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Noble Pen Character Glossary
	Brooke Claymore
	Protagonist – CRI Data Security Director (Lyran name is Magra Dorn)

	Lance Ryan
	Sidekick – ICI Engineering Director

	CRI
	California Research Institute in Los Angeles

	Brice Stern
	CRI Chief Executive

	Francis Wallingford
	CRI researcher who is murdered when discovered the IBIS code 

	Chopper (Hubert) Bassett
	Security consultant contracted to NRO 

	Beverly Claymore
	Brooke’s stepmother

	Shawn Claymore
	Brooke’s younger brother (murdered) (Lyran name is Marn Dorn)

	Harry Claymore
	Brooke’s murdered father (Lyran name is Brik Dorn)

	ICI
	Inter-Cell Inc, Iowa subsidiary of A3, makes GADS II Hardware

	Kelly Ryan
	Lance’s younger sister (attends GWU)

	WonTon
	Walford Tannus- design genius at ICI

	Ogdan Jarvis
	Executive Director of ICI

	Erac Han aka Kerby Merrill
	Covert Lyran agent working with Bram Dorn to neutralize Trigot squads

	Landor Ramac aka Josh Holmes
	Covert Lyran agent working with Bram Dorn to neutralize Trigot squads

	Ernie Trapp
	Silicon Valley bad guy who deals in stolen IC designs

	Girard Parker
	ICI Engineering Manager in wafer fab who was killed in explosion

	Admiral Atticus Wells
	Head of Project Aviary for NRO (National Reconnaissance Office)

	Rusty (Lawrence) Vavra
	FBI Agent assigned to Project Aviary and past friend of Brooke

	Jesse Chase
	Special Agent in Charge of the FBI’s Cedar Rapids district office

	Gabby Hayes
	FBI Agent pursuing Ernie Trapp in Northern California

	Hamp Huckins
	Communications expert on contract to NRO

	Laurel McHenry
	Congresswoman, heads House Intelligence &Int’l Security Committee

	Denaria
	Home planet of Lyrans and Krellen, orbits Vega 25 light-years from earth

	Lyran
	Father’s race on Denaria, ruled by Prince Sarok

	Lyrania
	Major continent on Denaria where most Lyrans live ( the size of Eurasia)

	Prince Sarok
	Crown Prince of Lyrania and leader of Lyrans

	Marondor
	The Krellen subterranean world of tunnels and caves on Denaria

	Krellen
	Enemy race in Marondor beneath Denaria, ruled by Imperator Jurious

	Imperator Jurious
	Dictator, ruler, emperor of the Krellen world of Marondor

	Dormo Pravis
	Senior Krellen General (His aide is Praetor Andora)

	Harris Liggott
	First senior government executive assassinated by IBIS

	Roderick Fairchild
	Second senior government executive assassinated by IBIS

	Willard Albright
	Third senior government executive assassinated by IBIS

	Edison Barlow
	Fourth senior government executive assassinated by IBIS

	Donna Graves
	Fifth senior government executive assassinated by IBIS
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Brooke, Lance, and Devon drove to ICI in a replacement dark blue Ford Taurus. When Brooke and Lance fired up their desktop computers in B-3, the only display was a blue screen with a blinking curser in the upper left-hand corner. They tried re-booting several times.  The result was the same. They tried to fire up their Mobile Minnies, but their M&M’s were also unresponsive.

While Lance kept working on the desktop computers, Brooke checked out the back room where Hamp originally set up shop. He had disconnected an older desktop and placed it in a back corner with a pile of obsolete electronics. Brooke hauled the old desktop to the lab bench Hamp had been using. She connected its network cable. Before switching on power, she called to Lance. “Would you bring me the keyboard and mouse from my dead desktop computer?”
After her keyboard and mouse were connected, they powered up the old clunker. As they held their breath, the ICI startup logo appeared on the screen. Lance said, “OK, we’re in.”

While Brooke and Devon watched, Lance took a small sheet of paper out of his pocket and typed in a number. 
ICI REMOTE TO GUEST: LOGIN ACCEPTED
AWAITING YOUR REQUEST

After several more gyrations, the computer connected Lance to the intra-company email as a guest. Lance held up the scrap of paper. “This was WonTon’s idea. It’s a unique account that lets us log in anonymously when necessary.”
Lance typed in a quick message:

GUEST1@ICI.COM TO WTANNUS@ICI.COM:
WONTON PRONTO

“I’ve just asked WonTon to meet us here as soon as possible.”

