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Аннотация
An ancient Mayan script hidden for nearly two thousand years was recently discovered inside a deep underground cavern.
Dr. Tony Barrette would do what ever it takes to decode the secrets hidden within the Mayan hieroglyphs.
One man stands between Dr. Barrette from unlocking the power of the spiritual realm.
A fast paced adventure from beginning to end takes you into the darker side of the Mayan world.


Richard Brockwell
The Forbidden Script

To my loving daughters
Janica and Amanda
And
To Janet, who encouraged me to write.


Prologue

Yucatan Peninsula, Mexico.
Year 215 A.D.
The Mayan people were feeling the drought that has lasted for more than six months now. Crop fields were bare, and food rations were empty. Hunting was also in vain as wildlife migrated to richer grounds in search of food.
Children and the elderly were the first to feel the famine. Disease was everywhere. The people were in chaos and turned to their king for answers. The rulers people were now on the brink of survival.
King Piedras Negras summoned the high priests to call upon the gods in search of answers before his kingdom perishes. Just only a few days ago, he ordered the sacrifice of four of his people in an effort to please the gods.
But the high priests said, “the gods insist on more blood, and more sacrifices have to be considered.”
King Piedras has lost too many of his people to the drought and so ordered the priests to ask the gods for an alternative solution.
It was the first time a king had questioned the gods. Still the high priests were loyal to their king and dared not oppose the Mayan ruler.
So that night, unaware to the king, the priests gathered far outside the temple grounds. They were not planning to summon the heavenly gods, but went to a place forbidden to all others. They descended underground, where all twelve priests entered a sacred cavern and began the ritual for summoning the gods of the underworld. They had now entered Xibalba.
A fire was lit, and chants were sung. Each priest as an offering would draw blood either from their tongue or their wrists. With the fire burning and flames dancing back and forth, combined with the priest’s chanting, the cavern was transformed into a ghostly atmosphere. They continued late into the night, and after many attempts they had failed to make contact with the underworld spirits. They had failed their king, which they all knew failure would mean certain death to them all.
After a while of discussions, an elderly priest stepped out from among them, very old and fragile, leaning forward as he walked with the aid of a stick. He claimed he knew a definite way into the spirit world, but it would mean the sacrifice of someone royal, someone of pure blood, someone being the king’s daughter.
The priests argued among themselves considering the proposal made by the elderly one. They knew the king would never agree to their requests. Therefore, they decided the following night the king’s daughter was to be taken.
Later that night while all were asleep. Two of the high priests entered the royal temple. They crept past the king’s door and proceeded straight into his daughter’s chamber where she lay soundly asleep. One of the priests took out a piece of white cloth and carefully slid it around the young girl’s head gagging her mouth. With a sudden jerk, he pulled it as tight as he could, preventing her from making a sound. Instantly the young girl, barely twelve years of age began to struggle. Her eyes opened wide, confused and scared at what was happening. They carried her out of the temple and made their way down into the underground cavern where the other priests had begun the ritual.
With a fire blazing in the background, dark shadows came alive in every corner of the cavern. They tied down the young girl on the stone sacrificial table, forming a circle around her. The elderly priest then took out a bronze plaque that neither of the others had ever seen or knew of its existence. With a knife in one hand and plaque in the other, he drew blood from the girl’s wrists while reading aloud in some strange dialect.
Almost immediately, the whole cavern came to life. The fire roared and blazed high up into the stone ceiling, flames running down on all sides of the large walls. Next, an icy chill was felt all around them, while dark shadows flew from all directions, exerting screeching sounds that enveloped the cavern. The elderly priest kept on reading, lost in a deep trance. He began shouting out the underworld gods name 'Ah Puch', calling him again and again.
“Ah Puch! Reveal yourself! Take the offering we give to you, and in return redeem our people out of this dying land.”
As he continued to read from the bronze plaque, the dying girl’s body slowly began to levitate. Her bonds now untied she rose above the blazing fire as blood dripped from her slashed wrists. On seeing this, the elderly priest abruptly stopped chanting as the girl’s body was suddenly engulfed in flames.
After a few minutes, the fire died down to its original self. The cavern returned to its cold, damp state again as if nothing had happened. The priests overwhelmed at what they had seen, appeared to be frozen in time. It was something they had never witnessed before, something they would never want to witness again. They had seen the power of the great underworld god, the god of death.
The elderly priest then advised each one of them never to speak of what they had done. The sacrifice had been made, and the people will now live once again in prosperity. The priests turned towards the exit and one by one they made their way up the long flight of stone steps. All except the old priest, who stayed behind making sure the cavern entrance was sealed shut, leaving the dark figure behind, locked inside, never to be seen again. Or not?

CHAPTER ONE

Present day.
Mid-June. Eleven fifteen p.m.
On the outskirts of Miami Florida. At a sleazy bar, with only a ceiling fan to provide some relief from the hot sticky air, sits a lone customer. He has just downed his seventh shot of whiskey.
Feeling slightly intoxicated, he manages to stand up while holding onto the edge of the bar. He decides to call it a night and pays the bartender. He then waits a few seconds to clear his head before heading to the exit.
As he opens the cowboy style swinging doors, a young skinny looking kid with ginger hair bursts in colliding into him. Being a strong, well-built guy that he is, and almost six feet three inches tall, he hardly feels the puny kid who on impact tumbles onto the floor.
“Hey kid! Watch it you dumb ass! You blind or what?”
The kid turns and looks up. “Sorry mister! My fault for rushing in.”
He leaves the bar and takes out his car keys to his black Ford Mustang. As he was about to open the car door, two Latin Americans rush past him armed with 9mm weapons.
They enter the bar shouting, “where is he? Where is that little shit?”
The sound of glasses and bottles can be heard being smashed against the walls. Outside, the lone drinker slams shut the car door, cursing as he takes a deep breath.
“Why me? Why now?”
He re-enters the bar to find one of the Latin guys pinning down the ginger haired kid with his gun pointed at his forehead.
“Where’s my money? Tell me before I blow your brains out!”
Over by the bar, the other Latin American is helping himself to a drink, his weapon laid down on the countertop. On seeing someone entering the bar, he quickly picks up his gun and aims it at the man standing between the swinging doors.
“Bars closed big guy! Turn around and leave!”
The stranger raises his hands in protest.
“Closed! I can’t see any sign saying closed!”
The guy with his gun aimed at the kid stands up and points his weapon at the stranger’s chest.
“We have a smart ass here do we?”
He slowly moves closer with his gun aimed at his target. Suddenly the ginger head kid gets up and runs for cover. That’s all the time the dark haired stranger needed. He was waiting for that split of a second diversion. Pulling out his firearm from behind his jeans, he swiftly, but precisely aims and shoots both men in their shoulders. As the bullets found their targets, both men are flung backward, their weapons flying from their hands. Shouting out in pain as they are being handcuffed, one of them yells out to the tall stranger.
“Who the hell are you man? You crazy son of a bitch!”
He drags them out onto the sidewalk like rag dolls and answers.
“I’m FBI agent Jason Mallock, and I despise drug dealers.”

CHAPTER TWO

Two days have passed since the bar incident. Jason had called the Miami P.D. and waited for a patrol car and ambulance to arrive to take the two injured men for medical treatment before being taken for questioning at the police department.
Jason’s cell phone rings, waking him up after a late night out drinking with his partner special agent Danny Langley.
“Who is it?” asks Jason, barely awake.
“Wake up you lazy drunk! Get your ass over here. The Chief has a new case for us,” says Danny.
Jason manages to pull the sheets off of him and sits on the side of the bed.
“How do you do it? We drink the same amount of alcohol, and we left the bar at the same time. I’m still not sober, and you seem as if you drank lemonade all night,” said Jason.
Danny laughs on his friend’s statement. “Well, maybe I can handle my drinks better than you can, and besides, I work out at the gym three times a week.”
Jason gets out of bed and goes to the bathroom and takes a cold shower. After freshening up, he puts on his usual pair of jeans, a black T-shirt and a pair of sneakers. Jason has never worn a suit to work and has no intention to. He prefers casual, comfortable clothes to suits, which are the official dress code of the F.B.I. Many a times his superior officer Matthew Berks has asked him time and time again to wear a suit. But Jason always gives him the same reply.
“Chief, I don't need a suit to do my job. And anyway the damn dress code is a give away. Any low life criminal will know we’re F.B.I.”
Matt has given up asking and just waves his arms in the air out of frustration.
Before heading downstairs, Jason checks in on his only teenage daughter Sally. Her bedroom door is closed, and he gently knocks.
“Sally, are you up?”
He slowly opens the door. The room is empty, and her bed is not made. Jason gives Sally the privacy she needs. She has just turned nineteen and is growing up fast. But deep down inside, she will always be his little girl.
Studying to become an anthropologist, Sally spends most of her time on school campus with other students. She is hardly ever home, either at some friend’s house studying or on some field trip that has to do with ancient civilizations. It was Jason who encouraged her to choose that particular career, since he has a degree in archaeology. He always mentions to her that they together will make a great team, the archaeologist father and the anthropologist daughter. Both careers involve exploring and discovering ancient ruins and civilizations. Jason was thrilled when Sally one day, came home and told him she would be taking anthropology as her major. He graduated in archaeology at the age of twenty-five and spent a few years working in Egypt. He became very interested in law enforcement after he discovered how many ancient artifacts and treasures were being stolen. Jason wanted to stop illegal smuggling, so he decided to join the F.B.I. Solving numerous cases involving stolen and smuggled priceless artifacts.
Jason closes the bedroom door behind him and heads downstairs, hoping to find Sally in the kitchen. On the kitchen table, he sees Sally’s cold mug of coffee, and a note under it.
“Left for school early. See you later. Love Sally.”
He smiles at the note and pours himself a strong cup of coffee and lights up a cigarette.
* * *
At the Miami FBI Headquarters, Chief Berks is growing impatient.
“Agent Langley! Give agent Mallock another call and tell him to get his butt over here asap!” Matt cusses and heads to his office.
Danny speed dials Jason’s cell phone.
“God damn it! I’m on my way!” said Jason.
“Well, hurry it up will you! The Chief is in one of his moods, and all he needs is you arriving late as usual.”
Danny waits for a reply from Jason but realizes his friend has hung up on him.
“Son of a bitch! He hung up on me!”
* * *
Fifteen minutes later, Jason arrives. He parks his Ford Mustang in the first available space, having no consideration whatsoever if he has taken somebody’s parking spot. Jason gets out and goes to the rear of the car. He opens the trunk and pulls down a panel revealing a hidden compartment where he keeps his secret stash of weapons, ranging from an Uzi submachine gun to a crossbow. He replaces his Heckler and Koch handgun for a standard Glock pistol, then closes the compartment and shuts the trunk.
Back in the office, Danny was just about to give Jason another call, when he sees him walking in with a cigarette in his mouth, and running his fingers through his sleek black shoulder length hair.
Anyone seeing Jason for the first time would have no idea whatsoever that they were looking at an FBI agent and also an archaeologist. Your first impression of him would be a good for nothing bum. Women are attracted to him like a moth to a flame. His good looks and bad boy attitude keeps the ladies on their toes, and Jason knows it.
Danny whistles over to him.
“Put that cigarette out will you. Matt is waiting for us in his office.”
Jason takes in a long drag of his cigarette and then stomps it out on the floor.
“Jeez Danny, calm down will you! I need another strong cup of coffee first.”
“Go get your coffee, but hurry it up,” said Danny on his way to the Chief’s office.
Danny opens the door to Matt’s office. Chief Berks was looking through a new file placed on his desk a couple of hours ago.
“Come on in Danny,” says Matt, waving him in without looking up from his desk.
“And where is agent Mallock? Don’t tell me he hasn’t arrived yet!”
Danny holds back a bit before saying, “he’s getting a cup of coffee Chief. He should be here…..”
Jason bursts in.
“Morning, Chief! What you got for us?”
Matt is startled by Jason’s sudden entrance. “Damn it Jason! Don’t you knock before entering?”
“Sorry Chief. Didn’t want to keep you waiting any longer.”
“Well, how considerate of you agent Mallock. Just sit down will you.”
Danny hard-eyed Jason.
“What!” whispers Jason with his hands open.
Matt opens the file in front of him but then stops and closes it again.
“I would like to say a few words before I assign you two to a new case. Jason, that stunt you pulled a few days ago in that bar was risky, and you could have injured someone else. What were you thinking? This is the 21st century, not the wild west!”
Jason was about to say something, but Matt shushed him before he could say a word.
“We all know you’re a dead aim with any weapon. I’m sure you had a few drinks, which could have caused you to miss your target. But the two drug dealers you busted are wanted in three states for drug dealing, whom they mostly sell to young kids. Thanks to you another two low life’s are crossed off the wanted list.”
Jason spoke up, “if I knew they were selling dope to kids, I would not have aimed for their shoulders, and we would be rid of them permanently.”
Matt knows Jason has a mean streak when it comes to drug dealers, especially when manipulating young kids. Jason’s father was a drug addict, and severely beat him and his mother when coming home doped up from drugs.
One evening his mother was brutally beaten and hospitalized. After a few weeks in a coma, she passed away. Jason was only eighteen at the time, when his father was sent to prison serving a ten-year sentence, but was surprisingly released after just three years. A few weeks had passed after his father’s release, when he was informed that his father was killed in a hit and run accident. To this day the driver was never caught, leaving the incident an open case. Jason had never intervened with the hit and run of his father, and has no intention of finding the person responsible for the crime. When he was questioned by the local police department, he said, “my father got what he deserved for killing my mother.”
* * *
Matt presented two identical files in front of Jason and Danny.
“Now listen up! You two will be traveling to the Yucatan peninsula, the southeast of Mexico. Some ancient Mayan artifacts have been stolen from an archaeological site recently discovered just a few weeks ago. Two American citizens working there were found murdered at their camp site. The person who discovered and who is in charge of the site is professor Helen Shireberg. She thinks her life could also be in danger. With your archaeological background, we have more of a chance catching these criminals in lesser time than it would take another team from Mexico to solve the case.”
Both Jason and Danny took a quick look at the file. Danny gave Jason a confused look.
“Where exactly is this place, Osario? I’ve never heard of it before. Is it in some remote spot in the Yucatan jungle?”
Jason spoke before Matt could answer.
“It’s somewhere near the Mayan temples of Chichen Itza.”
Matt closed the file.
“Don’t worry. The local police force will be providing you with a guide who will be taking you to the site,” said Matt.
Jason stood up to leave, eager to get started, eager for some action.
“So when do we leave?” He asked.
“You leave tomorrow. So make sure you take what you need,” said Matt.
Danny also stood up to leave. He took the files from the desk before leaving Matt’s office.
“Watch your backs over there!” said Matt.
Jason saluted, then closed the door behind him.
“Hey Danny! You are finally going to see the Mayan city of Chichen Itza. Maybe we should book a tour while we’re there.”
Danny said. “I’m going home to pack some things, and tell Patricia. She is not gonna be pleased when I tell her.”
Jason lit up another smoke right under a NO SMOKING sign.
“Yeah, and I’m going to break Sally’s heart when I tell her where we’re going. She’s going to beg me to take her with us, and has been asking me for some time now to take her to visit the Mayan sites.”
* * *
Danny and Jason went their separate ways. Both not too pleased about leaving on such short notice. But they were also eager to start a new assignment.
Back at the office, Matt received a call from one of his superiors. He knew beforehand what it would be about before the conversation began. His Superior David Hewitt has always had a thing against Jason. The bar incident gave him an excuse to complain and downgrade agent Mallock even more. Matt knows Jason can be a handful at times. But he also knows he is a good agent, who shows results in far less time than any other agent on the force. Jason uses different techniques in solving a case that were not taught to him at the FBI academy. It was Matt who convinced Danny to become partners with Jason. Other agents who were assigned to a case with him rarely made it through the week. Danny is the only agent who has some control over Jason and has begun to understand how his mind works. Danny does admit that Jason can be a selfish son of a bitch at times, but he knows Jason is the person you can trust to cover your back in a tight situation.
Matt answers the phone. “They will be leaving tomorrow morning, and yes, I warned agent Mallock about the bar incident. He assures me it will not happen again. I will keep you updated on their new assignment. Goodbye.” Matt slammed the phone down and went to get a coffee.
* * *
Danny arrived home to find Patricia preparing a small snack for herself. The couple lived in a three-bedroomed apartment in a quiet part of Miami. Danny and Patricia though not married have been living together for the past year now. He liked his lifestyle and went out many a times with friends for drinks.
He and Patricia always made sure at least once a week they went out for a romantic dinner. The couple met at the local pub. Patricia was with friends celebrating a birthday when she noticed Danny looking at her from near the bar, trying to catch her eye, but when she made eye contact, he quickly looked the other way. She was surprised that this well built; muscular person was so shy. She made the first move and has never regretted it.
“Hey, you okay? You’re home early.”
Danny went over to kiss her on the cheek.
“Good news! We’ve been assigned to a new case. Bad news is we will be leaving for Mexico.”
Patricia knew what she was getting into when she started dating Danny. She always asked him to be honest with her, and come straight to the point, as she didn’t like surprises.
She said, “that’s great! When will you be leaving?”
Pat knew when Danny comes home early from work it means he has to pack some luggage and prepare to leave that night or early next morning. He came up from behind holding her around the waist, slowly kissing her neck, making her giggle with the soft touch of his lips.
“Tomorrow morning honey. So let’s make the most of it tonight shall we?” he said, with a sparkle in his eye.
* * *
As for Jason, he went to get a quick bite at the burger joint, which is one of his favorite foods. Even though, he eats up to three burgers a week, he never seems to gain any extra weight. Arriving home, he prepares a quick change of clothes for the trip and packs his passport along with the file that Matt gave them. Next he goes down to the garage, shuts the door behind him securely locking it. He then opens a tool cabinet, which has a hidden compartment at the back, loaded with all sorts of ammunition for his choice of firearms. At the bottom of the locker, he takes out a wooden box. Now this is one of his favorite handguns a Colt Anaconda. A very powerful weapon, having the force to blow your arm right off. One shot is enough to down even a giant of a man. Jason closes the locker and conceals the gun in the back of his jeans. He heads back upstairs and places it in his hand luggage. Jason lays down on his bed and takes out the case file which Matt gave him. The first page has a passport photo of the archaeologist who discovered the ancient ruins. He looks closely at the photograph of Helen Shireberg. A pretty woman, with short Blond hair and blue eyes, somewhere in her late thirties. He takes a look at the other pictures of a stolen gold figurine and a solid tablet slate. He wondered who would kill two innocent people for these two pieces of ancient history. Jason closes the file cover and slowly drifts off into a light sleep.
A couple of hours pass when he is awakened by the sound of a door closing downstairs. He makes his way into the kitchen where his daughter Sally is unpacking her school bag on the table. Slowly creeping up on her, he touches her left shoulder. In an instant, she swings around with her fist flying, missing Jason’s chin by half an inch. Jason was prepared for the strike and quickly stepped back.
Sally shouts out, “dad! Next time I won’t miss and will knock you half way across the kitchen floor.”
She ran to her father hugging him, and asked, “how come your home at this time of the day?”
Jason kissed her on the forehead.
“I came to prepare a few things for tomorrow morning. Danny and I have a new case and have to leave for Mexico.”
As soon as he finished the word Mexico her eyes lit up.
“No way! You’re going to the Mayan site aren’t?”
He wraps an arm around her.
“Yes for a few days, that’s all. Now don’t go all hysterical. I promised one day I would take you there. But I will be on a case, and besides you have your studies and it’s not a safe place right now.”
Sally knew better than to question her father about the case. She gave him a smile and hugged him again.
“Okay, old man. You haven’t broken a promise to me yet.”
They spent the rest of the day looking at pictures of ancient sites, and searching the INTERNET about Chichen Itza and the Mayan civilization.
“Hey dad! Don’t forget to bring me a souvenir.”
She kissed her father Goodnight and headed up to her bedroom.

CHAPTER THREE

Doctor Tony Barrette, an anesthesiologist, was busy at work in the basement of his large old house. He has just collected two priceless artifacts which had cost him a very hefty sum. The heist was planned well by the thirty-seven-year-old anesthesiologist. The Mexican authority’s would never know an American citizen had been involved in the stolen Mayan artifacts. The only thing bothering him was the two unexpected killings of two American workers. The men he hired for the job must have run into some trouble, giving them no choice but to eliminate them. They were very well paid for the job, no questions asked.
Tony thoroughly examined the Priceless goods, going over each item with intense precision. The first item was a golden statue of an underworld god. Only about five inches in height, the statue was sculptured out of solid granite and then dipped in pure liquefied gold. The face features were still remarkably visible, and the details were incredibly precise.
The other item was a solid bronze plaque measuring ten inches by six inches. Mayan hieroglyphs were visible in very small detail all over the plaque. He was quite familiar with Mayan history and had done some deep research on how to decipher hieroglyphs. Tony managed to translate the whole plaque from beginning to end. But the last line stops abruptly as if part of the writing was missing.
Frustrated with not being able to continue this amazing long-lost information which gave exact details on how the ancient Mayans summoned the underworld spirits, and how they communicated with them. He stood up in anger and accidentally dropped the bronze plaque on the floor.
On impact, the plaque seemed to split into two pieces. Both the top and bottom ends came apart, revealing another smaller plaque hidden inside. He carefully picked it up and placed it on the table. Under the lens of his magnifying glass, he could see very tiny weird looking hieroglyphs. They were like nothing he had ever seen before, and could not decipher a single word. One thing he did know was if he could translate what is written, it would reveal the Mayans secret on how they not only summoned the spirits. But how they entered the underworld, opening a passageway into the realm of the dead. The dark land of fright, or in Mayan tongue Xibalba.

CHAPTER FOUR

Jason woke early that morning to prepare a big breakfast for Sally. She loved scrambled eggs on toast, topped up with slices of bacon. He made himself a mug of strong coffee and poured Sally a glass of fresh orange juice.
Breakfast all set. He went upstairs to wake his daughter. Sally was a deep sleeper and could sleep through the worst of thunderstorms. As for Jason, a fly passing overhead was enough to wake him in an instant.
First, he knocked gently on her door. No answer. He tried again, and still no answer. He called out to her and was about to open the door when she stepped out from the bathroom just two doors down the hall.
Jason said. “You’re awake! That’s a first! I made you some breakfast before I leave.”
“Well, that’s what woke me…. The smell of bacon.”
She rushed passed him and ran downstairs to the kitchen.
They ate breakfast together and talked some more about Chichen Itza. After breakfast Jason gave her the usual parental lecture. His flight was scheduled to leave just before noon. Sally prepared herself for school. She kissed her father goodbye and hugged him as hard as she could.
Jason then loaded his luggage and drove to the office, where he was to meet up with Danny before leaving for the airport.
Danny was already there when he arrived. They checked out with chief Berks and took Danny’s car to the airport. Their flight was on time, and they went through security with a flash of their badges. The airport officials gave both of them weird expressions, as it seemed Danny was escorting some criminal. Jason noticed their looks, winking at them as he passed them by.
After a few hours in the air they landed in Cancun, the closest airport to Chichen Itza. On their arrival, they were met by a local guide, just as Matt had told them. Their guide was a short, skinny man going by the name of Andreas. Their guide escorted them to a Toyota pickup and began the long journey to the campsite near Osario.
The weather was quite hot but had a cool breeze blowing in from the west. Jason rode in front, feet on the dashboard, and with his Colt on his lap. Andreas kept his eye on the road and at the same time was also nervously keeping an eye on Jason and the gun he had. Danny saw the tension in Andreas face, beads of sweat rolling down his forehead.
Danny said, “it’s okay Andreas. Agent Mallock here is the person you would want with you if trouble arises. Don’t be taken back by his looks and behavior.”
Jason turned around. “Hey! What’s wrong with my looks and behavior?”
They drove for another hour, when Andreas took a left turn into the jungle. He slowly drove for another half hour over a bumpy road when finally he stopped, not able to go any further.
All three men stepped out of the vehicle and stretched their legs. Andreas went to the rear of the pick-up and put on a backpack he had brought with him. The sun was slowly disappearing and would be dark soon. In the other hand, he held a large flashlight, ready to use as soon as it got dark.
“The trail ends here. We continue on foot now,” he said.
Danny and Jason collected their gear and asked.
“How far is the campsite?”
The guide smiled.
“Oh…. maybe two miles or so,” he said, pointing his flashlight in the direction they will be heading.
Danny turned to Jason.
“I should have come in my damn hiking gear instead of this three hundred dollar suit.”
“Why do you think I never wear one? We’re mostly out in the field, not in an office behind a desk,” said Jason.
They caught up with Andreas, who was nearly out of sight. The jungle around them was thick with trees and bush. Andreas stopped, waiting for them to catch up, knowing the jungle was not a safe place to be after the sun went down.
Danny almost lost his footing a few times. But Jason kept a strong pace, only a few feet behind the guide. They had been walking for nearly forty minutes, when up ahead they could see the campsite fire flickering beyond the trees. Not wanting to startle the people at the site, Andreas called out to them from twenty yards away. Immediately two local workers came rushing in their direction with loaded shotguns. One of them fired a warning shot into the air. Jason was the first to react. He had his Colt aimed directly at one of the oncoming men. Jason was ready to shoot if they fired a shot in his direction. Even in darkness, Jason rarely misses his target. Some people swear he has the ability to see in total darkness.
Andreas frantically waves his arms, shouting out to the two men in their native tongue. Recognizing his voice, the two armed men wave them on in. Danny was relieved to see Andreas shaking hands with the two men. The guide then waved Danny and Jason to come forward and introduced them to his friends. Jason stepped forward and shook the hand of the person who fired the warning shot. He tightened his grip, forcing the man to his knees.
Towering over him, he said, “not many people tend to make it out alive after they fire a shot in my direction! Lucky you shot the other way.”
Danny intervened, calming Jason down, loosening his grip.
“Hey! Take it easy Jason. They’re just protecting the camp site.”
Jason pulled the man to his feet, then let go of his hand.
Andreas stepped forward.
“Come, I take you to Miss Helen now.”
They followed him another forty yards to one of the larger tents which were lit up from inside. They could clearly see the movement of someone inside. Jason and Danny could hear loud music coming from within the tent. Andreas asked them to wait where they were while he went inside to call Helen.
As she stepped out from the tent, Jason’s eyes opened wide.
“Wow! She’s prettier than I thought,” he said.
Helen went over to Danny and shook his hand.
“You must be agent Langley. Welcome to my camp site. I’m so glad you arrived. This place is not safe since the discovery. Looters will do anything to get their hands on something valuable. Where is agent Mallock?” She said, looking straight past Jason as he cleared his throat.
“Oh my god! I’m so sorry. I thought all FBI personnel wore a suit. Please forgive me,” said Helen, shaking Jason’s hand.
She offered them refreshments and invited them inside her tent, where all her equipment was set up. Jason held back for a while, observing the darkness of the jungle around the camp site. The place was rather large, having a total of seven tents. Helen’s tent was positioned about forty yards away from the others, which were all set up in a line. The camp fire was crackling away, and he could see the local workers gathered around, drinking and eating.
Jason counted four local workers and Andreas their guide. He ventured to the outer perimeter of the camp, wondering where the entrance to the newly discovered Mayan site was. It’s been quite a while since he has been inside an archaeological site. His memories went back to Egypt, where he first started out as an archaeologist. Maybe one day he and his daughter Sally would go abroad to Egypt to visit the pyramids. He smiled at the thought of her all excited, taking pictures of this and that.
Suddenly the sound of a twig cracking from beyond the trees brought him back from his thoughts. On instinct, he automatically drew his firearm peering into the dark jungle. He held firm, looking around, but could see no movement. After a few minutes, he relaxed.
Danny and professor Shireberg were heard talking in the background. He went back to the tent, tucking his gun inside his jeans. Jason interrupted their conversation.
“Miss Shireberg. One question, please. There is a total of seven tents, but I can only see four of your help force.”
Helen explained to Jason. “Well, after the killings of my two colleagues. Half of them left, afraid they will be next. They are very superstitious people. Some of them think it’s the doing of the gods. They think it’s their fault for disturbing their domain.”
“You okay, Jason? You look spooked!” asked Danny.
Jason looked back into the trees. “Thought I heard something beyond the trees,” he said.
Helen seemed to look worried.
“It’s most probably an animal. Most of the wildlife venture out at night looking for food,” said Helen. “Danny tells me your also an archaeologist. What made you change your career?” She looked up at Jason waiting for an answer, when she suddenly realized how good looking he is.
Jason gave her one of his best smiles. His perfect white teeth flashing in the dim light of the tent. Helen gazed into his sparkling green eyes, she could feel herself somewhat relaxed, even hypnotized by his stare.
Jason replied. “Well, somebody has to stop the theft of the world's ancient artifacts. I guess it was a calling I couldn't refuse.”
It was getting late, so Helen showed them to their tent that was prepared for them prior to their arrival.
“Well gentlemen. We better call it a night. Tomorrow I will take you to the site. Best we get an early start.” Said Helen.
They said Goodnight and settled down for the night.
* * *
In the early hours of the morning, Tony Barrette was on the phone with the very same people he had hired for the theft. This time he planned to capture one of the few people who can decipher any type of hieroglyph. He has arranged to kidnap professor Helen Shireberg.
The fee was high, and extremely difficult for the hired men to go back to the same place where they had killed the two Americans. Tony knew the risks, but it was the only way if he wanted total control of the underworld spirits.
He always felt from the time when he was a young boy that he had another sense besides our natural five senses. It first started when he was about five years old. He could feel another presence next to him. He would hear voices and feel their energy around him. Tony was not afraid of what he experienced as a child. He saw it as something special, like always having someone or something to talk to and guide him. His parents hardly noticed anything different about him. They dismissed it as an imaginary friend, which younger children makeup during their young age. As he grew older, he became more and more into his, you can say ‘gift.’ He sought out knowledge and information on how to control his thoughts and connections to the other side, and how to communicate with the spirits. Tony gained more and more knowledge as he grew older. Fine-tuning his extrasensory perception, interface with the dead or spirits in other dimensions. He can feel their thoughts and obtain mental impressions from the spirit world. Tony’s goal was to enter the other dimension, not only mentally but also physically. He has found out how to boost his spiritual powers by taking the energy from other living beings.
The plan has been set, and the two hired men were now on their way to do their job of kidnapping professor Shireberg.

