asks Shaw
‘So you told him about his brother Adam?’ 
Shaw pours himself another drink with the spare bottle on his desk. He takes a sip and evens his eyes towards Mullins direction. 
‘No I did not. The guy is a loose cannon. He did this to my face for breaking his balls. Imagine what he will do if I break his heart and tell him his brother bit the bullet. Not to mention that it will affect his performance in the coming hours. I don’t want him going on some revenge mission for his brother.’ 
‘With all due respect sir, I think he’s already set at making Chase pay.’ 
‘He’ll get over Tasha, he’s just mad because he got found out. McKenzie has only ever loved one woman. She was killed ten years ago, not ten hours.’ 
‘If you say so’ 
‘I do say so. Now get going and keep your nose out of his business. Now scram!’ 
 



Seventy Four
‘Look I’m off to the can. Radio me when that ass hole manages to get down here.’ says Frank making his way up the stairwell of the parking lot striding up the staircase in a hurry. 
He reaches the door to the main floor. He opens it and makes his way down the corridor. He watches as officers walk past him, each of them acknowledging him with a look of respect. Some even borderline fear. Frank enjoys the reputation. He thrives off his it. He carries on walking down the sparsely lit hallway. He finally reaches the toilets. He opens it and walks up to the urinal. He unzips his fly and relaxes. He hears something. He looks around and sees nothing. The cubicles are all vacant. He carries on. He feels something grab him by the back of the head. It forces him face down into the dirty urinal at a blinding speed. He feels his face crack against the ceramic. The force busts his nose open. He tries to draw breath. He can’t, the urinal flushes and water makes its way into his mouth. He chokes hard on the salty thick water. Struggling to breath he wriggles for room. His clothes drenched with water, he manages to escape the grip. Once again his head is slammed into the urinal, seconds after he is thrown in to the tiled wall. Fragments of tile chip off at the impact, the crack in the wall is caked in Frank’s blood as he is knocked to the ground. He hits the cold sticky floor with a thud. His vision goes dark. He tries to open his eyes. He hears the bathroom door creak open and then buckle back shut. He manages to catch a glimpse of the door shutting; it’s a mere shadow in the darkened room. The door slams open once again. Footsteps rush towards him as he is grabbed by someone. 
‘Officer down I repeat Officer down in the first floor toilets, requesting medical assistance.’ The voice says. Frank feels the man grabbing his head and resting it on his knees. 
‘You okay Frank, can you hear me?’ Asks the man
Frank can’t respond. His head is a rife with pain as he tries to open his eyes. 
‘Frank look at me, can you hear me?’ Frank musters a brief nod as he attempts to stay conscious. 
 



Seventy Five
The view from above is distorted by the fish eye effect of the rifle’s scope. The reporters are still down on the ground, surrounding the area like a sea of snapping fish. The flashes from the cameras are causing a lens flare to appear on the northern end of the scope. The man in the suit sighs in frustration as he pans the distance waiting for his mark. He looks down on the ground and flicks through his PDA, pulling up various bits of information. He reaches into his suit pocket and pulls out a metal rod. He attaches it to the PDA using a jack. He points the rod up towards the sky, a few feet over his head. He looks down and sees the reading. 
“12 Miles per hour wind speed. Southern quarterly dip” It reads. 
He detaches the rod and puts it back into his Jacket pocket. He switches a button on the PDA and presses his finger into his ear.
‘This is Romeo 171. Wind speed and direction is as we calculated. The arrival of tango one is estimated in less than ten minutes. The target will be arriving from the east. The shot will dip in the wind but nothing that I can’t handle. We are a go; I repeat we are a go.’ Says the man
‘Affirmative’ replies the musty voice on the radio. 
The man unclips his ear piece and puts it back in his suit pocket. He takes aim once more. He peers through the powerful scope, his finger resting on the side of the rifle. He pans to the east and sees a convoy approach in the hot sun in the distance. The image blurry from his position, he winds the scope in. The image stabilizes as he sees the four car convoy approach. The American flags attached to the cars are rippling in the wind as he breaths in and cocks the bolt back, his breathing turns slow and heavy as he watches the cars approach in the distance. He looks down at his PDA and pushes a button. A timer starts counting down from seven minutes. He watches the timer intently as a roar from the crowd bellow erupts at the approaching president of the United States of America. 
 
 



Seventy Six
‘This is bullshit. You’re always saying how the United States doesn’t negotiate with terrorists, but you won’t let us go into the building and rescue the hostages. It sounds like you don’t negotiate with anybody!.......Yeah that’s right……Fine…….I’ll take full responsibility……I’ll report back when it’s done’ Eddie hangs up the phone and turns to Chief Shaw. 
‘It wasn’t easy but I managed to get them to roll over and let us go in to the M.I.T building and diffuse this situation.’ Says Eddie
Shaw looks on impressed.
‘Wow how did you manage that? That’s some feat’ 
Eddie smiles and pours himself a drink. 
‘I supposed it has something to do with me being the DA.’ He laughs 
Shaw takes a drag on his cigarette. The DA’s door bursts open as two officers rush into the room.
‘Sorry to interrupt sir’s but Detective Frank McKenzie has been attacked in the communal toilets’ 
‘What?’ Asks Eddie in shock as he quickly gets up and follows the men out of the room. He stops dead and signals them to wait outside as he turns to Chief Shaw.
‘You don’t have anything to do with this do you?’ Asks Eddie 
‘What the hell are you on about? Why would I beat Frank up?’ 
‘I don’t know, maybe because he smashed you up pretty good no more than half an hour ago.’ 
‘I wouldn’t risk it, the guys a nut job. He’d have any ones number in this station. I find it hard to believe anyone would cross him.’ 
‘If you say so Chief’ Says Eddie, his tone visibly unconvinced
Shaw taps Eddie on the shoulder and both men follow the leading officers down the narrowing hallway. They rush over to the end and reach the situation room. Frank is sat on a stretcher bracing his head with a damp cloth. The cloth is bloodied as he wipes away the red residue off his skull. His face is a mess with bruising and welts. Eddie holds Shaw back as he makes his way over to Frank. Frank spots Eddie coming and sits up straight, putting on a brave face as he approaches. 
‘What the hell happened here’ asks Eddie as he reaches the stretcher. EMT’s are trying to attend to Frank but it is proving difficult. Frank pushes one of the EMT’s away. 
‘Nothing, I’m fine. I wish everyone would just leave me alone.’ 
‘You don’t look fine Frank. Looks like someone bashed you up pretty good.’ 
Frank winces in pain as he cracks his neck from left to right. 
‘Oh well, looks like they got what they wanted then don’t it’ 
Shaw moves in closer. Eddie Turns around and warns him off with an obvious facial expression. Frank looks up and nods to Shaw. Shaw makes his way towards Frank and Eddie. 
‘You okay Frank?’ Asks Shaw
‘Yeah I’m okay. Look, I’m going to apologize for earlier, I shouldn’t have laid my hands on you. You’re a superior officer and that was unbecoming of a Detective of my tenure’ 
Shaw smiles as he looks on at Frank.
‘Looks like that bump to the head has made you into quite the words smith Frank’ 
‘I mean it, if you want me to hand in my badge, I’ll understand’ 
‘There won’t be any need for that Frank. We have convinced Washington to allow us to make a move on M.I.T. You will be leading an extraction team into the immediate area to recover Chase DOA. Obviously we want the Hostages rescued and accounted for.’ Says Eddie
Frank nods as he hoists himself off the stretcher. The waiting E.M.T’s take the stretcher away as Frank stretches out. 
‘What did happen in their Frank?’ Asks Eddie once more
‘I was taking a piss then all of a sudden I found my head being rammed repeatedly into the urinal. It knocked me for six, so I couldn’t ID the attacker. Whoever it was, he was mighty strong.’ 
‘Okay, I’ll get a snag on the CCTV. I’ll keep you informed on ID’ing the perp.’ Says Shaw. 
Frank nods in understanding as Shaw walks away. Eddie eyeballs Frank to get his attention. The busy incident room is ignoring the two men standing in its center piece. Eddie pulls Frank closer. 
‘Have you been drinking or doing anything that could make you look like an idiot on the CCTV?’ 
‘No course I haven’t’ 
‘Good, I don’t want him pulling the footage up and seeing your drunken ass falling over and hitting your head on the urinal.’ 
‘I’m sure I won’t disappoint you Eddie’ 
Eddie snarls at Frank’s remark, pulling him even closer to a hairs breadth away.
‘Don’t push me Frank. I already told you to pull yourself together after attacking the Chief, now this. If I find anything out of the norm on that tape I swear I’ll kick you off this case so fast you’ll be doing backflips into your crappy ford Capri!’ 
‘We can’t all afford a Mercedes you dick’ 
 