“How can he help us?” Devon asked.

“WonTon is our computer chip expert. He can test the CPUs and the supporting chip sets.”

Brooke was confused. “How can WonTon take the elevator to B-3 without authorization?” 

Lance smiled. “I asked him that earlier. He said not to worry about it.”

“Like I told you before, ICI security leaks like a sieve.”

WonTon arrived a few minutes later and quickly assessed the computer situation. “I have concluded your computers don’t work.”

“Very good, WonTon,” Lance said. “Now can you tell us why?”

“That’ll take a little longer. I’ll need to take your Mobile Minnies as well as the motherboards and hard drives from your desktops back to my lab.” 

WonTon whipped out a screwdriver from his shirt pocket’s plastic protector. Then he removed the side panels from the desktop PCs. 
While WonTon worked, Brooke reached into her desk drawer for an urgently needed item. All she found was an empty sack. Panicked, she turned to WonTon. “WonTon, I have a favor to ask.”

“Name it.”

“On your way back, could you please stop at the canteen and pick up some Tootsie Rolls?”

WonTon nodded. Devon looked confused. Lance just rolled his eyes. He knew she considered Tootsie Rolls to be her ‘brain food.’

Five minutes later WonTon departed with an M&M strapped under each arm and a motherboard with its hard drive in each hand.
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Donna Graves was a workaholic. As Director of Strategic Planning for Health and Human Services, Donna was entitled to a chauffeured limousine. However, traffic on the George Washington Memorial Parkway was relatively light during her commute times. Therefore, she drove her Burgundy Lincoln Navigator to and from work.

She arrived at her office--200 Independence Avenue in Washington, DC--around 6:00am. Then she departed around 9:00pm for her home in McLean, Virginia.

Monday morning had been an exception. When she entered her garage at 5:15am, she discovered the Navigator had a flat tire. Donna dialed the 800 phone number for emergency service. She was told the roving service truck would be at her home within 30 minutes.

An hour later the service truck arrived. After apologizing for the delay, the repair man jacked up the Navigator and replaced the tire with a brand new one. “There’s no charge, ma’am. Again, I apologize for the delay. Have a good day.”

Unknown to Donna, the repair man left something extra. A small metal container, slightly larger than a pack of cigarettes was magnetically clamped to her gas tank. Except for a small electronics compartment at one end, the container was filled with a white putty-like substance. A short stubby, 3-inch antenna protruded from one side, along with a slowly blinking red LED. 

It was now 7:00am. Donna still needed to stop for gas. She was not happy. All these delays meant traffic would be far heavier.

When she finally reached the George Washington Memorial Expressway, traffic in all inbound lanes was bumper to bumper, except for the HOV lane. She moved into this express lane, risking a hefty fine. She couldn’t risk being late for the 9:00am executive meeting in her conference room.

Donna cruised along in the HOV lane at 70 miles per hour. Just before the Expressway passed under the Key Bridge at Arlington, a massive overhead traffic message sign spanned all inbound traffic lanes. This display provided traffic warnings during peak times and suggested alternate routes if appropriate.

The message board was supported on both sides of the roadway by 12-inch-diameter hollow steel columns. Each column was connected by six massive bolts to concrete pilings that extended down twenty five feet under the soft riverbank soil into solid bedrock.

Today these two steel columns had some non-standard additions. Twelve inches above the ground on each column, concealed by river grasses, was more of the white putty-like substance. It was shaped into a large ring and pressed around the circumference of each column. This white putty was actually C-8B, a plastic explosive developed by the CIA that was twice as potent as military C-4 explosive and ten times more powerful than TNT.

A tiny detonator was embedded in each ring of C-8B, from which two wires were routed to a small metal box similar to the one concealed under Donna’s Navigator. When the radio signal transmitted by the box under the Navigator was received by the two boxes on the steel columns, the electronics in all three boxes would initiate detonate commands. These commands would fire the detonators, causing the C-8B under the Navigator and around the steel columns to explode simultaneously.