CHAPTER FIVE

At around six in the morning, the camp site was rising to a new day. The locals were preparing the necessary hiking gear needed to reach the ancient site. Helen was already up, inputting data into her computer while sipping on a mug of coffee.
Danny woke fifteen minutes ago. He stepped out into the chilly morning air. Daylight started creeping in. The suns rays penetrating through the misty trees. The air was fresh and clean. He took in deep breaths, filling his lungs with pure air. It felt good to be out in the field, instead of the bustling city life. He had replaced his suit with some casual clothes and put on a pair of walking boots.
He noticed everyone was up and bustling around preparing for the hike to the site. Well, everyone, except Jason, who can be heard snoring his head off in the back of the tent. He entered the tent where Jason was sprawled out on the bed, one arm and leg dangling over the small camp bed. Danny went over, shaking him in an attempt to wake him. But Jason kept on snoring. Eventually, after a few failed attempts, Danny knelt down and shouted in his ear.
“Jason! Wake up!”
He eventually opened his eyes, grumbling at the same time.
“Okay, I’m awake. Now back off will you!”
Jason sat up. He grabbed his jeans and took out a cigarette, lighting it up.
Danny said, “for god’s sake, can’t you at least get dressed first? Everyone is awake and about, and most probably waiting for us, well waiting for you.”
Jason puts on his jeans, saying, “yeah, whatever!”
It was around eight fifteen by the time Jason met up with the rest of the team.
Helen stepped forward.
“Right, we have about an hour’s walk to the site. Stay close by as it’s easy for one to get lost without realizing it.”
Danny spoke up. “Why set up camp this far from the site? It would have saved us time walking back and forth.”
Before Helen could answer.
Jason said, “if camp was set up next to the site. It would be like we’re inviting thief's and vandals to gain access. Like this, it will still be hard to find. If they find it that is.”
The team began their journey consisting of four local helpers, Danny, Jason, and Helen. Two of the local helpers Emilio and Angelo took the lead. Andreas the guide had left earlier this morning back to the Mayan temples of Chichen Itza.
The morning was becoming warmer, with the sun shining brightly through the jungle trees. Jason packed his Colt in the back of his jeans, and then took out a large ten inch hunting knife. He began notching a tree, marking one every ten yards. Every now and then Helen would look around, carefully scanning the trees. She seemed to be on edge, expecting trouble at any moment. Danny was oblivious to it. But Jason noticed the nervousness within her. He sensed the fear and carefully kept an eye her.
The terrain was tiring, and rough, forcing them to cross over fallen trees and pass through thick bush. Helen decided to stop and rest for a while. The insects were a constant threat. Mosquitoes the size of flies attacking from all directions. Then there were the snakes, which they had to go around, not daring to step over one. The nearest hospital was half a day’s journey away. It was unlikely you would survive the trip once bitten.
Danny took the opportunity to ask Helen a few questions before continuing their journey.
“Is it alright if I ask you a few question?”
He sat down next to Helen, who smiled.
“Of course you may, agent langley?”
Danny said, “agent Mallock and I have read the report, which the local police force sent to us. It mentions you were inside the Mayan site that you discovered when your colleagues, Mr. John Haynes, and Mr. Paul Franklyn were at camp. They were busy entering data about the discovery and itemizing the artifacts that were found. You arrived back at camp before dark to find them dead with their throats slit.”
Helen looked down, as she remembered the scene she found on her return.
“Yes, that’s right,” she said.
Helen’s eyes swelled with tears. Danny gave her a moment to recover; then he continued.
“There were no signs of a struggle, suggesting there was more than one person in the tent with them. It says their bodies were found sitting in their chairs. The intruders caught them by surprise. Miss Shireberg, do you have any idea who could have killed them?”
Helen turned towards Danny, tears rolling down her face.
“No, I’m sorry, I have no idea who would do such a thing. John and Paul were just doing their job. There was no reason to kill them.”
Danny could see Helen was becoming emotional, and thought it would be wise not to continue with any more questions for now. He patted her on her hand reassuring her it’s okay.
Jason watched carefully as Danny questioned Helen. He noticed something in her eyes that Danny had missed.
“Can we get a move on now? It’s getting damn hot here,” said Jason.
Everyone heaved their backpacks on again and quickly moved on to avoid the heat. They walked in single file. Jason at the rear, not trusting anyone walking behind him. He sensed something was not right here.
It took them just over an hour to reach the site and were glad to stop and rest again. Jason looked around him. They were still in dense jungle. All he could see were rocks and trees.
He looked over at Helen and said, “how far to go?”
Helen caught her breath, “we’re here,” she said.
Both Danny and Jason looked around again.
Danny said to her, “where is it? Where’s the entrance?”
One of the locals looked over at Helen, awaiting her approval. After taking a drink of water, she gave him the go ahead. The local helper Emilio got to his feet and walked over to an enormous boulder half embedded in the rock face. Large layers of moss were covering the boulders that are quite natural in these parts. There seemed to be nothing out of the ordinary to Danny and Jason, when suddenly Emilio disappeared into the rock face. Danny gasped in awe as Emilio reappeared.
He said, “my god! I could have gone right up to the entrance and not even notice it was there. That’s amazing.”
Jason went up to the boulder and touched the thick coat of moss.
“How did you know where to look?” He asked her.
Helen stood up excited to explain how she discovered the entrance.
“Well, really by plain luck. I ventured over from Chichen Itza, where we were studying one of the temples over there. I kind of got lost and sat down to rest right here on this rock. I then heard a fluttering of leaves coming over from where you’re standing. Next out of nowhere appears this raccoon-like mammal. I mean it wasn’t there and then suddenly it was! I thought that’s weird as I would have heard it coming, or seen it as it moved quite slowly.”
Helen approached Jason pushing aside the moss like curtain to reveal a three foot opening in the rock face. It was large enough for a grown man to pass through with ease. Jason peered inside the darkness, which seemed like a cave entrance. Helen instructed two of the locals to wait outside for them.
“Shall we proceed inside?” said Helen, who was excited to show them what she had discovered.
The other two locals led the way inside with a large flashlight showing the way. Jason entered last.
The pathway was barely three feet wide, causing them to walk at a slow pace for at least ten minutes. The air inside was moist and sticky. The walls were apparently cut by man as chisel marks could be seen on each side. It must have taken years to dig this far inside.
Helen stopped as they approached an opening.
“This is it. This is the room we discovered,” she said.
Everyone stepped inside. The room was well-lit up by their flashlights. It was a large square room, fifteen feet by twenty. The wall to the right was covered with Mayan hieroglyphs and were really well preserved, hidden from the elements after all these years. Jason studied the writing. He was amazed at what he saw.
“Can you read this?” He asked Helen.
She came over and stood next to him, then started to interpret the meanings, explaining each word carefully.
“The passage to Xibalba, the name used for the underworld. Ruled by the death gods and their helpers. There are twelve gods, or powerful rulers, also known as the lords of Xibalba.”
Helen continued to explain that the first among the Mayan death gods ruling Xibalba were Hun-Came (one death) and Vocab-Came (seven death). Hun-Came being the senior. The remaining ten lords are referred to as demons and are given commission, domain over various forms of human suffering: to cause sickness, spiritual fear, pain and then death.
Helen continued explaining the hieroglyphs while Danny and Jason listened with great interest. The remaining writing, as Helen explained, told these lords worked in pairs and are Xiquiripat (flying scab), and Cuchumaquic (gathered blood), who sicken people’s blood.
Helen was on the last line of the hieroglyphs.
She said, “the remaining words say the names of the other lords and their purposes.”
Jason turned to Helen and Danny and said, “so this place is considered the passage into the Mayan underworld. No wonder it’s way out in the jungle, far away from the other Mayan temples.”
They remained inside the room checking every crack and crevice. The walls were amazingly smooth to the touch, as if they were cut with a laser. One of the mysteries still not solved about the Mayan people.
Helen then showed them another doorway that led them to yet another passage descending deeper underground. The walls resembled the passage they first entered, rough to the touch. In front of them stood an archway, with two dug out sections in the wall.
Helen said, “this is where we found the statue and the bronze plaque. One in each section of the wall. I placed them inside a metal box which were then taken back to camp, ready to be transported to the museum for further studies.”
Jason asked Helen, “were they the only items that were stolen?”
Helen replied, “yes, that’s right.”
Danny was curious to know why the statue and plaque were placed here just outside the archway.
“This is the passageway into the underworld. Only the high priests were allowed to pass beyond this arch. It was their way of communication with the underworld lords and demons,” explained Helen.
Danny took a step back, letting Jason enter first.
“Don’t worry, it’s safe, nothing to fear,” laughed Helen.
* * *
It was early afternoon when two suspicious Mexican characters arrived at the Chichen Itza temples. They mingled in with the tourists whenever security guards were seen coming their way. After making sure professor Shireberg had not come back for supplies and was still at the camp, they were soon on their way, taking the same route as Andreas had taken with Jason and Danny.
Driving as fast as the terrain would permit, they arrived at the exact spot where Andreas had stopped. They then started their trek through the jungle. Both men were well prepared and wasted no time as they planned to take Helen and get out as fast as they can.
* * *
As Jason made his way through the archway, he felt the surrounding air somewhat cooler than before. They descended deeper underground down the three feet wide stone steps, leading them into the darkness. Their flashlights were nearly drained of power and were unable to penetrate through the black surroundings. The steps seemed to go on forever taking them further underground.
Suddenly Helen said, “this is the furthest I have gone. I counted the steps the last time I was here, but had to turn back, as one of the locals who had run all the way from camp was hysterical. That’s when we got the news that John and Paul have been murdered.”
Jason said to Helen, “so beyond this point we’re entering unexplored territory, and have no idea what we will encounter down there.”
Jason took out his Colt and removed the safety latch.
Helen saw the firearm and said, “my god! What do you think we’re going to find down there…. Big Foot?”
Jason slowly turned around to face Helen.
“Listen woman! I’m taking no chances, okay. For all we know there could be some wild animal down there. Now if you’re not comfortable walking behind me, you can move your ass to the back of the line!”
Helen was shocked by Jason’s words. She kept quiet but remained behind Jason having second thoughts about the wild animals.
They were well beyond sixty steps and still descending. Helen directed her flashlight in front of Jason, expecting some animal to jump out in front of him. Finally, after another ten minutes, they came to the last step. The passage opened up into a large, roundish shape with the ceiling over twenty feet in height. Jason suddenly stopped where he was. Twenty feet in front of him stood a dark figure, well over seven feet tall. With lightning speed, he aims his Colt, ready to fire at the slightest movement. But the figure didn’t move.
Helen touched his arm lowering his weapon.
“It’s just a statue,” she said.
She edged her way past him and went up to it. At over seven feet tall it hovered above her like a giant. A large head and a protruding mouth bared large rows of teeth. It wore arm bands covered with skulls and serpents. As head gear, it wore a round cap with a large hollow horn pointing upwards. A large beaded neck band covered with teeth and beads were worn tightly around the neck. The rib cage was clearly visible just like a decomposing body would look. Everything about the statue resembled death.
“What is it?” Asked Danny.
Both Helen and Jason examined it carefully, going over every detail.
“Well!” Danny asked again.
“This is a statue of one of the underworld gods. It’s magnificent. The details are so precise,” answered Helen.
Jason agreed with her. “You’re right. Not even in Egypt have I seen a statue with so much detail, and to think it’s sculptured out of marble makes it so more remarkable.”
Suddenly the two locals who remained a few feet behind started talking out loud. One of them seemed on edge while the other tried to calm hi friend down.
Helen stepped forward, interrupting. “What is it? What’s wrong with him?” She asked.
But before he could answer her, the frightened worker turned and fled up the stairs.
“He says we cannot go any further. It is forbidden. Only the high priests are worthy to be here,” said the remaining local.
Helen shook him with both hands and said, “nonsense! That’s just old sayings. Nothing’s going to happen.”
Danny looked rather shaken also. He was the only one who did not bring a flashlight, and now he seriously wished he had.
Jason said, “it seems we can’t go any further. It’s a dead end.”
All of them looked around the cave-like walls for another doorway. Helen saw something behind the statue. Chiseled out on the wall were some hieroglyphs.
“Only the chosen ones may enter.”
Danny looked confused.
He asked, “what does that mean? Only the chosen ones may enter! Enter where? There’s nowhere else to go!”
Jason was convinced there was a hidden entrance somewhere. He began to search around the statue’s base, behind it, feeling the surrounding walls for a way inside.
“God damn it!” There has to be a way in. Or else why would it read, only the chosen ones may enter.”
He took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one up, exhaling a large amount of secondhand smoke in the air. Helen shone her flashlight at Jason, not believing he just lit up a cigarette in this confined space. The smoke started to rise slowly above them, when suddenly it was drawn to the rear of the statue, disappearing through a small crack in the wall.
“There!” yelled out Helen. “The smoke! It’s being sucked in through the wall!”
Jason then exhaled smoke again to see it pass right through the wall. They immediately shone their flashlights in the direction of the smoke. Jason ran his hands over the wall that seemed to be much smoother compared to the other wall surfaces. He then turned his attention to the statue.
“It has got to be here somewhere. There has to be a way inside and this statue is the key.”
Jason then tried to move it, but it was much too heavy.
“Give me a hand here will you! The Egyptians used sand, just like we use hydraulics to move or open things. I’m sure there is a connection with this statue that will get us inside.”
They all put their weight on one side and pushed, but it didn’t move an inch.
Jason said, “let’s try from the other side.”
Again they tried to move it, but it would not budge.
“It’s not working Jason. This thing hasn’t been moved in centuries, it’s either stuck or has nothing to do with getting inside,” said Danny.
Helen came up with an idea. She took out her water bottle from her backpack and poured the water around the base of the statue.
“Lubrication! Smart girl,” said Jason with a wink.
“Come on! Give it another try,” said Helen.
Once again, they pushed as hard as they could, when suddenly they heard a grinding sound.
“It’s working!” cried out Helen.
“Again! Push harder!” She said.
The next instant the figure moved six inches. They pushed harder, and it moved even further, when all of a sudden a huge amount of air came gushing out from beneath the statue. Instantaneously the wall began to sink into the ground, opening a five foot doorway. They let the dust settle before entering inside. Jason entered first. It was pitch black inside, and the air let out a bad smell from being closed up all these centuries. After a few paces inside, Jason’s flashlight lost all power. He dared not to venture inside without knowing what lay ahead of them.
“My flashlight needs recharging,” he said.
Helen and the others checked their flashlights, which were also drained of power.
Helen then decided, “I know we are all excited to continue, but I’m not going to risk our safety. We will come back tomorrow with more lights and equipment.”
Once they all agreed to Helen’s proposal, they began the long journey up the stone steps. Jason was at the rear. He turned around looking into the darkness. He didn’t need a flashlight to see inside. To him it was as bright as day.

CHAPTER SIX

It was late afternoon when Jason and the rest of the team stepped out into the jungle again. Helen was relying on the two local guides whom she had instructed to wait for their return to take them back to camp. But as they emerged from the dark passageway, there was no one in sight. She then turned towards the only remaining guide.
“Do you think we can make it back to camp before dark?” He seemed uneasy but still nodded his head.
“We should hurry. It’s not safe in the jungle after dark.”
Jason stepped forward. He said, “what’s the matter? You afraid of the dark? Or maybe the jungle spirits might get you?”
That instant before anybody knew what was happening, Jason took out his Colt and fired a shot at a nearby tree. The bullet hit its target, leaving a large hole right in the middle.
“Nobody or nothing can survive a shot from this baby,” said Jason.
Helen went up to him with a bewildered look on her face.
“You crazy son of a bitch! You most probably gave away our location. Anyone close by will be heading our way now.”
Danny shouted out to Jason, “put that away will you! We better get a move on before nightfall sets in.”
Helen was right about Jason’s actions. The gunshot caught the attention of the two men, which were now heading their way, giving them the advantage of surprise. The men had reached the camp earlier, only to find it empty.
The sun started its descent, causing shadows among the trees, putting everyone on edge. The local guide was not certain if they were going in the right direction. The jungle was silent as darkness set in. The hooting sound of an owl and the rustling of small mammals seeking food under the cover of the night could be heard rustling among the fallen leaves.
They stopped to rest a few times to catch their breath, when Jason exploded.
“For Christ’s sake! We’re going around in circles. This shit for brains of a guide has no idea where we’re going!”
Helen came roaring up to him. “Oh is that right, Mr. Tough guy!”
Jason went red in the face with rage. “I’m damn certain of it! We left base camp from the east. Which is the direction we should be going. This idiot here is taking us the wrong way. Every ten yards I marked a tree to make sure we used the same path by which we got here, and I haven’t seen one tree with a mark on it. Let me take the lead before we all end up ancient history.”
Helen surrendered to Jason letting him lead them to camp. She handed her dimly lit flashlight to Danny, who walked side by side with Jason, checking each tree for markings. Jason’s flashlight was nearly drained of power, which he was only using to hide his ability of seeing in the dark. Nobody knew of his gift, not even his friend Danny. It was a secret he kept to himself.
* * *
It was now completely dark as the two hired assailants were approaching Jason and the others. They walked through the jungle without a flashlight, carefully crossing over each fallen branch and rock. Now and then they would stop to listen for any sound from Helen and the others. They did not know Helen was being watched over by two FBI agents. They had no idea what they were up against.
“I found one of the marked trees,” said Danny.
Jason came to take a look, and then glanced over at Helen, saying, “this tree shows us the way back to camp.”
His voice was heard by the two assailants, Carlos and Diego. They took cover behind a large boulder, waiting to see if the people approaching are Helen and her team. First, they saw Jason and Danny, then the guide and lastly Helen.
Carlos the taller of the two said, “there she is.”
Diego pointed at Jason and Danny.
“Who do you think those two are? They look American. Maybe some friends of the woman.”
“The big guy in front could be a friend of hers, but the other one looks like a cop,” said Carlos.
They waited until Helen and the others passed them by.
Diego, the short chubby one said, “better we wait until they reach camp. I say we shoot the three men while they sleep and then take off with the woman.”
Carlos agreed and kept their distance.
Not far ahead, Jason could see the camp tents through the trees.
“We finally made it. Well, isn’t anybody going to thank me?” said Jason boasting.
The camp was deserted, and the night was getting cold. Angelo quickly got a fire going, while Helen went to her tent to wear something warmer. Jason and Danny stayed near the fire warming themselves, keeping the fire alight as they placed new fire logs onto it. They felt relaxed, watching the flames rising higher and higher.
Angelo went to the supply tent and came back with some canned food, beans and sausages followed by some dry crackers. He served the food on metal plates and handed one to Jason and Danny. Both men gratefully ate their food, having built up an appetite from the long trek through the jungle to the site and back again.
Jason lit up a smoke and lay back gazing up at the stars. Danny placed some more logs on the fire, while looking back to see Helen stepping out of her tent with a bottle of Chardonnay. She had planned to open it after the discovery of the tomb. But unfortunately it never happened due to the deaths of her colleagues John and Paul.
She had just taken a few steps, when somewhere behind her she heard the sound of a twig cracking within the jungle trees. Helen froze in her tracks, the hairs on her neck stood up as a cold chill ran down her spine. She dared not turn around, afraid of what she might see.
Danny waved her over. “Hey Helen! Come on over. Your food is getting cold.”
She was about to take another step when she heard another twig breaking, but this time it was much closer than before.
Danny turned towards Jason. “What’s up with her? Why is she just standing there?”
Jason sat up to take a look, sensing something was wrong. Then he saw movement among the trees that caught his attention. It was pitch black to everyone else, but not to Jason. He quickly got up, walking at a steady pace towards Helen, who was more than thirty yards away. With weapon in hand, he aimed it in her direction.
Danny couldn’t believe it. “Jason, have you gone mad!” He shouted out.
Jason blanked Danny out of his mind and shouted out to Helen, “get down now!”
She threw herself to the ground. The weight from her body sent leaves flying up into the air. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion, her movements, the leaves swirling around her, even the bullet leaving the barrel as Jason aimed and fired his gun. In a split second, she heard the bullet pass over her. Helen turned over onto her side as Jason fired another shot. She saw the bullet penetrate a tree that seemed to explode on impact. Then she felt Jason kneeling beside her, helping her to her feet.
“Quick! Run for cover! Move it!” He shouted.
Helen ran as fast as she could to her tent, confused at what had just happened. Danny was now beside Jason also with his weapon drawn.
“What is it Jason? What are you shooting at for Christs sake? What do you see?”
Before he could answer, a gun shot went off from among the trees. The bullet passed within inches of Danny’s head. Both agents got up and ran for cover behind the supply tent. More shots were fired, hitting almost everything around them. Fire logs and dirt flew in all directions as a continuous shower of bullets were fired. Both Danny and Jason waited it out, when suddenly it stopped.
Danny said, “who the hell is firing at us?”
“I don’t know! Maybe someone came back to steal more artifacts,” said Jason.
They felt like sitting ducks out in the open, not knowing from where the next shot might come from. Jason decided to make his way over to the fire, hoping the flames would distract whoever was firing at them.
“Danny! We have to get out of here. Go find Angelo, while I go for Helen.”
He signaled okay and made his way to where Angelo was last seen. Jason fired a couple of random shots into the jungle in an attempt to distract the intruders. Danny looked around for Angelo while taking cover within the safety of the trees, but he was nowhere to be seen. Jason managed to make it to Helen’s tent. He rushed in expecting to find her crouched down somewhere. Then he saw the rear part of the tent ripped open, footprints were everywhere. He expected the worst. Helen had been taken from the campsite under his very nose.
Jason called out, “Danny, are you alright? Where are you?”
Then he heard something moving from within the trees.
“I'm okay!” called out Danny as he emerged from the jungle.
“Helen’s not here! They must have come specifically for her,” said Jason.
“Angelo is also gone. I can’t find him anywhere. He must have made a run for it,” said Danny.
They went over to the burning fire and put it out, feeling safer in the dark.
Danny asked, “how many do you think were out there? Why would they take professor Shireberg?”
“I’m not sure how many, maybe two or three. I’m pretty sure they took the professor to show them the way to the site. They were distracting us so one of them could get to her.”
Danny said, “we better get after them before it’s too late. The footprints seem to be heading in the site’s direction.”
“Grab as many supplies you think we might need. Nobody messes with me and gets away with it,” said Jason as he reloaded his gun.

CHAPTER SEVEN

While Jason and Danny were collecting supplies, Helen and her aggressors were already halfway to the site. They bound her hands pushing her to the limits in an attempt to reach the site before Jason and Danny caught up with them.
Diego did not agree with what Carlos was doing.
He whispered to him, “we do not have time to go searching for gold! We should be heading back to our vehicle with the woman.”
Carlos thought otherwise.
“This will be our backup money if Mr. Tony does not pay us in full. If we do find treasures, it will be worth much more than what he is paying us.”
They pushed Helen along both excited about finding something of value.
Helen was thankful for Jason coming up with the tree notching as she relied on it to get to the site. She prayed for Jason and Danny to be alive. Helen was sure her assailants would kill her once they found gold. Helen had no idea she was to be taken back to the States to decipher the same tablet that she had discovered.
* * *
“They have at least a twenty minute head start on us. I just hope I’m right about them going back to the site,” said Jason.
Danny was walking behind Jason, trying to keep up with his long strides. He kept his flashlight low to the ground so as not to give themselves away. Jason didn’t need a flashlight but held on to one so as not to cause any suspicion to Danny.
Then he saw fresh tracks, meaning Helen was taking the attackers to the site.
Jason said, “good girl, she’s following my tree markings, leading them straight to the entrance. We have to get there on time. I’m sure they’re gonna put a bullet through her pretty head once they find the way in.”
Danny agreed, saying, “the Chief will have our heads if anything happens to her.”
Jason stopped and faced Danny.
“Well, the stupid woman should have hid herself in a better place! It’s her own fault.”
The agents tried to quicken their pace, but the jungle is a difficult place to navigate especially during the night. Now and then they would hear the hoot of an owl and even the growling of some wild animal. Jason was not bothered by the sounds, but Danny stopped now and then to check behind him, expecting at any moment to be pounced upon by the animal responsible for the growling sounds.
It was after nine when Helen reached the entrance. She didn’t have her flashlight with her and was surprised when Carlos handed her one.
“You show us where we can find gold, and I will let you live a little longer,” said Carlos, shoving her forward.
They entered the narrow passageway making their way through the same rooms and started the descent down the long flight of stone steps. Helen was rather excited knowing she will soon be entering the area where she had stopped with Jason and Danny. But she wished the circumstances were different, exploring the site as an archaeologist and not as a hostage.
They were now at the bottom of the steps. Helen shone her light upon the large statue. She was about to enter a place where nobody had been for many hundreds of years. Carlos and Diego stayed close behind. The only thing on their minds was finding gold. As they were about to enter the unknown, Helen’s heart began to beat faster, she could feel her chest pounding, the adrenaline surging through her body. She took the first step inside the pitch black cavern. With flashlight pointing in front of her, she could see the place was enormous. The height of the cavern exceeded well over seventy feet, not even her flashlight could penetrate deep enough to reach the other end.
Hanging on each side of the walls were rows of wooden sticks with some sort of wicker wrapped around the top part. Helen knew immediately what they were used for. Below the first wooden stick was a bowl filled with thick liquid. She dipped her finger into it smelling the oil.
She asked Carlos, “do you have a match or lighter?”
He looked puzzled, but just the same he gave her his lighter. She unhooked the wooden torch from its holding place and dipped it in the oil. Next she ignited the lighter, and the wooden torch blazed to life. She smiled to herself at the wonder of a thousand or more year old technology still very useful to this day. Approaching the opposite wall she did the same. Helen then encouraged Carlos to light up one row of torches while she lit the other side. After all of them were alight, she then turned around holding a flamed torch in her hands. What she saw next was astounding. She was looking into a deep underground cavern, so vast it would take more than a day to explore the entire place.
In front of her were more stone steps leading down to a large precisely centered enclosure. It had twelve large statues representing the gods of the underworld. All twelve gods were placed in a circular fashion measuring over a hundred feet in circumference. Positioned below each statue were stone benches, probably used by the high priests while they sat in meditation, as they entered the spirit world in communication with the gods. Standing exactly in the middle was a large stone boxed like table where sacrifices were performed. On the outer side of the cavern walls were doorways waiting to be explored.
Carlos walked past Helen and made his way down to the statues followed by Diego. Helen was now confused. She had a chance to escape or follow the two men. When Carlos reached the first statue, he began to pound on it with a large rock. Helen saw what he had in mind. Her heart was dedicated to archeology, and to see newly discovered masterpieces being destroyed right in front of her eyes was enough to forget about escaping. She ran as fast as she could down the steps shouting out to Carlos.
“Stop! You’re going to destroy it! There is nothing of value here. They’re just made of marble and granite. We can search around. Maybe we will find something valuable.”
Carlos put the rock down, saying, “okay lady we look around. Don’t you do anything stupid. I will not think twice to kill you.”
Helen then convinced him that as long as nobody destroys anything, she will keep her word and not try to make a run for it.
* * *
The jungle outside was becoming colder by the minute. Jason and Danny were still pushing forward as fast as they could. They had at least another twenty minutes before reaching the entrance to the tomb. Danny wondered if they were still heading in the right direction. He thought twice about asking Jason, so he kept up his pace walking behind him.
Not too far away, Danny heard rustling among the bushes. He directed his flashlight to see a pair of ghostly eyes staring back at him. He was not sure if it was human or some wild animal following them. He kept quiet, not wanting to tell Jason for fear it was just something harmless.
* * *
Helen proceeded to the outer perimeter doorways she had seen. Carlos and Diego followed her with deep interest. The flamed torch she was holding lit up the entrance to a small passageway leading them into a twenty foot square room. In the middle of the room was what seemed to be a sarcophagus made entirely of granite. The lid was covered with Mayan inscriptions.
Carlos said, “we find gold inside coffin yes?”
Helen reads the hieroglyphs. “It seems to be the burial chamber of one of the high priests. This is old, very old, dating back to the ancient Mayans. It could be hundreds, even thousands of years old.”
Carlos pushed her aside.
“We open up, see if gold is inside.”
The sarcophagus itself was not very large since the Mayan people were a small sized race. The lid was about two inches thick and did not seem to be that heavy to move. It slid open quite easily despite being untouched after all these years. Helen made sure the two men were careful not to break anything. Once the coffin was open, she held the flamed torch over the open sarcophagus. As expected, there lay the bones of a high priest. Placed around the skeleton were small marble figurines and jade beads, which were used as an offering to pass over into the underworld. Carlos picked up some of the items but threw them back inside.
“No gold! There is nothing of value here,” he said.
Carlos then grabbed Helen by the neck.
“You find us gold! Or I kill you right now!”
Helen tried to explain to him that gold was not considered valuable to the Mayan people. It was just another item like jade, marble and obsidian which was one of the mostly used minerals of the Mayan civilization. Helen encouraged them to close the sarcophagus and continue their search for something of value.
They Left the high priest’s burial place and entered the next doorway only to find a sarcophagus of another high priest with the exact items inside the coffin. Helen saw where this was going. She was convinced the remaining burial chambers all contained generation after generation of high priests. So as like before, no gold was found in the coffins, and Carlos was becoming impatient.
“Lady! Your time is up. We find no gold so now you die!”
He reached for his gun, pointing it to Helen’s forehead, forcing her to her knees.
“Wait! Please stop!” Said Helen, begging for her life.
Click… click, Carlos cocked the firing pin of his gun, ready to press the trigger. With her arms stretched out as if to block the bullet, she said, “you saw twelve identical burial chambers, but I saw thirteen. There could be one more sarcophagus left that we haven’t opened.”
Carlos looked over to Diego, who shrugged his shoulders as a gesture to think twice and check out the remaining burial chamber. He lowered his weapon and lifted Helen to her feet. She stumbled over, still shaken by her assailant’s actions.
“Get up! Lead us to the remaining burial chamber,” said Carlos.
Helen managed to gain some strength and got to her feet. She led the way back out and into the large cavern. They went past the statues and up to higher ground. Carlos immediately grabbed her by the arm.
“Where you go? Why we are going back out?”
Helen pulled her arm free from his grip and continued walking towards the cavern entrance where the flamed torches were lit. She then looked down over the large cavern area, pointing to the far end.
“There! Over there on the opposite side is another doorway. It’s separated from the others, which must mean, whoever is buried in there must have been of great importance.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

Jason was having second thoughts to whether or not they were in fact, going in the right direction, when he noticed the rock that Helen had sat down on.
“We made it! See Danny we found the site. Hurry! Before something happens to Helen!”
They entered through the hanging moss and began the descent down the stone steps.
Danny said to himself, “here we go again.”
* * *
Helen knew she was in trouble if they did not find gold soon. They made their way to the last burial chamber. She could hear Carlos breathing deeply behind her. This was her last hope once they passed through the doorway. With her flamed torch held out in front, they walked for five minutes through a passageway taking them upwards. When they came to the chamber, Helen saw right away that this room was not like the others. The room was much larger and had Mayan inscriptions and drawings on all four walls. The sarcophagus was also much larger, with clay pots filled with colored beads and small figurines and daggers made of obsidian laid all around it. The sarcophagus lid was painted with liquefied gold. Carlos was anxious to open the coffin, but Helen stopped him.
“Wait! I want to see who lies here before we disturb it.”
Helen read the inscriptions and after a few seconds her eyes sparkled with delight.
Carlos said, “what is it? Who is buried inside?”
She ran her fingers over the inscriptions.
“This is the burial chamber of a king who ruled nearly two thousand years ago. He must have been a well-respected ruler for him to have a chamber of this size, and with so many offerings.”
The men pushed Helen aside ready to open the lid to the sarcophagus. Helen was the first to take a look inside. What she saw astonished her. It was not a skeleton that lay in front of her, but a body having skin and facial features still intact. This king was amazingly well preserved. The sarcophagus must be airtight, keeping the body from decomposing. The body was decorated with a necklace of golden beads and bracelets with precious gemstones. Across the chest lay a breastplate of solid gold, decorated with emeralds. The Mayan people secured their king’s spirit a certain passage into the spirit world.
Carlos and Diego went for the gold, filling their rucksack to the fullest.
“At last we found treasure! Now we must get out of here before your two friends arrive.”
Helen moved back a few steps.
“I found you gold! You can let me go now. That is what we agreed.”
Both men looked at each other laughing.
Carlos said, “no Missy, that is not what we agreed. You find gold, you do not die, that is what we agreed. Now you come with us.”
She made a dash for the exit, but Carlos was quick enough to stop her. He grabbed her by the arm, twisting it, forcing Helen to shout out in pain.
“Okay! Stop, please!”
Carlos threw her face down onto the floor, laughing at her as she lay helpless on the ground. She lay there, tears rolling down her face. Carlos and Diego then stood Helen to her feet. Diego strapped the rucksack of gold to his back as he followed Carlos and Helen back into the cavern area.
* * *
Meanwhile, Jason and Danny reached the bottom of the stone steps. The whole cavern was lit up before them with flamed torches blazing away as they cautiously entered with their weapons drawn. Danny couldn’t keep his eyes off the marvel that he saw before him. Jason was fully concentrated on the task ahead of him. His eyes were scanning the whole area for any sign of movement, when he heard voices coming from the other side. He was about to warn Danny to keep low, when he heard Helen shout out to him.
“Jason! Help me!”
He swore out loud as gunshots were fired from all directions.
“That idiot of a woman couldn’t keep her darn mouth shut could she!”
Jason urged Danny to back out from the cavern. They were now positioned on either side of the entrance. Jason chanced to take a look inside, but was held back as a shower of bullets penetrated the sides of the walls.
“Them sons of bitches have automatic weapons!” Said Jason.
Danny blindly fired a few shots, but Jason stopped him for fear of hitting Helen instead. After a few minutes, Carlos shouted out.
“Hey mister! Back off or the lady dies right now! Show yourselves and drop your weapons!”
Jason answered back, “how about you let the woman go, and I won’t blow your head off!”
Carlos laughed.
“You have big words mister. You Americans always the same with your big mouths. Me and my friend here we not afraid. We kill you down here where nobody finds you. Put down your guns, and I let you live.”
Jason was about to explode. His face turned red with rage as he reloaded his Colt, ready to charge out shooting.
“Jason!” said Danny, “wait! Think of Helen. I know you can take them out even without my help. But you’re putting Helen at risk. We can get them later. Think about it, will you!”
Before Danny could continue. Jason was already out in the open. He had the two men in his sights at almost forty yards away. All it took was a single shot to the head, bringing Diego down in a second. Helen screamed as she saw the bullet penetrate his skull.
On instinct, Carlos grabbed her, using her as a shield. He had underestimated his opponent. Carlos knew by experience that only a handful of men could make a shot like that. He took hold of his dead friends rucksack and slung it over his shoulder while holding Helen at gun point. Jason kept Carlos in his sights, ready to take a shot. Danny came out, standing between the gun and Helen’s assailant.
“Danny move! Or I’m gonna shoot right through you!” said Jason, as sweat ran down his forehead.
“Jason! Don’t risk the shot, we can get him later, listen to me for god’s sake!”
Carlos called out, “lower your gun, or I shoot her right now!”
Helen spoke out to him, “Jason! Listen to Danny, please!”
He slowly threw his weapon to the ground and backed away from the entrance while Carlos and Helen approached them.
“Move further inside! Do it now!” Shouted Carlos.
They moved further away from the entrance while Carlos and his hostage walked slowly out of the cavern. Helen disappeared into the darkness, her eyes filled with tears. Carlos then took out a small plastic explosive, lighting it. He threw it against the wall of the cavern entrance. The explosion was enough to bring down the above wall blocking the entrance. Debris and dust engulfed the cavern as Jason and Danny tried to run for cover.
Carlos and Helen made their way out into the jungle again. He tied her hands together. Helen thought this must be it, this is where he is going to kill me. Instead, he took hold of the rope and walked in the direction where they had come from.
She held back, saying, “where are you taking me? Why won’t you let me go?”
Carlos continued walking, pulling her by the rope.
“I take you back to America where my boss is waiting for you. Now hurry. There is a private plane waiting for us.”
* * *
The dust began to settle as Jason and Danny gained consciousness after having been blown at least twenty feet by the blast. Jason came around first and went over to his friend Danny checking for any signs of injury. He sat Danny up who was shaken by the blast.
“Are you hurt?” asked Jason.
“No, I don't think so. What about you?” said Danny.
Jason replied. “I’m okay, but that bastard is gonna pay, big time!”

CHAPTER NINE

A small fixed winged aircraft took off from a deserted field with Carlos and Helen on their way to the States. She was guaranteed to be set free once her abductor was satisfied with her assistance. The aircraft had to stop for refueling, and then continued its flight to Florida, where they landed on a remote runway next to an abandoned hangar. They were met by a large black van. Helen couldn’t see the driver through the dark tinted windows and could barely walk from exhaustion after traveling for more than six hours nonstop.
* * *
At his large house, Tony Barrette was awaiting Helen’s arrival. A guest room had been set up for her to keep her as comfortable as he can. Tony needed to gain her trust, as he wanted Helen to be truthful when decoding the ancient tablet. He has been waiting years for an opportunity like this to happen.
* * *
Meanwhile, back inside the cavern, Jason begins to check the damage caused by the explosion. The large stone blocks from the wall above the entrance crashed down, making it nearly impossible for them to leave the same way they came in.
Jason said, “I should have shot that son of a bitch while I had the chance. He and Helen could be anywhere by now, and for all we know she could be lying dead on the other side of those rocks.”
Danny made an effort by clearing the smaller rocks, while Jason took one of the flamed torches and walked down to where the statues were standing. He suddenly stops where he is, feeling an icy chill all around him. Certain someone is standing behind him, he quickly turns around expecting to see Danny, but nothing, Danny is forty feet away removing rocks. Jason quickly dismisses it, blaming the aftereffects of the blast. He begins to exam each statue; his archaeological instincts takeover and soon forgets their situation. The engravings on the figures are incredible, the craftsmanship is stunning. He steps back a few paces to admire the statue in full view. Suddenly he thinks he sees something moving in a dark corner further inside the cavern, but like before he dismisses it for a rat or small rodent. He moves over to the next statue, and so on, one statue after the other.
Then he calls out to Danny, “hey Danny! All okay over there?”
“Would be faster work if you gave a hand!” said Danny.
Jason thought otherwise.
“What do you say we have a look around for another way out? Removing those rocks could take forever,” said Jason.
Danny agreed and walked down over to Jason. They each took a flame and began to look around. Jason thought it better if they both split up. So they each took one side in an attempt to speed the search up.
While both agents were busy looking for another way out, they failed to notice the dark figure hovering above the dead body of Diego. It was his death that brought the underworld spirit.
After death, the spirit leaves the body wandering and lost until it is shown the way into the spiritual realm.
Jason and Danny each entered one of the burial chambers but found no other way out. Danny was amazed at the sarcophagi, wondering how on earth did the ancient Mayan people manage to carry these solid marble coffins all the way down the long flight of steps. Jason, on the other hand, was positive there was another way out. He met up with Danny in the outer cavern.
He said, “you carry on moving those rocks while I check out that last chamber over there.”
Danny said, “okay for me, but I’m pretty sure there is only one way out of here. Might as well continue moving them darn rocks.”
So Jason heads over to the remaining chamber, and Danny walks over to the blocked entrance, passing by the dead body of Diego on the way. He stops to look down at the lifeless corpse and notices something peculiar.
“Hey Jason! Wasn’t this guy facing the other way?” Said Danny looking down at the body.
Jason comes over to have a look. He looks down at the corpse and then at Danny.
“You sure you didn’t move him? His back was facing the entrance, now it’s facing the other way. Are you playing a joke on me?” Asked Jason.
“No, of course not! Why would I do that?”
Jason then looked around the cavern. His vision penetrating the darkest of corners, but he saw nothing.
“Well, it’s either that! Or else we’re not alone in this place!” Said Jason.
* * *
Carlos pushes Helen into the back seat of the van and takes out a black cotton bag covering her head with it. They drive continuously for over three hours, when they stop outside Tony’s house. The driver parks the van in front of the door, keeping Helen out of sight from neighbors. Once inside, Carlos removes the bag from Helen’s head. She does not have the strength to put up a struggle and follows him into a dark library room where Tony is waiting her arrival.
Tony comes over to greet Helen with his hand held out, but Helen takes no notice. She just stares into his face waiting for an explanation as to why she was abducted and brought all the way back to the States. In front of her stands a middle-aged, blond-haired, good looking man, slim and broad shouldered. This man does not need money, she can see by the size and contents of the house that he is well off. So why would he break the law by abducting her for no apparent reason? Is he insane or maybe some sort of freak?
Carlos forces her to sit down, but Tony takes her by the arm.
“Carlos! That’s no way to treat a woman. Please will you show professor Shireberg to her room. I’m sure she would like to freshen up before we have dinner.”
Carlos again grips Helen by the arm, leading her out of the library, and up to the guest room. He pushes her inside, locking the door from the outside and waits with his back to the door until she is ready.
Finding herself alone, she runs to the window, trying to open it, only to find it nailed down. She looks outside onto a large garden with trees blocking her view of the neighboring houses. She then lays down on the large bed, staring up at the ceiling. Helen just realized it has been quite a while since she’s slept in a comfortable bed. She stretches out her arms, feeling the softness of the silk quilt cover. The room around her is large enough for two people. The walls are covered with flowered wallpaper giving it that feminine look. A soft fitted beige carpet, so soft you could actually sleep the night on it. On the opposite wall stands a large white wardrobe. Helen walks up to it and opens the two doors revealing the many different clothes hanging inside. She takes out a pair of dark blue jeans and a green cotton top. Next she opens a door by the large wardrobe and walks into a decent sized en-suite bathroom. Helen opens the hot water ready to take a relaxing bath.
“Might as well take the opportunity and soak myself with a hot bath,” she says to herself.
* * *
Danny was the first to draw his weapon this time. He looked around the cavern, half expecting to see someone behind him.
Jason said, “I think it’s better we stick together. Follow me to the last chamber, and watch my back.”
Danny nodded in approval as they made their way over to the other side of the cavern. Danny soon realized this place was getting to him and wanted to get out as soon as he could. They walked up the long passage and into the king’s burial chamber. Jason inspected the inside of the sarcophagus. He saw that it was much larger than the others, and took mental measurements of the corridor entrance and the width of the coffin.
“No way they could have got this thing through that door! There has to be another way out of here!” He said.
“Danny check the walls for anything out of the ordinary. There has to be a way out from inside this chamber.”
They continued for at least an hour. Feeling all four walls for a crack or hidden handle. They even lifted the dead king’s body, hoping to find a key or lever. Danny was on the brink of giving up, when Jason had an idea.
“How much do you think that sarcophagus lid weighs? A hundred and seventy, hundred and eighty pounds?” said Jason.
Danny took a feel of it and said, “I guess so. Give or take a few pounds. Why? What’s on your mind?”
Jason went over to one of the walls.
“We could use it like a battering ram and see if one of these damn walls give way.”
Danny shrugged his shoulders.
“Anything to get out of this place. Let’s give it a try.”
Jason took the front end of the marble lid while Danny got hold of the other end. Lifting it above their heads, they quickened their pace ramming it into the left side wall. They hit the wall right in the middle, expecting it to crack, but it didn’t even make a mark. The impact made a sound confirming the wall was thick and solid, impossible to break down. They took a five-minute rest and then tried the opposite wall of the entrance to the chamber. Jason and Danny hit it even harder than the other wall. This time the sound was hollow, even vibrating from the blow.
Jason said, “did you feel the difference? It sounded hollow. Let’s give it another try. Give it all you got Danny.”
Again, they lifted the heavy lid. Moving further back, they made a faster run, striking the wall dead in the center, hitting the weakest point. To their amazement, it did crack, it cracked a good twenty inches. With the lid still above their heads, muscles aching from the weight of the solid marble, Jason motioned for Danny to drop the lid breaking it into pieces large enough to hammer the wall with. They both picked up large chunks of marble and one after the other they struck the wall, making a large enough hole for them to look into.
Danny lay down his backpack and took out his flashlight, handing it to Jason who had already seen the inside of another room before Danny gave him the light.
He said, “I was right! It’s another room. Not so large as this one, and there seems to be some kind of wooden ladder or steps.”
It took them just half an hour to make a gap large enough for them to squeeze through. Once inside, they saw the ladder that Jason had described. The room had much more headroom than the chamber. The walls were made of some sort of prefabricated rock, very rough to the touch.
Jason said, “this must be an antechamber to the king’s own resting place. It was sealed up, making the way we entered from the jungle the only way inside the underground cavern, and that wooden ladder right there is our way out of here.”
He looked up at the ceiling where they saw a large stone hatch with two metal rings hanging from it.
“That’s the way out Danny! We made it! Now let’s get the hell out of here!” said Jason as he climbed the wooden ladder.