Seventy Seven
The hooded man looks on intently as Jason walks back into the vibrating cabin with Crystal by his side. He pulls her by the hair as he pushes her onto the floor. Her head hits the metal floor with a twang. The passengers gasp in disbelief. The dark woman turns her head towards the hooded man who hasn’t taken his eyes off Jason. She nudges him back to reality. 
‘If you’re going to do something then you better do something quick.’ She says
He turns to face her. 
‘All in good time’ He says 
Crystal lies on the deck of the train face down. She stays motionless with fear as Jason stands over her. He looks down at her and smiles as he cocks his weapon. A passenger on the train stands up in protest screaming. The well built man standing is a few feet from the hood man. He moves closer to the dark women as Jason makes his way over to the disruptive big man. 
‘What is your problem?’ Asks Jason as he reaches the bellowing passenger
‘Let us go!’ screams the man 
Jason shakes his head in disappointment
‘Haven’t you already seen enough violence for one journey?’ 
Before the man can answer back Jason socks the towering man with a closed fist. The big blow sends him flying down to the floor. Jason laughs out loud as he wallows over his victory. 
‘The bigger they are…’ Says Jason as he aims his 9MM hand gun and fires a few shots into the front of the downed man. The holes penetrate his chest with a few sprays of blood. The body stars to twitch momentarily. Jason stands over the man and plants a few more shots into him. The twitching stops. He looks up at the gawping hostages and wipes his brow. 
‘Drag the body off to the next carriage. Get rid of the other one as well.’ Jason says while pointing at the hooded man. The man gets up and drags the first body off to the second carriage. He quickly makes his way back and drags the fresh body back to the same spot. His breathing increases at a heavy rate as he plants the broad body onto the ground. He opens the door leading back to the main compartment. He sees Jason through the broken glass keeping an eye on him. He looks down and spots a fire axe attached to the wall next to the door. Jason smiles as he watches the hooded man contemplate grabbing the weapon.
‘I wouldn’t risk it unless you want to ride on back there with the rest of the heroes.’ Shouts Jason. 
The hooded man heads Jason’s remarks and gingerly makes his way back to his spot on the floor. He kneels back down and looks up at a curious Jason.
‘What’s your name?’ 
The hooded man doesn’t reply. He remains motionless as he casually looks Jason in the eye. 
‘A man of few words ay, that’s a good thing. The model hostage’ States Jason 
Jason raises his hands up like a preaching pastor. 
‘Now this ladies and gentleman is what a hostage should be doing. You are in my custody and it’s natural to want to take my head off. It’s natural to want to kill me and run for the hills where theirs safety and comfort away from the big bad man with the AK and side arms. But this right here, this man right here is probably going to be the only surviving passenger. Do you know why? Because he is doing exactly what I’m asking of him, you can learn off someone like him. Stop your bitching and crying people. Stop trying to be the heroes you’re so obviously not. Stop being the stereo typical hostage. Start being like this guy.’ 
The hooded man keeps staring at Jason as he walks away from the bloodied floor in front of the passengers and sits down on the seat overlooking them on the far end of the cabin. 
 
 



Seventy Eight
The bolt on the rifle snaps back once again. This time the torque is meaningful, as if the sound describes the feeling in the air. The man aims the scope east. The cars pull in. One patrolling Lexus is stationed at the front. Blues and reds spiral out of the car’s windshield as the doors of the front car open. The neon lights escape the gaps in the windows and hit the pavement, lighting it up as shadows block the sun. Two armed men step out of the flashing front car just as the middle stretch limo pulls up. The shiny black limo grinds to a halt and remains idle as another Lexus pulls in tightly behind the limo in the middle. The man feels beads of sweat drop down the side of his face as he steadies his aim. For a long moment there is no movement from him or the cars below. The only thing moving is the rippling flag in the wind attached to the front bonnet of the limo. The crowd erupts as the armed men in suits open the far door of the limo. The lights from the stationary Lexus’s buffer off the matt black shoes that peak out of the limo door just before they hit the ground. The president emerges from the car waving as a round of applause echoes the street. The man steadies his rifle, the wind picks up slightly as he nervously moves his finger onto the trigger. He pans his reticule over the president’s head and waits for the right moment. The convoy of human flesh consisting of two armed guards at each side of the president coerce him down the street. They pass the Lexus at the front, the red and blue lights reflect off the right sided guards sunglasses. The man finalizes his aim and presses the trigger. The bullet dips in the wind and hits its mark. The red and blue lights are met with a redder dinge as the guards sunglasses are spattered with residue. The crowd screams in unison just as the sound of the bullet catches up. The popping sound alerts a sea of police man cordoning off the surrounding area for the convoy. One of the guards with sunglasses pulls out his side arm and sweeps the area. The secret police guards are bent down over the president as he lies on his back. Blood surrounds the corpse in a pool of red. The panic from the onlookers is loud and hectic. The rifle man is downstairs in minutes as he makes his way through the hotels kitchen. He pushes through the pot washers and slams the fire exit door open. The chefs look on at each other in confusion as the sound of sirens echo in the distance. 
 
 



Seventy Nine
‘So this angle covers the whole area of the toilets?’ Asks Shaw as the man twiddles a dial on the massive CCTV console. 
‘Yep’ 
‘So were going to see everything?’ Asks Shaw once again
‘Yeah, he’s just walking in now; I’ll play it from the moment he steps up to the urinal.
Eddie turns to Shaw and nods his head as they both hover over the man’s shoulder as he presses a button unfreezing the crystal clear image on the screen. The TV shows Frank lumbering over the urinal. Both Eddie and Chief Shaw keep their eyes on the door in the distance of the shot. They both wait in anticipation to see who steps through it. Their daze is interrupted by the CCTV operator. 
‘Holy shit’ the man gasps
They break their stare from the door on the screen and dart their eyes to Frank who is being flung around. They see Frank’s head get driven into the urinal and him get thrown into the wall. They both look at each other in shock as the man replays the incident a few times, pausing it and playing it. He lets it play on after a third play through until an officer walks into the shot and calls for back up as Frank lays on the floor unconscious.
‘What in God’s name was that?’ Asks Eddie
The CCTV operator looks on in shock and then turns his head to the DA. 
‘I have no idea. It’s like he beat himself up.’ 
‘No way, I can’t believe he would do that. There must be another explanation. Could the tape have been tampered with? Maybe someone digitally enhanced it and got rid of the attacker.’ Asks Shaw
The man twizzles his chair around to face both Shaw and Smith, the chair squeaking as he does so. 
‘That’s not possible. I’ve been here for all of my shift. I haven’t left this post, not even to take a leak.’ Explains the man 
Shaw shakes his head in disbelief. 
‘So you’re telling me, Frank McKenzie beat himself up in the toilets, smashed his own head into a urinal, twice! And finished himself off by catapulting himself head first into a hard wall?’ asks Eddie.  
‘It appears so’ States the CCTV operator.
‘Wow and I thought I had problems’ Says Shaw. 
‘What a nut job’ Adds the operator
Shaw’s face lights up.
‘You think he knows about his brother?’ 
Eddie turns to the operator and signals him to leave the room. He obliges and hurriedly walks out leaving Shaw and Smith in the room alone. 
‘What makes you think that?’ Asks Eddie
‘I don’t know, maybe he wants to blame me for keeping his brother’s death from him. Not to mention him attacking me, he could easily set me up for the fall and get my badge pulled.’ 
‘Not with that CCTV evidence. You’d be clear of him setting you up for assault. It just doesn’t make sense. I know Frank is a bit crazy, I mean after all that’s what makes him a good Detective. I just don’t think he’d physically assault himself in a bathroom. ’
 ‘You’re not wrong there Eddie. Whatever it is we need to find out what really happened.’ 
 