As Donna approached the Key Bridge, she glanced ahead at the overhead traffic sign. Its message read, ‘Traffic running smoothly in all lanes. Buckle up for safety.’ 
Donna smiled. She realized her decision to drive illegally in the HOV lane had been a good gamble. She would be on time for her 9:00am meeting.

Luckily, she had not been caught.

Unluckily, at that instant the three metal boxes communicated with each other and detonated the planted explosive.

The metal box under the Navigator’s gas tank also contained a conical piece of metal. It was a shaped charge positioned just above the C-8B. When the explosive detonated, the shaped charge became molten and drove a hot column of expanding gases and gasoline vapor up through the gas tank into the passenger compartment and through the roof. 
When the gasoline ignited, three fireballs were created: one where the gas tank had been, a second which instantly incinerated the passenger compartment and blew out all the windows, and a third directly above the vehicle. These fireballs quickly merged into a blazing inferno. The vehicle’s momentum continued to propel the remains of the Navigator another fifteen yards down the road.

The fiery wreck would have traveled much further, but at that point it collided with the falling steel message sign. The two rings of detonated plastic explosive had severed the steel columns just above the ground. The sheer weight of the overhead sign caused it to fall forward. It landed with a loud crash on top of the ball of flame that had been the burgundy Navigator.

With this barrier across every incoming lane, all morning traffic into Washington via the George Washington Memorial Expressway ground to a halt around the Key Bridge. The thick black smoke curling skyward from the twisted wreckage could be seen for miles.

The last of the five targeted senior government executives had been eliminated.
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Lance pulled the message from WonTon up on the screen.

WTANNUS@ICI.COM TO GUEST1@ICI.COM: FINISHING UP DESKTOPS NOW -- M&MS ARE NO JOY BUT STILL INFORMATIVE -- HAVE TOOTSIE ROLLS IN HAND-- SEE YOU IN 30 
“What’s ‘No Joy’?” Devon asked.

“It’s military lingo for an unsuccessful mission. Apparently he ran into trouble with the M&Ms. Even so, he discovered something of interest. We’ll know more soon.” 

Brooke was pleased by the news. “I’m relieved he couldn’t salvage the M&Ms. We can finally dump these water-logged computer vests.”

She checked her vest and transferred several small items to her pockets, including the petite spray can Hamp had given her earlier. “Never know when this might come in handy.” 

Devon appeared confused, so Brooke changed the subject. “While we’re waiting for WonTon, let’s update our status board.” 

She pulled out her PDA. They studied the screen. An hour later they had the following result:

[image: image1.emf]PROJECT AVIARY STATUS BOARD

as of Monday, May 20

ICI Events

Girard Parker Dead

Leviticus Stolen

Files erased

Leviticus compromised

ICI Lab flooded

B-3 computers wiped out

Mystery Dead

Harold Liggott – NIH

Richard Fairchild- RA

Willard Albright-Pentagon

Edwin Barlow-CDC

ACTIONS

Determine IBIS Locations

Use L chip to decode IBIS

Bogus ICs are Leviticus

Vavra to inspect Zycronics

Other Events

Wallingford dead at CRI

Earl Trapp Involvement

CA computers zapped

NAADC DEFCON 4

Beverly Claymore Murdered

IBIS Events

Extortion Message

Note to Brooke & Lance

Brooke & Lance gassed

Earl Trapp & Gabby killed

Bomb to Lance
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Just as Brooke put her PDA away, WonTon returned without the computers. Lance was curious. “Excellent timing. Where are our computers?”

“Relax, they’ll be here shortly. Catch, Brooke.”

WonTon threw her a bag of miniature Tootsie Rolls. He plopped down in Lance’s chair and swung his feet up onto the desktop. “Well, folks, your PCs were set up to fail.”

Brooke stopped in the middle of opening her new bag of Tootsie Rolls. Devon asked the question before she could. “What do you mean?”

“An interesting spyware subroutine had been designed into each CPU chip along with a Trojan horse. The subroutine captured and stored all keystroke data, periodically emailing it to bigear@zynet.com, which happens to be registered to--”

Brooke interrupted. “Zycronics, I’ll bet.” 

“Correctomundo, my dear. And the Trojan horse was a real work of art. Because it was buried in the CPU chip instead of the hard drive, no anti-virus program would detect it. At 2:00am every morning on the internal computer clock, this program executed its own subroutine to turn the computer on without any human intervention and check a certain Internet address.