CHAPTER TEN

After making their way out of the underground cavern, Jason and Danny surprisingly found their way to the Mayan temples of Chichen Itza. From there, they contacted chief Berks on the kidnapping situation. They had no idea of the whereabouts of professor Helen Shireberg.
Chief Berks was furious and demanded a full report immediately once Jason and Danny returned to the States.
The local police were contacted and informed of what had happened at the newly discovered site. Jason and Danny were to be kept updated on any new leads that might spring up.
So the next day Jason and Danny took the next available flight home and were to report back to work on their arrival.
* * *
As for Helen, she soaked herself in a hot bath for a full hour before emerging from her unlocked room. She found Carlos waiting for her further down the hall. On seeing her, he immediately rose to his feet and escorted her down the stairs and into the dining room where Tony was waiting.
Tony said, “Miss Shireberg, please take a seat. Dinner will soon be served.”
Helen took a seat at the furthest end of the table, still curious to know why she had been kidnapped from Mexico, and been brought back to America. She stood up as anger built up inside her.
She said, “who the hell are you? I demand to know why you kidnapped me. I’m damn sure it wasn’t to invite me to dinner!”
Carlos came up from behind her, forcing her back down in her seat again.
Tony smiles and introduces himself.
“My name is Dr. Tony Barrette. I am a doctor of anesthesiology by profession, but my real passion is communicating with the dead, spirits from the other realm, a medium if you may call it. I have a very special gift also. I see things, spirits from the other side that no one else can see. In other words, it’s the dead that seek me out. I am able to show them the way to the other side.”
Helen looked confused and said, “what has all this bullshit have to do with my kidnapping?”
Tony again smiles. “I need your expertise professor Shireberg. I have a small task that I would like you to solve for me.”
It was Helen’s turn to laugh. “Really now! And what may that be?”
Before he could answer her question, a young man walks in serving them dinner and a bottle of red wine.
“Let us eat first and after I will show you something very extraordinary.”
Tony then looks over at the young man. “Thank you, Travis. I will call you if I need any further assistance.”
* * *
Over at the Miami headquarters, Jason and Danny entered Chief Berks office. They expected the usual hassle from their superior. Jason was ready for it, but Danny kept one step behind. Jason produced the full report on Matt’s desk. Surprisingly, Matt didn’t say a word. He asked them to leave while he took his time reading the report.
Jason went to pour himself a strong cup of coffee, when his cell phone rings. He answered to the Sergeant in charge of the Mexican police.
“Agent Mallock, this is Sergeant Guero from the Mexican Police force. I believe we have news about the missing archaeologist professor Shireberg.”
Jason puts down his cup of coffee.
“You know where she is you mean?” asked Jason.
Sergeant Guero continues. “Well, not exactly agent Mallock. Eyewitnesses saw a woman being forced into a small aircraft by a well-built man of Mexican origin. That very aircraft was later reported to be seen over the Mexican border heading to the United States. Professor Shireberg is no longer in Mexico.”
Jason thanked the Sergeant and then explained to Danny about the phone call.
* * *
They finished dinner, and Helen again urged Tony for an explanation to why she was kidnapped. Tony then stood up, ready to leave the table.
“Please Miss Shireberg, follow me.”
They left the dining area, and Tony opened the door leading to the basement. He led the way down the wooden stairs, with Carlos at the rear. They then entered a room filled with old objects of the past, dating back to the beginning of the century and even to the early Aztec and Indian tribes. He had in his possession Mosaic masks, knives and pottery, even real human skulls. The collection was huge and went on forever. Helen was amazed at the collection and age of the items.
She asked, “how have you managed to collect these things? They should be inside some museum on show for the public to see, not locked down in a basement.
Tony explained to Helen. “I cannot tell you how I came to acquire all these possessions, but believe me, I have been searching many years for something that finally has come to me out of sheer luck. You may have noticed that most of the items in this room have to do with the summoning of the spirits. What I have acquired holds the key to enter the spirit realm, not just mentally, but also physically. There is one problem though.”
“And what may that be?” asked Helen.
Tony looks at Carlos, who then takes a stand behind her.
Tony responded, “it needs to be deciphered. The hieroglyphs are not like any I have seen before. That’s where you come in, Miss Shireberg. I need you to translate an ancient tablet.”
Helen looks curiously at Tony. “What tablet?” She asked.
He then walks over to a locked cabinet and takes out the stolen item. As Tony unfolds the cloth that is wrapped around the ancient object, Helen immediately recognizes the same piece which had been taken from the underground cavern.
Helen begins to have gruesome flashbacks of her two colleagues that were found murdered at the camp site. Their throats slit. Blood soaked shirts dripping on the floor. Tears start to swell in her eyes. She instantly makes a run for Tony, only to be held back by Carlos, who was just a few feet from him. She lashed out with her hands in front of his face.
“You are the one responsible for the deaths of John and Paul! You son of a bitch! Do you really think that I’m going to help you with your insane quest of entering the spirit realm? You’re crazy! You need to be locked up!”
The next thing Helen feels is pain across her right cheek. Tony slaps her so hard that blood starts to drip from her lips.
“Sit her back down in her seat!” Shouts out Tony.
While continuously staring at him, Helen wipes the blood away with her sleeve.
“Miss Shireberg. This is how it’s going to be. You will help me with what I want or else!”
Helen looks at him, her eyes red with rage.
“Or else what? Kill me? Go ahead do it. The secret you murdered my friends for will be taken with me to my grave!” Said Helen.
A smile appeared over Tony’s face.
He said, “I don’t think so Miss Shireberg.”
He went over to Helen and placed a picture in front of her of a very pretty twelve-year-old girl. Helen was shocked.
“How did you get this picture? That’s my niece, my sister’s daughter.”
Tony slammed his hand down hard on the table.
“You will help me, or it will be the second child your sister will lose this year. She lost her baby boy only five months ago. I have done my research professor Shireberg. Now do we have an understanding between us?” demanded Tony.
Helen had no choice. She picked up the photograph of her niece and herself together at the beach.
“I swear, If you harm one hair on her head, I won’t rest until your buried six feet under.”
Tony took the picture away, and instead of it placed the Mayan plaque in front of her. She picked it up, turning it over, inspecting it to make certain it was the same one she had discovered. After a while she began to translate it to herself, when suddenly she stopped.
“I can’t carry on. It’s not all here,” she said looking at it with care.
Tony replied, “it’s all there. You just can’t see it that’s why.”
He then took the plaque away from Helen and with a quick jerk he pulled it apart revealing the smaller hidden plaque inside. He handed it to Helen, who was stunned at the marvel of the ancient Mayan. She gently placed it on the table, afraid it might break into small pieces if held too long in her hands. Tony sat down beside her.
He asked, “what do you think? Isn’t it amazing? Are you able to translate it?”
Helen seemed to forget the aspect of the situation.
“This is remarkable. I have never seen hieroglyphs like these. It must be some very rare dialect from the first Mayan civilization. Do you have a magnifying lens and a pencil and paper?”
Tony indicated to Carlos to get what Helen wanted. She took the lens and went over every description on the small plaque. She then turned it over and again carefully studied its detail with precise care. Tony sat impatiently, waiting for a response from Helen. She took her time, despite the feeling of tension building up in the room.
“Well, can you decipher it?” asked Tony.
Helen seemed to take no notice of what he was saying and kept on studying the writing. Then in her own time she put down the magnifying lens and said.
“Yes. I believe I can, but it will take time.”
Tony stood up. “How much time do you need?” He asked.
“I’m not sure. Five days, maybe six. I need to do research, plenty of research. This could be more than two thousand years old. It could be the first of its kind.”
Tony shook his head. “I can’t wait that long. No way. You got three days, no more, and I want every single word precisely translated.”
Helen thought of her niece and had no choice but to agree with Tony.
* * *
Later during the day at the FBI building, Chief Berks called in Jason and Danny after going through the report. To their surprise, standing behind Matt was David Hewitt his superior. Seeing Mr. Hewitt was enough for Jason to speak his mind.
“What the hell is he doing here? I’m out of here Chief. You know he’s only going to disagree with everything I say.”
Jason was about to leave the office, when Matt stopped him.
“Agent Mallock! Get your ass back in here,” he said.
Danny said to Jason, “let’s hear what the chief has to say.”
Matt cleared his throat. “We have read your report, and understand the situation you both went through. You were not expecting any trouble down in Mexico, which is in your favor, but letting the assailant get away with professor Shireberg and not knowing her whereabouts is another thing. You should have got more information from her, which could have given us a clue to where the kidnapper might have taken her.”
Jason stood up in protest. “That’s bullshit! You had warned me before I left for Mexico that I was not to pull another stunt that might risk the injury of a civilian, and that’s what I did. You know I could have taken that shot with precise accuracy. I could have blown his brains all over the wall, but held back as agent Langley warned me not to put Miss Shireberg’s life at risk.”
Matt cleared his throat again. He knew Jason was right, but had orders from his superior, leaving him with no other choice.
Matt said, “I’m afraid you have just three weeks to get professor Shireberg back. If not, then I have orders to take you off the case.”
Jason looked at David Hewitt, who had a smug look across his face. He knew it was his doings. Jason stormed out of the office, slamming the door behind him. He needed to let off steam, and fast before someone gets hurts.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

On his way out of the office, Jason knocks over the coffee jug sending it crashing to the ground. He takes off in his black Mustang, tires screeching as smoke from burning rubber filled the parking lot. He heads straight to the shooting range, the only place where he can clear his mind. In ten minutes, Jason is at the firing range. He opens the trunk of his car and takes out two weapons. A Magnum .44 and the Colt Anaconda.
The person on duty recognizes Jason and knows best to let him through without question. All six shooting lanes are occupied, and Jason isn’t in the mood for waiting his turn. He enters his usual booth, where a young rookie is trying his best to hit the target at just ten yards away. As soon as he sees Jason with both guns in his hands, he lowers his 9mm weapon and leaves the booth. Next Jason loads both the Colt and Magnum, and wears the protective earmuffs.
He then presses a button on the switchboard bringing the target in front of him and replaces the paper target with a fresh sheet. The young rookie stands behind Jason, watching his every move. A new sheet is clipped to the automatic arm. Jason pressed the other button sending the target further down the lane. It went past the ten yard mark, past the fifteen yard mark, the twenty and thirty all the way to the very end of the fifty yard mark.
The young astounded rookie said, “you gotta be kidding me! I can barely see the target.”
Jason picks up the Colt without even pausing to aim and fires a single shot. The whole shooting range ceases firing as every single shooter heard the power of the Colt, deafening them even with ear muffs on.
Jason then presses the return button, bringing the target closer and closer. The rookie not expecting to see a mark on the target is amazed when he sees a hole in the bullseye. One by one each shooter in the range gathers behind Jason. Again he removes the paper target and hangs up another one. He then sends it away again all the way to the very end. Jason changes weapons and uses the Magnum 44. No one was expecting what Jason had in mind. He then turns to face the other participants, switching the lights off in his firing lane.
This time, steady as a rock, he aims, takes a deep breath and slowly squeezes the trigger. The rookie enters the booth next to Jason and turns the light back on, presses the return button bringing the target into view.
He said, “my god! Who the hell are you man? That’s an impossible shot, and in complete darkness!”
Someone at the rear shouts out.
“You’re either a great shot or just damn lucky!”
Without a word, Jason goes for his Colt. Again he hangs a new sheet and sends it all the way to the end of the lane. The young rookie switches off the light. Jason aims his firearm, shooting all rounds emptying the chamber. He places his earmuffs down on the table, picks up his Magnum and leaves. Everyone tries to enter the booth at once, wanting to see the results. They slowly bring back the target, staring in amazement at the smiley face that Jason had shot out.
* * *
Back at Tony’s place, Helen got to work straight away. She did not want to waste anymore time. The sooner she was ready with the translation the sooner she would leave Tony’s house. On the other hand, she was very eager to break the code of the ancient Mayan and understand them much better. She thought to herself. Could it be really possible they had found a way into the spiritual world or was it all a load of crap? She knew very well that the Mayans believed in many gods and were a very intelligent race. Did the ancient ones hide this hidden text for a reason? Was it never meant to be found? Was it something no one should ever know of or did something go terribly wrong, forcing them to hide it away from the rest of the world?
She was left to herself in the basement working while Carlos kept a watchful eye on her.
As Helen kept busy working. Tony was already planning things with Travis, his assistant. He knew the ritual to summon the spirits had to have four or more participants. It was not the first time he performed the ritual. He knew this time it would be different as he had always managed to talk with the dead. When he had a group of people all in deep meditation, he was able to communicate much longer and gather more than the usual amount of energy that entered his body.
Gathering participants for the calling of the dead was left up to Travis. He and Tony had an understanding between them. They had met one afternoon while on duty at the hospital. A young man had been brought into the emergency ward after being involved in a head-on collision traffic accident. Travis had almost died while on the operating table from head injuries.
Tony was outside the operating theater when he saw the spirit of a young man leave his body. Tony sensed Travis was not ready to pass on. He somehow managed to force the spirit back into the dead Travis, giving him another chance in life. Tony had then later gave Travis a place to stay since both his parents had died instantaneously on that day of the accident, leaving him homeless and alone.
Tony asked Travis, “have you informed the participants we will soon be ready for another meeting?”
“Yes, they are all awaiting the date and time. Everyone is excited and curious to know what you have discovered, and will do what it takes to attend the ritual,” said Travis.
“We all know once the location is decided, it must be kept a secret between all of us. No other person must know the whereabouts,” said Tony.
Travis responded, “yes of course. I made it clear to everyone.”
Tony said, “so it is set. As soon as professor Shireberg translates even a part of the Mayan hieroglyphs, you will inform the others when and where the ritual will take place.”
* * *
A day had passed, and Helen through research and experience had managed to decipher a third of the Mayan hieroglyphs. She had not yet fully understood the exact meanings but was guessing all will be revealed once the whole plaque is entirely translated.
Tony was now becoming impatient and continually warned Helen the consequences if she failed to meet the deadline. He asks her to hand over what she has managed to translate, eager to try and perform a ritual based on what she has already translated. Helen tries to warn him that things might not go as planned with only a third of the written translated text. He dismisses her warnings and decides to go ahead with it.
* * *
Later that day, Travis was busy all afternoon on the phone with the other participants. All in their late teens and still at university, they plan to meet that very night on a part of the beach that hardly anyone uses. Tony prepares the necessary things and packs them all into the back of his BMW. He also made arrangements with Carlos, agreeing to pay him extra to keep Helen in his sights at all times, knowing she will try to escape or make contact with someone. All phones were taken out of the basement rooms and from the guest room. Emails were also password locked. Helen was a prisoner in this mans home. She knew she had to get a word out to someone. Her best chance was to find a way to get a message through to Jason somehow.
* * *
At around eleven pm, Tony and Travis departed from home that same night. Travis took the wheel while Tony went over the translation that Helen had prepared. The words seemed jumbled up to him as he went over each line again and again. He wasn’t expecting much from tonight’s ritual, as he considered it a practice run in preparation when the whole translation of the tablet was complete.
The drive lasted nearly an hour when finally Travis pulled over at a deserted beach. As they stepped out of the vehicle, they saw a small fire burning further down the long sandy beach. Travis smiled as he saw the rest of the other members he had called that afternoon. They must have got here earlier, all eager to begin yet another one of the many gatherings they had performed this year. The five girls lay together on the warm sand, relaxed and alone in their tranquil surroundings. The waves were gently breaking on the sand while the reflections of the bright moon shone upon the calm sea like sparkling diamonds. Everything seemed perfect as Travis and Tony approached them.
Travis called out to them.
“Hey, sleepy heads! Wake up and get busy,” he said with a laugh.
Sarah was the first to get up. She went over to help Travis with the large cloth he had brought. The other girls made space while Travis and Sarah unfolded the cloth revealing a large pentagram printed in the center. Tony then handed a large candle to each of the five girls, and one for Travis. Little was said between them as they took their positions near each of the pentagrams points. Except for one girl who went to her place in the center of the five-pointed star. It would be her turn to enter the spiritual realm mentally.
Tony then took out a long white robe from his bag and dressed himself in it. He took his position on the outer rim of the pentagram and began the same intonations he usually uses to summon a wandering spirit. The other members were now in deep meditation, almost lost in a hypnotic state. Tony continued with the chants. The candle flames then began to rise and fall fluttering from left to right just as they would in a soft breeze. Tony knew quite well it was not the wind that was making the flames dance. He could now see white misty figures moving amongst them.
He now began to read from the Mayan text Helen had deciphered. Almost immediately, he felt a presence he never experienced before. It was much stronger, and the energy was tremendous. His whole body began to shake as he kept repeating the text over an over again. He then looked at the five girls and Travis. Their bodies were now shuddering as if they were exposed to freezing temperatures. Suddenly he noticed the candle flame of the girl kneeling in the center as it started to rise higher and higher as if having a mind of its own. That’s when Tony saw it. A dark shadow was now hanging above the girl. He felt an evil presence, something he had never felt before. The shadow had now enveloped the girl. It swirled around her like a tornado, spinning faster and faster until her body shook with intense force. Tony kept on reading over and again, amazed at what he was witnessing. The dark shadow continued swirling around the girl, when suddenly her body began to levitate just a few inches above the ground. It held there for over a minute, floating in midair. The swirling stopped, and the shadow was now taking the form of a man. It was still above the girl, then without warning it descended, wrapping itself around the girl’s body, making a loud growling sound when suddenly it disappeared into the night.
Tony stopped the chants, and the girl’s dead body fell to the ground. All was silent. Tony could not believe what had just happened. His first reaction was to go and see if the girl was alright. Travis and the others came out of their hypnotic state. They saw Tony kneeling next to the lifeless girl. None of them had any recollection of what went on around them. Travis rushed over to Tony.
“What happened? Is she okay?” He asked.
Tony leaned over her mouth to check her breathing, but could not hear anything. He then tried to find a pulse. Nothing.
He said, “I believe she’s dead Travis! It killed her!”
“What do you mean killed her? What killed her? There’s nothing else here but us!” said Travis.
Tony tried to explain. “It seemed to suck the life out of her! A dark force took her life. It all happened so fast. It was strong Travis. Real powerful energy!”
Travis then held the girl in his arms.
“What are we going to do Tony? We have to tell someone!”
“Tell who Travis? The police? No one will believe us! Do you want to end up in prison?” Said Tony.
Travis gently laid the girl’s body on the sand.
“We have to get out of here then,” he said.
The other girls wept while collecting their belongings, and left the beach. Sarah Masters was about to leave when Tony grabbed her by the arm.
“Sarah! Remove her clothing. Make it look like she went for a night swim and ran into trouble. Leave her wearing nothing but her underwear,” Tony said.
Travis helped Sarah undress the dead girl, and placed her face down in the sand.
Sarah then turned to Travis.
“We’re not going to get away with this Travis! We didn’t kill her, yet we are to blame.”
She got up and ran to her car, looking back at the lifeless body as she drove away.
While driving home, Tony said to Travis.
“What I saw tonight was something else. I know there exist good and bad spirits, but this one was different, it was pure evil Travis. I could feel its energy all around me as I read the ancient text. I believe we’re onto something huge. I need professor Shireberg to complete all the translations. We’re not stopping here. I’m going all the way.”
* * *
Travis kept silent on the journey back to Tony’s house. He had no choice but to keep quiet about what happened tonight.