Eighty 
‘Alright folks, this is it. Washington has caved into pressure and is allowing us to proceed with the extraction mission into the M.I.T building. The rules are pretty simple. Me and Detective Frank McKenzie will be running the operation and you men will be leading us into the fray. The mandate for the mission is as follows. All resistance aimed at us when we enter the building will be met with lethal force. Bear in mind that this is a rescue mission. We need all the hostages alive. So aim for the dome. A few shots will do. I don’t want a hail storm in the building. We cannot be taking any casualties. Innocents need to be protected so no spraying. Second of all, the capturing of Connor Chase is essential. Washington wants him alive. I’m sure the only reason for that being is that they want to make him into an example to stop any potential copy cats recreating his carnage. The rest is pretty straight forward. We will go over the plans in the van on the way there. Keep your wits about you ladies and gentleman. Stay frosty out there, any questions?’ Asks Mullins as he stands in front of a group of eight men and two woman wearing flak jackets. 
Frank McKenzie is standing next to him looking on. He gingerly raises his arm with a smirk on his face. The surrounding group of officers quietly laugh to themselves in anticipation of what Frank has to say. Mullins turns to Frank and sighs. 
‘Yes Detective?’ He asks 
‘Just one question Officer Mullins.’ Says Frank
‘Spit it out then’ 
Frank smiles at the tall scrawny officer
‘It’s just I’m a bit confused. Why is it that Chief Shaw teamed me up with a wannabe Power Ranger?’ 
The officers ignite in laughter. Mullins looks on in frustration. 
‘That’s a good question Detective. I’m wondering something similar myself.’ 
‘Is that so…?’ 
‘I’m wondering why the Chief has teamed me up with an abusive, alcoholic asshole that only cares about himself. I mean Frank, if you don’t enjoy my company then why don’t you have a little chat with one of those voices in your head? Only a crazy fool like you can be that naive to think that everybody in the department hasn’t noticed what a fruit loop you are.’ 
The on looking crowd of officers quickly fall into silence as Frank gages his eyes at them. He slowly turns to face Officer Mullins and plants a stiff right jab on his jaw. Mullins falls back against the van behind him. A few officers come to his aid and break the fight up. Chief Shaw enters the car park to see the ruckus. He puts two fingers in his mouth and whistles. The noise echoes off the granite walls and pings the attention of the men in the parking structure. 
‘What’s going on here?’ Screams Shaw as he approaches Frank and Mullins.  
‘Nothing sir’ Says Frank 
Shaw looks at Mullins whose nose is bleeding. 
‘What happened to your nose?’ Asks Shaw
‘I get nose bleeds sometimes’ 
‘Whatever, that’s besides point. Something big just went down. The president was assassinated a few minutes ago in Washington outside some posh hotel. It was a professional job; the shot went clean through his skull, instant death. Washington fears that the events here are connected. They have called off the extraction mission until they know more.’ 
The room goes quiet for a long moment. 
‘Did they catch the guy who did it?’ asks Frank
‘No, but whoever did it is now Washington’s number one priority.’ 
 
 
 



Eighty One
Sandra and Mike are stood at the train station overlooking the tracks. The station is nearly empty as passengers and workers have boarded trains and finished shifts. Mike sits down on a bench. Sandra joins him. He turns to her, his face glum and depressed. 
‘This must be one of the worst days of my life. It’s minus three degrees and I’m stuck at a train station that is about as exciting as sucking on lemons. Not to mention me and you aren’t on our way to Washington to cover the assassination.’ 
Sandra cups her head in frustration. 
‘God Mike give it a rest. This is our job, show a little decorum. We go where we are told to go. All I’ve heard from you today is you pissing and moaning about the situation. The president has just been killed and all you care about is the fact that you’re not filming the aftermath. Fuck sake just shut the hell up!’ 
 ‘You’ve been my cameraman for a long time and its only today that I have realized what a selfish prick you are.’ 
‘Have you finished?’ asks Mike
Sandra exhales and nods. She sits down next to him. Her breath is visible in the cold Boston air. ‘Look, I’m sorry Mike. I know it’s a shitty day. We just have to suck it up. You never know, we could catch a break. Maybe someone interesting is going to come off the train. And we will be the first on the scene.’
 ‘Maybe we’re just here because Bob wants us out of the studio and out on the field, waiting for some B list celebrity to give his take on the day’s events. I do know one thing, I’m done after this.’ 
 
 



Eighty Two
Connor Chase is sitting down in his makeshift office. He flicks his zippo lighter on and off, intently looking at the flame as he does so. He slams his fist hard on the desk. 
‘Someone get the hell in here’ He shouts. 
The door bursts open and two of his goons walk in. Both men are strapped with automatic weapons. Their heavy bulk fills the room as they stare at their boss who’s playing with the flame coming off his lighter. Connor runs his finger through the naked flame, his knuckles singe at contact. He smiles a sadistic grin. He looks up at his two employees. His smile washes off his face immediately. 
‘How the hell did this happen?’ He shouts 
The two men look at each other in confusion. 
‘How did what happen sir?’ Asks one of the men
‘I don’t know, maybe the whole president getting assassinated on the same day I call for a 28 amendment, it’s a bit counterproductive don’t you think?’ 
Both men remain confused. One of them nudges the other to speak up.
‘I don’t know sir. Your guess is as good as mine.’ 
Connor gets up from his seat and swipes off the contents of his desk with his arm. The sound of breaking glass echoes through the room as the contents of Connor’s desk hits the floor. 
‘That’s not good enough. I want answers. Find out who killed the president and report back to me. Whilst you’re at it, one of you get Jason on the phone. We need to get this situation under control. It’s time to sop fucking around. Get the camera back online and get twenty five hostages bagged up. I’m going to make sure that they regret keeping me in the dark.’ 
 
 



Eighty Three
‘Understood’ Says Jason as he hangs up the mobile phone; he snaps the LED screen into place and turns to face the terrified passengers.
‘Okay here’s the deal. I’m splitting the passengers up. I’ll randomly select people to move and sit near me. After that, every one of you will help me tie the remaining passengers up. Then I will take you to the back of the train and you will be free to go. The train will stop five miles before the station. The remainder of the passengers will stay on. I will escort you guys out to the wooded area before the station and tie you up. You will remain there until the police find you. The passengers that remain on the train will be picked up by the police at the station.’ 
The crowd of hostages mumble in confusion. One of the passengers puts his hand up. Jason smiles and nods at him. 
‘Why don’t you just let all of us go?’ The man asks
‘Because by splitting both groups up it takes the police longer to find me because they are too busy being heroes and saving you guys.’ 
The hooded man looks on as Jason eyeballs him. 
‘You got something to say?’ Asks Jason 
The hooded man shakes his head calmly. 
‘Good. Anyone that declines to either help out or do as I say will get a bullet in their heads. I hope that’s clear.’ 
Jason starts pulling random passengers up by their arms. He pushes them to one side as he makes his way through the first row. The hooded man looks on as he clenches his fist. The dark woman next to him holds his clenched fist and shakes her head. Jason reaches the second row as the hooded man continues to watch and wait biding his time. Waiting for the right moment to strike.
 