“If that address contained a specific character string, the Trojan horse would be activated. It would immediately erase and reformat the hard drive, rendering the computer useless. If the unwary user merely re-installed the operating software, the spyware and the Trojan horse were still in place to repeat the wipeout at 2:00am the next morning.”

Brooke frowned. “Damn. How easy was it to install this time-bomb CPU?”

“That’s the point. Swapping out a standard CPU with this custom-designed CPU required a special soldering jig equipped with a high-power magnifier. To say nothing about a great deal of experience.

“Then there’s your M&Ms. Even though the flood waters damaged them beyond repair, their CPUs tested positive for the same spyware. However, the M&Ms were sealed at the factory. The seals had not been broken. Therefore, they must have been fabricated with these infections.”

“Any idea where they were assembled?” 

WonTon smiled. “According to an inspection stamp on the circuit board, they were fabricated by a silicon valley foundry.”

“Zycronics?”

“The little lady wins again.”

WonTon’s expression turned more somber. “Furthermore, your two desktop computers are the only ones that failed here at ICI. This means your two desktop computers were modified here.

“I have taken the liberty of installing new CPU chips in both desktop units. They are now operational. And your M&Ms will make excellent paperweights.”

Their conversation was interrupted by the sound of an elevator door opening in the hallway.

“And I believe they have just arrived.”

Another robotic dolly appeared in the doorway. Its cargo consisted of the M&Ms and the two desktop motherboards with hard drives. WonTon took the equipment off the dolly and pressed the green recall button. The robot dolly retreated silently back into the hallway.

“Give me a couple more minutes. I’ll have your desktop units ready to go.”

Devon peered over his shoulder to watch.
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Vavra’s flight arrived at SFO around midnight local time. He caught a cab to the San Francisco Airport Westin and checked in. He asked for an 8:00am wake-up call.

The clerk at the front desk gave him an envelope along with the room key for Suite 723. The envelope contained the Zycronics search warrant and a note explaining an agency car would be delivered to his hotel in the morning. When he reached his room on the seventh floor, Vavra fell into bed. He was asleep almost instantly.

Around 2:30am, a lone figure crept along the seventh floor corridor toward Suite 723. His right hand held a Polish WIST-94 semi-automatic 9mm pistol fitted with a silencer. As the creeping figure noiselessly reached Suite 723, he failed to notice the door of 722 across the hall was open ever so slightly. A thin gray tube emerged from this opening aimed at the back of the figure’s neck.

An imperceptible ‘thwish’ sounded as a tiny quill emerged supersonically from the tube and buried itself in the back of the lone gunman’s neck. The assassin felt a slight tingling under his collar. Less than two seconds later, his brain shut down and his heart stopped. The pistol dropped from his hand to the carpeted floor. The killer was unable to utter a sound before his lifeless body slumped to the floor.

Josh Holmes, a tall, lean, man wearing a gray suit and black gloves, emerged from Suite 722. He placed the 9mm pistol back in the dead man’s coat pocket and dragged the corpse to the freight elevator door. When the elevator arrived, Holmes shoved the body in and sent the elevator to the basement. Afterward Holmes quickly departed the hotel carrying his briefcase.


By 4:30am, Holmes had transmitted the following message:

“Message to Chopper Bassett. Status update, 4:30am, May 23. Your concern was justified. Two hours ago I thwarted attempted assassination of Special Agent Vavra in airport hotel by hired killer. All is in readiness for Vavra’s visit to Zycronics. End transmission.”


Oblivious to the thwarted attempt on his life, Vavra slept hard until his morning wake-up call. After a morning shower and room-service breakfast, he dressed in his navy pinstripe suit. He waited for a call that his car had arrived. By 9:30am he was headed south down US-101 toward Zycronics in Santa Clara driving a white Ford Crown Victoria.

Vavra pulled into the parking lot at 4550 Peterson Way. Before parking in the visitors parking area, he drove the Crown Victoria around to check the back of the building. Only one semi truck was in the receiving area. A gray Peterbuilt tractor with a shiny black trailer was just pulling away from the loading dock. Vavra instinctively jotted down the license number. Then he returned to the visitor parking area by the front door.

A few minutes later a large rental truck pulled up next to him. Vavra walked over to the truck and flashed his badge. The driver nodded. “My team is ready to go, sir.”