CHAPTER TWELVE

It was around nine in the morning when Jason arrived at the scene. He could see Danny inspecting the dead girl’s body that lay lifeless in the sand.
“Morning Danny, have you found anything?” Inquired Jason.
Danny stood up. “No, nothing unusual. No foul play or markings on the body, nothing.”
Jason saw the forensic team and coroner pulling up against the side of the road.
“Check again, make sure we haven’t missed anything before these guys take the body to the morgue.” Insisted Jason.
Soon the forensic experts were on the scene snapping photographs and swabbing the body.
Jason called over to Danny.
“Hey Danny, I need a coffee, you coming?”
Both agents entered their vehicles and drove back to town where they usually meet at a local cafe. Jason ordered his usual large black coffee, while Danny prefers a strong espresso.
Jason said, “Danny, hear me out. We need to get some results about Helen’s disappearance. I don’t know if that dead girl’s death has anything to do with Helen’s kidnapping. We need to keep busy, anything we find could be useful right now before Matt starts breathing down our necks.”
Hearing his cell phone ring, Jason answered the call from Sally.
“Hey dad, I just heard about that girl found dead on the beach. It’s on the news.”
Jason gave Danny an uneasy look.
He said, “no need to worry. We’re looking into it right now.”
“Okay dad have to go, I have a class now. See you.”
“Damn media is already broadcasting that the girl was murdered,” said Jason. “Let’s get to the office before Matt arrives.”
* * *
At the FBI forensic lab, Kate Barnes the new forensic and autopsy pathologist was inspecting the body. She began from the head, working her way down to the feet. After performing the usual tests, she confirmed the cause of death was a massive heart attack. She knew the girl was far too young to have such a heart attack at her age. Something triggered her heart rate to beat at an incredible speed until it couldn’t take the strain any longer, causing her heart to rupture.
Kate logged everything in her report and decided to call special agent Jason Mallock, being the agent in charge of the case.
She dialed Jason’s cell phone.
“Hello is this special agent Mallock?” She inquired.
“Yes, speaking. This is agent Mallock.”
Jason did not recognize the voice but knew the lab number.
“This is Kate Barnes from the forensic department. I would like to have a word about the deceased girl that was discovered this morning. When you have time could you please come over.” Insisted Kate.
“I will try to be there in the next hour,” answered Jason.
“Thanks, will see you later then, bye for now,” said Kate.
* * *
At the office, Jason and Danny were busy with their usual reports when Jason felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around to see the Chief standing behind him.
“I would like a word with you and Danny in my office,” said Matt.
Both agents gave each other a concerned look as they entered the office.
“On my way here I received an anonymous call from someone claiming she knew the girl that was found dead on the Beach. This person sounded scared, and wishes to remain anonymous over the phone,” said Matt.
“Did she say how she knew the girl or gave an address or something?” Asked Danny.
“She might be a friend or relative,” said Jason.
Suddenly the chief’s cell phone rings. He glanced at the screen showing an unknown caller. Matt answered the phone.
“Hello, who is this?” Matt said.
“It’s me again,” came the voice on the other end.
“Are you ready to meet?” Matt inquired.
“Yes!” said the girl’s trembling voice.
“Okay, great. I’m sending two of my agents to meet you. Name the place and the time?” Said Matt looking at Jason and Danny.
“Near the park fountain in half an hour,” said the girl.
“And how will we recognize you?” Asked Matt.
“I will be wearing a black hoodie.”
The phone went dead.
“You two better get a move on. You have half an hour to meet her near the park fountain. She will be wearing a black Hood,” said Matt, before Jason closed the office door.
They quickly gathered their things and headed to their parked cars.
Jason said to Danny, “you go meet with the girl while I go over to the forensics lab. I have to meet with the doc regarding the dead girl.”
Danny gave Jason a frowned look.
“Can’t that wait for now?”
“I think it’s better one of us meets with the girl. She might be scared off by the both of us there,” answered Jason.
* * *
Sarah masters was getting ready to meet with the FBI agents. She put on her black hoodie and was just about to leave when the phone rang. Sarah started to panic, afraid of who was calling. She could not decide whether to answer it or not. She had already received two anonymous calls earlier this morning. Her hands were shaking as she went to answer the phone.
“Hello! Who is this?” She said in a scared voice.
“Sarah oh Sarah what have you done?” Came a very deep voice.
“It’s too late Sarah. Your time is near.”
She slammed down the receiver. Crying, she picked up her keys and ran out of the apartment.
* * *
Danny had now arrived at the park. He looked around as he walked over to an empty bench just in front of the fountain. He could not see anyone wearing a black Hoodie, so he decided to wait a bit before giving chief Berks a call. The park was quiet with a few people on their daily walk and joggers out on their run. It was now late morning and the weather was warming up fast. Danny sat patiently in the shade watching out for anyone with the girl’s description.
Back at the forensic lab, Kate made her way down to the cafeteria for a quick snack. Agents were coming and going, some on cell phones, others at tables having coffee. Other lab technicians were discussing their work, and now and then she heard laughter coming from the other tables.
“A very busy morning today, not usually so many people here this time of the day,” said Kate to herself.
She glanced at her watch.
“Shit! Better get back to the lab before agent Mallock arrives.”
She scooped up her coffee and hurried back to the lab.
On turning a corner, she collides with a tall, dark haired person, spilling her coffee over his black T-shirt.
“Hey, watch where you’re going lady!”
As she was wiping his clothes from the dripping coffee, their eyes met for a few seconds. Kate feeling embarrassed, broke eye contact.
“I’m so sorry. I hope I didn’t burn you, it’s my fault for being in such a hurry. I have to meet someone in my lab and lost track of time.”
Jason said, “don’t worry, I’m fine. I’m on my way to the autopsy lab to meet with the forensic doc. Her name is Kate Barnes. I just hope she’s not as clumsy as you are.”
Kate turned bright red. She held out her hand.
“Pleased to meet you agent Mallock. I’m Dr. Barnes. Forgive me for the coffee spill.”
He could see her blushing, and said, “pleased to meet you too Miss Barnes.”
As she led the way to her lab, Kate felt like kicking herself with embarrassment.
* * *
Danny was still waiting on the park bench. The day started to warm up, and he was becoming frustrated waiting in the heat. He kept checking the time, but no one could be seen wearing a black Hood, and it’s already been nearly an hour since he arrived.
Danny decided to call chief Berks.
He reached for his phone, and speed dialing the number. Matt felt the vibration from his phone.
“Danny! I was just about to call you and Jason, best you both come over to Royal Palm Avenue.”
He sensed the disappointed tone in Matt’s voice.
“Okay Chief I’m on my way. The girl didn’t show anyway.”
“Yes, I know. I’m with her here,” replied Matt.
* * *
Kate opened the door to her lab, with Jason following behind her. He felt the difference in air temperature upon closing the door, almost like entering a refrigerator. The lab had that familiar smell of medicine and disinfectant. Jason was impressed with the tidiness of the medical instruments that lay in order, just as you would see in an operating theater. Kate was watching Jason as he looked around the lab. She noticed how good looking he is and felt sorry about the coffee spill. Kate has not had a relationship in the past seven months. She has been concentrating mostly on her work after a rough break up from her last boyfriend, but watching Jason gave her second thoughts.
Kate quickly dismissed what she was thinking. She could hear Jason talking to her, but could not make out what he said.
“Pardon me agent Mallock. I didn’t quite catch what you were saying.”
Jason repeated. “I said you have quite a lab here. I’m impressed.”
Kate answered with a smile. “Well, thank you agent Mallock. That’s very kind of you.”
“Please, call me Jason.”
Kate smiled. She gestured for him to move over to the tables where the body lay covered in white linen.
* * *
Danny soon arrived at the location where Matt was. As soon as he turned the corner to the street, he saw an ambulance with flashing lights and the local Miami police force closing the area to where all the activity was. He spotted chief Mathews talking with an officer who seemed to be in charge.
“Chief! What happened here?” Asked Danny showing his badge while passing into the closed area.
“That’s the reason the girl didn’t show,” said Matt, pointing to the body laying on the ground covered with a plastic sheet.
“My god is that the girl I was supposed to meet at the park?” Asked Danny as he knelt down uncovering the girl.
“Yes, I’m afraid it is,” said Matt.
Danny asked, “what happened to her?”
“Hit and run. Someone knew what her intentions were,” Matt said, “who ever done this was watching her every move.”
Detective Andrews came over to Danny and Matt.
“Do you think she is connected with that girl who was found on the beach this morning?”
Matt turned around saying, “she was on her way to meet special agent Langley at the park.”
Just fifteen minutes earlier Matt was in his office when he received news about a hit and run incident. He noticed the victim was a girl wearing a black hoodie.
“No, it can’t be!” Said Matt as he hit his fist on the desk.
He put on his jacket and rushed over to the scene.
* * *
Over at the forensic lab, Kate was explaining to Jason that the girl died of a massive heart attack and that there was no trace of drugs or alcohol in her blood. Her heart swelled up and burst from too much pressure. Jason understood what Kate was getting at.
“You’re saying something caused her heart to burst? And there is no explanation to what caused it?” said Jason.
Kate replied, “yes that’s it.”
Jason said, “you didn’t find any marks on her body from a struggle or anything?”
Kate uncovered the girl’s legs.
She answered, “no signs of violence, nothing. The only markings she has is this tattoo above her ankle.”
The tattoo they were looking at was of a five pointed star with flames around it. It was about two inches in diameter, tattooed in black ink.
* * *
Jason decided to give Danny a call.
“Hey Danny, how did it go with the girl? Did she show up?”
Danny moved away from Chief Berks.
“Jason I’m with Matt. The girl didn’t show up. He called me to come meet him a few blocks away from the park.”
“Why, what’s up?” asked Jason, glancing at Kate.
“There has been an accident. Hit and run more like it. Guess who the victim is?” said Danny.
Kate sensed something was wrong.
“Put him on speaker phone,” she said.
“How bad is it?” Is she going to be okay?” Jason asked.
“I’m afraid not. Poor girl never knew what hit her,” replied Danny.
Kate intervened, “Danny, this is Kate Barnes from the forensic department. We’re on speaker phone. Can you check something out for me, please.”
Danny answered, “yes, sure Miss Barnes. What is it?”
Kate pointed to the tattoo for Jason to understand what she wanted Danny to check out.
“See if the girl has a tattoo just above her left ankle.”
Danny then moved over to where the girl was.
“Okay, Miss Barnes, give me a Sec.”
He slowly raised the sheet covering the girl and lifted up her left jeans leg. Danny saw the tattoo just as Kate predicted.
“Miss Barnes,” came Danny’s voice over the cell phone.
“Does she have a tattoo?” Asked Kate.
“Yes! Some sort of star, what do you call them?” Asked Danny.
“It’s called a pentagram,” Kate said, “does it have a flame around it?” She continued.
“How did you know?” asked Danny.
Jason spoke up, “the girl from the beach has the same tattoo.”
Danny covered the girl with the sheet again and went to meet up with Jason.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Two days have passed and still no clues to whom the two dead girls were. Blood samples were taken, and even DNA and prints were fed to computers.
Sarah Masters left her apartment with no I.D. and cell phone. She had the rent paid for the next three months in advance. No letters were overflowing in her mailbox, and no one came knocking on her apartment door. It was as if the girl never existed.
The other girl found at the beach was found practically naked. She was only wearing underwear when discovered in the early morning hours. She never entered the water, as no salt water deposits were found on her body which eliminated a late night swim. It seemed she was just dumped there on the sand as if someone was disposing of garbage.
* * *
Jason was at home getting ready to go to work. His house was always neat with hardly anything left laying around. His biggest challenge for was to get his daughter Sally to clear up her own mess. Jason and Sally have been alone for the past few years. Her mother Anne had filed for divorce and left Miami. Jason took the break-up hard, having no idea why his marriage had failed. He always provided for his family and did his best to be a father towards Sally.
Anne knew being married to an FBI agent would be difficult. The couple had been sweethearts from college. Anne graduated in English literature, hoping to become a writer one day. She never showed any sign of unhappiness and was always a loving, caring mother to Sally, resulting in a very strong bond with her daughter.
Both Jason and Sally could not believe it when one night while having dinner at home, Anne unexpectedly announced she was filing for divorce. Sally was heartbroken by her parents break-up and to this day never understood the reason why her mother had left her. Despite the circumstances, mother and daughter were on the phone every night, chatting away about their daily activities. They always kept in touch and the mother-daughter relationship grew stronger. Anne had moved to Atlanta. She tried to visit when she could, but soon the visits were becoming less frequent, she just could not afford the long trips to visit Sally that often.
One evening Sally was at home waiting for her mother to call before heading to bed. The call she got was not from her mother, but from the Atlanta police department. Jason and Sally were informed that Anne was involved in a freak traffic accident and passed away while being attended by the medics on their way to the hospital. Sally felt shattered by the news of her mother’s death. She never got a chance to say goodbye and tell her how much she loved her.
* * *
Sally came down for breakfast before leaving for university. Studying to be an anthropologist, she spends most of her time at school, or on field trips with other students that could last for days. Sally had always been interested in other cultures and was fascinated by ancient people. Her room is mostly cluttered with DVD documentaries and magazines. Jason rarely enters her room knowing what he will find behind that closed door. Having her mother’s good looks, and quick thinking has made her quite popular at school, especially with the opposite sex. She has had a few boyfriends, but nothing serious.
“Morning Sally, I made you scrambled eggs on toast, you help yourself to the coffee,” said Jason.
Jason made it a certainty to give his daughter the support she needs after Anne left.
“Thanks, dad. Coffee smells good but will eat on my way to school. Jackie will soon be here to pick me up. We’re planning another trip and need to stop for some stationary before class starts.”
Giving Sally her space was important, but Jason still asked the usual parenting where and when questions. It took some time for her to get back to her usual self, and Jason has never been more protective towards her. She is his life and will always be there for her no matter what.
“Well, that’s great. Where will you be heading this time?” asked Jason drinking his coffee.
“Not very far this time dad, just to a neighboring college. We will be comparing our work together from our last trip.”
Jason felt relieved. The last outing was for five days over at the Letchworth Mounds, some native-American culture dating back 450 AD.
“That sounds interesting, hope you enjoy it.”
Sally said, “thanks, dad. Don’t worry about me. I will text you when I get home tonight.”
She left on hearing her friend Jackie pull up the driveway.
Jason cleared the dishes, set the burglar alarm and headed for the office.
* * *
Danny was already at the gym lifting weights. He ate healthy food and watched his diet. Keeping fit was important to him. It would not be the first time he heard of overweight cops losing a chase with some common thug.
He left the gym and headed to the office always taking the same route, but today he decided to take the long way since he was earlier than usual. After a couple of miles driving, he saw a shop sign which he had never seen before. It was half way up an alley and barely visible. He would not have noticed it if it weren’t for the small traffic jam he got stuck in. What caught his attention was the symbols printed on the sign. He decided to check it out, found a space to park further down the road and headed towards the alley.
Danny stood in front of the small shop which was still closed for business. He took a look through the window and saw tattoo symbols printed on all the walls. He has been to a tattoo parlor before, but never one with only symbols and no pictures. He checked the opening hours and decided to come back later to have a word with the owner.
* * *
Danny arrived at the office and went over to Jason, who was at his desk checking addresses.
“Hey Jason, do you know about that small tattoo joint over at 12th Street?” Asked Danny.
“I had no idea there was one in that area. Did you go in and check it out?”
“It was still closed, but I’m planning to go back later on.”
Danny and Jason have been checking out tattoo parlors, asking questions about the tattoo the two deceased girls have, but unfortunately they all turned out to be dead ends.
Chief Berks was in his office waiting for Jason and Danny to arrive. On hearing them, he called for them to come over.
“We might have a lead on the last girl,” Matt said.
Both agents looked at each other with looks of relief.
Matt continued, “a shop assistant at the local DVD place recognized the girl who was run over. He saw her picture on TV and phoned the Miami PD, leaving the address where he works.”
Jason was already half way out the door.
“Both of you keep together from now on and watch your backs.”
Matt sat down waving them out the door.
They reached the police department in no time. Jason entered first asking to speak to who was in charge. Danny recognized detective Mark Andrews and went over to speak to him.
“Good morning, detective Andrews.”
Mark looked up and greeted Danny.
“Special agent Langley if I’m not mistaken. I was expecting you. I talked with chief Berks about the kid who says he knew the hit and run girl.”
Danny was impressed that detective Andrews remembered him.
“Matt told us you have an address to where the kid works,” said Danny, “this is my partner special agent Jason Mallock.”
Jason leaned forward, shaking Mark’s hand.
“Well, the kid’s name is David Wilmore. He works over at video rentals on Park Boulevard.”
Jason asked, “did he mention how he knew the girl?”
Mark replied, “the kid said the deceased girl has some overdue rentals. The owner keeps at photo near the cash till of those with overdue DVDs.”
“Thanks for your help detective Andrews,” said Jason.
“Always a pleasure to help the FEDS,” said Mark as they shook hands.
The agents were quickly on their way, sirens on whenever they met traffic. They were not about to lose another witness.
On their way, Jason said to Danny, “don’t you think it’s kind of odd. As soon as we get back from Mexico we end up with two dead girls, and still have no clues to Helen’s whereabouts. It’s too much of a coincidence if you ask me. There has to be a connection somewhere.”
“Maybe there is a connection. I just hope the same thing doesn’t happen to Helen though,” said Danny.
On their arrival, Jason stops to look at the front of the store.
“This is the same place where Sally rents her movies,” he said.
Both agents entered the store and were amazed at the collection of videos. There were titles dating back to the beginning of movie making. They walked among the isles of DVDs neatly placed on countless shelves.
Danny said, “I’m thinking of becoming a member here.”
Jason walked over to the front desk. The shop assistant was stacking movie discs on racks under the counter.
“Good morning,” said Jason, trying not to startle the kid.
The assistant on hearing a voice just above him bumped his head against the racks while looking up to see who it was. He wasn’t expecting customers this time of the morning.
“Good morning, how may I help you?” asked the geeky looking assistant.
He had to gaze up at Jason as he was short, just reaching the five feet mark.
Jason said, “quite a place you have here, you must have hundreds of titles.”
David looked over to where Danny was and asked, “you two cops or something?”
Danny walked over saying, “no, we’re FBI. This is agent Mallock, and I’m agent Langley. Are you the person who called the police department about the hit and run girl? Are you David Wilmore?”
David took a step back, thoughts running through his mind, hoping he has done the right thing.
“I need to see some I.D. before I answer. You could be two mobsters for all I know!”
Jason was becoming impatient.
“Show this kid some I.D. before I yank him out from behind the counter,” said Jason staring the boy in the eye.
Danny took out his badge and showed it to David.
“You can calm down now. Are you David Wilmore or not?”
“Yes, I’m David, and it was me that called the police. I’m sorry about that girl. She was shy but seemed very bright though, never late with her rentals.”
Jason asked, “do you keep an address of your clients? A membership form or something?”
David shuffled through the membership files and found the surname in alphabetical order.
“Here it is. Name and addresses. Sarah Masters. Addresses, 4 peacock apartments, W 37th street.”
Danny wrote it down is his notebook. On their way out of the store, he picked up a membership form. They contacted chief Berks letting him in on the info they got from David Wilmore. It took about twenty minutes to arrive at Sarah Masters address. The neighborhood was quiet with palm trees neatly trimmed, and the streets were clean from any garbage.
Nice place thought Jason.
Danny found the apartment block and whistled to Jason to come over. They climbed the open stairwell to the apartment. Danny knocked on the door while Jason placed his hand on his firearm.
Nobody answered the door, and Danny suggested calling the proprietor to come open, but Jason thought otherwise and picked the lock. After a few seconds, a familiar click of the lock was heard, and the door opened a couple of inches. They entered cautiously keeping their backs to the wall. The blinds were closed, making it difficult for Danny to see in the dark. He fumbled for the light switch while Jason went to open the blinds.
“My god, what is that smell?” said Jason.
They both searched the rooms trying to identify the bad odor.
“It seems to be coming from the bathroom,” said Jason.
As he slowly opened the door, the smell was much stronger. Jason pulled the shower curtain open to find the remains of a pet cat.
Danny looked in, saying, “poor thing must have got stuck in here and died of hunger.”
They searched Sarah’s apartment going through her drawers, cupboards, closets. They found nothing out of the ordinary. Jason saw something under the lounge table.
“Found her handbag. She must have left in a hurry, dropping it under the table.”
Danny came over to have a look as Jason emptied the bags contents onto the table. A makeup box, hand wipes, gum, etc.…
Jason noticed a black leather binder among the possessions.
“What have we here? Must be her notebook,” said Jason, opening it.
He read the first few pages which were simple reminders of things to do and buy. No names or addresses were written down. They continued searching, positive they will find something of importance to help them.
Danny found the overdue rentals placed on the TV table. They were documentaries about supernatural behavior dating back to the 1800s.
“Hey Jason! At least we know we’re in the right apartment. I found the overdue rentals, and they’re all about that supernatural garbage. One of the covers has a picture of that weird tattoo the girls have.”
“Keep looking. We can’t leave here empty handed.”
Jason was in one of the bedrooms, looking through the closet when he noticed something protruding through the sheets on the upper shelve. He reached for it and pulled out a book with a black leather cover. The first page reads, “Diary of Sarah Masters.”
He moves over to the bed and sits down, quite sure he found something of importance. Jason continues reading the next few pages, mostly about day to day things, what the day was like and where she went. The next page gets interesting, dating back a few months ago.
Jason reads out what Sarah wrote. “I started a class about spiritual phenomena and how to meditate and relax your mind. I found it to be very pleasant, but what excited me the most were the parts about spirits and the supernatural.”
He continues reading. “Met new friends. We all have the same interests and get along great. I’m looking forward to the next session.”
Jason then hears Danny calling and slips the diary into his back pocket as he heads over to where Danny is.
“Did you find anything?” Asked Danny.
“I sure did. Sarah’s diary. Found it hidden in her closet. Let’s get out of here before some nosy neighbor starts asking questions. We don’t have a search warrant remember,” said Jason, on his way out the door.
“Let’s go over to the forensic lab. I want Kate to check out the diary. It has some weird writing in it, and she seems to know more about this paranormal stuff than we do,” said Jason.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Sally and Jackie managed to get to school just in time before the next class began. Both girls were excited about comparing notes and studies with a neighboring university and couldn’t wait to get going.
“I heard the anthropology class is one of the best in the country. They always seem to gather more info than any other class. I hope our notes are not too far behind compared to theirs,” said Sally.
Both girls listened to their lecturer Mr. Morgan discussing the trip, and at what time they will leave. They will be spending a couple of days which meant an overnight stay. Sally wasn’t prepared for the trip and still has to tell her father she won’t be coming home tonight. She decided to leave school a bit earlier than usual to collect fresh clothing for the night. It was around 3 p.m. when she called Jason from home.
“Dad, it’s me Sally!” Jason answered the phone sensing something was up.
“Hi Sally, your home early, is everything alright?” He asked her.
“Yes, I’m fine dad. Just to let you know the trip to Miami University includes an overnight stay. We will be coming back tomorrow night.”
Jason was not pleased with such short notice but trusted Sally as she has always been honest with him.
“Well, okay then, I wish I knew beforehand, so I could come to say goodbye.”
“It’s only for one night dad. You won’t even realize I’m gone,” Sally said with a giggle.
“You take care, and call me if you need anything.”
“Okay dad, I will, don’t worry. Bye for now, I have to go.”
Jason said bye with a worried tone in his voice.
The girls hurried back to school after collecting what they needed for the overnight stay. They waited with the other students in the assembly hall until everyone was present. At around 4:30 p.m. Mr. Morgan arrived, announcing all was okay for them to board the awaiting coach and begin the journey to the university.
* * *
Things were getting interesting back at the lab. Kate was downloading some computer software to try and decrypt the language found in Sarah’s diary. The writing seemed to be an ancient text she has never seen before.
Jason and Danny went to get coffee, and came back to find Kate still trying to figure out what the writing in the journal is.
“Any luck with the diary?” Asked Jason.
“It’s still searching for a code to unlock the language,” she replied.
“It must be very old. I hope we manage to understand it?” Said Danny as he scratched his head.
Jason went over to Kate handing her a cup of coffee.
“Why don’t you have a break until it finishes decoding? Danny and I will head over to this tattoo place he spotted earlier this morning. Call us when you’re ready, and we will come back later,” he said.
“I think it’s going to take a while anyhow. Okay then, I will call you when it’s ready,” said Kate.
* * *
A class of fifteen students, mostly girls about the same age as Sally and Jackie boarded the coach to Miami University. The coach being air-conditioned was a comfort in the hot weather and kept the class chatting during the two-hour journey. Around 5:30 p.m. they finally arrived at their destination. Sally and Jackie stayed together and followed the other students up the steps leading to their prepared rooms for an overnight stay. Sally was excited, stopping to admire the trophies and pictures while on the way to their room. She was amazed at the large scale of the university and how well organized the place is. What impressed her the most were photographs of ancient Indian sites. The pictures were taken in the late 1800s. The showcase stretching half the length of the corridor was filled with old photographs and drawings. Sally and Jackie could not believe how updated the anthropology classes are.
“These pictures are amazing, and the information written about each picture gets you thinking that someone went back in time to interview them,” said Sally.
Jackie agreed. “How I wish I can get transferred here,” she said.
The girls entered the room they would be sharing together.
“This is awesome. The room is huge compared to the other universities; we visited before. Wouldn’t it be great if we were staying a whole week, and not just a night,” Sally said.
“We better start unpacking. Don’t forget we have to meet Mr. Morgan in the assembly hall in half an hour.”
The girls headed to the hall after they freshened up, where they met with the other students and their lecturer Mr. Morgan. The hallways and corridors were all marked with directions, just like street signs.
“Well, you can’t get lost in this place,” Jackie said.
Mr. Morgan was the first to arrive. He had notes and a schedule ready for his class as they entered the large assembly hall. The ceiling was covered with pictures that the art class had painted throughout the many years. The rows of seats were upholstered in purple velvet and the floor of polished oak. In front of them was a massive stage with huge red curtains. The whole class stood mesmerized at the size of the great hall.
Mr. Morgan’s voice sounded over the microphone.
“Have a seat class, and let me introduce you to the Dean of Miami University, Mr. Fredrick Haynes.”
The Dean stepped forward. “Welcome class, I hope you found your accommodation satisfactory, and wish you the best of luck in your studies here. You will have some free time today to look around, and get settled in. At 8:00pm, dinner will be served in the school’s dining hall. Thank you for your visit and enjoy your evening.”
Mr. Haynes stepped off the large stage and went about his usual business. Everyone stood up to leave, but Mr. Morgan waved them to be seated again.
“For tomorrow morning we will meet precisely at 8:00am in the anthropology lecturing hall after breakfast, so don’t be late and remember we are guests here and want to make a good impression during this stay. Thank you. That will be all.”
Everybody was eager to leave the hall and begin exploring this incredible place.
* * *
Jason parked his car a block away from the tattoo shop, and walked the rest of the way. Danny entered first. The door chime notified the owner of their presence. A skinny man with a shaved head and tattooed body emerged from the back area with a mug of coffee in his hands.
“How may I help you gentlemen?” he asked.
Jason turned around and reached into his jacket pocket. He opened a picture containing the pentagram just like the two deceased girls have.
“My partner and I would like to ask you a few questions if you don’t mind,” said Jason.
He showed the picture to the weird looking guy.
“Yeah, sure. No problem,” he said.
Jason continued. “Has anyone over the past year or so came and asked for a tattoo like this?”
He looked carefully at the picture, saying, “why yes, I think it was about three or four months ago. A couple of kids insisted on having one just like it. I suggested something better, but they refused. They made it clear on having only that particular symbol.”
Danny spoke, “did they mention their names, or why it had to be that particular tattoo?”
“Mmm nope, I don’t recall their names. They were very quiet, as if they were high on smoke or something, like they were in a trance of some sort.”
Jason looked over at Danny.
“They must have smoked some weed on their way here,” Danny said.
“Has anyone else insisted on having that tattoo before the two girls?” Asked Jason.
“I believe maybe three or four other girls, and one boy, but it was some time ago, over two years I think,” said the tattooist.
“What’s so special about the tattoo?” asked Danny.
“It’s supposed to ward off evil, supernatural beings, to keep you safe,” he said.
“Oh my god, not more crap!” Said Danny.
“Well, thanks for the information. Be sure to give us a call if anyone else comes asking for that tattoo,” said Jason, as he gave the guy a business card.
The agents left the shop and drove back to the forensic lab.
“Hey Jason, do you believe in any of this bullshit, you know spirits and paranormal garbage?” Asked Danny.
Jason gave him a weird look.
“Hell no! Never seen a ghost yet, and don’t intend to either. Sally says spirits do exist, but if you don’t believe in them, you most likely will never see one.”
Suddenly Jason’s cell phone rang. It was Kate calling from the lab.
“Jason here. How are things going with the decoding?” He asked.
“I just managed to translate the last piece of writing. When can you get here? You’re not gonna believe this!” Said Kate.
“We’re on our way right now.”
Jason shifted gears, put his foot down on the pedal with tires screeching behind them.
* * *
Night was approaching, and the weather began to cool down. Sally and Jackie were in their room preparing to get ready for dinner. Both girls brought a change of clothes and dressed after taking a refreshing shower. Sally wore a soft silky dress with the hem just above her knees. She slid into a pair of comfortable sandals and arranged her makeup in front of the mirror. She had her mother’s fair looks but had her father’s green eyes. As for Jackie, she preferred plain jeans and a Bon Jovi T-shirt combined with a pair of sneakers. She dabbed on some eye shadow and listened to some rock music while waiting for Sally to blow dry her blond hair.
There was a knock on the door, and Sally went to see who it was.
“Be right there!” She shouted out.
Sally then opened the heavy oak door.
“Hi there, I’m Travis. Just to let you know dinner will be ready in ten minutes.”
Sally was lost for words. Her eyes remained fixed on this gorgeous looking guy with dark shoulder length hair, and having the brightest blue eyes she had ever seen.
“Okay, thanks.”
Sally closed the door without introducing herself.
Jackie said to Sally, “well that was polite, you practically shut the door in his face.”
Sally fumbled for words, “did you see him? Where did he come from?”
Jackie began to laugh, “hey! We came here to study, not meet the love of our life.”
They left the room and went down to dinner. The dining hall, like the rest of the place, was huge. The never ending rows of tables were all in a perfect line. Teachers and students of mixed nationality were eating and chatting away. There were all sorts of meals prepared in a buffet. Sally and Jackie stopped, awestruck at what they saw before them.
Jackie shook her friend.
“Sally! Your cell is ringing.”
“Sally, it’s dad, are you okay? I was waiting for you to call.”
“Hi dad, yes, I’m fine. I must have lost track of time, sorry. Dad this place is amazing, one surprise after another. We just arrived at the dining hall. You should see the food they have. This is a banquet, not dinner.”
Jason smiled to himself. He was happy for his daughter, and glad she was enjoying herself and also relieved she was alright.
“I’m happy for you. Now don’t go wandering off alone. Stay with Jackie at all times. Oh, and don’t forget this Sunday,” said Jason.
“Okay dad, don’t worry about me, I haven’t forgotten about mum.”
Jason and Sally made it a fact they went to visit Anne’s grave once a month.
Famished, they headed over to the buffet table. The last meal they ate was at breakfast time. Jackie helped herself to every kind of food she could fit on her plate. Sally was more careful. She chose the food she knew would agree with her, not wanting to make a scene by throwing up on herself. They looked for somewhere to sit, but the place was packed.
Sally said, “my god! Is it like this every night? Or were a lot of guests invited here today?”
Jackie thought she saw someone waving to them from one of the tables further down the hall.
She said, “look Sally, that guy is waving to us. I think there are a few empty seats at his table!”
Sally recognized who the guy was.
“That’s the guy who knocked on our door! Jackie, pretend we didn’t see him,” she said, looking the other way.
Jackie frowned. “Are you kidding? My arms are aching, and this plate is getting heavy.”
“Well, you shouldn’t have filled it so much then!”
“There isn’t anywhere else to sit. I’m going to sit down. You coming or not?”
Sally gave up, and followed her friend. They reached the table where Travis was preparing their seats. Sally straddled behind Jackie, not wanting Travis to see her blushing.
“Hi girls! Hope you don’t mind me waving out to you. I have two empty seats here, and I noticed you were looking for somewhere to sit.”
Jackie was the first to sit down. She sat opposite Travis, making sure Sally sat next to him. Sally knew what her friend was up to and gave her a scolding look.
“So what do you think of the school?” Asked Travis.
“This place is fabulous, there is so much to see, and the food is yummy,” said Jackie as she took a bite out of a huge roasted potato.
“Oh! By the way, we haven’t been properly introduced, since my friend here didn’t give us a chance.”
Sally could kill her right now.
Travis turned to Sally. “Hi, my name is Travis Malone, and you are…?”
He held out his hand for Sally to shake.
“Sally Mallock, and my ex-friend here is Jackie Parker,” she said.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The door burst open to Kate’s lab. Jason and Danny entered, anxious to see what she found out. Kate was busy searching on her computer, going through old newspaper clips. She called to Jason and Danny, beckoning them to see what she discovered.
“The writing is in an ancient Indian text. I have no idea how Sarah managed to read or write this language!” She said.
Danny interrupted.
“What does it mean then?”
“It seems to be a confession of some sort,” she answered.
Kate slowly reads out the few lines.
“He has taken their souls and will keep on doing so. He gets stronger from each one and must be stopped”.
She put down the diary.
“It seems this has been going on for some time,” said Kate.
“Okay.. okay, but why write in an ancient text?” Said Jason.
Kate answered, “to hide her confession from anyone reading her diary.”
“Well, whatever it means, she must have felt safer writing it down, hoping one day someone would understand it,” replied Jason.
“Is there anything else written in there?” Asked Danny.
“I found nothing significant, just her daily routine which seems normal to me,” answered Kate.
Jason reached for the diary. “I will go through it again. Maybe we missed something. Shall we call it a day? I’m beat and still have my report to write.”
The agents thanked Kate and left.
* * *
Dinner was almost over, and most of the students had left the hall. Travis and the two girls continued chatting.
“So how about I take both of you on a private tour around this magnificent place before we call it a night?” Offered Travis.
Sally and Jackie looked at each other and said, “thanks that would be great. Is it okay though to be prowling around this time of night? We don’t want you to get in any trouble with the Dean.”
Travis said, “the Deans a great guy, and it won’t be the first time.”
They all got up from the table.
“I need to use the restroom before we go,” said Sally.
“It’s the first door on the left. I’ll wait here for you,” he said.
They headed for the toilets, and when they were out of earshot.
Sally said, “you think it’s alright for us to be wandering off with this guy? We just met him.”
Jackie replied, “We’re at a school, and there are students everywhere. He seems to be a nice guy, and my god, he’s so gorgeous,” she said, giving Sally a nudge.
“Okay, but we stay together. Don’t you dare leave me alone with him,” said Sally.
They went back to the table where Travis was waiting.
He stood up, saying, “let the tour begin!”
* * *
Jason decided to give Kate a call at the lab after he finished his paperwork, to see if she was still working.
“Hi! It’s me, Jason. You’re working late tonight! Is everything alright?”
Kate looked at the time.
“I didn’t notice it was so late, and besides, I have no plans for the evening.”
Jason took a chance and said, “hey, how about we go out for a drink? I’m sure we both need one.”
Kate smiled at the thought.
“That sounds great. Where do have in mind?” She asked.
“Do you know the restaurant Blue Waters? They have a bar overlooking the beach.”
“Yes, I know the place. Meet you there in say, half an hour.”
Kate locked up the lab and hurried down to her car. She felt I bit nervous meeting Jason. The last time she met someone for a drink was over a year ago.
The bar had a few customers, mostly regular couples. Jason arrived first. He ordered a scotch while waiting for Kate to arrive. The bartender served Jason his drink, recognizing him from his past visits.
“Hi Jason! How are you doing? Been a while since I’ve seen you here.”
Jason shook his hand.
“Been busy with work. This case is getting us all worked up, thought a drink would clear my mind,” said Jason.
Just then, Kate walked in. Jason stood up offering her a stool next to his.
“A drink for the lovely lady?” Said the bartender.
“A rum and coke would do fine, thanks.”
“Nice place. I love the ocean view,” said Kate.
Jason said, “it’s hard to believe that girl was found dead in such a lovely place.”
Kate could see the concern in his eyes.
She asked him, “you have a daughter about the same age, Sally, is it?”
Jason faced Kate.
“Yes Sally. She’s all I got. When her mother left home, I became over protective towards her. I would blame myself if any harm came to her.”
Kate laid her hand on his knee.
“Don’t worry. I’m sure we will find out what’s going on.”
Jason touched Kate’s hand, grateful for her concern.
“Well, tell me a bit about yourself, Miss Barnes.”
Kate began with her childhood and then about her parents moving from Wisconsin to Miami Florida after having enough with the cold weather. They decided to spend their remaining years in a warmer climate. Her father suffered from severe arthritis, and the warmth would do well for him. Both parents passed away a couple of years ago.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Jason.
“So what got you into forensics?”
Kate smiled and said, “I have always enjoyed solving puzzles, and what greater puzzle, can you get from forensics!”
Jason laughed.
“Very true. You also need patience and determination for your kind of work.”
After a few more drinks, Kate decided to call it a night. Jason walked her to her car.
“Thanks for a lovely time. I needed it. We should do this again,” he said.
“I enjoyed it also, and yes, we should. Goodnight Jason.”
He watched her drive off, feeling good.
* * *
Travis led the girls out of the dining hall and went to see the gymnasium. Just like the rest of the school, the size was breath taking. The basketball court had been upgraded recently with the latest technology. A huge screen hung from the center of the ceiling. The scoreboard is just like you would see at a professional stadium. Sally and Jackie began imagining the atmosphere here while a game was taking place. Students screaming and shouting at the top of their voices while the cheerleading teams perform during timeout. Coaches and referees shouting at each other throughout the game.
“We have to come and watch a game here,” Jackie said, shouting at the top of her voice.
“There is a game next week, maybe you could both drive over. I will save you the best seats!” Said Travis smiling at their excitement.
Jackie turned to Sally. She grabbed her by the shoulders.
“Shall we? It would be awesome. Please, please say yes.”
Sally looked at Travis.
“I have to discuss it with my dad first, but I’m sure he won’t mind.”
“Woohoo. It’s a deal Travis, count us in,” said Jackie giving her friend a hug.
“Okay then it’s settled. I will give you the time and when the game is and contact one of you. What do you say we head out to the school grounds and football field?” Said Travis.
Sally glanced at the time.
“Okay, great, but after that we should continue another time. It’s getting late, and we have a big day tomorrow.”
The night was cool with a light breeze gently swaying the tree branches. Jackie and Sally followed a pace behind Travis. Jackie gestured for Sally to walk with him.
“Will you be attending the anthropology class tomorrow? Jackie and I can’t wait to find out how you manage to collect so precise information about cultures that existed hundreds of years ago.”
Travis was surprised by what she said.
“Well, that has to be kept a school secret. It’s not for me to tell,” he said with a grin, “but yes, I will be attending the class.”
After the outside tour, they all headed for their dorms to settle down for the night. Jackie trailed behind, happy to watch her friend enjoying time with another person besides herself.
“Well ladies, I hope you enjoyed our quick tour. Maybe tomorrow I could show you the library and science Lab.”
They reached their room, and Jackie said a quick goodnight, leaving Travis and Sally alone in the hallway.
“Thanks so much for spending your time with us. I hope we were not a burden!” Said Sally.
“Of course not. As a matter of fact, I saved those seats at the dining hall for you,” he said.
Sally’s face turned a bright red, flattered by his remark.
“I was praying you wouldn’t find a seat. I hope you don’t mind?”
Sally looked up at his blue eyes.
“No, not at all. It’s good to make new friends, and I’m glad you kept those seats for us. Jackie was complaining that her dinner plate was getting heavier by the second. She eats too much, yet never gains weight,” said Sally with a laugh.
“Well, I won’t keep you. I’m looking forward to tomorrow. Goodnight Sally.”
“Goodnight Travis.”
Sally closed the door behind her to find Jackie sitting crossed legged on the bed.
“Well, well, look who has a new boyfriend.”
Sally on the defensive said, “we’re just friends okay, and besides we only just met. Also, we live miles apart, and I can’t see how that will work out.”
She got ready for bed and turned off the lights.
“Goodnight Jackie.”
“Goodnight Sally.”
Travis made his way to his room with a huge smile on his face.
“That was easy,” he said to himself.
Travis was pleased with himself for finding another replacement for their next gathering.
* * *
It was about eleven thirty in the evening when Jason arrived home. He remained in his car for a while; his thoughts were about Sally. He was concerned about her safety at Miami University, and thought about giving her a call, but realizing the time he thought it would be better not to wake her if she were asleep. Jason dreaded these moments when she was away from home. He pictured the times when Anne was still at home, and how warm the house felt with her presence.
Coming home to an empty house always got Jason thinking of the past and wished things were as they used to be. Jason looked up at the night sky.
“Anne what happened? Why did you leave? We were so happy. Sally needs you so bad. We both need you.”
He got out of the car and went upstairs to take a shower before going to sleep. He let the warm water run, letting it soak into him, relaxing his tired body.
* * *
On her way home Kate kept thinking about Jason, and how much she enjoyed his company. She had no intention of getting involved with anyone until she met him. She decided not to rush things, best to let things take their course. She was not even sure if Jason was interested in her or not.
Arriving home, she entered her two bedroomed apartment that she bought soon after her parents passed away. Being too large for her, she sold their original home, preferring something smaller where she felt safe. She got on well with her neighbors, and they all watched out for eachother making her feel even safer.
The apartment had an open plan kitchen/dining room, an en-suite bathroom, and a very large lounge. The guest bedroom was a bit smaller than the main bedroom but just as comfortable. Her favorite place was her study, where she enjoyed reading and catching up with her work when needing to take it home with her.
Kate went to her room and prepared her nightclothes and headed for the shower. She liked to take long showers, especially after handling corpses at work. After her shower, she stood in front of the mirror brushing her long brown hair. Kate was a very pretty woman, but she thought she was just simple looking. She removed her makeup from her face, and then went to make a bedtime snack. She sat down on her sofa eating her ham and cheese sandwich while watching TV.
Her last thoughts were of Jason before drifting off to sleep.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The emergency ward at Jackson community hospital was always busy, night and day. Doctors and nurses were attending any person admitted from a minor scratch to a ghastly bullet wound. One person entered with his hand wrapped in bandages while in his other hand he held a coffee mug containing his severed thumb packed on ice. The young man had accidentally sliced it off while cutting wood with a circular saw.
An ambulance quickly pulled in at the entrance with sirens blaring as medical attendants rushed out to help the paramedics that were lowering the gurney carrying a young woman. Her face was severely damaged from the impact she received as she hit the vehicle’s steering wheel. She was the lucky one after colliding head-on into an oncoming car. The other driver died within seconds.
They immediately took the women into surgery. At least three doctors assisted by nurses, and an anesthesiologist operated on her for over four hours. The team managed to keep every muscle in her face intact despite the broken jaw and cheekbone.
Tony Barrette shook hands with the team of doctors and nurses on a satisfactory job. He went back to his office to prepare reports and notes of the morning incidents. Tony was soon ending his night shift of twelve hours.
Whenever he had any free time during work hours, he would spend it near the operating theater. It would not be the first time he watched family members crying for their lost loved ones that had just passed on. Tony could feel the presence of their spirits as they left their body in search of a passage into the afterlife. The energy that left the corpse caused Tony’s body to tingle with life. He believes death is just a departure for the spirit world. All human beings have eternal life. Our souls are eternal. True death does not occur when the physical body stops functioning. The moment of true death is when the silver cord connecting a physical body and soul is severed. It usually takes place about one day after physical death and is also closely related to how quickly a person is able to accept death.
During his childhood, Tony had on many occasions heard souls reaching out to him. It would happen when passing by a house where a family member had recently died. He would hear the spirits cry for help. He could not understand why he had the ability to hear and see these spirits.
As he grew older, he began to understand things much better after researching the paranormal. He found that during the first seven days or so, the soul of the deceased person usually remains close to the place they lived and tries to follow the lifestyle they were used to. These souls may become earth-bound spirits (ghosts) if they strongly denied life after death, or were attached to something in this world and cannot let go. Spirits like these usually have a spirit guide, which comes to help them to realize that they are already dead. The spirit guide could be a parent or sibling, or a close friend. The spirit guide will help them pass over to the spirit world. A Medium is the best way to help these lost souls. Tony became fixated with the paranormal. He believed he was brought into this world not only to help these spirits, but also to extend his life by slowing down the body’s internal clock that causes us to age. Tony is able to achieve this by absorbing the energy left behind from these lost spirits once they pass over.
His shift was finally over, and as he drove home in his black BMW. He thought of Helen, who was on her last day of deciphering the Mayan hieroglyphs. He thought of that night at the beach and what he had discovered. Tony wanted it all; he had to know the meaning of the ancient text.
As he pulled up to his house, he stopped to take a quick look making sure all was alright before entering. Tony lived alone in the large house, which he inherited from his parents after they passed away eight years ago. The place was built by his great-grandfather and passed on generation after generation. Tony never married and was never interested in long-term relationships. His only interest was of the paranormal and spent many hours in the basement, which he refurbished into his place of spiritual meditation. Nobody but he has ever entered this sacred area, as he believes the soul must be clean or otherwise bad spirits could interrupt his meditation.
As he enters the house, he calls out to Carlos.
“Down here Mr. Tony,” replied the big Mexican from the basement.
He walks calmly down the basement stairs and into the room where he finds Helen filing the final translations of the Mayan tablet.
“Well, have you managed to finish it in time my dear?” he asked as he walked around the table towards Helen.
He held out his hand for her to pass the file over to him. Helen gives it to him, too weary to argue after having spent the last three days locked in this confined room. The only time she was alone was when she retired to her room after twelve hours working on the decoding. Helen was worn out, and the effects were now showing on her. The only thing that kept her going was the thought of her young niece and the fact that she was deciphering a text that hasn’t been seen for hundreds, maybe thousands of years. The text contained hidden secrets of the early Mayans, and Helen felt proud she had managed to accomplish the feat in such a short time. The only thing that bothered her was she might have handed it to the wrong person. If the facts were true about what was in the text, it could be very dangerous to anyone not knowing what they were doing. On the other hand it could all be just an old text and meant absolutely nothing. It is clearly written that only the sacred high priests had the power to summon the gods. The real question was, did Tony possess this power or not?
Helen sat down.
She said, “you have to let me go now! I did what you asked from me and in return I would be set free.”
Tony looked at Carlos, who understood what he meant. He went over to Helen and stood her up.
“Lock her in her room until we are ready,” said Tony, as he read through the script.
Helen tried to break free from Carlos, but his grip around her was too strong.
“You son of a bitch! You agreed I would be let free! Keep your end of the deal you bastard!”
Tony paid no attention to her words. His mind was elsewhere. He was ready to try again, and needed to make new plans for another ritual.
Carlos dragged Helen to her room, locking the door from the outside. She was angry with herself for believing she would be let free. She climbed onto the bed crying, not understanding how she got into this mess. How she wished the Mayan tombs remained undiscovered. Tired and exhausted, she cried herself to sleep.
* * *
In his meditation room, Tony was going over the text, carefully absorbing information from the Mayans. He understood they discovered the ability to summon not only spirits, but also gods. These underworld gods gave them what they wanted, but the price was high and dangerous. Backing out from the understanding could be devastating. Tony knew what he wanted; he wanted to enter the underworld realm at any cost.
* * *
Helen had fallen into a deep sleep. Translating the ancient text had exhausted her tremendously. It also affected her mind somehow. She began to dream of things she never knew before. She saw strange statues of demons and evil gods with skull-like heads, their body’s covered in beads of gold.
She saw herself back in the underworld cavern. It was dark with just a small fire blazing in the center. Someone is laying on the sacrificial stone table. She then saw dark shadows appearing out of thin air. They hovered over to the person on the stone table, when slowly the dark spirits began to raise the woman with their long dark fingers grasping her body, lifting it higher and higher. The woman began to move; she was still alive. She appeared to be screaming, but no sound is heard. Suddenly the woman turned her face towards Helen, sensing somebody was watching the ghostly event. The next instant Helen woke up screaming with sweat running down her body. She recognized the women in the dream. Helen realized she was watching her own death.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