Eighty Four
‘What do we do now?’ Asks Frank as he rattles the ice at the bottom of his glass.
Shaw looks on as he lights his cigar. 
‘There’s nothing we can do. The president is dead and the folks down at Washington don’t want any attention taken away from the assassination.’ 
‘That’s BS, we can’t let one mad man risk the capture of another. Sorry to be so blunt here but at the end of the day the president is one guy. One guy killed. Connor has killed a lot more people in the past two days then one single guy, no matter how important the president is, we owe it to the hundreds of people still being held hostage to make sure they don’t end up swallowing a mouth full of lead live on television.’
‘Your right Frank, but we still can’t go over their heads. This is Washington for Christ’s sake. I sure as hell don’t want to be stacking papers for the rest of my life because I didn’t follow orders.’ Interrupts Eddie as he hands Shaw a coffee
‘You want a coffee Frank?’ 
Frank looks down at his whisky and shakes his head. He starts pacing the room as both Shaw and Smith talk about the situation. Frank zones out as his eyes glaze over. He is interrupted by a pat on the shoulder. He turns around to see Eddie talking. He can’t hear what he is saying. He can only see that DA’s lips move. The sound snaps back in.
‘You okay Frank?’ Asks Eddie
Frank’s head is doused in sweat.
‘Look I need to get some air. I’ll be back in twenty minutes or so.’ 
At that moment Frank’s mobile rings. He flicks it open and puts it to his ear. 
‘You got Frank’ 
The quiet hiss on the other end of the phone is interrupted by a familiar cackle. 
‘Do I now?’ Laughs the voice on the phone 
Frank quickly grabs a piece of paper and awkwardly jots the name “Connor” on it. Eddie and Shaw sit down in silence as Frank switches the loud speaker on. 
‘It’s been some time in the making now.’ Says Connor 
Frank clenches his fist at his side. Shaw pours him another drink and slides it across the table. Frank grabs it and belts it down his throat. 
‘Speak up Frank my boy’ 
‘What do you want Connor?’ 
‘Oh so the bitch does talk! I’ve been trying to get a hold of you for some time now Frank. Have you been avoiding me?’ 
‘No why would I do such a thing like that?’ 
‘Maybe because I killed that office slut you liked so much.’ 
Frank kicks the chair next to him across the room. Eddie looks shocked as Frank bangs his fist on the table. 
‘Now you listen here you mother fucker. When I get hold of you I’m going to gut you like a fish, you hear me you no good murdering son of a bitch?’ 
‘Tut tut, I look forward to it!’ Says Connor as the phone goes dead. The dial tone invades the room as Frank desperately catches his breath. He grips his phone and hurls it towards the wall. The impact shatters plastic in all directions as he kicks the chair once more. He takes another swig of whisky and storms out of the room leaving Eddie and Shaw stunned in their seats. 
 



Eighty Five
Officer Mullins is sat in his patrol car stationed in the parking lot. He stares at his steering wheel as a tap on the passenger window startles him. He looks to his right and sees his partner gesturing him to open the door. Mullins flicks a switch on his dashboard and unlocks the heavy set door. The bolts snap and the door sucks open. His partner gets in and closes the door with a thud. Mullins looks on in angst. 
‘Don’t slam the damn thing’ He says 
‘Whatever. Look you got any news on what’s happening?’ 
‘If I did do you think I’d be in here staring at the wall?’ 
‘I don’t know. It’s just you’re the one who is supposed to be leading this operation’ 
‘Well not any more. Since the president was gunned down they don’t want us to go in after Chase’ 
Mullins partner looks on sympathetically. 
‘What’s wrong?’ He asks 
‘Maybe I’m pissed off at the fact that I had a chance to advance in my career and it was blown away in seconds. Now I’m going to be stuck in the patrol car with you for the rest of my life’ 
‘Charming’ 
‘Look if you haven’t got anything more to say then I’d appreciate it if you leave me alone.’ 
‘Look Mullins, the county is in a state of emergency. We have a psycho killer holding several hundred people hostage and the president was assassinated. All you can think of his how bad you have it. Just man up and do your damn Job.’
‘Believe me I am going to do my job. Don’t you worry about that.’ 
 



Eighty Six
‘I don’t want to hear that right now... You can’t be serious...Fuck sake!’ Screams Eddie as he slams the office phone down. Shaw looks on as Eddie pours himself another drink. 
‘Are you alright Eddie?’ 
Eddie swigs his whisky back in one motion. He slams the empty glass down and looks at Shaw who’s sitting across him. 
‘What does it look like?’ Says Eddie as he wipes his nose with his sleeve. His head is dripping with sweat as he pours himself yet another shot. 
‘Don’t you think you need to slow down?’ Asks Chief Shaw
Eddie takes another swig, demolishing the contents of the crystal like glass. 
‘Nope’ 
Shaw shakes his head as he stands up and makes his way to the door. 
‘You need to pull yourself together; you’re the god dam DA. You can’t be drinking on the job like this. Plus you sound half cut. And you’re ringing Washington up in that state! You’re not going to achieve anything like that Eddie.’ 
Eddie pours himself another drink as he scornfully stares back at the Chief. 
‘I’ll do what the hell I want when I want, you got me Chief Shaw?’ 
Eddie swigs another shot. The brown liquid hits his mouth hard, as it burst through the sides and dribbles onto his white shirt. 
‘Oops’ Says Eddie sarcastically 
‘Like I said, pull yourself together.’ Says Shaw as he makes his way out the door, slamming it behind him
 



Eighty Seven
Jason reaches the dark woman first. The train’s metal flooring creaks with every turn of the train. He looks down at the dark pregnant woman and then at the hooded man next to her. His eyes land squarely on the hooded man for a good few seconds. The man’s fists are clenched ready for attack. Jason smiles at the man and raises his hand high in the air. He swings it and lands a backhand firmly on the dark pregnant woman’s face. She hits the deck fast as the passengers watch on in horror. Jason laughs a prominent chuckle as the hooded man bolts up from the floor and tackles Jason to the ground. Jason’s head pings off the grated metal floor and clangs loud in the tin like cabin. Jason’s eyes widen as a fist makes its way towards his face, the hammering force hits him hard as his head ricochets back to the floor. The crowd cheer as the hooded man reigns down a fury of rights and lefts. He stands up and surveys his downed opponent. Jason’s vision focuses as he snaps his leg back and kicks the man’s right knee out. The sound of the man’s leg breaking is met by a torturous scream. Jason eases himself up and stands over the reeling man as he grabs his leg in agony. Jason pulls out his side arm 9mm and aims it straight at the man’s head. 
‘I was wondering when you were going to make your move.’ Says Jason as he cocks the hammer back and fires one shot into the hooded man’s head, the fabric on the man’s black hood reddens as blood seeps out. Jason puts his gun away and turns to the other passengers.
‘Like I said, any one doesn’t do as I say, then its good night for them.’ 
He looks down at the pregnant women whose holding her face in pain. He kneels down in front of the terrified women and removes her gripping palm from her face, revealing a red bruise on her cheek. He looks deep into her brown eyes. 
‘You’ll live.’ He says
He gets back up and grabs his AK47. 
‘Now let’s get this party started!’ 
 
 



Eighty Eight
Frank is leaning against a brick wall as he surveys the traffic driving by. He looks to his right and sees the incident building in the far distance. He looks to his left and sees Boston’s skyline. His sight dwindles at the ground as he slouches down and sits on the pavement. His hands slide across the coarse pavement as he feels the cracks in the concrete. He looks at his right hand and spots an ant running across his finger. He remains seated for a long moment as he watches the cars drive by. Car by car his spirit drifts. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a new pill container. He sighs as he unscrews the child safe locked top. He peers in and sees an assortment of pills. He pours three into his palm and chucks them into his mouth. He swallows them dry. His face remains placid for a while as he drifts in and out of consciousness.
 His vision goes black as he sees specs of light dance around in front of him. The haze of light remains vibrant as he relaxes in his designated spot. He can’t hear a single thing as he watches the white lights dance. He smiles as he sees the image of his wife. Her luscious blonde hair drapes down her slender shoulders as she blows him a kiss. Her white blouse glistens as the white lights bounce off her vibrant skin. A tear drops down his face as it casually rolls off his chin, hitting the floor with a splash. He swallows hard as the image of his wife in front of him is vaporised. A car horn beeps and springs him out of his daze. He looks around and sees its night time. He looks at his watch and sees he has been there for three whole hours. A woman walks by him just as he is about to get up. She flicks a nickel on the ground as she walks away. He looks at the nickel in confusion as he sticks his arms out in front of him. His clothes remain tattered and dirty.
 He gets up and takes another deep breath in, wiping the lose tears away from his face. He looks to his left once again and sees Boston glisten in the moon light. He turns to see the incident room shadow his view on the right. He bends down and grabs the nickel. He flicks it a few times as he turns back towards Boston. He briskly walks down the pathway flicking the coin as he does so. He looks straight ahead, his sights firmly locked on the Boston horizon.
 