Vavra turned and walked to the front door. Three men got out of the truck cab, retrieved dollies from the back of the truck, and followed Vavra.

Special Agent Vavra strode into the reception area. He was followed by the three men wearing gray coveralls with an embroidered FBI seal on the front and the words “FBI SEARCH TEAM” emblazoned across the back.

Vavra flashed his credentials to the security guard and announced, “I have a federal search warrant. I would like to speak with the executive in change.” 

The guard dropped his jaw and reached for the phone. After a few muffled words into the phone he hung up and turned to Vavra. “Sir, Mr. Patterson will be right out. Won’t you please sit down?”

“No, thank you. I prefer to stand.”

Less than a minute later the door opened. A short, stocky man in a gray suit and a broad smile came striding toward Special Agent Vavra. “I’m Greg Patterson, Chief Legal Counsel. How may I help you?”

Patterson had slicked-down hair and smelled of Old Spice after-shave. Vavra didn’t like the guy already. He slapped the search warrant into Patterson’s outstretched hand. “This is a federal warrant to search your premises and confiscate any material we deem relevant to our investigation. Do you understand?”

Mr. Patterson scanned the document. He frowned and looked up at Vavra. “You may proceed.”

“Thanks. But we would have done so even without your permission.”

Vavra turned to the search team. “Have at it, boys. You know what to look for.”

The team with dollies headed for the executive and engineering offices to take possession of computers and files. Armed with additional copies of the search warrant, they shoved them at anyone who attempted to slow them down.

Meanwhile, Vavra walked through the factory area with slick-hair Old-Spice Patterson hot on his heels. Vavra observed the workers with silicon wafers, sliced IC dice, and fully assembled ICs. He walked by the clean rooms where the wafers were fabricated and tested. He noted the cordoned-off supply area. When he reached the back of the building, he found a door with a keyless cyberlock. He turned to Patterson. “Open it.”

Patterson hesitated. “I’m not authorized to...”

Vavra drew his service pistol, an FBI standard issue Glock 22 with a fresh magazine. “Open it now, or I will.”

Patterson punched the code and opened the door.

The room was deserted. Vavra could tell it had been stripped of equipment because power wires were hanging in mid air from junction boxes. A faint outline on the dusty floor could have been the location of a small clean room.

In the far corner was a pile of trash. Vavra walked over and kicked the pile with his foot, trying to sift through the crumpled papers, dust, and bits of hardware. Spying a small black object, he reached down and picked it up. It was part of an IC with its pins bent and mangled. He brushed off a layer of dust. The IC was stamped with markings similar to those found in Gabby’s burned out car. Vavra shoved it into his pocket.

Vavra glanced at the back wall. He noticed an overhead door. He walked to the wall by the door and pushed the ‘OPEN’ button. As the door raised and he looked out, Vavra realized this was the spot where the black semi-trailer had been parked when he arrived.

Damn, he thought to himself, we should have arrived thirty minutes earlier. Someone knew when we were coming.

Vavra walked briskly toward the front of the building. He found the FBI team leader. “Have your team carry on. I have some other hunting to do.”

Mr. Patterson followed Vavra to the front door. “Will that be all, Special Agent Vavra?”

“No, Mr. Patterson, this is only the beginning. We are going through every computer and every shred of paper in these offices. Before we are through, you and your friends will be going on a very long trip. And it won’t be a vacation.”

Vavra stormed out of the building and pulled out his cell phone. He dialed the local FBI office. He quickly identified himself. Then he barked an order. “Contact the highway patrol and have them locate a black semi-trailer with Arizona license plate number TEG 1502. It should be somewhere within a 25 mile radius of Santa Clara. This is an urgent priority request.”


Patterson slipped out a back door onto the loading dock. Even with a cool morning breeze, he was sweating. He pulled out his cell phone and hastily dialed a number. 

He no longer sounded like an over-confident lawyer as he spoke. “The FBI arrived with their warrant just as you predicted. However, things did not go well. Even though we had loaded everything into a semi, we did not have the opportunity to clean up before they arrived. The lead agent, a Mr. Vavra, found a piece of one of the scrap ICs in the trash. I think he saw the semi leaving and is trying to track it down right now.”