It was about 6:30 in the morning when someone pounding on the door awoke Sally and Jackie.
“Time to wake up. Breakfast ready in the next hour.”
Sally was the first to get out of bed.
Jackie moaned, “are they serious? It’s too early for me.”
Over from the bathroom Sally shouted out, “you’re going to miss breakfast! I heard they serve the most delicious pancakes.”
Jackie’s eyes opened wide.
“My god! I’m going to gain at least another five pounds before we leave this place,” she said, jumping out of bed.
Sally came out of the bathroom smiling.
“Ha! I thought that would get you out of bed. I don’t have the faintest idea what they serve for breakfast.”
Jackie grabbed her pillow throwing it at her friend.
“You cheeky thing. I will get my revenge on you,” she said, with bursts of laughter.
They got dressed and followed the signs leading to the dining hall where breakfast was being served. As they stepped through the doorway, they noticed the room was not full of students like last night, but just their classmates and another group.
“This must be the anthropology class,” said Sally.
Just then, Mr. Morgan entered the hall.
“Good morning all. We have decided the best way for both anthropology classes to get to know one another would be at breakfast time. After we will all go to the lecturing hall.”
Jackie and Sally looked around for Travis, but he was not among the other students.
“Travis isn’t here, maybe he overslept,” Sally said as she looked around.
“Well, I’m hungry, and look they do have pancakes!”
Jackie grabbed a plate and went to the counter waiting her turn in the queue. Sally looked disappointed but followed her friend. While waiting her turn, Sally started chatting with a student behind her.
“Hi, I’m Sally,”
The girl smiled.
“Hello Sally, pleased to meet you. I’m Rosalie, but my friends call me Rosie.”
They shook hands and continued talking while moving closer to the food counter. Rosie was about Sally’s age, but had black hair, and wore dark rimmed glasses.
Sally said to herself, “I’m sure she’s very bright, in fact, they all look intelligent.”
The three girls sat at the same table, talking while eating breakfast. They seemed to get on pretty well together, laughing and joking.
Sally asked Rosie about Travis.
“Is Travis in your class also?”
Rosie smiled at her before answering.
“Why yes! How do you know him?”
Sally and Jackie both looked at her.
“He took us on a private tour of the school last night. He was very polite, and he’s cute,” Jackie said with a giggle.
“He must like you then! Travis is hardly ever seen with a girl, well not from this school as far as I know.”
Travis walked in as Sally was about to reply. He went over to the breakfast counter. The whole class greeted him as if he were some rock star.
Jackie said, “he seems very popular. Every girl in the room has their eye on him.”
Rosie said, “yes he is, he’s a great guy, and everyone likes him.”
Sally could feel her heart racing as Travis walked towards their table. She could see the rest of the class gazing in her direction. She continued eating, pretending not to notice as he approached them.
“Good morning ladies. Hope you slept well. Hey Rosie! How are you recovering from that terrible cold?”
Rosie looked up at Travis.
“I feel much better thanks to you.”
Both Sally and Jackie looked at one another.
Jackie spoke first, “are you practicing medicine also?” She asked.
“Oh no. I made Rosie a home made remedy for the common cold, which seems to have worked great,” he said.
Jackie was intrigued.
“Really! Was it something you made up, or passed on from family members?”
Rosie answered for Travis, “he made it himself, he’s a wiz at secret potions and spells.”
Jackie burst out laughing, and then they all joined her.
“Rosie thinks I’m some kind of wizard or warlock!” Said Travis, giving Rosie a quick wink.
Rosie looked a bit embarrassed by what she said.
Sally glanced at her, noticing she had a serious look on her face as if she meant what she said.
When the breakfast hall was nearly empty from students, they all left for the lecturing room, eager to get a front row seat. Sally walked with Jackie, leaving Travis and Rosie to lead the way.
“Jackie!” Sally said, keeping her voice low.
“I think Rosie was serious about Travis, and the things she said about secret remedies and potions.”
Jackie was about to burst out laughing again, but Sally shut her up.
“Yeah, right…. Maybe I can get him to come up with a love potion, and have every guy drooling at my feet!”
“Hey, I’m serious Jackie!” She stopped walking, and held her friend’s arm.
“They were just having a laugh. Come on Sally! Travis a wizard?”
Sally let it go and hurried to catch up with the rest of the group.
Both classes entered the lecture room through two huge wooden oak doors. Travis and the three girls found a place at the front. They took their seats waiting for Mr. Morgan to arrive. On sitting, Sally’s cell phone started to ring. She quickly answered it before one of the lecturers came in, knowing cell phones must be switched off in the hall.
“Sally it’s dad! How are things there? Are you alright?”
She got up from her seat and went to the very rear of the hall so as not to whisper.
“Dad, I’m fine. We had a big breakfast this morning. Now we’re in the lecturing hall waiting for Mr. Morgan to arrive.”
“Okay. I just wanted to make sure you’re alright. Take care Sally, and call me if you need anything. Bye for now, love you.”
Sally said goodbye and switched off her cell. She felt her eyes swelling with tears of happiness, but also sadness. She dearly misses her mother. She loves her father so much but would do anything to hear her mother’s voice one last time.
Sally went back to her seat next to Travis, who saw the tears in her eyes.
“Are you alright Sally? Why the tears?”
“I’m okay. It’s just that I miss my mother so much. I have so many things I want to share with her and tell her. I wish she were still alive, I wish I could hear her voice again,” she said as tears streamed down her face.
Travis put his arms around her shoulder trying to comfort her.
He said, “don’t cry Sally, everything will be okay.”
He then placed his hand under her chin, lifting her face, looking into her eyes.
“What if I tell you your wish can come true about hearing your mother’s voice again!”
Sally saw that he meant what he said.
“What do you mean come true? How? It’s not possible!”
“Trust me Sally, it can be done, but you have to keep your word not to say anything to anyone!”
Sally looked confused, but something in his eyes made her believe what he was saying. Jackie was chatting with Rosie, not having a clue about what had just happened.
* * *
Mr. Morgan finally arrived, and the lecture began. All students were paying attention to what was being said. All except Sally. Her mind was elsewhere.
Her thoughts began to wander to what she would say to her mother. What to ask her, and why did she leave home.
Before she knew it, the lecture was over, and the four students left the hall, making their way to the canteen for a refreshment. Jackie and Rosie were chatting away like new best friends. Sally and Travis trailed behind, wanting to be alone for a while.
Sally popped the question.
“Travis! Is it true what you said? You know about speaking to my mother again.”
He stopped walking and took hold of her hand.
“Yes, it’s true. I would never joke about something like that. It can be done. I’ve seen it Sally.”
She was becoming confused.
“What do you mean you’ve seen it?”
“I can’t tell you here. It’s hard to explain. You won’t believe me if I tell you how,” he said.
Sally’s nerves were beginning to show.
“Try me Travis! Tell me how?”
“With the help of a medium,” he answered.
Sally withdrew her hand from his.
“A medium! Bullshit Travis! What do you take me for? I’m no idiot! I don’t believe in that crap!”
She then left him and caught up with Jackie and Rosie, who were now entering the canteen.
Jackie sensed her friend was upset about something.
“Sally! Are you alright? Is everything okay?”
Sally then turned to Rosie, saying, “your friend Travis is a liar.”
“What happened? Why are you calling Travis, a liar?” Asked Jackie.
Rosie interrupted.
“Travis is many things, but he’s no liar!” Said Rosie.
“So you also believe in this medium crap?” replied Sally.
Jackie was now the one who was confused.
“Hey! What’s going on? Medium! Like in spirits and ghosts?” She asked.
Sally then explained what happened in the lecture hall and how Travis had told her about talking to her mother again with the help of a medium. They both looked at Rosie expecting an answer.
Jackie said, “you believe Travis? You believe what he said?”
“Yes, I believe him!” She answered.
“Why? How can you believe him?”
“I’ve seen it with my own eyes! That’s why!” She said.
There was silence for a few seconds as both girls took in what Rosie said.
Jackie spoke first, “your saying Travis is a medium? He can communicate with the dead?”
“No, not Travis for Christ sake! He knows someone, and we both have seen what he can do. It’s no lie or joke. This person is for real,” said Rosie.
Sally looked around for Travis, feeling bad about calling him a liar, but he was nowhere to be found. The girls spent the rest of the day attending lectures and other anthropology classes. Travis was not seen throughout the day.
As evening set it, the class was preparing for their journey back to their home school. Sally and Jackie were waiting to board the coach when she heard her name being called by someone in the background. She looked around and saw Travis running towards her.
“Sally wait! I need to talk to you before you leave,” he said, trying to catch his breath.
“Travis I’m sorry for calling you a liar. I was upset, and you confused me. I wasn’t thinking straight,” said Sally.
“It’s okay. I shouldn’t have mentioned the medium thing.”
They moved away from the other students to talk alone.
“We talked to Rosie, and she says you know somebody, a medium who can talk to anyone who has passed on. If it’s true what you say, well then….. I would like to give it a try.”
“Sally, You don’t have to. Let’s forget what I said.”
Sally persisted.
“No! I want to. I would do anything to hear my mother’s voice one more time.”
Travis took her hands in his.
“Are you sure you want to do this?”
“Yes, I’m sure, just tell me how?”
Travis took out his cell phone.
“Let’s exchange cell numbers, and I will set it up. It could be this week or the next. I will let you know.”
Jackie called out to her friend to board the coach. She turned towards Travis and nodded her head in agreement.
“I have to go!” She said.
Travis gently leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek.
“Goodbye Sally.”

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

On their way home, Jackie and Sally talked about what Travis had told them. He was constantly on her mind, and she hoped he would call her soon. She was also excited about the medium, but nervous at the same time. Sally wondered if it can be done. Both girls had heard strange stories about mediums and spirit callers, but they only saw them as fakes or swindlers.
They arrived home at around ten in the evening and were now exhausted from the long journey. Jackie dropped her friend off home and continued the few miles back to her house. Sally found her father waiting for her in the kitchen. He was going through Sarah Masters diary, carefully searching for any hidden details that might lead them to the person responsible for deaths of the two girls.
Jason greeted his daughter.
“Hey! How was your stay? I hope you enjoyed yourselves.”
Sally kissed her father.
“It was fabulous dad! That place is enormous compared to our university.”
“Well, I’m glad you had a great time. Did you make any new friends while you were there?”
“Yes, we did, and they were all so very helpful,” said Sally.
Just then, her cell phone started to ring. She answered it not knowing the number.
“Hello!”
“Hi Sally! It’s me Travis! How was your trip home?”
Sally looked away from her father as her face turned red.
“It was fine, thanks for asking.”
She walked out of the kitchen away from her father, where she could speak more freely.
“Is everything alright? She asked.
“Yes, everything is fine. Well, great as a matter of fact. I called the medium as soon as you left. He said he had no problem doing a calling for us, well for you I mean.”
Sally asked, “when did he say we could come?”
“He said tomorrow evening,” answered Travis.
She hesitated for a few seconds.
“You still there?”
“I don’t know! What shall I tell my dad? I can’t lie to him Travis.”
He waited a few seconds before he spoke.
“Well, I don’t think you can tell him the truth either Sally! It’s up to you.”
“Okay, I will think of something then. Tell your friend we will meet him tomorrow night. I might have to bring Jackie along. Is it okay for you?”
Travis said, “yes it’s fine with me. Give me a call a couple of hours before you leave so that I can tell you where to meet me.”
“Yes, okay. See you tomorrow then. Goodnight Travis,” said Sally.
After the phone call, Travis wasted no time in contacting Tony. Things were going as planned on Tony’s side. He went through the ancient text over and over again until he memorized it word for word. Just one thing was holding him back from reaching his goal. The official sacrifice has to be someone of pure blood, someone with a pure soul.
The phone started to ring from the meditation room. Tony knew that Travis was the only person who knew that number. He broke his concentration to answer the call.
“Yes Travis. What is it?”
“Tony I need a favor! I met this girl at school who could be our replacement for Sarah, but I need to convince her that what you do is real. She wants to contact her deceased mother who passed away a few years ago. That is the only way she will come, and besides, I already told her you will meet her tomorrow night!”
“What are we suppose to do with Helen? I was hoping we could use her in the next gathering if I can get her to participate that is,” said Tony.
Travis replied, “you can sedate her for now. You know we can’t keep her locked up forever. She’s a risk we cannot take. She might talk.”
“Okay, bring her here at around nine in the evening. Helen will be out cold in her room,” said Tony.
He hung up and continued his concentration with the Mayan text.
* * *
Back home, Sally said goodnight to her father and went up to her room. Jason sensed something was not right, but he let her be, leaving it for the morning.
Once she was alone in her room, she dialed Jackie’s cell number, excited to tell her Travis had called. She explained that he had already contacted the medium, and they were to meet tomorrow night. Jackie knew what her friend was getting at. She had to think of an excuse for her father to allow her to get away for the evening. So they decided that Jackie was to invite her to stay the night at her place studying papers that they had exchanged during the university visit.
Morning arrived, and Jason was the first to wake. Making coffee, he waited for Sally to come downstairs. After ten minutes, she walked into the kitchen.
“Morning Sally. What do you have planned for today?” He asked as he drank his coffee.
“Oh! And who was it that called you last night?”
Sally made sure she avoided eye contact with her father.
“Morning dad. It was Jackie who called last night. She invited me to stay overnight at her house so we can go over some school work together. I can go right?” She said.
“Yes of course you can. I will be working late anyway. Have you prepared your things?”
Sally replied, “yep, all in my backpack,” she said.
Jason kissed his daughter goodbye and left for the office. Danny was already there when he arrived.
“Jason! The chief wants some answers. We have two cases, and no leads yet. Helen is nowhere to be found, and all we got is Sarah Masters diary and that so-called confession about taking their souls. What is going on for Christ sake?”
Danny was not the kind of guy to get so jumpy, but these two cases are clearly getting to him.
Jason sat down at his desk.
“Last night I took a good look at the diary again. First, we know a guy is involved, and secondly Sarah mentions she took some classes in spiritual phenomena. We could start by checking where, and who holds that kind of class. It might give us a lead, and about Helen, well she seems to have vanished from the face of the earth.”
Jason decided to give Kate a call, hoping she might know something about spiritual phenomena classes.
* * *
The morning passed by quickly, and it was late afternoon when Sally arrived at Jackie’s house. She was shaky and was about to back out at the last minute. It was Jackie who calmed her down, persuading her to go along with meeting the spiritual medium.
They talked about what they would say to her mother if she did somehow make contact with her. They also thought about what would happen if the whole thing were a hoax.
Jackie said, “well at least it won’t be stuck at the back of your mind that you didn’t try. Give it a shot and see what happens. Who knows, maybe he is for real this friend Travis knows.”
The time had come for them to meet Travis outside Miami university, where they found him waiting in his parked car.
Travis signaled for them to follow him. After half an hour of driving, they parked outside Tony’s house. The girls took a few minutes to gaze at the old building that looked kind of odd standing between two modern built houses. The architecture seemed old English style. To the girls it looked kind of spooky also.
They got out of their vehicles, and then followed Travis across the never ending pathway leading to the main door. While waiting for Travis to open the door that was left unlocked, they heard deep growling sounds but could not make out from where it was coming.
Travis said, “don’t worry. The dog is locked up. It won’t hurt you.”
As they entered, Carlos came to greet them, who had agreed to stay on longer for a hefty paycheck. Sally and Jackie cautiously walked around Carlos intimidated by the size of the man. He led them into the kitchen area where they were then greeted by Tony.
Travis did the introductions.
“This is Dr. Tony Barrette, who will be performing the calling.”
Tony extended his hand.
“Pleased to meet you both,” he said.
Jackie was the first to speak, “I’m Jackie, and this is my friend Sally.”
Tony shook Jackie’s hand and then Sally’s, which he held onto longer than he did Jackie’s. He felt something that he hadn’t felt for a long time. Her blood seemed to be racing around her body at an unusual rate, yet her heart was beating at a steady pace. He felt the life beating within her body. Within seconds, her energy passed from her hand to his. Unaware of what was happening within her body, she quickly withdrew her hand away from Tony’s.
Travis stepped between them.
“Sally wishes to make contact with her mother who passed away a few years ago.”
Tony looked at her and said, “so we shall my dear. Please follow me to the basement where we shall begin.”
Jackie whispered to Sally, “my god! The doc is gorgeous! If he weren’t so much older than me, I would….”
Sally cut her words short, “Jackie! Shut up, will you! He might hear you.”
They were led down the flight of stairs and entered the medium room. Every piece of furniture looked so ancient, made of dark mahogany dating back to the last century. Hanging on the walls were pictures and photographs almost going back two hundred years.
Jackie noticed that some of the pictures were just like she had seen in the university hallways.
She said, “these pictures and photos are a replica of what we saw at school.”
“Well, Travis and I have known each other for some time now, and we share the same interests. It was I that made the replicas and donated them to the university. What you are seeing are all originals,” said Tony.
Jackie didn’t stop there.
“How did you acquire these originals?” She asked.
Sally then spoke, “they must be worth quite a lot of money I guess.”
Travis stepped in and quickly changed the subject.
“Hey! We didn’t come all this way for a lecture or class. What do you say we get started?”
The girls took their seats around a solid oak table, not too large, but just right so all four persons could reach out and join hands. Sally and Jackie sat opposite each other while Tony sat to the right of Sally, and Travis to the right of Jackie. The lights dimmed, and candles that were previously lit gave a warm, comfortable feeling in the room.
Tony asked everyone to join hands and not to break the bond under any circumstances. He then asked Sally a few questions before he began.
“Your mother’s name, please?”
Sally replied nervously, “Anne Mallock.”
“Do you have anything in your possession that belonged to your mother?” Asked Tony.
“Yes, I have this locket and chain around my neck.”
“Excellent. That should be more than enough. Now please do not speak unless I tell you to,” said Tony.
He then closed his eyes and dropped his head slightly forward. Next he began speaking out in a tongue that both girls could not recognize. It seemed ancient Indian and sometimes sounded like Latin. At first he started out slowly, just able to hear his voice, and then out of nowhere he would shout out loud. At times, the name Anne could be heard in a tone of voice that sounded commanding. Jackie and Sally looked around the room for anything out of the ordinary. After a while, they noticed the candle flames were giving off a bright light, but nothing else seemed different. Sally was about to break the bond when suddenly she saw a dim light hovering behind Tony. Jackie saw it too, and she squeezed Sally’s hand tighter.
Tony spoke out, “Anne! Show your presence, reveal yourself to us, reveal yourself to your daughter Sally. Appear before us.”
Sally continued to stare at the dim light, remembering things about her mother, the talks they had and the fun they had together. All of a sudden the dim light she saw was now turning into the shape of her mother’s face. Jackie began to tremble; she had never seen anything like it before. Sally kept calm; she couldn’t believe she was seeing her mother after all these years.
Tony spoke out to Sally, “you can now ask what you wish Sally, but your mother will reply only through me.”
Sally wanted to ask so many questions, but the only thing that came to mind was.
“Why did you leave me mother? Why did you leave when we were so happy together?”
Tears began to stream down her face, tears of joy and sadness.
Tony waited a few seconds before revealing the answer to Sally’s question, when he was unexpectedly interrupted by her sudden outbreak of cries and pleas.
“Why didn’t you let us know it was the reason you left? We could have helped you! It wasn’t too late for you. Maybe you would have lived longer if you didn’t leave!”
Suddenly Tony stood up breaking the link, knocking over his chair. He could not believe what he had just witnessed.
“It’s impossible! You spoke directly to your mother; you could hear her voice without my help. I knew it when I first held your hand. You are not the same as other. You are unique Sally.”
Jackie went over to comfort her friend.
“Sally, I think we should leave now before things get out of hand.”
Travis took hold of Sally’s arm.
“I think you should listen to Jackie. I will call you later.”
Both girls left the house in such a hurry that they did not hear the cries of a woman shouting and banging against the glass window overlooking the garden.
They were a few miles from Tony’s house when Jackie asked, “Sally! What was it your mother told you? What did she say to you that made you so upset?”

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Back at the house, Tony couldn’t believe his luck. He went up to Travis.
“You have got to get that girl back! She’s the one we need. She’s the one that will fulfill the Mayan text. She’s what we need to get us into the underworld realm,” said Tony.
Travis thought otherwise. “You mean, she’s the one YOU need. I don’t think I can do it Tony. You saw what happened last time you used that Mayan text. It could also happen to her. We should find someone else.”
Tony was not pleased with what Travis said.
“You get her back, or you’re the one who’s going to end up like that girl we both killed!”
He knew Tony meant every word he said, and didn’t want to end up behind bars. Travis stormed out of the house without a word. He got into his vehicle and drove to the university where he decided to spend the night in his room. On his way, he thought about what Tony had said about Sally. He knew deep down he was falling for her, which was not his intention. Tony was right saying she was different. She had something within her that deeply touched him. Travis felt drawn to her as if she had a spell over him.
On their way back to Jackie’s house not a word was said between the two girls. Sally’s mind kept going back to what her mother had told her. She thought about her father and wondered if he knew the truth, or was he kept in the dark just like she was. There was nothing she could do; she can not change the past. Sally knew she couldn’t tell her father about what had happened. She would never be trusted again if he ever found out.
Jackie was concerned for her friend but understood if she didn’t want to talk right now. She decided to wait until the appropriate moment.
It was past midnight. Travis was lying in bed, still very wide awake when his cell phone rang. It was Jackie.
“Hello! Travis, are you there?”
He recognized Jackie’s voice.
“Yes! Are you both okay? Where is Sally? How is she? I’m so sorry about what happened. May I speak to her?”
“She’s asleep right now. She hasn’t said a word since we left. Travis I need to ask you something.”
“What is it Jackie?”
She looked back at Sally before she spoke.
“What did he mean when he said Sally is unique? What did he feel while holding her hand?”
Travis lied.
“I don’t know what he meant Jackie. Sally is a special person, but in a way we both know. Just keep an eye on her. Make sure she’s okay. I will call her in the morning,” he said goodnight.
Travis needed to think fast about what to do next.
* * *
Morning soon arrived. Jackie got out of bed and went over to Sally’s side of the room to check on her, but to her surprise she was not in her bed. She glanced over at her bedside clock which read a few minutes past seven. She went to see if maybe she was in the bathroom.
Jackie called out, “Sally! Where are you?”
Nothing, no reply. She began to panic; frightened something is wrong. Jackie went to her room and quickly got dressed. She ran down the stairs, hoping to find her friend in the kitchen. No one was there. Jackie took out her cell phone and tried to call her, but again nothing, no answer. Jackie was now on the verge of a panic attack. Her mind was racing back and forth thinking where her friend could have gone?
After stopping to think for a while, Jackie decided to leave for school, thinking she must have caught the bus early and was waiting for her there.
While driving just a few miles, her cell began to ring. She looked at the screen. It was Travis. Jackie didn’t know how she was going to explain to him that Sally was missing and had no idea where she was. She nervously answered the phone.
“Travis! She’s gone; I can’t find her anywhere.”
“Jackie it’s okay! She’s alright. Sally’s here with me.”
She slammed her foot down hard on the brake pedal.
“With you! How did she get all the way over to you? It’s a couple of hours drive and much longer by bus!”
Travis said, “calm down Jackie! She asked me to come pick her up a few hours ago. She didn’t want to wake you. Here, she wants to talk to you.”
Jackie waited to hear her friend’s voice.
“Hi Jackie, I’m okay, you don’t need to worry.”
“Worry! I was going insane. I looked everywhere for you. I tried to call you on your cell phone, but no answer. What happened?”
Sally started to giggle.
“I couldn’t sleep, and I didn’t want to wake you, so I called Travis. He offered to come and pick me up, and we went for a drive losing track of time.”
Jackie asked, “and where are you now?”
“We’re on our way to school.”
“Well, I’m glad you’re okay. I will see you in class, then,” said Jackie as she started her car.
* * *
Jason was about to leave for work, when Kate phoned him.
“Jason! Where are you?” She asked.
“I’m leaving for work. Why, what’s up?” Said Jason about to enter his mustang.
Kate said, “I made a few phone calls concerning the spiritual phenomena classes, and guess what?”
Jason sat down in the driver’s seat.
“What did you find out?” He asked.
“There is no class like that. I mean you won’t find it at any school or evening class. It’s more of a get together. Word on the street is you have to ask around, and then if you’re chosen they will contact you and let you know when the next get together is going to be.” said Kate.
Jason then asked her, “when is their next meeting? Did your contact tell you when?”
“I’m not sure. The thing is, there is more than one group. There are three different groups in fact, and the funny thing is the teacher or group leaders are all women.”
Jason understood what Kate was getting at.
“In Sarah’s diary, she mentioned he, not she.”
“Yes, that’s right!” Kate replied.
“So we’re back to where we started. A dead end,” Jason said.
“Jason, I was thinking. What if I ask around, try and find these groups. You know, try to become a member, and attend one of these classes. I might be able to get more information from inside the group. I guess Sarah’s group is more secretive, more difficult to get into.”
Jason didn’t like what Kate proposed.
“I don’t think it’s a good idea. It’s too risky, and if anything happened to you, the chief would have my head.”
Kate continued trying to persuade Jason.
“Do you have a better idea? It’s worth a try Jason. I ask members of the group, get what I can from them and get out fast.”
Jason thought for a while.
“Okay, but as soon as you see anything out of the ordinary you leave right away.”
Kate replied, “don’t worry, I will be fine. I’ll let you know if I find out when the next class is. Bye for now Jason.”
* * *
It was Tony’s day off, and he planned to make the most of it. The first thing he done was to have Helen come out of her room. Carlos knocked on the door before entering. Helen lay motionless on the bed. She was a mess after spending the night crying. The same dream haunted her night after night. A week has passed since being abducted from the jungle. The nightmares she were having have been becoming more and more real. They began soon after she deciphered the Mayan hieroglyphs from the ancient tablet. Helen realized she had unlocked something terrible, and knowing there was no turning back was driving her insane.
Carlos was now at the foot of the bed. After calling her name without an answer, he shook her foot vigorously.
“Miss Helen! Come downstairs. Mr. Tony wants a word with you.”
She said, “go away! Leave me alone!”
Carlos with a sudden jerk grabbed her leg pulling her closer to him.
“You come with me! Or I drag you from your hair!” He said.
Helen kicked herself away from his grasp.
“Get out you big baboon! I need to use the bathroom first. Wait outside will you.”
Helen looked at herself in the mirror. She looked tired, and dark circles were forming under her eyes from lack of sleep. She knew she had to get out of this house before the worst happens to her.
Tony was waiting in the kitchen. He held a mug of coffee in one hand and with the other he was petting his dog Bruce, a huge Rottweiler. Its muscular body was impressive; anyone would think the beast was on steroids. Tony ran his hands through its blue-black shiny coat of hair. The dog didn’t move an inch; it was as steady as a rock despite the hard strokes by Tony’s hand.
Suddenly Bruce began to bark, after sensing someone approaching from the stairway. Helen took her time descending the stairs with Carlos three steps behind her.
“Quiet Bruce! Miss Shireberg is our guest,” said Tony laying his hand upon the dog’s large head.
He motioned to Helen.
“Please take a seat. May I offer you some coffee?”
Helen sat opposite Tony, keeping well away from his dog.
“Why are you keeping me locked up in this house? I have done what you asked. You can’t keep me here.”
Tony stood up sending the dog out of the kitchen with one gesture of his hand. He sat down next to Helen.
“I have a proposal for you,” he said.
Helen looked him directly into his blue cold eyes.
“Really! And what may that be?”
He ordered Carlos to leave them.
“I would like you to attend tomorrow evenings gathering.”
“Why would I do that?” Said Helen.
He took her hand in his.
“I want to show you things you never imagined were possible. Things you never thought existed. I know you are truly fascinated by the Mayan civilization, and by the way they lived and survived all these centuries. Most of all how they disappeared from the face of the earth.”
Helen quickly pulled her hand away from his.
“How do you intend to do that? Do you have a time machine hidden in the basement?” She sarcastically asked.
Tony smiled at her.
“No time machine. Your body will remain here, but your mind will be transported to another place. You will be amazed at what you will see.”
Laughter emerged from Helen’s mouth not believing a word he said.
“Whatever! And if I agree to attend this gathering?”
Tony gave her his word.
“I will let you go. You will be free to leave when you want. Who knows, maybe after what you see, you will want to stay here with me!”
“That’s what you said last time,” she replied.
“It’s up to you Miss Shireberg. Agree with what I am offering, and after you may leave.”
Helen replied, “and if I say no?”
This time it was Tony’s turn to laugh.
“I don’t advise you to say no! You know I have the advantage.”
Helen like before had no choice but to agree to whatever he proposed. She knew her niece would be in danger if she didn’t do as he says.
* * *
Travis leaned forward kissing Sally on her lips. She wasn’t expecting it, but she did not back away.
“What was that for, may I ask?” Said Sally smiling.
“For putting you through what happened last night. I’m sorry Sally, but I had no idea it would turn out like it did.”
She saw the concerned look on his face, but what she said next took him completely by surprise.
“I want to do it again! I couldn’t sleep all night. I want to hear her voice again, ask more questions. It was amazing Travis.”
Looking confused at her, he asked, “why didn’t you say anything? You seemed so upset and hurt.”
Sally continued explaining. “I was upset, very upset actually, but then I started to realize how fortunate I am. My mother will be with me my whole life after all. Maybe not in person I know. What more can I ask for? You and Tony have opened a new door for me.”
Travis couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He just spent half the night thinking how he is going to convince her to take part in another ritual, and here she is asking him to do it all again.
“That’s great Sally. I’m happy you see it that way. Tony is going to be so pleased with your decision. He knew right away you are special. You have something inside you that he saw as soon as he held your hand.”
They were both hugging each other, when suddenly someone was knocking on the car window.
“Come on you two love birds! You are going to be late for class,” said Jackie, as she pressed her face against the glass.
She opened the car door allowing Sally to step out. They left for school as Travis drove happily away. It was then that Jackie popped the question she was dying to ask all night.
“Sally, so you’re okay with what happened last night?”
“You can ask me Jackie. It’s okay.”
They continued walking up the stairs and into the school hallway.
“What was it your mother said to you causing you to be so upset?”
Sally managed a smile.
“She was sick Jackie. The doctors diagnosed her with terminal Cancer. She preferred to leave home, than for us to watch her suffer. She didn’t want to be a burden to us, and said the accident that killed her was actually a blessing. It was fast and painless.”
Both girls embraced for a while before entering their class.

CHAPTER TWENTY

Kate was ready to make her way into town. The time was just after seven, and the night was still warm with a gentle breeze coming in from the south. Not wanting to stand out in the crowd, she wore a pair of jeans and a casual top, hoping to go unnoticed while asking around for information that not many people sought out. She got into her car and drove into the busy part of town where an assortment of people could be found ranging from hookers to drug pushers. Jason advised her to give him a call every fifteen minutes just to make sure all was okay. She parked her car in one of the multilevel parking lots and walked out into the busy street. Stopping at the edge of the curb, she looked around for anyone that might give her some info. On the opposite side of the road stood a newspaper stand. Kate crossed the street and made her way over to it. Behind the rows of magazines and newspapers sat an old woman in her late sixties. Kate tried not to make it look too obvious by picking up some fashion magazines looking through them one by one, when the old woman spoke out.
“Have you found what you’re looking for my dear? It took me quite some time for me to put all these books in a neat row.”
Kate put the magazine in its place.
“I’m sorry! I was just browsing around.”
She was about to say thank you and be on her way, when a picture in one of the rows caught her attention. She picked the magazine up and read the title. ‘PHENOMENA and the unexplained.’
Kate showed the old woman the magazine.
“How much for this one?” She asked.
The old woman looked surprised at her choice.
“You don’t seem the type to believe in stuff like that,” she said.
“Well, you never know would you,” replied Kate.
“Would you happen to know if there were some group where people talk about these things, you know, like a book club or something?”
The old woman looked at Kate as if trying to read her mind.
“You have seen things that others have not, and you want to share what you saw with others like you?”
Kate was becoming uneasy with the old woman’s words but played along just the same.
“Yes! I want to talk to someone,” she replied.
Expecting the old woman to give her some information.
Instead, she said, “that will be five dollars.”
Kate looking confused asked, “I’m sorry, what!”
“The magazine, it costs five dollars,” said the old woman holding out her hand.
Kate paid her the five dollars and went on her way, disorientated by the sudden actions of the old woman.
After about an hour she was still having no luck, so she went into a diner for a cup of coffee. After being served, she took out the magazine she had bought and went through the pages one by one. She was amazed at the unusual things that so many people claim to have witnessed and experienced. Being an intelligent person that she was, Kate believed there is a scientific explanation to all things.
She was at the last few pages of the magazine when she noticed a picture of the same symbol just like the two deceased girls have tattooed on their leg. She began to read an article printed just below it.
“A circle around a pentagram contains and protects. The circle symbolizes eternity and infinity, the cycles of life and nature. The circle touching all five points indicates that the spirit, earth, air, water and fire are all connected. The circled pentagram is the passive form implying spiritual containment of the magic circle. Keeping the traditional secrecy of witchcraft, and the personal, individual nature of the pagan religious path, of its non-proselytizing character.”
Startled by the sudden ringing of her cell phone, Kate knocked over her cup of coffee spilling it over the table and onto the floor. The same waitress who served her was quickly by her side wiping the mess up.
“I’m so sorry for the spill,” said Kate.
The waitress smiled, saying, “Your phone is ringing!”
It was Jason calling to see if everything was alright.
“Well, no luck so far Jason. I’m at a diner having a cup of coffee,” she said, looking up at the waitress to bring her another coffee.
She told Jason about the old woman at the newspaper stand and the magazine she had bought, when the waitress arrived with the coffee. She placed it in front of Kate, who at that moment happened to look down at the waitress’s leg. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.
“Jason, I have to go now! Will call you later okay.”
Kate quickly ended the phone call before the young waitress walked away.
“Lisa is it? I’m sorry again for the spill,” said Kate reaching out to stop her.
The waitress turned around.
“Do I know you?” She asked.
Pointing to her name tag on her uniform, Kate said, “your name tag reads Lisa.”
“Oh! I forget it’s pinned there. Don’t worry about the coffee, it’s on the house.”
Kate introduced herself and asked, “have you worked here long?”
“I just started last week. I came to visit some friends of mine, where we meet down in Miami now and then.”
“I hope you enjoy your visit Lisa, and thanks for the coffee,” said Kate.
Lisa smiled and walked away to serve another customer. As she reached the table to take the orders, she looked back to see Kate looking down at the pentagram tattooed on her leg.
* * *
It was now past Ten O’Clock, and after calling Jason again, she decided to wait across the street from the diner, certain she was on to something. She planned to wait until Lisa ended her shift, then follow her, convinced she would lead her to one of these spiritual meetings. Kate sat patiently, when precisely at ten thirty, she saw Lisa leave the diner. Staying on the opposite sidewalk, she followed her for ten minutes when Lisa disappeared around the next corner into a dark alleyway. Kate stopped to think about calling Jason, but thought otherwise afraid she might waste time and lose sight of Lisa. Checking both traffic lanes she jaywalked across the street, pausing at the corner that Lisa turned into. She peered inside the ally. It was dark and dirty. Clothes hanging from washing lines dangled from both sides. She couldn’t see a thing, and Lisa was nowhere in sight. Keeping close to the wall, Kate courageously began to walk at a slow pace into the darkness. She stopped to look behind her, sensing someone was following her. She saw no one. Halfway inside the alley, she came to a Dumpster and again stopped to look behind her, sure she saw a shadowy form coming towards her.
Kate called out, “who’s there? Show yourself!”
She waited for an answer, but nothing. She took a few paces forward when without warning a face appeared in front of her. Kate screamed from fright and fell backward onto the ground. She looked up to see Lisa standing above her.
“Why are you following me?” asked Lisa.
Kate managed to get up, brushing the dirt from her clothes.
“Your tattoo! It’s why I followed you. I’ve seen it on two other girls about your age.”
Lisa said, “so what! I’m sure plenty other girls have the same tattoo.”
“These two girls were found dead about a week ago!” replied Kate.
“Are you a cop?” Asked Lisa.
“No, I’m not. I work in the forensic department and examined the two dead girls.”
Lisa impatiently asked, “well what do you want from me?”
“You mentioned you came to meet some friends here in Miami.”
“Yes! We belong to this club; we believe in spirits and things like that. All of us share the same tattoo. We also heard about the two dead girls, but had no idea about their identical tattoos. Our group does not know them, and I’m confident not even the other groups do either,” said Lisa.
Kate then asked, “what happens in these meetings? How do you become a member?”
Lisa thought for a few seconds before answering. “Nothing happens! I mean we just talk about what we experienced and what we read. We believe in spirits and the paranormal. We don’t do anything bizarre, and we’re all very harmless.”
Lisa continued, “but we have heard about another group. A group that goes all the way. You know, calling the spirits and all that. It’s said they meet when the moon is full in the dead of night on a sandy beach, but it’s impossible to find out which beach. You can spend the whole night searching and wouldn’t find them.” Lisa then turned to leave knowing she had said enough.
Kate stopped her.
“Do you know when is the next full moon?”
As Lisa walked away, she called back to Kate, “It’s tomorrow night!”
As Lisa faded away into the dark alley, Kate took out her cell phone ready to call Jason. Realizing she was still standing alone in a dark alley, she quickly made her way out again into the safety of the main street lights. She walked to the parking lot thinking it would be safer to call Jason from inside her car.
“Jason! It’s Kate.”
“Hey! Are you alright? I waited for your call half an hour ago. Did you find out anything from that waitress?”
“Yes, I believe I have! She said a meeting is to be held tomorrow night.”
“Did she say where?” He asked.
“Yes! On some remote beach. Jason I know it’s not much to go on, but she said the other meetings are nothing compared to this one. I think we will find what we’re looking for,” explained Kate.
“Okay then. I will contact Danny, and sort something out. Go home now Kate, and thanks for your help,” said Jason.
Kate started her car ready to pull out of the parking lot. As she looked into her rearview mirror, she saw the figure of a woman standing behind her.
She rolled down her window calling out, “Lisa! Is that you?”
It was too dark to see, so she stepped out of her vehicle and approached the woman.
“Lisa! What are you doing here? What’s wrong?”
As Lisa stepped into view, Kate could see tears in her eyes.
“I couldn’t let you leave without warning you,” said the girl.
“Warn me about what? What is it? Why are you crying?”
“Don’t go looking for that group! He is dangerous, and he will find you one way or another.”
Lisa began to back away.
“So you know this person? You know his name then?” Asked Kate.
The next instant Lisa turned around and ran.
“Wait! come back! What is his name?”
Kate shouted out in vain as the young girl disappeared into the night.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