 



Eighty Nine
Chief Shaw looks on as the crowd of officer’s form around the TV. The big screen TV flickers from pitch black to a live stream. Connor Chase stands in the frame wearing his usual white Tux. This time he is sporting a different look on his face as he stares deeply into the camera. Shaw looks on in anticipation as Connor fiddles around with a microphone attached to his chest. 
‘Well hello America. Here I am again, broadcasting live to you and the watching world. My video streams have gotten more unique views then any video in the history of the internet. Count your self’s lucky to be part of such an accomplishment. YouTube fame aside I’m here on some important business. This business that I’m talking about is the 28 amendment. Now I know I must sound like a broken record by now but surely you can understand the importance of this amendment. Let’s take today’s events for instance. It was through the gathering of information, or as the CIA likes to put it, intelligence, that the president was assassinated. The people who killed him knew he was coming. They knew how to get to him and they knew how to get away with it. Obviously they succeeded because the president is dead and the authorities are sucking their thumbs trying to find a lead on who was responsible. Now I’m not stupid and I know that the mere fact that I’m mentioning something like this on my stream is warrant enough for them to pin this on me. They probably think that I had something to do with this. That I’m the mastermind behind the whole assassination, I’m not going to lie, I did think that maybe the president did deserve to die, I mean all that shit about him being with this girl, then that girl. Cheaters never win people, but I am humbled and have to admit that I had nothing to do with the poor guy being shot. I know people are going to find that hard to believe, but let me lay it down like this for you.’
Chase paces the screen for a few minutes as he thinks with his hands. 
‘Why would I kill the guy I need alive to pass the 28 amendment?...I guess I could have had him killed for wasting my time and not complying with my demands, but unfortunately I did not and now the guy is dead and I’m left with no bargaining boss. So here’s what I propose. I think Washington should start to take me seriously, if they don’t I will do away with twenty five hostages live on this stream in a matter of minutes. I want a call from the people in charge so we can finally arrange a means of me getting away from this building alive, safe passage to some third world county, blah blah blah, you know the drill. Most of all though, I want Washington to know that if they do not pass my 28 amendment forgoing previous laws on privacy then I shall do away with those twenty five hostages in a firing line live on TV. Now to make sure that everyone understands my willingness to cause such acts of brutality I would like to take you to some live CCTV footage of the train station down town, where I helpfully placed some cameras in strategic positions to catch a moment in history. Roll the footage as they say.’ 
The TV stutters from the live stream to a CCTV like image of four separate shots overlooking the train station. The images on the TV remains docile as nothing happens for a while. Suddenly a train makes its way into shot. It slows down to a crawl and remains idle. The four different camera angles capture the front end of the train. The side of the train, the rear of the train and a wide angle shot of the whole train. The silence in the room is unbearable as all the officers watch the footage closely. The ticker on the bottom right of the TV reads the exact time and date. Shaw picks up his mobile and dials in some digits as he looks on at the idle train. Someone answers. 
‘Hey, no time to talk, I need you to get some units down to the train station something is about to…’ before Shaw can finish, the TV shows a massive explosion as the front end of the train is engulfed in flames. A mushroom of smoke bellows as debris floats down to the ground. The impact of the explosion knocks out the front camera shot and rear camera shot. The long angle shot and middle angle shot remain as smoke and fire spray the platform. 
‘Make that some rescue units, we have an explosion at the train station, possible casualties.’ Says Shaw in shock as he flips the phone back shut and puts it in his pocket, the TV image remains haunted with the destroyed train for a further two minutes as the incident room is amass with silence. 
 
 



Ninety
Frank opens the door to his apartment. He walks in and closes it behind him. He rests his head against the firm wooden grain on the heavy set door as he listens in. He hears nothing but the humming of the light fixtures on the other side. He remains slouched against the door for a while. He squints as he reaches in for the all too familiar feel of his pill contain. He unscrews it and jolts his head back as he pours in a few dozen pills. He rattles the container. It’s nearly empty. He sighs as he takes one last earful on his door. The hallway on the other side is silent. He straightens up and brushes his hand on the firm wooden surface. He turns around and surveys his apartment, the scattered folders and clothes are still prominent in his home. He looks down at the empty bottle of Jack that he so willingly guzzled down a few days ago. He steadily walks through the cluttered open plan living area and makes his way to the fridge. He opens it and peers in. the light from the cold refrigerator warms his face as he rummages through it. His hands hit something ice cold. He grabs it by its long neck and pulls it out. He looks down and sees a chilled bottle of whisky. He smiles as he unscrews it.  
‘I wondered where you got to.’ He says to himself as he lifts the heavy brown bottle up to his lips. The liquid gushes down his front as he necks the beverage in true McKenzie style. His face drips with the drink as he tops the bottle off. He chucks the empty bottle on the ground. The thud echoes in the dark room. He stumbles over to his couch and plonks himself down. The cushiony surface welcomes him as it hugs at his back. He grabs the remote next to him and flicks the TV on. The first channel he lands on is showing the carnage of the downtown Boston train station. Frank quickly sits up as he watches the disturbing images. 
The TV then flicks back to a live picture of Connor Chase as he stands firm and proud in his white tuxedo, Frank shakes his head and gets up. He hurls the remote towards the Television. It cracks the wide screen in half as Frank grabs his keys and walks towards the door. He opens it and walks out, slamming the door behind firmly him. 
 
 



Ninety One
‘I hope I have made myself clear when I state that I am serious about this.’ Says Chase as he scornfully looks down at the camera. Chief Shaw is in shock as he stares at the rage filled Chase who’s pacing up and down. Shaw turns around to see Eddie look on with an empty glass in his hands. They both look at each other in pure shock as Chase’s tirade is playing in the background. Shaw turns to the screen again; a look of horror washed across his face as he grips the desk in front of him. His finger nails digging into the wood. 
‘So now I have your attention yet again, I’m up for a little game. I did in fact blow up half of the train as you all saw just then. But as usual I’m a cunning individual who does not show all of his cards at once. If this was a game of poker, then we are on the flop. Three cards down, two to go so to speak. I will reveal two things now that represent two cards. Obviously me blowing up the train is card one. Look at your hands gentleman and you will see that I play a good game. Card two is about to be laid down. Bang, it’s a good one! It turns out the game has changed. Half of the passengers were taken off the train to safety before I blew the other half to hell. That’s right, one hundred gone, one hundred saved. Its fifty fifty now people. Card two has been revealed. Now let’s move onto card three. I have a very special V.I.P guest on the train. That person is of the very most importance and plays and integral part in card three. The person I am talking about is none other than Crystal Smith. Boya! Card three has just been smacked down. Now if the people at home don’t know who Crystal Smith is, then let me enlighten you. She is the Boston District Attorney’s daughter and my third wild card. Now before every one just automatically assumes I killed her to make a statement, please digress. This is where the hand gets interesting. I want the DA to give me a call, he knows my number, it’s that eight digit number he has on ignore, or I assume seeing the authorities have not once bothered to contact me in relation to this situation. Anyway, let’s continue. I want, no….I demand that the DA contact me in the next minute so we can further this most interesting game. I want him to ring me and tell me whether he thinks that I killed his daughter in the explosion or I saved her sweet ass and placed her with the others and bordered her off the train. To make things even more interesting, I’m about to bring on a female to the stage so to speak, her identity will be concealed, but I’m hoping that her being present will be enough to sway the DA’s answer in the right direction. If the DA gets the answer wrong then the girl gets a bullet in her head. If he gets the answer right she lives, and we get to see whether the girl under the sack is actually his beautiful daughter. Time starts now, you better get dialling Eddie.’ 
Eddie looks on in shock as he watches Chase drag a girl into the shot. Her head is concealed under a white knap sack much like the previous hostages that have appeared on screen during the past few days. She is visibly shaking as Chase whispers something into her ear. Eddie’s hands are trembling as he drops the empty glass onto the floor. Shaw turns to face him. 
‘Look you need to ring him or the girl will die’ Says Shaw as he holds out a mobile phone. 
‘I…Don’t know his number’ Stutters Eddie. 
‘The number is already in this Phone. I put Franks SIM card into this department phone just in case Shaw rings back. Just hit redial and you’ll get through.’ 
Eddie looks on in terror as Chase’s eyes fill the room through the ominous TV screen. 
‘I…I…I’ Stutters Eddie
‘Ring him!’ Shouts Shaw as he hands the phone over to Eddie. 
Eddie’s fingers stumble as he attempts to press the green button. Shaw interrupts as he mashes the button down and holds the phone close to Eddie’s head. The dial tone hits as a ringing sound echoes from the TV. Chase smiles as he looks down at the ringing phone on the stool next to him. The girl starts to cry as Chase picks the phone up. 
‘I’m glad you did not fold Eddie’ Says Chase in his trademark chilling tone. 
Eddie remains silent as he watches the TV in shock and horror. His blood feels ice cold, coursing through his veins as his pulse rises in anticipation of the next hand. 
‘Speak up Eddie, I could swear that you’re not talking. That wouldn’t bode well for this foxy lady to my right.’ Says Chase as he grabs the girls arm. She lets out a terrifying scream.
‘Crystal?’ Shouts Eddie
Chase laughs as he grabs her tighter. The red raw marks on her arm are shining in the dim light as Connor squeezes harder.
‘The bitch can’t here you Mr DA. I’d play your hand if I was you or all bets are off. Did I kill the girl on the train or is your daughter standing next to me?’ 
Eddie stutters into the Phone as he collects his thoughts. 
‘I don’t believe you even had her’ He finally says. 
Chase laughs as he lets the girls arm go. He takes out his Desert Eagle and scratches his face with the shiny metallic barrel. 
‘I had a feeling you would play your cards like that. You have a terrible poker face. Well I’m feeling generous so I’ll see you to that bet. Roll the footage.’ Says Connor 
The TV screen flickers from the live image to a handheld home recording style picture as Crystal stands in the middle of the train’s cabin holding a newspaper. The camera zooms into her face and then down to the newspaper. It reads the exact date of the morning’s issue. Eddie’s face drops as the sketchy footage cuts back to the live stream. 
‘As you can see I prepared a little video of your daughter on board the train holding a newspaper with today’s date on it. Now what I want to know is, was she placed at the front of the train with all those unlucky souls or did she get a second chance at life while she stands next to me here? It’s your choice. Make it snappy DA Smith.’ 
Eddie freezes as he looks into the TV at the girl on the screen.
‘You killed her didn’t you, you son of a bitch?’ Screams Eddie as he clenches his fist in anger
 