The voice on the other end of the phone cursed and abruptly hung up. Now Patterson was sweating even more profusely.


“Rusty, this is Special Agent Jacob Kane. We located your black semi. Subject vehicle is on Highway 101 South approximately 23 miles from your current location. Should we have the Highway Patrol pull it over?”

“Negative, Jacob, I don’t want the driver getting suspicious and contacting his boss. Could the California Highway Patrol set up some kind of checkpoint to slow the truck down?”

“Let me put you on hold. I’ll check with CHP.”

Within three minutes, Special Agent Kane was back on the line. “Rusty, About 35 miles south of San Jose there is a power station on Highway 101. CHP was planning to have a driver’s license checkpoint in the northbound lanes at that location within the next 15 minutes.

“They agreed to shift the checkpoint to the southbound lanes. That should slow your truck down considerably. Check with Sergeant Ford when you reach the checkpoint. Good luck.”

“Thanks, Jacob. I’ll keep you posted.”

Vavra ran for his Crown Victoria. He heaved a red magnetic flasher onto the car’s roof. He flipped an under-dash switch to activate the siren hidden behind the front grille and peeled out of the parking lot.
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Forty-five minutes later, Vavra roared into the checkpoint. He had driven the final two miles on the right shoulder of the highway because of backed-up traffic. Even with his flashing red roof light, he was stopped by a highway patrol officer. “Hold it! Where do you think you’re going?”

Vavra flashed his ID. “Special Agent Vavra with the FBI. Where’s Sergeant Ford?”

“Sorry, sir. He’s right over there.”

The officer turned and shouted to another uniformed officer, tall and lanky, about 10 feet away. “Hey, Sergeant, here’s your troublemaker.”

Sergeant Ford turned and walked toward Vavra. “Special Agent Vavra, so you’re the one who made us switch our checkpoint to the southbound lanes.”

“Hello, Sergeant. Thanks for accommodating us. Have you spotted my truck?”

“Sure have. Passed through the checkpoint about five minutes ago. Need any help?”

“I wouldn’t mind a backup car if you can spare one.”

Sergeant Ford turned his head and ordered a young blond-headed officer named Irving Mills to follow Special Agent Vavra.

In less than a minute both cars were roaring down U.S. 101 South, sirens blaring and lights flashing.

Ten minutes later, Vavra spotted his quarry about a mile ahead. He killed his lights and siren. Then he radioed Officer Mills to do the same.

What Vavra failed to observe was a white Bell 407 helicopter 2,000 feet above him. The lone passenger occupying the left seat surveyed the entire scene. He verified the black semi trailer up ahead had a large white “X” painted on its roof.

The passenger watched intently as Vavra’s white Ford Crown Victoria closed on the semi. He turned to the pilot in the right seat. “Maintain your position above the white car but cut our altitude in half.”

Vavra was less than 600 feet from the semi. He radioed Officer Mills. “I’m going to pull him over. I want you to hang back and hold traffic.”

Vavra flicked on his lights and siren and floored the accelerator pedal. Within thirty seconds he was alongside the semi as it struggled up the gradual grade of a huge hill. Vavra motioned to the driver to pull over. The semi driver responded with an obscene gesture.

With no cars in close proximity, Vavra pulled out his Glock 22 service pistol and fired two shots into the truck cab’s left front tire. As the truck swerved, Vavra spurted ahead of the semi by 100 yards and abruptly squealed to a stop blocking both lanes. He jumped out of the car and put both hands on the car roof to stabilize his Glock 22. The he aimed his weapon at the cab.

The semi’s left front tire had shredded, causing the vehicle to swerve wildly. The driver slowed down, struggling to bring his load under control. He saw Vavra’s service pistol pointed at him. He slammed on the brakes, bringing the semi to a stop on the shoulder about forty feet from Vavra’s car.

A quarter-mile behind the semi, Officer Mills established a road block to stop oncoming traffic. Only then did he notice the Bell 407 circling above the semi. He tried unsuccessfully to raise Vavra on the radio. Vavra did not hear the call. He was approaching the tractor cab with his service pistol raised. He shouted an order to the driver. “Get out of the cab.” 

The driver did not move.

Vavra fired a round through the front windshield on the passenger’s side and yelled his order again. “Get out now!”

The driver jumped out of the cab with hands raised. Vavra issued another order. “Turn around. Hands on the fender.”