The next morning Jason and Danny meet up at the office. He explained what Kate had told him last night, and Danny agrees for a search to be held later in the evening. They consult with Chief Berks informing him what they have found out so far. Matt also agrees for a search to be held, but wants to leave Kate out of it for her own safety. Matt also advises for both agents to split up, having each one covering different stretches of beach. He also insists they have another FBI agent present with them during the search. Danny agrees to Matt’s request, but Jason prefers to work alone. After a few arguments, Jason gets his way, and Danny has a rookie assigned to him as backup. They fix a time and a place to meet and both Jason and Danny go their separate ways in preparation for the evening search.
* * *
Over at the Barrette residence, Tony was also preparing for tonight’s ritual. Having Helen along with them made it all the more exciting. He has plans for her and is going to use her as his own of Guinea pig. He also needs Carlos to tag along as protection, and to guard Helen if she tries to escape. This night Travis refused to participate after what happened the last time on the beach. Tony was considering this ritual as a sort of trial run before the actual gathering takes place which is to be very soon. He had contacted the usual participants who had agreed to bring a friend along after being promised some cash for tonight’s efforts.
* * *
Jason arrived home at around four in the afternoon to find Sally in the kitchen talking to someone on the phone.
“Sally! you’re home. How did it go over at Jackie’s house? You haven’t called me all day. Is everything okay?”
She ended her conversation on the phone and said, “I’m fine dad. Stop worrying will you.”
She went over and kissed him on the cheek.
“Who was that on the phone?” He suspiciously asked.
Sally thought it best to tell the truth.
“It was Travis. A friend of mine. We met at the university during that overnight stay.”
Jason puts down his cup of coffee.
“What did he want this friend of yours?”
Sally felt as if a piece of apple got stuck in her throat.
“He has invited us to watch a basketball match taking place the day after tomorrow.”
“You mean Jackie and yourself?”
“Yes, Jackie and I. It’s okay for us to go is it?” She asked.
“Yes, as long as you keep together. I will be working late this week, so I hope to find you asleep in bed by the time I get back.”
At around ten in the evening, Jason and Danny were to meet at the beach where they found the dead girl. Danny arrived first, making small talk with the new rookie assigned to work with him tonight.
Mike Conners joined the agency at a young age of twenty-three. He didn’t talk much, but was eager to get some action after completing his training which ended last month. Danny instructed him to keep an eye out for anything suspicious happening on their search. He didn’t give him all the details as it was a bizarre enough case as it is. Danny himself could not answer all his questions since they had so little to go on.
The night was quiet as they waited for Jason’s arrival. The sky was lit up by the full moon’s reflections.
Mike gazed up at the night sky and said, “I hope we’re not searching for werewolfs tonight!”
“What!” Said Danny.
“Werewolfs! I didn’t bring any silver bullets with me,” said Mike laughing.
Just then a car was approaching them at high speed, its headlights blinded their view. Tires were heard screeching as the driver shifted gears. The powerful roar of the engine approached them closer and closer by the second. Danny jumped out of his vehicle taking cover behind the car door. Mike did the same, drawing his weapon, ready to fire at the slightest threat. Thinking quickly, Danny switched on his headlights in an effort to distract the oncoming car. But to his surprise the oncoming vehicle dipped its headlights and eased down on the throttle, bringing the car to a sudden stop just a few yards in front of them.
“Sorry I’m late guys! Did I startle you or something?” Said Jason with his hands help up high.
Mike wiped away the beads of sweat from his forehead, saying, “who the hell is this guy? Is this a joke?”
Danny stepped out in front of Mike, quite sure what he had in mind.
“I wouldn’t do that if I were you!” said Danny.
Jason smiled on seeing the young rookies angry face.
“Wow there cowboy! I don’t want to hurt you now!”
Danny jumped between both agents. He gestured for Mike to get back into the car.
“Jason, are you nuts? He could have taken a shot at you!”
“Well, lucky for him he didn’t,” was Jason’s reply.
It was Danny who took control of the situation. He took out a map of the area and placed it on the car hood. Jason agreed to take the northern route while Danny and Mike took the south.
“We have miles of sandy beach both ways. We keep in touch every ten minutes, and if one of us spots anything out of the ordinary, you call for backup and wait until either of us arrives.”
The search was on. Danny turned his vehicle around and drove off at a slow pace carefully looking out into the dark for any suspicious group of people on the beach. Jason did the complete opposite. He didn’t need to drive at the same speed as Danny. His vision was as clear as day.
Ten minutes passed and the stretch of beach Danny was driving along seemed deserted except for a few beach fishermen seen spinning their line out to sea. Young lovers holding hands also strolled by the shoreline enjoying the fresh breeze sweeping in from the ocean. Everything seemed normal to Danny. He wondered if they started the search too early or maybe they were too late.
As for Jason, he had already covered twice the distance. He knew he was looking out for a group of people, and didn’t take notice of the loners and couples as he passed them by. What ever this group of fanatics were about to do, they would do it where no one could see them.
* * *
One by one the girls arrived at the house. Carlos loaded the BMW with the necessary things. Two cars are needed for tonight. Helen was to ride with Carlos while the girls jumped into the BMW. All were set to go. Tony went up to Helen’s room and gently knocked on the door before entering. She was standing by the window looking out onto the garden.
“We’re all ready to leave, professor Shireberg. Shall we proceed downstairs?”
He went over to Helen placing his hand on her shoulder.
She turned around and asked him. “Will you keep your word after tonight? Will I be set free like you said?”
“You will be set free. I give you my word,” he answered.
* * *
Nearly an hour had gone by when Danny’s voice came over the two-way radio.
“Jason! Have you spotted anything yet?”
He picked up the handset.
“Nope, nothing so far. How about you? Any luck?”
Danny responded, “nothing either. I’m going to give it another hour and then call it quits.”
With mike at the wheel, they continued at the same slow pace as before. Danny was on the verge of ending the search. Suddenly some jerk coming up from the rear starts to dip his headlights, indicating to Danny and Mike to get a move on or get out of the way.
“They seem to be in a hurry,” said Mike waving them on so they can pass.
The car overtakes them above the speed limit, sounding the horn as they pass. Danny took a quick look at the registration plate but didn’t get a chance to write it down. As the second vehicle began to overtake them, something caught Danny’s attention. The woman sitting in the rear seat seemed extremely familiar to him. Then it hit him like a brick.
“My god! It can’t be!” Said Danny.
“What is it?”
“I’m not sure! That woman in the back seat, did you see her?” Danny asked.
“Yes! Who is she? Do you know her?” Said Mike.
“That woman looks just like professor Helen Shireberg, who was kidnapped from Mexico last week. Agent Mallock and I have been trying to find her ever since we left Chichen Itza.”
“Chichen what!” Said Mike. “What the hell is going on?”
Danny contacted Jason through the radio.
“Jason where are you?”
“I’m nearly at the end of the search. I’m running out of beach,” he said.
“Well, you better get your ass all the way back up here!” Danny said.
“What is it? Have you spotted them?” Questioned Jason.
“I don’t know if it’s them! But I do know who I spotted!”
Jason asked impatiently, “who? Who did you see Danny? Spit it out will you!”
“Helen! Professor Helen Shireberg. She just passed us by in the back of a pickup truck.”
Jason stopped his mustang.
“Are you sure it was her?”
Danny said, “well, there’s only one way to find out. I’m going after that pickup!”
The engine roared back to life as Jason spun his mustang around. He placed the FBI siren on the roof and slammed his foot down hard on the throttle. He had at least half an hour drive before catching up with Danny.
The BMW and the pickup truck had no idea who they had overtaken. Helen was forced to sit in the back seat with her hands bound together, and the rear doors locked making it impossible for her to make a break for it. Both vehicles kept a few yards apart from each other not letting another car get between them.
Danny was driving at full speed and could see the two cars ahead in the distance. He intended to switch his siren on when he was directly behind them. The gap was closing rapidly, one hundred yards, sixty yards, at fifteen yards behind them; he turned on the siren, lights flashing, and sound blaring out that startled both Carlos and Tony.
Helen couldn’t believe her luck. She turned around facing the vehicle behind her. With her hands banging against the rear glass window, she had no idea it was Danny approaching them as his headlights were blinding her view. Carlos then flashed his lights, signaling Tony to put his foot down. All three cars are now involved in a high-speed chase. The BMW’s speed was tremendous as Tony accelerated, widening the gap by eighty yards in a few seconds. As for Carlos, his pickup was not so fast but was heavy and well armed with bull bars, making it difficult to be forced off the road. Danny was now just a few feet away from the pickup truck. He knew the driver had no intention of pulling over. Danny tried to overtake, but the single lane road made it difficult to get around, especially with the tight turns in the road blocking the view of oncoming traffic. He waited for a straight stretch of road, then powered his Chevy alongside the pickup. Carlos turned to face Danny recognizing him immediately. He then looked at Mike, expecting to see Jason instead. The next instant Carlos opened fire; bullets penetrated the closed windows of Danny’s Chevy, forcing him to pull back again.
Mike knew they were in trouble, so he got hold of Jason on the two-way radio.
“Agent Mallock! We need backup fast. How far behind are you?”
Jason immediately responded, “I’m at least fifteen minutes behind you. Hold on, and tell Danny not to engage alone.”
Just as Mike ended the transmission, Danny again attempted to overtake Carlos. He managed to get to the left side as before, but Carlos judged it perfectly, waiting until Danny was at the same speed as he was. He raised his weapon with Danny in his sights. All he had left to do was pull back on the trigger, and it would all be over.
Carlos shouted out to Danny as he fired the shot, “I see you in hell my friend!”
Mike then acted on instinct, as he leaned over onto Danny in an attempt to take hold of the wheel and pull as hard as he could, causing Danny to ram his vehicle into the pickup. Carlos held onto the steering with one hand. He could not manage to keep the truck on the road. He spun out of control and was forced off the road and into the side ditch. The pickup overturned a full 360 degrees, ending up in the sand. As for Danny, he too ended up on the sandy beach thirty yards away from Carlos.
“Mike! Are you okay?” Said Danny, pulling his lifeless body from the dashboard.
He didn’t answer. The shot from Carlos had penetrated the back of his head. He died instantly, saving Danny at the same time. Carlos was getting out of his pickup, blood streaming down his face. He was walking over to Danny, firing his weapon with each step he took. First the windscreen shattered. Then Mike’s dead body took a few shots. Danny still strapped to his seat couldn’t manage to get free; his seatbelt buckle was stuck. Danny knew he had to act fast. His firearm was thrown back onto the rear seat where he couldn’t reach it. Bullets whistled past him. It was just a matter of seconds before Carlos would find his target.
Jason, only a few hundred yards behind them, saw the crash and was watching his best friend being shot at by the same man who nearly killed them back in the ancient cavern. Jason was in full rage. His mustang roared to full throttle as it quickly closed the gap between them.
Carlos saw the fast approaching Mustang. He realized who was behind the wheel. Danny was still struggling to free himself as he saw Carlos approaching him. This is it. This is the end he said as he heard a shot being fired from the gun. He felt the bullet as it penetrated his chest. Danny looked down at his chest as blood oozed out from the bullet hole.
Jason could not believe he had just witnessed his friend being shot.
“No…! Danny hold on!” Shouted out Jason as his mustang flew off the road heading straight for Carlos at full speed over the sand.
Carlos didn’t stand a chance as the vehicle hit him hard, knocking him across the sand more than twenty yards away.
As Jason came to a halt, he leaped out of the mustang and ran over to Danny. His body lay still across the seat, and his hands clasped around the seatbelt buckle. Jason unbuckled his friend and dragged him out onto the sand. He opened his jacket where the bullet passed cleanly through, exposing the wound. Jason placed his ear up close to Danny’s mouth.
“My god! He’s still alive!”
Jason got up and immediately went over to the passenger side where Mike’s body fell out as he opened the car door. Jason pulled him out to get to the radio. He got through to dispatch requesting an ambulance as fast as possible. Jason went back over to Danny, making him as comfortable as he can.
Remembering the reason Danny was chasing the pickup, he quickly got up and ran over to the wrecked vehicle hoping to find Helen in the rear seat. To his amazement the truck was empty. Jason looked over to where his mustang was, and saw Carlos holding Helen at gun point.
“You let me go Mr. Jason, and I let the woman go!” Said Carlos as he slowly moved towards Jason’s mustang.
“I’m unarmed as you can see. Now let her go,” said Jason raising his hands in the air.
“Very good. Now I let her go, but I not let her live,” said Carlos as he pulled the trigger, shooting Helen point blank in the head.
Her body slumped to the ground, blood pumping out from the side of her forehead.
Carlos then entered Jason’s mustang, spinning it around on the sand, heading directly at him. Sand spewed up into the air from the rear tires as Carlos approached him at full speed. Jason pulled out his magnum from his jeans he had hidden from view.
“You managed to get away once! But not this time you big hairy son of a bitch!”
Jason fired three shots all piercing the windshield, hitting Carlos directly in the chest. Carlos thought Jason missed his target as he did not feel any pain, but he did feel the warm liquid running down his chest. He placed his hand to where his heart was supposed to be, but instead all he felt was a hole the size of his fist. As the mustang passed Jason, it came to a halt a few yards away with Carlos slumped over the steering wheel.
“Adios Mr. Carlos!” Said Jason as he spat on the sand.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Kate was about to enter her lab when she received a call from Jason. She was excited to hear how the search went last night, hoping Jason and Danny found new evidence. She answered her cell in a cheerful voice.
“Hello Jason. How did it go last night?” She asked.
Her cheerful mood soon deteriorated.
“Danny’s been shot! He’s in the hospital. I watched him get shot right in front of my eyes and couldn’t stop it from happening. I should have been with him.”
Kate felt the pain Jason was going through, and it sounded as though he had a few drinks.
“Where are you Jason? Tell me where you are! I can be there in a few minutes, just tell me where you are?”
“In my wrecked up mustang. I’m parked a corner away from my house. Sally soon leaves for school, and I don’t want her to see me like this,” said Jason.
* * *
Danny was rushed into the hospital emergency ward last night. He had lost a lot of blood and was about to undergo surgery after the bullet penetrated his lung. The nurses wheeled Danny inside who was still unconscious. Surgeons proceeded with closing the punctured lung, which lasted more than three hours. His vitals were now stable and were out of danger. Patricia was waiting outside when the doctor in charge came to give her the good news.
“He’s lucky to be alive! The bullet missed the heart by a few inches. He needs rest and care, but the worst is over.”
* * *
Kate soon arrived next to Jason. She smelt alcohol on his breath as she helped him out of the car.
“Has Sally left for school?” Asked Kate.
“Yes, I saw her leave ten minutes ago,” said Jason.
They entered through the unlocked garage door. Kate helped him up the stairs and onto his bed.
She asked him, “what happened last night? Is Danny going to be alright?”
Jason explained the whole ordeal they went through. Kate assured him there was nothing he could have done to prevent Danny from being shot.
She then went down to the kitchen to make Jason a large mug of coffee. By the time she arrived with it upstairs, he was out cold. He apparently blames himself for the incident and is finding it hard to deal with.
* * *
Tony was lucky to get away that night. He pulled his car over to the side of the road, hiding out of view while waiting for Carlos to pass him. He waited for a few minutes, but Carlos and the pursuing vehicle did not show up, so he turned around and made his way back the way he had come. He drove a few miles before slowing down when he saw the two cars crash into each other, then ending up in the sand. He saw the mustang approaching and hitting Carlos. After witnessing Carlos shoot Helen and Jason killing Carlos, he silently drove away. Jason had no idea he was being watched by the person responsible for the whole ordeal.
Tony kept in mind that Jason was not the kind of man to mess around with. He clearly had to be extra careful from now on.
After last night, Chief Berks had ordered Jason to take a couple of days off from the case. He knew Jason and Danny were close friends and have been FBI partners for a few years now. Matt wanted Jason to have a clear mind before carrying on with the case. He knew Jason would try and seek out revenge, which would greatly interfere with the investigation.
After giving his full report to Chief Berks, Jason spent most of his free time next to his partner Danny, who was still in a mild coma. Kate accompanied Jason on the hospital visits, and also spent the afternoons with him having lunch and also shared some time in the evenings with his daughter Sally.
It was then Sally mentioned Travis to her. She told her they had met while they were on campus at the university and enjoyed each others company very much. Sally asked Kate not to tell her father that Travis was more than just a friend. She wanted to wait for the right moment to come along before telling him. Kate agreed to keep it a secret between them.
Sally was spending more and more time with Travis after school. They would drive up to Miami university where they would spend hours in his dorm sharing notes from their anthropology classes. Both students had deep feelings for each other, but Travis felt she was not yet ready to take the kissing and cuddling one step further. He respected her wishes, knowing Sally was a very special person to him and knew she would let him know when she was ready.
Travis had almost forgotten about the last ritual they had together with Jackie and Tony, when one day she reminded him about her mother and asked him to set up another meeting with Tony.
It seemed to Travis that everything was on hold. Tony hasn’t contacted him in the last couple of days, and Sally hasn’t mentioned her mother until now. He has been sleeping in his dorm and the last time he was at Tony’s house was at the ritual. He liked things how they were, and now things were stirring up again.
“How come you want to contact your mother again Sally?” asked Travis as he took hold of her hand.
“I don’t know. I’m getting this feeling she needs to tell me something. I saw her in one of my dreams where she seemed to be calling out to me.”
“Are you sure about this? Shouldn’t we leave it for another time?” Said Travis, trying to change her mind.
She looked at him and said, “okay, I can wait a few more days I guess.”
* * *
Two days had passed by when Jason received a call from Patricia, Danny’s girlfriend.
“Jason, he’s awake! Come quickly! He’s asking for you.”
Jason was out of the house in a matter of minutes. He gave a call to Kate, who was to meet him at the hospital. As they entered the private room where Danny was being held, they saw him sitting up in bed.
“Hey buddy! You’re back. How are you feeling?” Asked Jason.
“I feel great except for this pain in my chest. Will be up in no time,” said Danny rubbing his hand over his bandages.
“You take all the time you need. The Chief has given us a few days off from the case. As soon as you feel fit for work we can continue where we left off,” Jason said.
After an hour or so of chatting, Kate and Patricia went down to the cafeteria for a cup of coffee. Danny said to Jason.
“I’ve been waiting to tell you something Jason. I didn’t want to bring it up in front of Pat.”
Jason moved closer to Danny.
“What is it Danny?”
“There were two vehicles that night. The first one was a black BMW. I’m positive the pickup truck was following it. I didn’t manage to see the driver, but I still remember the registration plate.”
Jason looked for a pen and paper ready to write it down.
“You don’t need to write it down. I’m sure you won’t forget it,” said Danny.
Jason looked down at Danny. “What is then?” He asked.
“Clairvoyant,” said Danny.
“You mean like in psychic?” Asked Jason.
Danny tried to sit up straight, eager to tell Jason before Patricia and Kate came back.
“I believe we’re dealing with the same person who had Helen abducted. I’m sure he is also responsible for the deaths of those two girls,” said Danny, now feeling the pain from his wound as he tried to move.
Just then, Kate and Patricia entered the room. Pat sensed something was wrong by the looks on the guy’s faces.
“Hey! Don’t strain yourself. You need to rest. Work will have to wait for now,” she said, looking at Jason.
He got the message and thought it best to leave.
“Hey Danny. Kate and I will be leaving now. You take it easy and get some rest.”
Jason and Kate said their goodbyes, leaving Patricia and Danny alone. As they were walking down the hospital corridors, they passed Dr. Tony Barrette, who immediately recognized Jason. He took out his cell phone hiding his face from view while pretending to answer a call. Tony then realized Jason must be visiting the FBI agent brought in last night.
* * *
At the office, Jason searched for the registration name of the BMW and soon found details to whom it was registered to. He explained to Kate what Danny had told him.
“Kate, it’s me Jason. That number plate is registered to a Dr. Tony Barrette. His residence is a couple of hours drive from here. I’m going over there to take a look.”
“Jason! Don’t go alone. Ask Chief Berks to send someone with you.”
“I don’t need anyone with me. I work better when I’m alone. Don’t worry about me,” said Jason half way out the office.
* * *
Back at the hospital, Tony decided to pay Danny a visit. He wanted to see if Danny recognized him from that night. As he approached the ward, he saw the room being guarded by a police officer who was standing outside the doorway. Tony unclipped his identification badge from his white coat, placing it in his pocket. He had no problem entering the room as the police officer assumed he was checking up on his patient. Patricia had just left, and Danny was about to fall asleep when he saw the doctor at the foot of his bed holding his medical chart.
“Agent Langley. How are you feeling?” asked Tony.
Danny did not answer at once. He looked at Tony for a few seconds before answering.
“I’m feeling fine doc. Just a bit drowsy and my head is killing me!”
Tony was not entirely sure if Danny did or did not see his face as he overtook him that night.
“It’s quite normal feeling that way after what you went through. I will get the nurse to give you something for that headache, but you must try to rest now.”
Tony replaced the chart and walked calmly out of the room. He wondered if agent Langley was pretending not to recognize him. It was a chance he did not want to take. Tony decided to leave work early that day to play it safe, making sure not to run into Danny’s partner Jason if he decided to return.
* * *
It was just a few minutes before noon when Jason arrived at Tony’s house. He parked his mustang on the opposite side of the street and went over to the gate, pressing the intercom button on the side of the wall. He waited a few seconds before pressing it again. No one was home. Jason had no intention of leaving before checking out his suspect. So he went back to his mustang and waited until Dr. Barrette returned home.
He was just about to doze off when he heard a car door close on the opposite side of the street. Jason immediately got out and walked over to the person who was about to enter through the front gate.
“Dr. Barrette!” Jason called out.
On hearing his name, Tony turned around to face Jason. He took a step back as he recognized who it was.
“Yes. I’m Dr. Barrette,” said Tony trying to hide his startled look.
“Who are you? And what do you want?” he asked.
Jason took out his FBI badge showing it to Tony.
“I’m special agent Mallock. Would you mind if I ask you a few questions, please?”
Tony tried his best to avoid Jason.
“I’m sorry. Maybe another time. I have just finished work, and I’m rather tired if you don’t mind.”
“Don’t worry, this won’t take long,” said Jason, not backing down.
Tony unlocked the gate and opened it, ready to close it behind him when Jason put his foot between it, preventing Tony from closing.
“All I want to know is where were you three nights ago?” Asked Jason.
Tony stalled for a bit before answering.
“If I remember well, I think I was out for a drive along the coast. I decided a drive would do me good after a stressful day at work. I needed to let off some steam,” said Tony.
He thought it would be better to tell the truth for fear that Danny might have seen him that night.
“Where is it you work? You’re a doctor. A medical doctor?” Continued Jason.
“I’m an Anesthesiologist at Jackson community hospital. Now if you don’t mind, I must go now,” Tony said as he slammed the gate behind him.
Just before Tony turned to walk away.
Jason said, “I know what you are Dr. Barrette! You can’t fool me!”

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

The house was quiet as Tony slammed the front door behind him. The sudden noise got Bruce barking from the rear of the house. Things were not going as planned, and time was running out. According to the Mayan text, the calling of the underworld gods is best performed when the moon is at its brightest and fullest. Tony knew the magnetic force of the moon has always been associated with the spirit world. He missed the last full moon three nights ago but did not intend to miss the next. He thoroughly researched and found out that tonight an event will take place when the moon will be at its brightest and fullest. The last event like this took place about three years ago. Tony had to act quickly, knowing he would not get another shot at this. The only person who can get things moving fast was Travis. Taking out his cell phone, he speed dials Travis. After a few seconds, he answers his phone.
“Hello Tony! What a coincidence. I was thinking of giving you a call.”
“Listen Travis! I need your help!” Said Tony.
Travis looked around to make sure he was alone.
“What is it? Is something wrong?”
“I need you to bring that friend of yours with us tomorrow night for another gathering, what’s her name? Sally is it?” Tony said.
Travis was not getting the picture.
“I thought you took Helen!”
Tony was getting impatient and raised his voice.
“Helen is dead! Carlos shot her three nights ago. He ran into trouble with some FBI agents when we were on our way to the gathering. He had no choice but to shoot her and then the big idiot got himself killed trying to make a run for it. I was lucky to get away unnoticed. Now this FBI agent is starting to ask questions.”
Travis took a while trying to take it all in at once.
“My god Tony! Things are getting out of hand. They’re onto us!”
“Tonight is the only chance we will get at succeeding with the Mayan ritual, and then we can stop for a while until things cool over. I promised you great things if you come along with me. You have seen the past like no one else has. It’s like we traveled through time together. You’re a top student in anthropology, and now you’re on to your master’s degree. With my help from the spirit world, you managed to achieve high grades. If it weren’t for me, you would be living on the streets. You owe me Travis!”
Tony’s words had power over Travis, manipulating him in any way he could.
“Okay! Okay! I will bring her to your place after school. She wants to reconnect with her mother again anyway, and I was going to call you about it, but you called me first,” said Travis.
“Okay, great, then I will see you here later. Make sure it’s just you and Sally and the usual three girls,” said Tony, before hanging up.
* * *
Jason drove home after his encounter with Tony. He thought about Helen and how she ended up dead. He had a gut feeling that Danny was right about this guy Tony. Both cases point in the same direction. It was too much of a coincidence for Helen to be seen with the same person who had abducted her from Mexico and also with the person who seemed to be performing these spiritual meetings.
If only Jason knew that his daughter Sally was about to become involved in the middle of all of this.
As he arrived home, he called out to see if Sally was in. He got no reply and thought she must still be at school. He thought about calling her on her cell, but then changed his mind thinking she might be in the middle of a class, so he called Kate instead.
“It’s me, Jason.”
“Jason, did you go to see this Dr. Barrette?”
Jason said, “he wasn’t at home when I got there, so I waited for him until he came back. The guy is slick and stinking rich also.”
Kate pictured him as some old guy preying on young girls.
“What’s he like? Was he cooperative?”
“Well, he’s about my age, has blond hair, seems to workout, and has the coldest looking eyes I have ever seen. He didn’t want to answer my questions at first, but admitted to his whereabouts that night. He said he just went out for a drive. I’m surprised he told the truth. Oh! And he works at the same hospital where Danny is,” said Jason.
“You think Danny could be in danger?” inquired Kate.
“I don’t think so. He has an officer on watch outside his door, and Patricia is with him most of the time,” Jason said.
* * *
As school came to an end that afternoon, Sally and Jackie walked out together ready to head on home, when Jackie spotted Travis’s car on the opposite side of the road.
“Hey, look who’s here!” She said teasing her friend.
“Hi ladies. How was school?” Travis said.
Sally answered, “it was okay, thanks.”
She noticed something strange about him, the tone in his voice seemed different.
“What do you say we go for a drive,” he asked Sally.
“Hope you don’t mind Jackie. I will see you tomorrow in class,” Sally said with a smile.
Jackie smiled back, taking the hint.
“Go ahead. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Said Jackie with a wink.
They gave each other a hug and Jackie said, “see you Travis, and you take care of her.”
They drove off, waving goodbye.
After a few minutes on the road, Sally asked, “is everything alright? You seem a little strange.”
Travis slowed down and stopped the car.
“I’m fine. I just want to be alone with you. I didn’t want to tell you in front of Jackie.”
“Tell me what?” She asked.
“I’ve arranged for us to meet with Tony again.”
“Really! When can we go?” Said Sally getting excited.
“He said we can go tonight, but to bring you only. That’s why I didn’t want to tell you in front of Jackie.”
“Tonight! I don’t think so Travis. What will I tell my dad? He will never let me, and I can’t lie to him again.”
Travis looked puzzled.
“Sally! You’re nineteen years old. I don’t think your father can stop you.”
Sally said, “yes, I know that, but he’s so over protective with me lately since he’s been working on this case.”
“Case! What do you mean case? You’re saying he’s a cop?” Asked Travis.
Sally continued. “He’s with the FBI! Travis I thought I told you that!”
Travis was looking nervous now.
“No, Sally! You never mentioned he’s an FBI agent. You said he was working a lot lately, but I thought he’s just doing overtime or has two jobs.”
Sally drew back in her seat.
“Why are you so jumpy Travis? I didn’t think it mattered to you what he did. Are you hiding something from me? Are you in trouble?”
Without saying a word Travis started the car and continued to drive. Both were quiet for a couple of miles when Sally asked, “where are we going?”
Travis didn’t answer her. He just kept on driving, picking up speed as he drove.
She then reached for her cell phone.
“Who are you calling Sally?”
“You’re scaring me Travis. Tell me where we’re going, or I will call my father.”
Her eyes were swelling with tears as Travis reached over taking her cell phone and placed it in his jeans pocket.
“Where do you think we’re going? Tony said we had to come tonight, and that’s what we’re going to do. Now sit back and shut up.”
* * *
It was passed school hours, and Sally had not returned home. Jason was getting worried. He tried to reach her by phone, but failed to get through to her. It wasn’t like her not to say where she was going. He knew his daughter well and was sure something was wrong.
* * *
Arriving just after six in the evening, Travis pulled over outside Tony’s house. He opened the car door for Sally to step out. She protested at first but finally gave in to him.
“Sally, this won’t take long and you’ll be home in no time. Just tell your father you stayed at school studying.”
She got out of the car and followed him into the house when a thought passed her mind as they walked into the hallway.
“How come you have a key to the front door?” She asked.
Travis turned towards her. “I live here, that’s why. I spend a lot of time at the university, but this is my home.”
“You never mentioned it to me Travis! What’s going on? Why did you really bring me here?” Said Sally, taking a step backward.
Tony was downstairs in the meditation room preparing things for later when he heard Travis and Sally. He made his way up the basement stairs coming face to face with Sally. As soon as she saw him she bolted for the front door.
Tony quickly shouted out to Travis.
“Stop her for god’s sake!”
Sally made it to the front door, opening it, but did not make it outside. Travis was on her in a flash, taking hold of her wrists pulling her back inside. Sally screamed out as she was dragged back in, but Bruce’s barking drowned her screams. The animal felt the tension inside the house, and sensed the fear also, just like a wolf would sense the fear of a deer being stalked for the kill.
“Take her downstairs before somebody hears her, while I go and get my medical kit,” said Tony.
Sally hysterically flared out with both hands striking Travis across the face.
“Why are you doing this?” She cried out.
The next instant the whole room went black as she felt the anesthetic doing its job.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