 



Ninety Two
Sandra’s ears are ringing as she lays flat on her back looking up at the sky. She see’s white clouds disappear as black smoke bellows into the crisp air. She turns her head slightly to see Mike lying on the floor unconscious. She heaves herself up, the ringing in her ear still gnawing at her. She finally manages to balance on her feet as she looks around at the devastation around her. Debris is floating around the air like pollen in a field. The train in front of her is torn in half as fire chars the sides of the platform and engulfs the tracks.  Smoke fogs the air as she struggles to breath. She starts to cough violently as she moves away from the searing inferno. She hears people screaming in pain as she spots someone trapped between the train and platform. She rushes over and sees a dark women in distress. She bends down to try and help the lady. The woman looks up at Sandra with pleading eyes. 
‘Please help me’ she sobs. 
‘Don’t worry everything is going to be alright’ 
‘Hurry I’m pregnant.’ 
Sandra stops dead as she looks down at the tracks and spots some decapitated legs. She looks down at the women in sorrow as she realises who they belong to. The woman continues to plead for help as Sandra grabs her hand. 
‘Don’t worry I’m here.’ She says. 
The woman chokes as blood escapes her mouth. Her eyes roll back into her head as she gasps for breath. Sandra grips her hand harder as she shakes the women. 
‘Stay with me’ Screams Sandra 
The woman’s grip loosens from Sandra’s hand as her palms drop to her side. The woman’s frantic breathing ceases as Sandra lets go. 
‘Shit’ Screams Sandra as she mourns the lost soul. 
 



Ninety Three
‘I guess we will never know’ Laughs Chase as places the gun to the terrified girls head and pulls the trigger. The sound of the shot echoes as Eddie and Shaw watch in shock. The girls head snaps to the right as the muzzle flash explodes on screen. The temporary blinding light clears and reveals Connor smiling in self-satisfaction. He holsters his weapon. 
‘You play a shoddy game Mr DA. I’m sure we will meet again at some point. Maybe then you can play your cards right, till then, I bid you farewell.’ 
Connor hangs the phone up leaving Shaw and Smith in shock as Eddie shakes uncontrollably. Chief Shaw pulls a chair up for Eddie to sit down. Shaw gently pushes Eddie into the seat. He grabs a flask from his jacket pocket and hands it over to Eddie who remains wide eyed. 
Connor continues to pace on screen as he addresses the camera. 
‘Now we have that out of the way I look forward to some phone calls from the people in charge of this show. I will continue to do things my way until I get what I want. The authorities know where I am and how to contact me. I expect them to get in touch me in the next hour or I will kill every single person in this building. Then I’ll be out of here and the government will have to explain why over three hundred people had to die at the hands of Connor Chase, looks like the whole “Not negotiating with terrorists” thing hasn’t panned out so far. What makes you think it’s going to get any better? You’ll be hearing from me soon’ 
The TV goes black as the broadcast ends. The room remains in shock as officers look on as Eddie stares at the screen. Shaw pats Eddie on the shoulder snapping him out of his daze. He looks at Shaw with dead eyes as he gets up from his chair and swigs the flask dry. He tosses the empty tin flask on the desk. It clangs as it swivels on the wooden surface. Eddie slowly walks out towards the door of the incident room as a sea of officer’s part way for him. He stops at the door and turns around. He gives Shaw an apologetic look. He turns back to face the door and disappears through it. The room goes sour with silence as the officers look on in dismay. 
 
 



Ninety Four
Officer Mullins hears another knock on the passenger window as he taps his fingers nervously on the steering wheel. He turns his head slowly, expecting to see his partner on his right standing woefully at the window. To his shock he sees Frank McKenzie waiting patiently. Mullins quickly unlocks the door allowing Frank in. 
‘What are you doing here?’ Asks Mullins as he eye balls Frank’s serious domineer. 
‘I was going to ask you the same thing’
‘Well don’t bother; I’m just sitting here doing nothing while the world goes to shit’ 
Frank laughs as he lights up a cigarette. 
‘I feel your pain Officer Mullins.’ 
Frank clicks the ashtray open on the dashboard. He taps the cigarette’s end, shedding ash into the receptacle.
‘Truth is I don’t like sitting on my ass doing nothing.’ Says Mullins
‘We don’t have to’ 
‘What do you mean?’ 
‘I’m sure you have noticed how I may sway from given orders in some situations.’ 
Mullins smiles while checking his rear view mirror. 
‘I can’t say I have noticed Frank’ 
‘Well start taking notice. You can either be with me or against me on this. I came to you because I trust you. You’re a good kid with a bright future in front of you, a future that won’t exist if we don’t stop this madness at once. If I was you I’d start the ignition and get out of here’ 
 
 



Ninety Five
‘I don’t care how long you think it’s going to take, just do what I tell you’ Screams Connor as he looks on at his men while they move some hostages over to the make shift studio. One of the guards is placing the familiar white sacks on the hostage’s heads as Connor moves over to the camera and looks through the viewfinder. 
‘I want a nice wide view. This shot is too crammed. Not all of the hostages will be in the shot. Someone move the camera back a few meters so we can get a better scene.’ 
One of his men obeys the command and moves the bulky tripod with the camera attached a few meters back. He bends down and looks in the viewfinder. His head snaps back into view and he gives Connor a thumbs up. Connor nods and moves over to the mass of hostages. He looks down at the twenty something people kneeling with their heads down as white sacks get put on their heads. The rustling of the material is loud as the men and women on the floor struggle to come to terms with the situation. 
‘If everyone does what I say and keeps quiet no one is going to get hurt. I promise you that.’ Says Connor as he watches the last hostage get bagged. 
Connor moves over to the camera. He turns around and faces it. He starts to pace from side to side as he counts the number of hostages in the foreground. He breaths in deep and exhales as his nerves start to make their presence known. He turns back to the hostages. 
‘We are going live in ten minutes. I want complete silence. If I hear any one scream or say a damn word then we will have problems.’ 
Connor turns back to the camera and stares into the lens. The reflection captures the eeriness of the room as a sea of bodies behind him remains still in anticipation of the events to come. 
 