The driver complied. Vavra patted him down. He pulled the driver’s arms around and handcuffed him. “Now, let’s check your cargo.”

He motioned the driver to precede him to the rear of the trailer.

Meanwhile, the passenger in the overhead helicopter began to panic. He turned to the pilot again. “Go lower.” 

He knew clear visibility was necessary for the next step. While the helicopter slowly descended, the passenger looked at a scrap of paper. He dialed the number scribbled on it into his cell phone.

The receiving cell phone was inside a toolbox in the semi trailer. Two wires from the cell phone ringer led to a small circuit board powered by a dry cell battery. Two remaining wires from the circuit board led to a detonator buried in an eight pound block of C-8B explosive. The circuit board was configured to activate the detonator after the phone rang three times.

The helicopter passenger was unprepared for what happened next. His cell phone rang the number for the third time. Instantly the sidewalls of the truck blew out. Then a giant fireball rolled upward.
The exploding toolbox was positioned beneath a heavy piece of lab equipment. Its primary support structure was a five-foot-long aluminum “I” beam weighing just under 50 pounds. The detonation shock wave from the exploding toolbox traveled at a velocity in excess of 28,000 feet per second.

This shockwave instantaneously disintegrated the piece of lab equipment. It also launched the aluminum “I” beam, hurtling it skyward at an initial velocity almost as great as the muzzle velocity of a .22 caliber bullet.

When the helicopter passenger saw the mushrooming fireball rising beneath him, his eye caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a small dark shard emerging from the fireball.

In less than a second, the shard grew in size as it sped toward the helicopter. The charred hunk of “I” beam smashed through the Plexiglas nose canopy. It lobotomized the pilot. Then it continued through the roof and sheared a three-foot section off the main rotor blades. The resulting imbalance caused the aircraft to shake violently. Its fuel line was severed, allowing JP-4 fuel to spill onto the hot manifold and explode.

Officer Mills back at the road block, watched in disbelief as the helicopter seemed to shudder and violently erupt in its own fireball, falling from the sky and crashing to Earth beside the ruins of the semi trailer.

The violent shock wave from the primary trailer explosion killed Special Agent Vavra and the semi driver instantly. Then it blew them apart, shredding most of their remains.

By the time Officer Mills reached the scene, the only identifiable bodies were the charred remains of the helicopter passenger and the headless pilot.
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Admiral Wells slammed his phone down. “Damn it, we just lost another good man. This is going to stop now.”

Wells jammed down the ‘talk’ button on his intercom. “Argyle, get in here. I am declaring Brooke Claymore and Lance Ryan to be enemy agents. I need to send an urgent flash message to the Cedar Rapids FBI office and Hamp Huckins to eliminate this threat. I also want an immediate security command sent to the Overlord computer to deny access to Claymore and Ryan, along with a ‘locate and hold’ order.”

Encrypted Memorandum for Cedar Rapids FBI office and Hampton Huckins

(cc all FBI, NSA, and NRO Field Office Directors)

Status: Urgent Action Required (UAR) – Project Aviary

Classification: Top Secret – Eyes Only (TS-EO)

From: Admiral Atticus Wells, NRO-16E-486

To: Classified Distribution
Date: 23 May
Brooke Claymore and Lance Ryan have been designated enemy double agents with complicit involvement in deaths of two FBI agents, Gabby Hayes and Rusty Vavra. Capture or neutralize immediately. Deadly force authorized.

Forward any new information on whereabouts of Claymore and Ryan to this office with TS-EO classification. Also be advised Chopper Bassett not cleared to receive any information related to this effort.

###


WonTon was in his lab monitoring the Leviticus clone layout when his computer screen blinked a flashing red window with the word “Incoming.”  The spyware he had inserted into Overlord had activated, indicating incoming security traffic.

He entered his execution code on his keyboard and watched the message from Admiral Wells flow across the screen. His jaw dropped as he saw the news that Vavra had been murdered, accompanied by the command from NRO to the Geronimo security-bots to apprehend Brooke and Lance.

To buy time, WonTon typed in a command that would shut down the Geronimo-bots for a 15 minute routine maintenance check.

Afterward, he composed an urgent email to Lance. It read, “Vavra terminated, but all is well here. Your lab is safe. Walford.” 
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