While Sally is sedated and bound to a chair in the basement of the house, Travis and Tony prepare things for the night. He wants to perform the ritual tonight while the moon is at its fullest and brightest. Tony then encourages Travis on summoning the other three girls to his house.
As Sally is under the full effect of the anesthetic, she starts to hear her mother’s voice beckoning her to wake up.
“Sally! You have to wake up. I beg you to fight it. Please Sally wake up and get out of there!”
Out of nowhere Sally lets out a loud scream startling Tony, who was packing items into a bag. He immediately felt the energy in the room, knowing it was a spiritual attempt to interact with the unconscious Sally.
As Tony walks over to her, he notices rapid eye movement behind her closed eyes. He places his hand upon her cheek, feeling the energy flowing in her veins. All of a sudden Sally opens her eyes, staring Tony in the face. Startled, he falls backward onto the floor.
“Impossible! The effect of the drug should last at least another couple of hours. Yet you’re fully awake,” said Tony.
She continues to look directly at him, but then after a few seconds she closes her eyes once more.
The others arrive and are quickly informed about the urgency. Tonight will be the only chance for Tony to pass over into the spiritual world and see what’s on the other side of death.
They waste no time and help walk Sally into Tony’s closed van. They sit her in the rear, close the doors and drive off into the night. After a while, she begins to gain consciousness with her mother’s voice still calling out to her. She manages to open her eyes, focusing on the things around her when she feels someone grasping her by the arm. Barely visible she recognizes Travis sitting next to her.
In a low drowsy voice Sally says, “where are we? Where are you taking me Travis? Help me, please!”
He continues to look the other way as she blacks out again.
* * *
Jason is at home pacing around the kitchen after failing to make contact with Sally on her cell phone. He decides to give Jackie a call.
“Jackie! It’s Jason, Sally’s father!”
Jackie takes a deep breath before answering,
“Hi! Mr. Mallock, what’s up?”
“Have you seen Sally? She hasn’t come home, and she isn’t answering her cell phone.”
“She must be with Travis, Mr. Mallock. I haven’t seen her since this afternoon.”
Jason runs his hand through his hair with frustration.
“Travis! Who is Travis?”
“Travis Malone. We met him when we had that overnight stay at the Miami university. I’m sorry Mr. Mallock. I thought you knew!”
Jason heard the tremor in Jackie’s voice.
“Yes, I remember her mentioning his name. You let me know if she gives you a call.”
Jackie rolled her eyes back. She knew Jason was always over protective towards Sally.
“Okay, Mr. Mallock I will,” she said goodbye and hung up.
Jackie then dialed Sally’s cell phone, and after three or four attempts, she finally manages to get through.
Sally’s phone starts to ring after Tony took possession of it. He picks it up to see who is calling her. Jackie’s name is flashing on the screen.
“What do you want honey?” He says sarcastically.
Jackie on the other end is surprised to hear a mans voice.
“Who is this? You’re not Travis. Where’s Sally?”
“She’s behind me sitting next to Travis. We’re all going on a little journey together, and tell her father to stop calling and keep his distance. Sorry, you can’t bid your friend farewell, you’ll be lucky if you see her again,” said Tony.
The line went dead. Jackie could not believe what she just heard. Tears rolled down her face as she tried frantically to phone Jason, but his cell phone is engaged. She sat down and burst into tears.
Jason was on the phone with Kate, who is busy at the lab researching on mediums and the paranormal. She asks Jason to come over, sure she has found something interesting to show him.
“Jason, I think you should come over to the lab. I think I found out some interesting stuff.”
He grabs his car keys.
“Okay, I will be right there.”
While driving as fast as he can to the forensic lab, he informs Kate about Sally’s disappearance, hoping she might know of her whereabouts.
* * *
Meanwhile, Jackie has stopped crying and is now feeling guilty for pushing her friend into a relationship with Travis. She decides to drive over to Tony’s place, hoping to find out where he has taken her best friend.
It takes nearly an hour when she arrives at the house. Jackie stops right in front of the gate and waits a while, looking for any sign of movement from inside. The house is large and scary giving her the shivers as the hairs on her neck start to rise. She courageously steps out of the car and slowly opens the unlocked gate. A small breeze picks up twirling fallen leaves in a spiral formation, making the place even more creepy than it already is. Jackie speeds up her pace and heads over to the living room window. She looks inside the dark room not able to see anything. She then applies pressure on the window, and it slowly opens a few inches.
“This guy can’t be bothered to lock up. I bet the front door is unlocked also. I just hope he doesn’t have a burglar alarm.”
Jackie climbs through the window and walks around the living room. She notices things she failed to see the last time. The furniture is old fashioned medieval. She looks at the portraits on the wall and the family photos on the mantle piece. She soon realizes this place must have been his parent’s house that he inherited from them.
Jackie enters the hallway, and to her left, she sees a door leading down to the basement. She descends the flight of stairs to face another door. She turns the handle, and it slowly opens making a squeaky sound as it reveals the room inside. The light is still on, and one of the chairs has been knocked over. It seems someone was in a hurry to leave. The room is quite large with wooden paneling covering the walls. A large table stands in the middle of the room, and in the corner sits a leather couch. To the right stands a bookcase, with a large collection of titles about the supernatural and the afterlife. Jackie knows where she is and what this room is used for. She is inside Tony’s private meditation room, where he would lay on the leather couch as he connects with the spiritual world.
Jackie notices something under the table. She bends down to retrieve a jacket that she immediately recognizes. Tears swell in her eyes as she holds onto Sally’s jacket, picturing her friend being taken away in a hurry.
She begins to search through the drawers, scattering its contents onto the table in a desperate frenzy to find something that might lead her to where Sally is. Next she begins to remove books from their shelves, not caring about the noise as they land with a thud on the floor. Jackie opened the last of the drawers when she noticed it somewhat different than the others. It wasn’t as deep, but still has the same length. At the back of the drawer, she felt a small latch and slowly unclasps it. Immediately the bottom of the drawer lifts up. Jackie removes the false bottom to discover photographs of young girls about her age with dates written on the back. Beneath the pile of pictures are notes, documents, birth certificates and an old notebook that she takes and slides in her jeans pocket.
Jackie makes a move to leave; afraid someone might come back. She turns towards the door when she suddenly stops frozen in her tracks. Goosebumps emerge all over her body as she hears a deep growling sound coming from the top of the basement stairs. The stair lights are off, and all she can see is a pair of bright eyes staring at her. She wonders if her mind is playing tricks on her, or maybe what she is seeing is just reflections from the lights in the room. Jackie closes her eyes for a few seconds, but the sound gets louder. She then looks up again to see the pair of eyes descending slowly towards her. She realizes that this is for real and something very large is making its way down the stairs approaching her closer and closer.
Just a few paces from the door, Jackie tries to make a run in an attempt to close it, but can’t seem to get herself to move. She is frozen with fear, and not able to move her legs. It smells the fear inside her, and the heavy pounding of feet is heard on the wooden stairs as it rushes down towards Jackie. It’s half way down, racing towards her. She screams out with tremendous fear, but pulls out of it. She races for the door, slamming it shut just in time to hear a loud thud against the wood. Trembling, Jackie falls to her knees. Her heart is racing, pounding in her chest as she sits with her back against the door. She can hear the animal scratching from the other side as if trying to find a way in.
Jackie screams out in frustration.
“Leave me alone! Go away!”
The growling only gets deeper and louder. She begins to pound with her fists on the door, screaming and shouting at the same time hoping to scare the thing away.
After five minutes of her efforts, she stops to listen. Then there is complete silence, no growling, no scratching at the door. Has she managed to scare the thing away, or is it waiting for her to open, ready to attack at the slightest chance.
Not risking opening the door, she looks for another way out. Without making a sound, Jackie backs away very slowly. She stops to think. She’s in a basement, and every room must have a window.
Orientating herself, she moves to the opposite wall of the room, quite certain it being an outside wall. Jackie feels the wooden paneling hoping to feel a draft between the cracks. Midway from the wall, she moves her hand upwards. She then takes a chair and stands on it, reaching up as high as she can. In the upper right-hand corner she finds what she is looking for, a ventilation hole.
“There has to be a window here behind the paneling!”
She looks around for something heavy and spots a paper weight on the table. She takes it and begins to pound with it against the wall above her head, trying to find a weak point. Just to the left of the wall the paper weight manages to split open a panel large enough for her hand to pass through. About a foot inside Jackie can feel the smoothness of glass.
“Found it!” She says with relief.
Jackie stops to listen. She can hear that deep animal sound again. Slowly she turns around and to her amazement the door handle begins to turn.
“Shit! What is that thing? It’s opening the damn door now!”
Jackie has to move fast, any moment it will be inside the room. She quickly pulled out her hand from the crack in the wall, tearing out a piece of her flesh, causing a deep gash in her arm. Jackie continues to pound the wall with the paper weight as blood drips from her wound. After making a large enough opening for her to pass through, she pulls away pieces of wood until the window is revealed. The door starts to creak open, but she races to it slamming it shut again.
Jackie is out of breath panting heavily. She takes a look through the keyhole seeing only darkness on the other side. She was about to turn away when suddenly the animals large eyes are looking straight at her. Screaming with fright she gets up and rushes to the window. She grabs and twists the handle and pushes it open. Jackie steps up onto the window sill, when suddenly the door bursts open as she is about half way out. The sound of the animal can be heard racing across the room towards her. Looking back, she sees the massive head of the huge Rottweiler. She manages to scramble out of the window just in time, but her left foot gets caught between the window frame and the wooden panel. The pain Jackie felt was horrendous as the animal sank its large teeth into her flesh. Lashing out with her other foot, she delivers a hard blow to the devil dog’s sensitive nose. It yelps out in pain, releasing her ankle. Jackie is on her feet limping as fast as the pain will allow her. Finally, she reaches the safety of the gate. The taste of fresh blood drives the animal insane, its howling is terrifying.
Luckily, Jackie has managed to escape certain death.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Jason arrives at the FBI forensic lab to find Kate buried in her laptop.
“What have you found?” Asked Jason.
She turns her laptop screen so he can take a look.
“It says here that when the moon is at its fullest, it increases the medium’s ability to interact with spirits and the world of the dead. Take a look outside. The moon hasn’t been this bright in years.”
Jason didn’t care much about the moon and all this medium crap.
His cell phones rings.
“It’s Jackie!” said Jason,
“Jackie, has she called you?”
Crying and trying to talk at the same time is making it difficult for Jason to understand a word she is saying.
“Jackie Calm down, it’s okay, what’s wrong? Are you alright?”
She takes a deep breath and starts over.
“Mr. Mallock, I’m so sorry, I didn’t know.”
Jason looks at Kate.
“What didn’t you know?”
“Tony Barrette and Travis are working together. They have taken Sally!”
“Where are you Jackie? Has she contacted you?”
“I tried to call her on her phone, and after I don’t know how many times, someone finally answered, but it wasn’t Sally. He has her Mr. Mallock. Tony has Sally and is taking her somewhere.”
“Jackie where are you? I’m coming to pick you up,” said Jason.
“On my way to the hospital emergency,” responded Jackie.
“Why? What happened Jackie?”
She tries to hold back the tears.
“I went over to Tony’s house, and his guard dog attacked me while I was searching the place.”
Jason raises his voice, but Kate squeezes his arm trying to calm him down.
“Jackie are you crazy? Going alone to that mad man’s house is insane. Kate and I are coming to meet you at the hospital,” said Jason.”
“Okay, Mr. Mallock. I just arrived at the emergency ward. Bye for now.”
Jackie hung up and went to seek medical help.
* * *
Inside the van, Sally regains consciousness and is now fully awake. She tries to break her bonded hands, but the nylon zip-ties are too thick. It’s dark inside, and she can hardly make out the persons opposite her, but recognizes Travis sitting next to her.
“Travis help me! What’s going on? Where are we?” She asks.
Travis grips her arm, squeezing it tight.
“Shut up, will you. If Tony sees you struggling, he will only sedate you again.”
“What do you mean? Why aren’t you helping me?” She asked.
One of the persons in the van spoke. “Travis! Shut her up will you, before I do.”
Sally has heard that familiar voice before.
“Who is that? I know that voice!”
The person stands up switching on the interior light. Sally starts to lash out, striking a blow to Rosie’s stomach, who bends over in pain.
“You bitch! You were both playing me all along,” yelled out Sally.
She recognizes the two other girls, also from Miami university, but has never spoken to them before. Rosie stands up slapping Sally hard across the cheek. Travis intervenes and stands between them.
“That’s enough the both of you, now sit down before a make you.”
Rosie sits down, holding her stomach from the pain. She was always jealous of Sally and had a huge crush on Travis. She felt Sally had gotten between them, hoping one day Travis will be hers.
Sally backs away and sits down, wondering if Travis had really loved her or was it just an act for him to convince her in participating in the medium sessions.
Flashbacks pass in front of her eyes as she remembers the fun they had together and when they kissed and cuddled in his dormitory room. It is so hard to believe he was playing her all along. She looks at him with a deep sadness in her eyes, wondering why he is doing this to her.
She turns to him pleading for an answer. “Help me Travis, please! It’s not like you, I know it!”
He turns towards her and unexpectedly takes hold of her, placing his lips on hers, kissing her for a few seconds. Sally is taken by surprise but responds to the kiss, hoping he has changed his mind. After they kiss he slowly backs away. Sally’s expression of sadness quickly turns to fear as she sees the back of his hand coming down towards her, hitting her hard across the face. She spins around from the blow, falling to the floor of the van.
Travis now stands above her as he looks over at Rosie, who is smiling, happy he is back to his usual self again. She enjoys the wild side of him and hates Sally for turning him into some soft, pathetic schoolboy in love. The sound of Sally falling catches Tony’s attention. He looks through the glass window that separates the cabin from the rear.
He slides the window open.
“For Christ’s sake Travis! we want her alive, not dead!”
Travis then helps her back up onto her seat, but she pushes him away crying from his sudden outburst.
They keep driving along the coast road for another twenty minutes, when Tony starts to slow down and pulls over, stopping near the side of the road overlooking the cliffs. He gets out to take a look, but comes back after a few minutes, parking the van on the opposite side of the road out of view between some trees.
“We’re here. Everybody out!” he says.
The rear doors open, and Travis steps out first, followed by the two other girls Krissy and Stacy. Rosie tries to pull Sally out by her leg, but she holds onto one of the seats. Travis steps up, taking hold of her other leg and jerks her out landing her flat on her stomach.
Tony pushes Travis aside and kneels down next to her saying, “I can make it a lot easier for everyone. All I have to do is get my little black pouch, and you’ll be out like a light bulb.”
It’s around 10:15 in the evening and the moon has lit up the night sky making it clearly visible as they follow Tony over to the other side of the road. The view overlooking the sea is incredible as the whole horizon shines like glittering diamonds. All were curious to why they have stopped at this place. There is no beach within thirty miles, just cliff and rock.
Travis is the first to speak. “Tony! What now? Why have we stopped here?”
Everybody turns to look at him; even Sally is curious to know why they have stopped at this specific spot. Tony waits a few seconds before answering.
“Follow me, we’re not there yet,” said Tony.
He jumps over the low boundary wall and slowly walks down a narrow pathway just visible between the grassy slope. Travis takes his position at the rear behind Sally, making sure she doesn’t try to bolt off. After a while, they arrive near the seas edge of a small rocky bay. Suddenly Tony jumps down between some large rocks, then reappears with a rope in his hand. From behind a large rock he pulls in sight a twenty foot open-top boat which he rented a few days ago and hid it here for tonight.
Travis comes forth, taking the line from Tony. One by one they enter the boat with Travis casting off. Sally looks behind her as Tony slowly steers the boat away from the shore. She wonders however is her father going to find her now.
* * *
Meanwhile, Jason and Kate accompanied by Jackie drive away from the hospital after having decided they all go back to Tony’s house. Jason has made it clear that Jackie is to remain in the vehicle while he and Kate take another look around, certain he will find a lead to his daughter’s whereabouts.
According to Jackie, the group must have all left in a hurry with the possibility of having left something important behind. Before arriving at the house, Jason contacts Chief Berks, who has every agent working on the case. He also has back-up from the local Miami P.D. Leaving inspector Andrews in charge. Two police officers are stationed outside Danny’s room, making sure he doesn’t have any unexpected guests. Other officers are questioning anyone who has come in contact with Tony over the last few days, hoping he might have revealed his plans to them.
Jason pulls up just in front of the gate. He steps out of the car followed by Kate, leaving Jackie behind in the safety of the car. Before they leave, she reminds him about the guard dog inside the house. Peering through the closed gate, he and Kate can’t see the animal anywhere. They slowly open the gate being very cautious not to make a sound. Once inside, Kate carefully checks their rear for any sudden movement while proceeding across the lawn. They come to the basement window from where Jackie had escaped. Jason takes a look inside the basement room, then gives the okay sign to Kate. As he is about to enter through the open window, Kate places her hand upon his shoulder for him to stop.
Jackie, who is looking out of the car window, sees a dark shadow moving from the other side of the garden. It’s the dog, and it’s heading for Jason and Kate. The animal must have been in its kennel somewhere on the other side of the garden, hidden away in the dark. Jackie quickly rushes out of the car completely forgetting her injured ankle. She falls to the ground screaming at the top of her voice. Both Jason and Kate look to see where she is pointing. Then they see a large dark shape coming at full pace towards them. Jason quickly helps Kate through the window, then he also jumps through, closing it behind him. The glass window is the only thing standing between the rottweiler’s massive jaws and Jason’s face. He is lucky he left Jackie on watch, or otherwise the huge animal would have easily overpowered him. The animal’s barking and drooling mouth causes Kate to tremble in fear. Covering her ears, she turns and looks the other way while Jason manages to replace the loose panels covering the window, shutting the dog out of view. They smile at each other with relief as the barking, and snarling sounds are muffled behind the wooden boards. Jason puts his arms around Kate calming her down until her shivering body subsides.
They look around the room, searching through drawers and shelving. Finding nothing out of the ordinary, Jason stops and walks out of the room to where the stairs lead up to the upper level. He notices the ceiling in the hallway is higher than the room they are in. To his left are two other closed doors. Jason opens the first door, steps inside and turns on the light. On the far side of the room are two large washing machines and a tumble dryer. On the other side are shelving with cans of paint and some tools. He finds nothing of interest and backs out closing the door behind him. Kate continues looking through the few remaining drawers, while Jason tries to open the other closed door which seems to be locked, so he attempts to pick it. He tries a couple of times but does not manage to unlock the damn door. Jason swears to himself, takes a couple of steps back and kicks the door open, knocking the broken lock and handle across the room. He turns on the lights to an empty room, except for a large Persian carpet spread out in the center. Jason was about to walk out when he noticed something protruding from under the carpet. He bends down and lifts up a corner that is covering some kind of drawing. With one swift pull, he swipes the carpet away revealing a large pentagram just like they found tattooed on the dead girls bodies. Jason walks around it, then steps in the middle. He begins to imagine Tony performing his rituals with participants of his choice, unaware what they are getting themselves into. He clears his mind as he hears Kate calling out to him from the other room.
“Jason! I think I’ve found something, come hurry!”
He hurries out of the room to find Kate staring up at the false ceiling.
“What is it? What have you found?” He asks.
Kate points up to the ceiling.
“Yes the ceiling is false, I know that,” said Jason.
“Turn off the lights,” said Kate, still pointing up at the ceiling.
Jason turns off the lights and looks up in amazement as he sees the whole ceiling lit up like the night sky, revealing all its stars just like you would see in a planetarium.
“My god!” said Jason, “what is it?”
He went next to Kate, who is also awestruck at what they are seeing.
“This is amazing,” she said.
Kate moves over to the door and turns the lights on again.
“You can’t see anything in the light, only when it’s dark,” she said.
Jason noticed two large reflector lights on the walls, but no lights hanging from the ceiling.
“It’s phosphor, just like the luminous face of a watch. The more light it absorbs, the more it brightens up,” said Jason.
Kate, again turns the lights off, and the whole ceiling comes to life.
“We’re looking at the night sky, right? But what does it mean? Why create all of this?” Asked Jason.
Twenty minutes has passed, and Jackie is still waiting for them in the car as the Rottweiler prowls around the large garden. She tries calling Sally again but gives up after a few minutes. She prays her friend is alright and is still alive.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

The boat was nearing its destination as Tony kept it at full throttle, gliding over the calm sea with ease. Sally recognized her cell phone ring tone. She saw Tony take one look at who was calling, then he threw the phone into the sea when he saw Jackie’s name flashing on the display. Everyone had their eyes on her phone as it slowly sank into the dark depths. Sally sees an opportunity to get up and charge at Tony, who has only one hand on the boats steering wheel. She rams herself at him, causing the vessel to turn suddenly, catching everyone off balance. Travis topples over onto Rosie knocking her overboard. She screams in panic as she hits the water, but manages to brace the impact and is seen waving her arms out for help. The two girls at the back managed to grab hold onto the boats rails. Travis gets to his feet just in time to see Sally about to jump into the sea with her hands still bound together. He knew she would sink to the bottom like a rock. He reaches out, grabbing her from her jeans pocket, pulling her back down onto the deck of the boat. She struggles to break free from his grip.
Travis shouts out at her, “are you crazy? You could have drowned.”
He held onto her until she calmed down.
“I would rather die by my own hands, then die by a scumbag like you!” Said Sally furiously.
Tony slowed the boat down, and then he took Sally by her hair.
“You will pay for this! Your time will soon come,” he said.
He pulled her into the front seat next to him.
“Tie her hands to the rail, and help Rosie back into the boat.”
Travis helps Rosie back in. Her face is a mess with makeup streaking down her eyes. She also lost her glasses but could make out Sally sitting in the front seat with a wide grin on her face.
“You bitch! What are you smiling at? Just you wait until I get my hands on you,” she said as she tried to pounce on Sally like a wild cat after its prey.
Travis managed to stop her in the nick of time.
“Whoa..! There Rosie, you’ll get your turn once we’re back on land,” said Travis.
At the rear of the boat, Krissy and Debbie kept amazingly calm.
Sally turned to Travis, asking, “what’s wrong with those two weirdos?”
He looked back at the two girls, then back at Sally. “Too much weed I guess.”
Tony made sure they were all seated before he pushed the throttle forward, continuing their journey. The wind was slowly picking up causing the sea to swell. The boat hurdled over the waves landing back down with a thud. One thing Tony did not calculate was the weather. He knew the gravitational pull of the moon would be much stronger and would have a bigger effect on the tides, but he forgot to check the weather report. He had no idea what he was heading into.
* * *
Over at Tony’s house things were not going anywhere, and Jackie was growing impatient waiting in the car. She got out and dialed Jason’s cell phone number.
It rang for a few seconds.
“Yes Jackie! Are you alright?” Came Jason’s voice.
“I’m okay, how about you guys? Have you found anything yet?”
Jason looked up at the ceiling.
“I believe we have, but we can’t figure out what it is, or what it means!”
Jackie looked puzzled.
“I don’t understand!” She said.
“Well, you have to be here to see what I mean. We found something printed on the ceiling, but Kate and I can’t figure it out. It seems to be some kind of map or chart of the night sky,” said Jason.
Jackie bit down on her lip.
“I’m coming in to take a look,” she said.
Jason quickly dismissed the idea.
“Forget it Jackie! You’re injured, and what about that damn dog outside? You can’t outrun it. That thing will tear you to pieces in no time.”
Jackie swore to herself.
“We can distract it away from the window somehow.”
On the other end of her cell phone, she could hear Kate talking to Jason.
“Do you think she can understand what this is?” She said to Jason.
Jackie answered before Jason could respond.
“Tell Kate if it’s a map or chart of some sort, then I have a chance of figuring it out. My father owns a yacht, and he frequently taught me how to navigate and read charts,” said Jackie.
Jason and Kate both agreed with Jackie’s decision. Time was running out, and they had to act fast. Jason thought of a way how to distract the animal away from the window, and trap it inside the house. If they left it outside, then they will all be stuck inside with that beast tracking their every move from the outside.
“Mr. Mallock are you there?” Said Jackie, still waiting for an answer.
“Yes, I’m still here. Listen, I’m going into the house and out through the front door. I will try and lure the dog inside the house. I need you to close the front door as soon as it is inside.”
Jackie thought for a few seconds. She put pressure on her ankle, which hurt under her weight, but was bearable to run on over a short distance. The only thing that worried Jackie was if the animal picked up her scent, and turned on her. She surely won’t be able to outrun it with her injured ankle, but she knew it was a risk she had to take.
“Okay, I’ll do it!” She said.
Jason removed the wood paneling exposing the glass window. Next he started banging his fist on the glass to get the dog’s attention. After a few knocks, the animal was swiftly back, snarling and barking like a mad dog with rabies.
“You are an ugly mutt aren’t you?” Said Jason as he backed away from the glass.
Kate gave him a hug before he ran upstairs.
“Stay here and try to keep it at the window,” he said.
As Jason moved slowly through the dark house, he could see every detail of furniture and item without the risk of turning on the lights. Jason wanted to make sure the dog stayed at the basement window. The house was quiet and had a cold, eerie feeling that Jason hated about these dark old houses. The furniture was old-fashioned and made the place even darker, reminding him of a mortuary. Down in the basement Kate kept her distance looking straight into the animal’s eyes, she could almost read its mind as it stared back at her. An animal like this had only thing on its mind, it had an instinct to kill.
Waiting outside with her hands on the gate stood Jackie looking out for Jason’s signal. She could see the animal in the distance and hear it barking. She wondered why Jason doesn’t just shoot the damn thing and get it over with. Then again, she knows that it’s against the law to shoot an animal especially when you’ve broken into someone’s property. Jason knew what he was doing, and she trusted him on doing it the right way.
Across the garden, she saw the front door of the house slowly open, then saw Jason as he stepped out from the safety of the house. He looked across the lawn at Jackie, who was about fifty yards away ready to enter the garden. She pointed to where the dog was. He cautiously walked out onto the front porch in the direction Jackie showed him. Jason was now just twenty yards away from the vicious animal, ready to turn and sprint as soon as it spotted him. A light breeze was blowing from behind Jason towards the animal, which was enough for it to pick up his scent. The size of the Rottweiler made Jason nervous. He was now having second thoughts whether to shoot it there and then. But instead he took a deep breath while the animal slowly turned its head towards him baring its teeth, saliva drooling from its mouth as it stood still sizing Jason up like a predator would its prey.
Beads of sweat ran down Jason’s forehead as the dog took a step towards him. Jason just stood where he was, not moving an inch.
“Jason! Jason! Run for Christ’s sake!” Shouted out Jackie.
Jackie’s loud screams caused him to turn and run as fast as he could to the front door. She entered the garden, but was waiting for a safe enough distance between herself and the dog to close the door once it entered the house. Jason was just ten yards from the door, but to his disbelief, the door was closed somehow. The dog was catching up to him pretty fast. He reached for the door handle trying to open it, but it wouldn’t open. Jason could hear the animals paws crunching over the loose gravel, expecting any moment now for it to bite into him. Suddenly the dog stopped and ran towards the gate after Jackie, who was jumping and shouting trying to attract the animals attention. To Jason’s relief it was working. Then it stopped again, looking back at Jason and then over to Jackie. The damn thing seemed to be calculating distance, choosing between Jason and Jackie. It chose Jackie and paced after her. Jackie was not taking any chances; she fled to the open gate and bolted it shut behind her. Blood was seeping through her bandaged ankle with every step she took. She sat down on the pavement peering through the fence over at Jason, who managed to open the front door. The dog stopped short of the chase as it saw Jackie behind the closed gate. It then went for Jason again, who was now inside the house. He made sure the door didn’t close on its own again, and then opened the door leading to the basement. Jason looked back as the dog entered the house, expecting Jackie to close the front door once the animal was inside, but the door remained open. Their plan had failed and were back to where they started.
Suddenly he heard Kate shouting, “Jason! Close the basement door behind you!”
She then shut the front door, trapping the animal inside.
Kate ran towards Jackie, who was sitting on the pavement holding her ankle.
Jackie said, “god! That was close. I couldn’t make it to the door. I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay Jackie. I saw what happened, now lets patch your ankle up again,” said Kate.
Kate dressed clean bandages over Jackie’s wound. “Do you think you can make it inside?” She asked her.
“Yes, I think so with your help.”
Jackie stood up and limped with Kate’s help over to the basement window.
“Hey, Jason we made it!”
“Yes, we did, but are you alright?” He asked looking at her ankle.
“I’m alright now. Kate changed my bandage, and the pain is residing.”
Jackie sat down, taking the weight off her feet. Jason was ready to turn the lights off once she was seated.
“Here it goes,” said Jason.
All three of them looked up at the ceiling as it sparkled to life.
“Jesus! This is awesome! Just like a planetarium!” Said Jackie smiling.
Jason impatiently glanced at his watch.
“Can you make anything out of it Jackie? Is it a star chart? Or some navigational map?” He asked.
She studied it for a minute or so before replying, “well, I think it’s a bit of both!” She said with excitement.
“We know ancient civilizations used the stars to navigate from one place to another, from old maps and weird navigational tools that were discovered.”
Jason and Kate listened with interest.
“Yes, I know,” said Jason, eager for her to get to the point.
Kate asked, “tools! What kind of tools?”
“It’s hard to explain. Some used strings and shells, even sticks to construct maps, but most ancient civilizations used the stars,” explained Jackie.
She pointed to a cluster of stars on the ceiling.
“Look! There’s Orions belt, and that’s the big dipper. The brightest star is the north star, and it’s that star the ancient sailors used the most.”
Jason asked her, “okay, but can this sky map help us in any way?”
Jackie looked up at the ceiling, knowing something was missing, but couldn’t quite get hold of it. She fumbled in her jacket pocket for a smoke to help calm her nerves. Her fingers touched a small item she had in her pocket. Jackie took it out, holding a small notebook she had found earlier while looking through Tony’s drawers and cabinet shelves.
Jason saw the notebook and asked, “what is that?"
She opened it turning the first few pages.
“It’s a notebook that I found earlier on when I came here alone.”
Kate came over to take a look.
“It has some names written down. All girls names,” she said.
After reading out a few of the names, she noticed next to each name was some form of dots, and each of the names had a different pattern of dots.
“My god!” Said Kate, “look! These patterns of dots next to the names are just like some of the patterns of stars on the ceiling.”
Jason quickly came to see.
“You’re right! They are the same. Jackie can you match the stars on the ceiling with the ones here in the book?”
Kate gave the book to Jackie.
She read out the first name, “Claire has the star sign of Gemini, and Ruth has the star sign of Taurus.”
Jackie then searched for the signs on the ceiling. She found them both and pointed out to Jason where they were. Jackie matched a few more, then confirmed the book and the star chart on the ceiling correspond with each other, having a clue of some sort.
The chart slowly began to lose its charge of light, so Jason turned the light on again and waited a few minutes before turning them off. He then took the book from Jackie and looked up at the star chart then at the book again. He continued doing this for a few times when suddenly he stopped.
“That’s it! I think I’ve solved it.” He said.
He looked at Jackie and Kate.
“What if the signs next to each of the names correspond to the location where Tony held his ritual for each one of these girls!”
Kate said, “so what you’re saying is, the star map is actually a chart showing where Tony has previously killed before?”
Jason placed the book on the table and showed them what he meant.
“Look, if we cross off each girls name and the star sign next to that name, we will be left with a few unmarked signs on the ceiling chart. The remaining star signs could be the location where he is taking Sally!”
They started crossing off names until they were left with five star signs, meaning there are five different places left where Tony could be.
Jason said, “now we have to calculate the location of these five places.”
Jackie wrote down the signs and calculated the positions and distances from each point. She managed to roughly work out the longitudes and latitudes. Kate found it interesting to how Jackie managed to calculate longitudes and latitudes when she knew that these coordinates are for maps of the earth. Latitude measures how far north or south of the equator a place is and longitude measures how far east and west a place is on the earth’s surface.
Jackie explains, “it’s quite simple really. My father studied star maps and passed it on to me. I never thought I would need this kind of information, but he persisted that I knew these things if I wanted to sail with him. There are imaginary lines of latitude and longitude in the sky as well, just like the earth has, but we substitute latitude with declination and longitude with right ascension. They then are measured in hours instead of degrees.”
Jason looked over at Kate, and both guessed Jackie knew her homework.
“Hey, if we had a GPS system we can pinpoint the exact locations of the remaining star signs,” said Jackie.
“What about a car’s GPS? Will that work?” Asked Jason.
“We can give it a try,” suggested Kate.
Jason climbed out the window and ran to his car, looking around to make sure that monster of a dog had not gotten out somehow. He reached the car and unplugged the GPS from its cradle. The screen remained on thanks to the backup battery it had.
Jackie gave him the first coordinates, and he punched them into the GPS. The first readings gave a location way too far for Tony to travel in just one night. He entered the remaining coordinates while Kate wrote down the locations. Out of the five remaining entries, only two were in the vicinity of the Miami area.
“I just hope we’re on the right track. We won’t get another shot at this. The ritual has to take place tonight, and Tony will be long gone after. I just hope Sally is still alive,” said Jason.
Kate came over to him taking his hand in hers.
“I’m sure we’re right about this. Sally’s a smart girl and she might find a way to contact us,” said Kate.
“Okay, let’s see how we can decide which one of these two locations is the best to take. The first one is up north and further away from the remaining location,” said Jason.
He took out his cell phone and dialed Chief Berks number.
“Matt! It’s me, Jason. We found some information to where Tony might be going. Write down these coordinates, and please send someone to check it out. I will be on my way to check out another place that is closer to where we are.”
Matt wrote down the coordinates and sent one of the agents to check it out.
“Jason, I will be sending a team of our men. I will contact inspector Andrews to assist them. Keep in contact and be careful, that man is crazy and has no limit of control.”
“Okay Matt, and thanks,” Jason said.
“Let’s get a move on before we’re too late,” said Jason.
They helped Jackie out of the window and hurried across the lawn. The Rottweiler can still be heard barking and snarling behind the front door. Jason closed the gate behind him.
He looked back saying, “we will come for you later. You’re heading for the dog’s home, you ugly mutt.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

The wind was picking causing sea swells to reach over a yard in height. Each wave soaked everyone on board to the bone. Water covered the boat deck and was slowly rising up to their ankles. Tony pushed on just the same. He was not going to turn around and miss this once in a lifetime opportunity. He reckoned they should reach land in ten minutes, maybe more if the weather continued to get worse. The cause of this sudden surge of weather was unknown, and Tony assumed it could be the effect of the moon, or just bad luck on this particular night. Travis was concerned about Sally with her hands bound together; she didn’t stand a chance if the boat capsized.
Tony turned around and shouted out to Travis. “Take out the life jackets from under the seat. Make sure everybody wears one, and for Christ’s sake, cut her hands loose, she won’t be going anywhere in this weather.”
Travis was relieved with Tony’s decision, so he cut the nylon zip-ties, and Sally thanked him with a smile. Stacy and Krissy started to come around as the effects of the drug began to wear off. The rough weather turned their dreamy look into a fearful one. Stacy came to first, realizing where she was for the first time.
She immediately began to panic.
“I can’t swim! We’re all going to drown!”
Krissy tried to calm her friend down, but Stacy lashed out, hysterical with fear. She stood up screaming, causing Tony to turn around, thinking someone might have fallen overboard.
Seeing the commotion, he again shouted out to Travis, “shut that bitch up before she overturns the damn boat!”
Travis understood what Tony wanted him to do, so he stood up and drove his fist into Stacy’s face. On impact, her eyes rolled up into her eye sockets as she slumped face first onto the deck of the boat.
Now it was Krissy’s turn to shout at Travis, “are you crazy? You’ve killed her you sick son of a bitch!”
Travis looked into Krissy’s eyes; she immediately got the message and sat back down. Sally was not an active swimmer, and she looked frightened as the boat dangerously passed over each wave.
She often went with friends for a day at the beach but never wandered into deep water. Travis saw the frightened expression on her face.
“It’s okay Sally. We should be there soon,” said Travis.
She turned to him, saying, “what’s the difference? I don’t stand a chance on land or in the sea. The ending will be the same either way.”
Travis turned away from her, knowing what she said was true. Sally thought of her father, and if she will ever see him again. Her thoughts wandered to her mother, hoping for a sign from her, convincing her everything is going to be alright, but none came. She was alone in this ordeal and had to get out of it fast. She knew her father would stop at nothing for her safe return, but she had to try and stay alive as long as she could. The bad weather was in her favor, delaying them from reaching land. She thought maybe this is how her mother is helping her by slowing the boat down, giving her father more time to find her.
* * *
Jason drove as fast as he could in the direction the GPS was showing. Kate felt the tension within him as she sat up front next to him. Jackie sat in the rear seat, checking her readings she had worked out from the sky chart. She was positive she had figured out the correct locations. Jackie thanked her father for pushing her, making sure she understood how to navigate on her own. The locations they were heading to were a few miles out from the shorelines of Miami. Jason calculated it to be about half an hours drive if they traveled at a reasonable speed. The only problem they had was that the exact coordinates that were showing on the screen were off the GPS chart. Jason decided he would go as far as he could, and see where they end up.
Kate asked Jackie for the notebook she found at Tony’s house. Then she took out Sarah Masters diary comparing names and information from the two books. Kate matched some of the names that dated back a few years. She presumed Tony had been abducting girls for some time now. She was amazed how he managed to get this far without causing suspicion. Sarah Masters diary only contained the names of three girls, while Tony’s notebook had nearly a dozen. Could it be that all these girls were still missing or maybe even dead? There was no way of telling. Tony was wise enough not to write down the girls surnames or ages making it difficult for anyone to find.
Jason checked the time again on his watch. He pushed down hard on the gas pedal reaching speeds of over eighty miles an hour. Jackie buckled up in the rear seat, and Kate held on tight. They were as worried as Jason was, but did not ask him to slow down. Time was against them on getting Sally back before the worse happens.
* * *
Rain began to pour down at an alarming rate, and Tony became concerned about reaching the island with the weather getting worse by the minute. He checked his course and seemed to be heading in the right direction. He then looked back at the others who were all shivering and soaked to the bone. He checked on Sally, who was his prime concern. Without her, all he planned would have been for nothing. Sally amazingly seemed to be taking all of this rather well. She even managed to keep herself partially dry from the rain as if it were avoiding her body. Tony knew she was being watched over by someone.
The waves were increasing in size, and every ten foot the boat moved forward, they were pushed back five. In the distance, he could make out the shape of an island. Tony increased his speed knowing they would soon arrive. Rosie was seasick and threw up in her lap not being able to make it to the boat’s side in time. Stacy was still unconscious with her body rolling back and forth. As for Krissy, she was mumbling to herself. Travis thought she must be praying or something.
Suddenly the boat started to slow down when one of the outboard motors stopped. Tony checked the fuel gauge for that engine that read empty. He calculated the amount of fuel needed to reach the island, but at full throttle and against the waves, the consumption was more than he expected.
Travis realizing what had happened, asked, “will we make it on one engine? Why didn’t you load more fuel?”
Tony turned towards Travis with an angry look on his face.
“Are you afraid Travis? Are you afraid of dying?”
* * *
The GPS began to flash as they approached their destination point. Kate noticed they still had a few more miles to travel, but the GPS was warning them they could not go any further. The coordinates they had entered were to their left, which was the open sea.
Jason hit his fists on the steering wheel.
“Shit! That bastard must be going across the sea. The closest land are the Bahama islands, and there are hundreds of them!” said Jason.
Kate asked Jackie, “are you sure this is right?”
Jackie checked her calculations again.
“Well, we could be off course by a couple of miles, but it’s not that easy to match star charts with land or sea charts. This is the first time I’ve done it, but I’m sure we’re in the right place.”
Jason carried on driving carefully along the coast road, making sure he didn’t miss anything. After about ten minutes, Jackie shouted out, “over there on the other side of the road!”
Jason slammed on the brakes. Showing from beneath the overhanging branches were the rear windows of a large van. They got out, approaching the vehicle with caution as Jason led the way with his firearm drawn.
“Keep behind me,” he said.
He walked over to the driver’s side, pulling the door open to an empty cabin. Next he went to the side door and opened it, again nothing inside.
“Empty! Not a sign of a struggle, nothing.”
He was about to reach for his cell phone to run the vans number plates through to the Miami police for the owners particulars, when Jackie called out.
“Jason! Here look, footprints.”
Jason knelt down to check.
“These are fresh prints, and look! Somebody was dragged on their heels across the road!”
Jackie was the first to reach the other side of the road.
“They start again here, but that’s it, they must have gone over the boundary wall,” she said.
Jason took a look over the three foot wall.
“Jackie! Kate! Over here, there’s a narrow path leading down to the sea.”
He sent Kate to his car for a larger, more powerful flashlight.
Kate said, “we don’t have time to go down and check, and there are no beaches down there, just large rocks.”
Jason took the flashlight and shone its bright light along the pathway and onto the rocks. They could not see anything, except for waves breaking against the large rocks.
“God damn it! A dead end. Tony must have had a boat waiting here,” said Jason.
Suddenly his cell phone started to ring.
“Hey, Jason where are you guys? Matt updated me on the situation,” said Danny.
“Great to hear your voice Danny. I don’t have time to give you all the details, but our location is about thirty miles south on the coast road. We need help fast. I think Tony is on his way to one of the Bahama islands in a boat. We need to get after him somehow!”
Danny remained silent for a few seconds, then said, “okay, Jason, I hear you! Leave it to me. Keep your hazard lights on so I know exactly where you are.”
Jason ran towards his car.
“Danny! Hurry please, time is running out!”
Kate and Jackie looked at Jason waiting for an explanation.
“Jason! What’s going on? What did Danny say? Does he have news about Sally?”
“He’s on his way here. Don’t ask me how? Just trust me okay! Danny is full of surprises, and he has never let me down yet. Give him twenty minutes you’ll see,” said Jason.
Time. Fifteen minutes to midnight and Jason knew Tony had at least a forty-five minute head start on them. His chances were getting slimmer in knowing his daughter’s whereabouts. Tony could be on any one of the many islands of the Bahamas.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Tony reduced speed as he approached the shoreline just two-hundred yards away. The bad weather had passed as suddenly as it had come. They were now entering a narrow passage through the rocks. Tony edged his way in, careful not to hit the boat against the jagged rocks through a clearance of only twenty feet.
He stood up smiling.
“We’re here at last! Now we can continue without any further delays.”
The boat slowly floated across the surprisingly calm waters. The scenery that lay before them was something you would typically see on a post card. Everyone on board, including Sally stared in awe at the most beautiful sight they had ever seen. A beach eighty feet wide, and well over a hundred feet in length stood before them. The sand dazzled beneath the bright moon while on both sides of the beach were rocks reaching over ten feet in height, transforming the whole beach into a basin, free from rough seas and high winds. The whole place resembled the shape of a round wine bottle, entering it through the bottleneck. At the further end of the beach were pebbles increasing in size as you move further up a small slope. The whole place seemed untouched by anyone. A beach paradise shielded from the outside world. Tony discovered this place by accident while flying overhead on a plane he had rented for the day.
The temperature inside this haven was peculiarly warm concerning the bad weather they had just encountered. Sally was as dry as a bone while the others were soaking wet. They all stripped down to their swimwear, letting their clothes dry out on the nearby rocks.
Tony signaled for Travis to unload the equipment from the boat while the others gathered around Sally, making sure she didn’t try anything stupid. Tony searched around the beach, checking if they were alone. He didn’t want any unexpected guests showing up. Not many people knew about this little sanctuary he had discovered, and the only way to get here was by boat. It was more like an enormous rock than an island. During winter times, it would be inaccessible due to the high tides and frequent bad weather. Tony still had no idea from where tonights freak weather came from.
Travis finished unloading the boat, then got Rosie to bind Sally’s hands again. He didn’t want to spend the remainder of the night chasing after her. He then went back to the boat to check how much fuel they had left for the return journey. Travis opened the hold to where the fuel tanks are held. He saw two large tanks, one for each outboard motor. One dial read empty, while the other had just under a quarter of fuel left.
“That’s not enough for us to get back!” He said.
Travis looked around for Tony and saw the beam of a flashlight just beyond the rocks. He jumped off the boat and ran over to him.
“We don’t have enough fuel for the return trip! How are we getting back?” Said Travis.
Tony said, “follow me Travis.”
They went over to some nearby rocks about forty yards away. Tony disappeared behind a large rock and came out dragging two large Jerry cans full with fuel.
“You underestimate me Travis! You think I’m an idiot! I’ve been planning this for weeks. I have enough fuel here to get us to the gulf of Mexico. The only thing I had no control of was the damn weather we experienced on our way here!” Said Tony.
Travis lowered his head. “Okay, I’m sorry! How was I to know what you planned?”
Tony dropped the heavy fuel tanks and placed his arm around Travis’s shoulder.
“Have faith in me, we always managed to work our way out of our past problems. We work as a team and in the end, we are rewarded with what we do. Now help me take these tanks to the boat before the night ends.”
They each dragged a fuel tank and loaded it on board the boat. Tony took out two of his bags that he had preloaded a few days ago. He took out the clothes that he usually wears when performing the ritual, and removed his drenched jeans and top, then put on his ritual garments. They consisted of a white top and trousers, with a robe worn on top. He then took out a large cloth about twelve feet square with a large pentagram printed in the middle. Tony handed it over to Travis, who went over to where the girls were. They helped him spread it out over the warm sand. Sally sat a few feet away watching them lay down the sheet.
Stacy gained consciousness only ten minutes ago with a large bruise visible across her cheek from where Travis struck her. Krissy stayed close to her friend, while Rosie had her eye on Sally, watching her every move. She was confident Travis will be hers after tonight’s ritual.
Tony opened his second bag and took out his small black pouch placing it in his robe pocket. Next he removed a wooden bowl eight inches in diameter, that had some kind of ancient civilization markings written on the side. Tony stepped out of the boat having the front half embedded in the soft sand. He took his place at the top of the pentagram.
“Travis you know what to do,” he said, looking at Sally.
Travis jumped down from the boat, his eyes fixated on her. Things were starting to heat up, and Sally knew time was running out for her. She could be dead in the next hour. She thought of getting up and run, but run where? There was no way off this island. To the front of her was the sea, with sand and rocks on every side. Behind her seemed the only place of escape. She earlier watched Tony and Travis disappear into the darkness before coming back with fuel for the boat. She didn’t have much of a choice but wasn’t just going to sit around and wait for death.
* * *
Jason was becoming impatient, pacing up and down the road checking his cell phone, he couldn’t wait much longer, so he dialed Matt’s number.
“Jason! I just got off the phone with detective Andrews. The location you gave us is a deserted beach near the Florida keys. No sign of anyone here and hardly a vehicle in sight. How about you? Have you found anything?”
Out of frustration Jason kicked the car door.
“We found an abandoned van, partially hidden among the trees. Plenty of footprints around the van, leading down a rough pathway to the sea. I’m sure the van belongs to Dr. Barrette. It seems they vanished into thin air. They either had another vehicle waiting, but I can’t see any tire tracks. My guess is they had a boat hidden among the rocks and headed out to sea. Chief, we’re at a dead end, and I fear the worst!”
Kate came over trying to keep Jason calm.
“Listen Jason! Has Danny contacted you? I received a call from him just fifteen minutes ago. He said he were on his way to pick you up,” said Matt.
Jason quickly looked up and down the road, but still saw no sign of Danny.
“Yes, he must have called me just before he contacted you. I don’t know what he’s up to, and time is running out. We won’t reach her in time…..”
Jason’s voice trailed off, when out of nowhere a huge gust of wind came from beyond the treetops, causing Jason and the others to shield themselves from flying leaves and debris. Suddenly they were blinded by a bright light. Jason then recognized the sound of helicopter blades slicing through the air. To their amazement an FBI chopper was hovering above them, slowly descending in the middle of the road with its searchlight partially blinding them as someone opened the side door.
“Hey you guys! Come on get in!”
Jason recognized that voice anywhere; it was Danny.
“Boy am I glad to see you!” shouted Jason.
He then turned to Kate and Jackie. “You two go back. Take my mustang. I will keep in touch as soon as I can.”
Danny shouted out to Jason, “now let’s go and get that son of a bitch!”
The helicopter swiftly took off into the night across the glittering sea.
* * *
The situation at the beach was becoming intense. Travis began lighting the oil lanterns, and then placed each one at the tip of the star points. A light breeze was picking up, just enough to flicker the lanterns flame. The moon was at its highest point remaining there for at least another five to six hours. Tony then retrieved the black pouch from his robe. Travis summoned the girls to take their positions at the pentagrams points. He went over to Sally, holding out his hand for her to take.
“It’s time, Sally. Take my hand, and come with me,” he said.
She slowly but nervously took his hand and stood up, taking her towards the others who were kneeling down with their hands placed on their laps. Sally looked over at Tony, who had his back towards her. He then slowly turned around, holding something in his hands. Sally stopped where she was, watching as Tony dispersed the liquid from the syringe he was holding. Travis felt her body tremble in fear as she held back digging her heels into the sand. He smiled, excited knowing he has control over her. The syringe was for her, and she didn’t stand a chance if Tony succeeded in drugging her.
“Sally, It’s alright! Just give yourself to us, and it will soon be over.”
She forced a smile, convincing Travis that she was okay. They took a few steps forward, but Sally pulled back with a sudden jerk of her arm, surprising Travis, who lost his grip on her. Sally ran, running as fast as she can in the opposite direction, making it to the rocks where Tony had stored the fuel tanks. It was difficult for her to keep her balance with her hands bound together. Before Travis realized what had happened, she was already out of sight.
Tony dropped the syringe, shouting at the top of his voice, “get after her for Christ’s sake!”
The three girls remained where they were not knowing what to do. As for Travis he fell over, but quickly rose to his feet again chasing after Sally, who was already within the safety of the rocks.
Eventually, she knew she would be caught, but it would buy her some time, some hope of rescue from her father. Travis raced after her like a greyhound chasing a hare. He had no need for a flashlight since the moonlit rocks were enough to see where he was going. Sally took cover behind a large rock as she tried to free herself from her bonds by rubbing the nylon zip-ties against a jagged rock. After a few tugs and scrapes she managed to snap the bonds enabling her to keep her balance and move faster over the rough terrain.
In the distance, she could see Travis making his way closer towards her. She was sure he hadn’t seen her, so she moved further towards the left, putting distance between them. To her surprise, she still hadn’t reached the sea, and it felt as if she was climbing to higher grounds. She stopped to look how far back Travis was, who could be seen carefully stepping over the larger rocks at a slower pace than she. Sally was pleased with herself being the faster person of them. She stopped for a bit, trying to get her bearings right, and see exactly where she was heading. She needed somewhere to hide.
She was now walking over loose gravel, when she came to a ledge with a thirty foot drop down to where large boulders were, with the sea gushing in around them. She had come to the end of the small island. The only way she could hide from Travis was if she made her way down to where the large stones were. She carefully walked near the edge, checking for a way down. She wanted to make it as difficult as she could for Travis and the others. Sally wasn’t about to give up that easily. Finally, she noticed small ledges protruding out from the small cliff. Lowering herself onto the first ledge, she began to make her way down, foot by foot until it was safe for her to jump the remaining few feet. As soon as she landed, she could hear movement from above and loose gravel falling around her. Travis had just missed her and was scanning below trying to spot any sign of her. She moved to her left with her back pressed against the cliff wall, cautious not to be seen from above. Step by step Sally moved silently as a cat, careful not to disturb any loose rocks underfoot. She felt her way with her hands, feeling the wall inch by inch, when her hand entered an empty space. She stopped and bent down to find a small opening in the cliff wall. It was large enough for her to crawl into and hide. She entered a small cave and waited for a few minutes. Suddenly she heard sounds coming from above her. It was Travis, had he seen her enter the small cave?
“Sally! Come on, where are you? There’s nowhere to go, give in will you!”
Sally held her breath, not daring to breathe. She then realized she was in danger of being trapped inside the cave if the tide suddenly came in. Travis moved further on, shouting out her name until he finally took off further along the ledge. Sally moved deeper inside the cave, letting her eyes adjust to the dark. She reached out with her arms and could no longer feel the rocky walls. As she crawled further inside, she couldn’t feel the rocky ceiling either, meaning the cave was larger than she expected. How she wished she had a flashlight with her. Then she suddenly remembered her lighter. It was in her jeans pocket. She took it out from her rear pocket, flipped it open and with the first strike it lit up.
“I thank the person who invented the Zippo,” she said with a smile.
Holding the lighter up in front of her, she could easily make out the walls surrounding her. Something seemed surprisingly odd to her, as the room she was standing in was squarish in shape.
“This cave is man made!” Said Sally to herself.
Had she found some hidden hideaway? Carefully checking each wall, she saw chisel marks proving her right that it was carved out by tools. The room was not very large, just measuring six feet by six feet with a headroom of about seven feet. The floor was covered with sand washed in by the sea. This place would be entirely submerged when the tide came in. Sally knelt down on her hands and knees to brush the sand away from beneath her. To her amazement the floor was as smooth as marble. Was it actually marble or brushed smooth to the touch by the sand and waves? She was sure to come back and check it out if she survives this ordeal.
Moving further inside with the flame in front of her, she saw another carved out hole in the wall. Praying for her lighter to keep alight, she knelt in front of the gap to see if it was just an odd hole. As she placed her hand inside she felt the sand beneath her sinking under her own weight. The hole was actually bigger than it seemed, and large enough for her to enter. She scooped the sand away until she was able to enter with ease. Holding the lighter in one hand and crawling as low as she could, Sally entered yet another room, but much narrower, more like a corridor. The flames from the zippo flickered as she walked deeper into the bedrock. She felt both sides of the walls, which were rough to the touch, but still carved out by man. After ten yards, she noticed a slight incline with each step she took, just like walking up a small hill. The air inside also seemed much cooler and had a salty taste to it. Sally stopped to think. Should she go back the way she came and wait to be caught, or take her chances and continue into the unknown. Being an adventurous person, she decided to continue forward, with her lighter held out in front of her. The flames started to dance as a light breeze was felt. Moving even slower than before, not wanting to fall into a crevice or suddenly finding herself at a cliffs edge, she knew the breeze meant another opening up ahead. Squinting her eyes, she could make out a small archway three feet in height, leading to a tunnel entrance. Plucking up courage, she crawled through it inch by inch for about five minutes, when suddenly she came out into a vast circular cave having a dome type ceiling. The place was incredible. Over fifty feet in diameter, and reaching thirty feet in height. The walls and ceiling seemed to shine, letting off enough light to see to the other side. Sally stepped out, walking towards the center of the cave, when she nearly lost her footing with the next step. In the middle of the cave was a deep pool of water about ten feet in diameter. She held the lighter above her head. The water level was rising and falling from the movement of the waves, meaning the pool had access to the outside. Sally thought this could be her escape passage from Travis and the others, but it was dark and dangerous to enter the pitch black water. She had no idea how far underwater she would have to swim before resurfacing. Sally preferred to be captured again, then risk drowning in some dark underwater cave.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