 
Ninety Six
‘What do you mean you don’t know where they are?’ Asks Shaw as he stares daggers at the officer in front of him. 
‘I don’t know Sir; I went down there earlier to see what’s happening and the convoy was nowhere to be seen. Not one patrol car or squad truck was there.’ Says the mundane looking officer as he brushes his hands to his sides
‘I find it hard to believe that a parking lot full of officers can just go missing. Not to mention our SWAT vans.’ 
‘I don’t know sir.’ 
‘What do you mean you don’t know?’ 
‘I just don’t sir’ 
‘Fuck it, get me Frank’ 
‘I tried locating him as well; Sargent Powel wanted to talk to him earlier. I can’t find him either sir.’ 
 ‘How in the hell can you not know where he is. I mean just follow the destruction and misery, I’m sure if you did, Frank would not be too far from it all!’ 
‘I’m sure your right Sir’ 
‘It doesn’t matter. Just get me the DA. I need to figure this out with someone who has half a brain.’ 
‘Sir…’ Stutters the Officer
‘Let me fucking guess, no DA either. Fucking beautiful!’ shouts Shaw as he thumps his desk.
 



Ninety Seven
‘Are you sure this is a good idea Frank?’ Asks Mullins as he pulls hard on the steering wheel, turning it franticly as he swerves around a corner
‘I’m pretty sure’ States Frank as he casually looks on as the traffic parts way. 
‘And you don’t think we are going to get fired for this?’ 
Frank smiles as looks at Mullins struggle to keep the patrol car at their current speed.
‘Look kid, I’m an expert on getting fired. Truth is if you do a good job, they can’t fire you. You need to be one in a million.’ 
‘Well we are definitely that Frank. I mean there aren’t a million officers of the law who disobey orders and take matters in to their own hands. Not to mention convince thirty odd officers to fall in line to the fast track to early retirement.’ 
‘Who needs a pension ay kid?’ 
‘Who needs freedom?’ Laughs Mullins as he pushes hard on the accelerator.
Frank watches on as they speed through Boston’s midtown district. The lights from the patrol car light up the night traffic. Rays of blues and reds hit the horizon as Frank checks the rear view mirror. The convoy of four SWAT trucks struggle to keep up as Mullins pushes down on the gas. Their radio cracks as an urgent voice shouts over the CB. 
‘Were coming up on the building in a few minutes, be prepared for heavy resistance. Remember that they have RPG’s on the roof.’ 
Frank’s face lights up as he sees the M.I.T building in the distance. 
‘Time to end this shit once and for all.’ Says Frank as he takes one last drag on his cigarette, He unwinds the window and flicks the butt out. 
 



Ninety Eight
‘So here we are once again. I say that in the nicest manner possible. It’s no secret; you’re all probably fed up of hearing from me. Truth is I’m fed up of addressing all of you. I still haven’t gotten what I want. The authorities are yet to take me seriously. I mean what does a guy have to do? Murder the DA’s daughter? Check… Blow up a train? Check… Kill my family and friends? Check… Hold three hundred people hostage? Check… Kill a few dozen hostages live on TV? Check…Kill an undercover cop? Check… Have twenty five people bound and gagged and take a machine gun to them? Well wouldn’t that be a good way to end the proceedings. The thing is I don’t want to be known as a senseless killer. A guy that murdered a lot of people and did not get what I wanted. That would be a travesty. To know that all those people died just so the government can put me to death. Not one of them died for something worthy. Do you know why they didn’t die for something worthy? Because I have not gotten what I wanted, would it have been so terrible to change the laws of privacy? To protect our people from mass marketing efforts they do not wish to partake in, to protect them from black market sales of their information, to protect them from the all seeing all knowing man? Yes it would have been pretty poetic if they died for a good reason. They could have died for a good reason but the powers that be made sure they did not. I’m not to blame here. I will not take responsibility for the lost souls that have perished this week. It’s not in my control whether the world accepts the consequences of the events. I know I won’t be accepting them, so someone has to.’ 
The camera pans to the hostages who remain silent and still. Chief Shaw looks on as Connor               Chase pulls out his cell phone. He dials some numbers in. Silence fills the room in anticipation. The office phone next to Shaw rings as the officers cautiously look on. Shaw’s hands tremble as he reaches for the handle. He quickly clicks the phone out of place and raises it to his ear. 
‘Hello?’ He says as sweat drops down his brow, floating down his cheek and off his face. 
‘Ah hello, May I speak to Detective Frank McKenzie. Make it quick, we are live across the nation after all.’ Says Chase as he paces the screen, his white Tux shining bright in the harsh light. 
‘I’m sorry but I can’t get a hold of him, he left the station a while ago’ 
‘I suggest you do so soon as possible or this little piggy is going to reign down hell fire like a ton of bricks.’ The phone goes dead. Before Shaw can breathe in the TV echoes gun shots. 
Two guards to the right of Connor hit the deck as an assortment of bullets chase them down. Connor ducks for cover and hits the floor as armed men in flak jackets burst into the scene. The camera is knocked to the ground as a whooshing sound penetrates the room. A smoke screen bellows out as it covers the shot. The visibility is down to zero as the officers in the incident room look on in amazement. The sound of gun fire remains for a further few minutes as the smoke screen clears. The clearing smoke reveals an array of shell casings on the floor. Hostages scatter to the floor as they duck for cover. Connor is nowhere to be seen. Connors men clamour in pain as a few of them grip their gunshot wounds. A few surviving guards rush to the men’s aide. 
Shaw grabs the phone and dials a number. He gets no answer. He slams the phone down in frustration. Almost immediately the phone rings. He quickly picks it up.
‘Hello?’ Says Shaw
‘Hey Chief it’s Frank.’ 
‘That’s some ballsy move Detective.’ 
‘I know sir, I’m sorry for taking the trucks’ 
‘That’s the least of my worries. You just shot up a room full of terrorists while hostages were present. By the looks of it none of them are hurt, but there are still some armed men that remain in the room.’ 
‘What are you on about? We haven’t gone in yet’ 
Shaw’s eyes widen in fear as he looks at the TV screen.  His concentration is ripped back to reality as the sound of gunshots echo through the phone.
Frank rushes behind the patrol car’s door as he takes his weapon out. He cocks the hammer and peers through the window. A shot reigns above his head as the glass shatters above him. The sound of gun shots echoes the area as the police return fire. Frank peers through the side of the door and sees seven armed men in flack jackets. He aims his 9mm towards one of them in the distance. He presses the trigger. The shot hits the man in the chest. He doesn’t move as he casually peels the bullet off of his flack jacket. He returns fire and pierces a few holes into the squad car’s door. Rays of light trickle through the holes as Frank hugs the ground for cover. Shards of glass cake the ground and cut Frank’s palms as he pushes himself back up against the door. Officer Mullins is on the other side of the car imitating Frank as he shoots from cover. Mullins Fires blindly as he winks at Frank.
‘Crazy Fucker’ Frank laughs to himself
Frank reloads a mag into his gun. He hears it click into place as he stands up and leans on the car door. He fires a few shots at the men at the entrance to the building. Chase is hiding behind a pillar as the men in flak jackets return fire in front of him. They line up like a roman wall of soldiers as they fire back at the officers. Bullets ricochet off their jackets as officer’s fire blindly in frustration. One of the men bends down and rummages through a larger bag. He pulls out a heavy looking light machine gun. He wraps the ammo around his shoulder and braces the gun in his tight grip. The men to his side disperse as they retreat back to the pillars near chase. The man sports a wide position as he lets loose and fires the heavy gun. The massive rounds pierce the nearby patrol cars as Frank see’s the carnage unfold. The man focuses his fire onto a few officers in front of Frank as they duck for cover behind a car. The police car pings with bullets as hundreds of holes pierce the sheet metal. The two officers in the distance remain grounded as the onslaught continues. Frank nervously looks on in amazement. One of the officers behind the car raises his head fractionally as the suppressing fire continues. A hole pierces wide in front of the officer as his head explodes in a mist of red. Frank screams as he watches the second officer get mowed down by the LMG. Frank bolts out from behind the door and walks towards the maniac with the gun, continuously firing his 9MM. The man turns his attention to Frank as he jolts the gun towards his position.  Frank screams as his finger pushes the trigger and nothing comes out. 
 



Ninety Nine
‘I’ve tried contacting him but I can’t get an answer…Are you sure you did not send any one in?,,, I understand Sir…Okay’ Shaw hangs up the phone. 
He looks on at the officers staring back at him in curiosity. He takes a swig of coffee as he braces himself. 
‘I’ve just talked to Washington. They don’t have any ideas on who those men were that shot up the M.I.T building. The only thing they know is that is wasn’t anything to do with them. Now what we need to do is figure out who was behind it and get to Frank and the boys. Washington has sent the FBI down to the building to secure it and hopefully give some back up. I know it’s been a hell of a ride people but we can’t rest until we secure the safety of our men and the hostages. No questions asked.’ 
Shaw takes another long sip on his coffee as he ponders through his thoughts. 
‘I want a few units to go down to the M.I.T building and assist the FBI. It’s likely that you will have to fire your weapons. Judging from the phone call I had from Frank when all this shit kicked off, it sounded as if they were getting some heavy resistance. Whatever happens make sure you protect your selves and the hostages. Give it to them hard gentleman.’ 
The crowd of officers erupt in cheers as Shaw finishes addresses them. An officer rushes into the room and up to Shaw. 
‘Sir the FBI has secured the area. They said there are no signs of Connor or his men. They report five causalities, all of which are Boston PD. Frank was hit pretty badly. He was rushed to hospital. He suffered some gunshot wounds to his chest.’ 
‘Is he going to make it?’ 
‘They don’t know. Apparently it’s pretty bad. He’s in surgery now.’ 
 
 



One Hundred 
Connor Chase is sat down on a crate looking down at his hands. He turns his right hand palm facing up. He stares at them intently as he runs his finger across the groves. 
‘No amount of water will get the blood off those hands’ a voice says in the distance. 
Connor looks up as Eddie Smith walks out of the shadows, his daughter Crystal by his side. Connor smiles as he gets himself up, patting the dust of his suit. 
‘Good to see you Eddie.’ Says Chase as he shakes the DA’s hand
‘Likewise, I take it you’ve met my daughter Crystal’ Says Eddie as he solemnly pats her on the shoulder. Her face is riddled with confusion. 
‘Yes we’ve met’ Says Connor
‘Any way, please sit. We have business to discuss’ 
Crystal looks on in shock as she watches her dad sit down next to Connor
‘What’s going on Dad? You said that you already paid him off. That’s why he let me go right?’ 
Chase smiles as he watches the distraught crystal breath heavily.
‘Haven’t you told her yet?’ Asks Connor as he licks his lips.
‘Told me what?’ Asks Crystal
‘Well me and your daddy came to an arrangement a long time ago. This isn’t about ransom money dear. This is about something a whole lot meatier.’ 
Crystal begins to shake as her breathing clouds the air with warm condensation. 
‘What arrangement?’ She stutters
‘Shut up and sit the fuck down’ Screams Eddie
Crystal begins to cry. She nervously sits down next to him obeying her father. The crate cracks at the combined weight of the three of them. The dark warehouse looms as Crystal quietly sobs. 
‘So did it work?’ Asks Eddie
‘Yeah of course it did. Your half has been wired to you. The idiots did not see it coming.’ 
‘I told you they wouldn’t. Stick a few catastrophes in front of America and they forget about everything else that’s happening.’ 
‘You said it Mr DA. The FBI did not even pick up on the hack.’ 
‘Too busy worrying about whether or not you were going to kill anybody else.’ 
Crystal shakes her head in disbelief 
‘Are you saying that you had something to do with what happened dad?’ 
 He turns his head to look at her.
‘If by that you mean we just walked away with half a billion each then yeah, guilty.’ 
Connor laughs hysterically. 
‘One billion dollars taken from the Federal Reserve, we took it from right under their noses. Stupid bastards did not even see it coming’ 
‘What about all those people that died? What about Jenifer dad?’ 
‘What about her?’ 
Crystal starts crying uncontrollably. The tears on her face glisten in the dim light. 
‘Pull yourself together. You can have anything you want. You can buy everything you ever wanted. You can be who you want. Sometimes in a war you lose people, sometimes a lot of people. Collateral damage is just that, nothing less, nothing more.’
‘I don’t want anything from you. You can’t seriously think that I would go along with this dad?’ 
‘Who said you had a choice?’ Says Eddie 
‘Oh I forgot. Kidnapping your daughter and holding her at gun point is model fathering’ 
Eddie bolts up to his feet and gives Crystal a back handed slap. 
‘Don’t you talk to me about what a good father is, I have secured a future for me and you, a future that you would never have if it wasn’t for the sacrifices I have made.’ 
‘Maybe I don’t want the money’ 
‘That’s too bad then’ Says Eddie 
He pulls a gun out and presses it against Crystal’s head. She looks at him in shock as he pulls the hammer back. 
‘Dad don’t!’ She screams
Eddie pulls the trigger. The sound echoes through the desolate building as Eddie holsters his weapon back. He turns to Connor who is smiling ear to ear. 
‘That won’t win you father of the year’ He says
‘Well I am not going to be dragging her everywhere I go. She made her decision. So did I.’ 
‘I can see. Well it’s been a pleasure doing business with you Eddie. I’m sure our paths will cross again someday’ 
‘I’m sure they will. Don’t spend all of it at once. There’s a world of opportunity out there.’ 
 
 



One Hundred & One
The beeping sound wakes Frank up as he tries to focus his vision. He turns his head slightly and see’s the monitor next to him. 
“87 BPM” it reads as it sounds of every second. The beeping drills deep into his psyche as he tries to concentrate. 
He looks to his right and sees the oxygen. He breaths in deep, inhaling the clean air through his lungs. His vision clears as he sees the tubes across his chest. His pulse rises as he realizes where he is. The fear soon turns to relief as he remembers what got him there. The pain in his side is gnawing at him as he reaches for the bandages. He turns his head again, surveying the dark hospital room as he tries to get his baring’s. His arms are taped heavily as he tries to remove the heart monitoring clips on his chest.
‘I wouldn’t do that if I was you. You’ll only attract the attention of the nurses. And I want this conversation to be private.’ Says a rusty male voice at the door
Frank squints hard to see if he can make out who’s standing in the doorway. All he can see is a shadowy figure as it remains out of the light. The shadowy silhouette starts to tap his finger on the door frame. The sound bores into Frank’s mind as he tries to regain concentration. Frank tries to sit up, pushing his tiered arms to his sides, pushing himself to a seated position. 
‘I’d save your strength Frank. You have a long road to recovery. I know it’s hard to talk. Morphine will do that to you. I know I’m preaching to the pastor here. I’m sure your quiet aware of the way drugs can affect you.’ The male voice says. 
Frank squints again trying to see the figure at the door. A car head light beams through the room’s window and disappears as the shadowy figure steps back deeper into the shadows. 
‘That was close! Any way Frank, I’m going to let you get some rest. Before I go I was just wondering if you could give me my thumb back’ 
 



 
 
 
More Books by Author Luis Samways Coming Soon, extracts from the next Frank McKenzie book on the next page!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Frank McKenzie Two: 
25 of Dismember
Out December 42012 on EBook & Paperback. 
A recovering City:
After the events that shocked Boston two short months ago, the city has to deal with the aftermath. Security in the city is at an all-time high, the crime rate has slipped and the city feels a much safer place.
Christmas spirit
To forgive and to forget: That’s the light in which detective Frank McKenzie is driving his career by. He’s mended bridges and taken responsibly. For the first time he feels as if he can finally think straight. The Christmas spirit has touched both him and his colleagues in their quests to make the city an even safer place for the holidays. 
A killer with lose ends that need cutting 
When the city is plagued with a spout of Christmas gift boxes filled with severed body parts being left in public places, its Frank’s job to bring this maniac to justice. Can Frank catch this new breed of killer or will the machete man sever the cities life line to safety for ever? 
 
 
 
 



For more information on books by Luis Samways please visit: 
http://www.luissamways.com/
& follow him on Twitter @ 
https://twitter.com/luissamways
 
 
Up and coming releases: 
One in the chamber (Short Story) October 22nd 2012
25 of Dismember (Frank McKenzie 2) December 4th 2012
 
 
 
 
 
Thank you for reading and I hope you enjoyed the book. I appreciate everyone’s tremendous support. You’re the reason I write. Thank you 
Luis.
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