The helicopter search lights were directed by the pilot as they flew above the waves in search of the boat. The chopper zigzagged, covering more area with precision. Danny covered the right side wearing night vision goggles while Jason scanned the left seeing into the night as if it were day.
They were now half an hour out to sea, and still saw no sign of a boat. The waves had died down, giving relief to Jason, fearing the boat might have capsized.
Another half hour passed and still no luck. Jason was under immense stress, and things got worse when the pilot announced their fuel was past the half way mark, and had to turn back.
Jason exploded. “I don’t care if you have to fly on fumes! Just keep going until we see that damn boat!”
The pilot thought otherwise. “I’m sorry sir! But we have to turn back, or we’ll end up in the ocean!”
With lighting speed, Jason was at the pilot’s throat. “You keep going or it’s you who’s going to end up in the ocean!”
Danny intervened, placing his hand on Jason’s shoulder in an attempt to calm him down.
“Jason! It’s alright. We’re gonna find her I swear!”
Not more than five minutes had passed when they saw some small islands up ahead in the distance. The pilot again announced their fuel was way passed the safety mark.
Danny said, “Jason we have to turn around!”
“There! I see a light up ahead!” Shouted out Jason.
Danny and the pilot could see nothing.
The pilot said, “I can’t see anything, I believe you’re mistaken!”
Jason again went for the pilot who was about to turn the helicopter around.
“Fly lower god damn it! Take us as low as you can!” Instructed Jason.
The pilot didn’t seem to care what Jason had just told him.
It was then that Danny stepped up front taking hold of the helicopter’s flight stick and forcing it forward. The chopper dived suddenly, ocean waves coming up fast.
Danny was now face to face with the pilot.
He said, “if he said he saw something, then he saw something, okay! Now take this bird down as low as you can!”
That was all Jason needed, the next instant he was gone, diving into the dark ocean, swimming towards the light he had seen.
The pilot couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed.
“Is he crazy? Who the hell jumps out of a moving helicopter, and in the dark?”
Danny sat back in his seat patting the pilot on his back saying, “Jason Mallock does! And yes! He may be crazy!”
The helicopter was out of sight, and Jason was alone in the warm Bahama waters. He swam with all his strength towards the dim light with his weapon tucked in his jeans, and an army knife strapped to his lower leg was all he had facing the danger ahead.
The glittering surface of the sea shone bright as his arms cut the water like knives. Now and then he would hear splashes only yards away from him. He knew the risk he took knowing sharks prowled these oceans in search of an easy meal, but they were the least of his worries.
* * *
Inside the cave, Sally began to shiver from the cold and dampness. There was nothing inside the cave to keep her warm. She had her lighter but had nothing to set alight.
All she could do was wait, so she looked around the cave to find a place where she could lay down and rest.
The ground was dry and surprisingly warmer further against the cave walls. She made sure she was facing the entrance just in case Travis or one of the others entered.
Soon exhaustion got the best of her, and she dozed off into a deep sleep. Her dreams were happy dreams when she was still about eight years old. Her mother was playing with her in the garden, pushing her on a swing that her father had made for her. She kept telling her mother, “higher, push me higher so I can touch the sky.”
Anne pushed her higher just enough for her daughter to think the sky was getting closer. Sally then had enough of the swing and embraced her mother saying, “I love you mummy, love you forever.”
Tears rolled down Anne’s face as she also said, “I love you too Sally. I will always be there for you no matter what. Even when you can’t see me, I will be standing right next to you for all of time.”
Sally’s dream became a reality as she lay curled up on the cave floor. She was awakened by someone whispering her name. Sitting up, she could see her mother in a white dress just like the one in her dream.
“Sally dear, wake up. It’s me, your mother. Wake up, follow me, I will lead you out of here.”
Anne turned around beckoning Sally to follow her towards the pool of water in the center of the cave. She saw her mother enter the dark water up to her knees.
“Mother wait! I’m afraid! It’s too dark under the water.”
Sally stood up, and walked over to her mother who was now standing in the center of the pool as if she were floating on air with her arms open wide.
As she approached closer to the waters edge, a bright light shone from under the water, lighting up the entire pool and the whole cave. Sally stepped closer and closer entering the warm water.
It was then when Sally suddenly woke up sitting against the cave wall looking at the center of the cave. Her dream had ended.
Sally began to weep. She was cold and scared, but something deep down inside of her gave her courage. She remembered her dream. Her mother, Anne was with her, showing her the way out of the cave, a way out to safety.
Getting up, she ventured to the waters edge. The water was dark, not like in her dream. She waited a few minutes trying to make up her mind whether to enter the water or go back the way she had come.
The later got the better of her. She backed away from the water and ran back to the cave entrance. Sally took a few steps into the narrow passage, when she felt water slopping over her feet.
The strong gravitational pull of the moon had an enormous effect on the tide. The entire passageway was now flooded, and the sea was creeping in at a fast rate. The whole cave would be full of water within an hour.
She had no choice but to go the way her mother had shown her in her dream.
* * *
After half an hour of swimming, Jason saw something floating towards him. He stopped where he was, treading water, trying to make out what it was. Not taking any chances, he unsheathed his army knife, ready for an attack.
The object got closer, but nothing happened. He calculated the length, roughly six feet long and just over two feet in width. He recognized what it was and swam towards the piece of driftwood, holding onto it, exhausted from his continuous swimming.
Jason took the time to get his bearings. He figured he had at least another forty-five minutes before reaching the island. He prayed Sally was still alive. His life meant nothing without her. She was the one thing that kept him going in life.
He took a gamble when jumping from the helicopter. Jason was not even certain that the light he saw was where she was, but he was desperate, he could not turn back after coming this far.
* * *
The helicopter landed back at the FBI airstrip. Danny took all coordinates and carefully plotted a return trip to catch up with his partner Jason.
Danny had discharged himself from hospital as soon as he heard the news that Sally had been abducted and was in danger. Chief Berks updated Danny with all the information and gave him the go ahead with the helicopter search.
He contacted Kate as soon as he landed assuring her Jason was alright.
Now Danny’s main priority was getting back to Jason. He needed a boat, a very fast boat, and he knew the very person from whom he can borrow one.
He called his old fishing buddy Thomas O'Neil.
“Hey O'Neil! It’s Danny. Sorry to disturb you at this hour, but I need a favor, no questions asked.”
“Fire away Danny! It’s all yours.”
“I need to borrow your boat!” said Danny, in a desperate voice.
Thomas O'Neil has been a friend of Danny since high school and trusted him with anything.
“She’s all yours, loaded and ready to go. You know where to find the key. Danny, you take care old friend.”
“Thanks, O'Neil! I owe you one,” said Danny on his way to the pontoons.
Ten minutes was all it took for Danny to arrive near the boat. He arranged his blood stained bandages around his chest, tightening them as he walked towards the boat.
Berthed in pontoon sixteen, the boat was one of the fastest around here. A fishing vessel built for speed and designed to out run any storm during one of its deep sea fishing trips. It had four, three hundred horsepower outboard motors, allowing it to glide over the water with ease.
Danny found the key where O'Neil kept hidden in a compartment on the boat itself.
He then punched in the coordinates on the dashboard GPS. Then turned on the ignition, and the four monster engines roared to life. Danny untied the mooring lines and was about to leave when he heard somebody calling out to him.
He looked up to see Kate running towards him.
“Danny wait!”
“What’s wrong Kate?” asked Danny.
“I’m coming with you. You’re in no shape to travel alone,” she said, pointing at the blood seeping through his bandages.
“Okay, hurry get in,” said Danny, tossing the mooring lines.
* * *
Sally stood where she was staring into the dark pool, knowing she had no choice but to jump into the water.
She looked behind her watching the water as it rapidly poured into the cave. This was it. She had to jump in before it’s too late.
Counting in her mind, “one, two, three.” Sally dived in.
She opened her eyes; darkness was all around her. She swam under water without knowing where she was going.
“Mother where is the light you showed me?” She said to herself.
Sally swam deeper, her lungs were about to burst, starved from oxygen. Only a minute had passed, which seemed like an hour. She had lost orientation and was now swimming blindly through the dark waters.
Sally was about to give in, when out of nowhere she saw a small ball of light up ahead. She wondered what it was as it began to move forward, leading her on, increasing in brightness as she approached it. The light seemed to be moving, swimming ahead of her. Sally was out of breath, and afraid she wasn’t going to make it. Then the orb stopped a few feet in front of her. It began to spin faster and faster when suddenly it shot upwards. Sally looked up at the surface above her, the moonlight shining through the water. Then with all her strength, she pushed herself upwards bursting out of the water, gasping for air. She looked around for the orb, which was nowhere to be seen.

CHAPTER THIRTY

Time was moving fast, and Tony had not yet started what he set out to do. Sally was nowhere in sight, which according to him was nearly impossible on this rock of an island. There was nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, yet Sally managed both of them. Travis was on his way back walking over the rocks and sand without Sally.
“Where is she Travis? How the hell could you lose her here?” Tony said, waving his arms about.
Travis bent down out of breath. “I don’t know! One minute she was in front of me, the next she was gone, disappeared into thin air.”
Tony kicked the sand in disgust.
“She must have jumped into the sea. Where else could she have gone?”
“Pack everything up for Christ’s sake! We’re getting out of here!” said Tony.
Travis asked, “where are we going? We just can’t leave her here!”
“I don’t intend to. We’re going to search around the island. She has to be here somewhere.”
Tony was right about Sally. She was here, not on the island though, but swimming out to sea in an attempt to make it to one of the neighboring islands.
The whole area was packed with tiny islands. Many of them with underwater caves and mostly only the size of a football field.
* * *
Danny and Kate cruised out of the harbor with all search lights showing them the way. As they reached the open sea, Danny opened the engines to full throttle. The immense power of the engines left a wake behind them fifteen feet in the air. Kate sat up front next to Danny. She had been on a boat before, but not one like this. It seemed as if the propellers were the only thing touching the water. The vessel picked up speed by the second as Danny switched over to autopilot. Looking at his watch, he calculated they would reach their destination in just under an hour.
* * *
Still holding onto the driftwood, Jason edged closer and closer to the light he saw from the helicopter. From where he was, he could see at least five people gathered together on a beach. Sally was not with them, and he was now thinking the worst. He wasn’t sure if these people on the beach were the ones he had been chasing. As he got closer, he recognized Tony, who seemed to be directing the others back onto the boat.
Jason pushed the driftwood aside and gathered all his strength to make a final effort to reach the island before they get away.
With everything and everyone back on board, Tony started the engines and slowly made his way out of the lagoon. He planned to search around the island for Sally, positive she must be in the water or hiding amongst the rocks somewhere.
Travis held the searchlight while Tony steered close to the shore carefully keeping his distance away from the rocks.
To Jason’s surprise the boat was heading in his direction. He noticed they kept close to the shore and were directing the light onto the rocks as if they were looking for something or someone. Then it hit him, could they be looking for Sally? Had she managed to get away from her captives?
Jason smiled to himself, “clever girl Sally, stay hidden.”
He was now ten yards away from the approaching boat. Everyone on board was focusing on the shoreline. They had no idea someone was lying in wait a few yards away.
Jason took in note of everyone on board. Tony was steering the boat, while the other guy at the rear, which must be Travis was handling the search light. Seated were three teenage girls, roughly Sally’s age. It was the men he had to focus on.
Jason swam silently through the water, until he was just a yard away, able to touch the side of the boat. He had to act fast having the advantage of surprise on his side.
With one hand on the edge of the boat Jason pulled himself out of the water, instantaneously grabbing hold of Tony from his trouser belt, pulling him into the dark water.
At first no one on board the boat seemed to notice something was wrong. It was when they heard the loud splash that they then turned their attention to the front of the boat. Tony was gone. The sudden attack gave him no warning, giving him little chance of holding his breath as he was dragged under. Thoughts ran through his mind as to what got hold of him, dragging him deeper under water. He knew no sea creature could do such a thing. It had to be a person, someone who was hiding in the water waiting to strike.
His mind kicked back to reality. Tony is an athletic person and a strong swimmer. He won many high school and college swimming medals. He also participated in free diving, being able to hold his breath for long periods. The short amount of air he had in his lungs was enough for him to turn the tables on Jason. Tony was strong, very strong. He managed to reach out from behind his back, taking hold of Jason by his shirt. Now he was face to face with his attacker, which he immediately recognized.
It was Jason who was now in trouble. He had underestimated Tony. Having the ability to see in the dark, Jason could see Tony smiling back at him. The next instant Jason felt pain in his stomach as Tony thrust his fist into him, catching him off guard. He struck him again and again. With each blow, Jason was losing air from his lungs. Desperate for air, he tried to make it to the surface, but Tony pulled him down again. Jason was in trouble, and he knew it. He began to kick hard hoping to strike Tony, allowing him that split second to break away. Jason’s boot finally found its mark, hitting Tony across the face. Breaking free from his grip, he resurfaced filling his lungs with oxygen. Then out of nowhere he saw an oar moving towards him smashing him across his head. Jason blacked out face down in the water.
Travis put the oar down and heaved Jason into the boat while Tony pulled himself out of the water.
“Well, well, look who we have here. Excellent timing if you ask me,” said Tony.
“What do you mean?” asked Travis.
“We’re going to make a trade. Once Sally knows we have her father, she will give herself up to save him,” explained Tony.
Sally was about three hundred yards away when she heard Tony calling out to her.
“Hey Sally! Look who we have!”
Sally looked back towards the boat. She couldn’t see anyone except the others, so she continued swimming until she heard Travis calling out, “we have your father! He came to save you, but didn’t do a very good job of it.”
Not certain if they were telling the truth, she decided to swim back to take a closer look. Moving only a few yards at a time, she made her way towards the rocks where no one can see her.
Tony took the steering again and entered the lagoon. Once they were back on the sand, Travis and Tony dragged Jason in open view so she could see him.
She couldn’t believe it. She had no idea how her father had got here, and how he knew where she was. Tears swelled in her eyes as she saw him lying there unconscious on the sand.
“Sally come out! He will die if you don’t show yourself. Give yourself up, and I promise no harm will come to him,” said Tony.
The three girls stepped back a few paces while Tony began to pour boat fuel over Jason’s unconscious body. Travis then handed him his lighter.
“You have five seconds to show yourself, or daddy will be toast.”
Tony began the countdown, “one… two… three…”
Without warning Sally came out from behind them. She pushed her way through the girls, knocking them down. Then she threw herself onto Tony, who dropped the lighter from his hands onto the sand.
Sally went berserk.
“You leave him alone! You bastard. I’ll kill you. I will kill you all, just you wait and see.”
Caught by surprise, the group gave Sally the chance to swoop down next to her father, taking his firearm from the back of his jeans. She knew he always carried a weapon wherever he went.
With their hands held out in front of them, Tony and the rest of the group backed away slowly. The firearm was heavy, and its weight was a bit too much for her as it swayed around loosely in her hands.
Frightened it would go off without warning, Travis tried to calm her down.
“Sally! Take it easy! Lower the weapon before you hurt someone.”
“Hurt someone! Damn right I’m going to hurt someone! And you’re the first, you lying son of a bitch!” said Sally pointing the gun at Travis.
He got to his knees shielding himself with his hands.
“Hey Sally!”
It was Tony calling out to her holding the flame lit lighter in his hands, ready to throw it at Jason’s petrol soaked body.
“Put the gun down my dear, or he dies where he lays,” said Tony.
“Come with us Sally, and I swear we won’t hurt him. Don’t worry, I’m sure someone will find him eventually. Now throw the weapon down that’s a good girl.”
“You won’t harm him? Give me your word, and I’ll come with you,” she said lowering the weapon.
“I give you my word,”
With all her strength, she tossed the heavy gun as far as she could into the sea.
Immediately Travis raced towards her, knocking her senseless to the ground.
“Now get her on board the boat and let’s get out of here,” called out Tony as he beckoned the other girls to come back.
“We can still perform the ritual here,” said Travis.
Tony scanned the horizon before answering. “He managed to find us, and I’m sure he has more of his FBI friends heading this way as we speak. We’re going where we should have gone in the first place.”
Travis looked up at him.
“Gone where Tony?”
“Back to where it all began! Back to where this Mayan tablet came from. Back to the underworld cavern of the Mayan gods!”
They left Jason where he lay. Little did they know he heard every word as he slowly gained consciousness.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

The sea was calm, just right for the fast moving boat. The sound of the four engines was deafening as the boat raced across the ocean with tremendous speed. Danny knew he had made the right choice in calling his buddy O'Neil.
Kate kept her eye on the GPS screen, watching the distance closing in by the minute. She was worried about Jason all alone in these dark, dangerous waters. Anything could happen to him out here.
Danny saw the concern on her face.
“He’s going to be alright. I promise you.”
Kate managed a smile.
“I just hope we get there on time before the worst happens.”
* * *
Back on the beach. Jason regained consciousness just in time to watch the boat fade away in the distance.
Did he hear right what Tony had said? Was he mad enough to make the journey to Mexico? One thing he knew for sure was that his daughter Sally was still alive, and he will do whatever it takes to get her back.
Jason felt for his gun, but it wasn’t there. He looked around hoping to find it in the sand. He moved closer to the waters edge where he saw something shining in the shallow surf. Picking up his Magnum, he shook out the excess water.
“You should have killed me when you got the chance Dr. Barrette,” said Jason.
All Jason could do was wait. He removed his petrol soaked clothes and washed the smell out with sea water. He reckoned he had enough time to take a look around the island before Danny came to pick him up.
As he wandered around, he kept thinking what Danny had said about Tony being involved with both Helen’s abduction and the two dead girls. He also thought, was it possible that he was also involved with the two murdered Americans back at the Chichen Itza site. Who was it that informed him about the discovery of an old ancient Mayan site, when not even the media knew about it?
Jason was now amongst the rocks at the exact spot where his daughter Sally had jumped down and entered the small entrance to the underwater cave. Little did he know that it was his deceased wife Anne who had saved her life.
After looking around the small island, he found some washed up wood between the rocks, which would make an excellent signal fire for Danny to see. Taking them to the highest point on the island, he managed to light the wood with a little help from his petrol soaked top which he cut into small pieces. The flames lit up nicely under the glowing moonlit sky.
The timing couldn’t have been more precise. Not too far away Kate saw the light that had suddenly appeared out of nowhere.
“That must be Jason lighting the way for us,” said Kate relieved to know he is still alive.
After a few minutes, the GPS started to beep as they reached their destination.
Jason warmed himself next to the flames and at the same time smiled as he heard the roaring engines of the boat getting nearer.
They slowed down once entering the lagoon. Danny was at the wheel, and Kate stood up front scanning the island for Jason.
As they approached the beach, they saw him making his way across the sand.
Kate jumped off the boat and ran up to him. She clasped her arms around his neck as he lifted her off the sand pleased to see her again.
“Are you alright? Are you hurt Jason?” She said, “and what is that smell?”
“Quick we have to hurry! We have quite a journey ahead of us. I’ll explain on the boat,” said Jason as they ran across the sand.
Danny welcomed his friend on board.
“Glad you’re safe and sound. Were they here on the island?”
Jason answered, “they were here alright! Dr. Barrette is not what I expected him to be. This time he got the upper hand, but next time things will be different.”
Danny started the engines again and checked the fuel gauge.
“This baby sure can move and the tanks are still three-quarters full. Do you know which way they’re heading? Asked Danny.
Jason said, “then we have enough fuel to get us to the main island of the Bahamas. From there, we have to catch a flight to Mexico.”
Danny looked back at Jason, saying, “don’t tell me he’s taking them to that Mayan site. I’m telling you once we get through all of this, I’m blowing that damn place to smithereens,” said Danny as he pulled out from the lagoon.
Sally lay unconscious tossing and turning as visions began to appear in her mind, but this time they were not happy ones.
She saw herself as Helen had seen. Flames all around her as she floated in mid air. It was not her mother who was calling out to her this time, but instead a dark figure wearing a monk’s robe whose face was covered with a long hood.
She tried to see his face, but saw only emptiness as the dark figure came closer and closer to her. Once close enough, it revealed itself, removing the long black hood. What she saw frightened her so much that she screamed herself out of consciousness. All on board the boat got the shock of their lives as she suddenly woke up screaming and lashing out with her hands.
Tony was the only one fascinated by Sally’s outbursts. He felt the energy inside her was much stronger than before.
It was Travis who sat next to her while she came to her senses. He thought it would be better to bind her hands for her own protection. She looked around, seeing nothing but the vast ocean. She asked Travis where they were going?
He responded, “you don’t need to know. You’re coming with us no matter what.”
Tony made sure there was enough fuel to get them to the nearest airfield at Andros Island Bahamas. From there, he planned to take a private fixed wing aircraft and fly over to Mexico. Taking a commercial flight was too risky and would draw attention to the airport officials. Sally after all was not traveling with them on her own will. Tony was sure her father had already informed his superiors about the kidnapping, and he and Travis were now on the FBI wanted list.
The weather remained relatively calm as they crossed the ocean. Tony looked at his watch, cursing with having lost so much time. He calculated they had at least another six hours before the sun came up, and it would take them a half hour to reach Andros island.
Travis kept his eye on Sally for most of the journey as she went in and out of sleep. He noticed while she slept how active she was; he saw something within her that bothered him. Sally kept talking in her sleep as if having a conversation with someone. Her lips were moving, but no words came from her mouth.
Ever since that night after the summoning of her mother, he noticed Sally’s personality changed in a way that you would not realize at first. She seemed more outspoken, as if someone or something was advising her what to do and say. But now watching her talk as she slept, confirmed him what he was thinking. Now he understood why it was so important for Tony to perform this ritual with Sally as a sacrifice.
Travis left her side and made his way next to Tony.
“Are you hiding something from me?” He asked.
Tony without looking at Travis said, “so you noticed it also did you? Sally is possessed by a spirit that not even I can communicate with. The only thing I know about it is, it’s not from our time. It’s very old Travis! Not old in age, but old from hundreds, maybe thousands of years from the past,” said Tony.
“Is it an evil spirit?”
He then looked at Travis.
“I have no idea. We will have to wait and find out.”
Travis did not stop there.
“It began from when we summoned her mother did it?”
Tony replied, “yes, I believe we opened a gateway from the past, and somehow it slipped through into our age.”
Up in the distance they could see lights from the shoreline as they approached Nichols Town on Andros island. Tony edged his way into the harbor unnoticed. He moored the boat and tied it to an empty pontoon. The place seemed deserted. A few boats and fishing vessels were tied up comfortably for the night. Sally was awake and looked around the small harbor. No one was up and about at this hour of the morning. Travis made sure he kept close to her with one arm interlocked with hers. They passed a boat yard, which was pitch black inside. By the guess of things, the whole port was asleep.
With some luck, Travis managed to find them an unlocked car with the keys still in the ignition. Tony packed all their bags in the trunk, and they drove silently to the nearest airfield.
On the open road, Tony puts his foot down, speeding past the open fields. The night was quiet and warm, and not a word was said between either one of them. The sound of crickets could be heard from the fields as the car slowed down as it passed through tight bends in the road. Travis thought to himself as he looked at Sally while she stared out of the window. His thoughts went back to when his parents were still alive, and the life he would have led if it weren’t for that terrible day of the accident. The doctors who had operated on him thought it to be a miracle he had survived the crash. Having a fractured skull in three separate places was enough to kill you in an instance. He was certified dead on the operating table, and even time of death was announced, but out of nowhere the flat-lined monitor began to beep again as his heart came back to life.
Travis knew that it was with the help of Tony that he was given another chance in life, and swore he would always be in his debt to him no matter what.
The vehicle had reached the airfield in just under an hour. Time was still on their side. Tony looked up into the night sky, checking the weather conditions for flying. He noticed a slight breeze was picking up. The nearby tree tops were swaying as the warm wind rustled their branches. The airfield had a few fixed winged crafts used for crop dusting and a couple of Cessna's 172s and a Piper PA-34.
His eye was on the Piper, being a larger plane and capable of flying the nine hundred mile distance to the Yucatan. As they proceeded towards the Piper aircraft, Travis saw a light from a nearby hut.
“Tony, check to see if the keys are in the ignition,” said Travis.
“No keys!” Replied Tony.
“Wait for me inside the plane. I think I know where I can find the keys,” said Travis.
With the cover from the small line of huts, he made his way to the one that had a light on. As he came closer, he could hear the sound of a radio playing from inside. Stepping towards the window, Travis looked inside to see an old man, probably in his mid seventies sitting in an armchair reading the news-gazette. He took the chance to look around the room. He saw a small kitchenette on the far side of the hut, and on the left were some filing cabinets next to a desk with a computer and monitor screen. To the right of the door, he saw what he was looking for. All sets of keys were hanging on a white board with the names of each aircraft under them.
Travis thought of a way to distract the old timer without causing any harm to him. Only a few huts away, he saw some garbage bins. He ducked under the window so as not to be seen by the old man. Travis then knocked over one of the garbage bins creating enough noise for the old timer to leave the hut. The old man went to check what all the racket was all about, while Travis made his way around the other huts. He entered the hut with caution, making sure nobody else was inside.
He then went over to the white board and took the appropriate keys for the aircraft. As Travis was leaving the hut, he saw the old man approaching. There was nothing else he could do, but run.
The old timer shouted out as he saw Travis, “hey you! What do you think you’re doing?”
Travis ran to the aircraft where the others were waiting for him.
Tony opened the aircraft doors and took the keys from Travis, and inserted them into the ignition slot. He quickly prepared the aircraft for takeoff.
Tony taxied the airplane onto the short runway, and in a matter of minutes they were soon in the air.
Travis and Tony sat up front while the girls sat in the back with Sally sitting between them. Tony flew the aircraft as low as possible so as to avoid detection by radar.
Their journey to the underworld had begun.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Before reaching the mainland of the Bahamas, Jason contacted Chief Berks giving him an update on their situation. He then requests for him to make the necessary arrangements to hire a private aircraft, and to have it ready for takeoff on their arrival at a private airfield.
Without wasting time, Jason and the others berth the boat at the local yacht marina. To their surprise they find a local police officer ready to take them to the airfield.
In his thoughts, Jason thanked the Chief for being one step ahead of him. He also calculated Sally and her abductors have at least an hour head start on them. They get into the waiting vehicle and are rushed off to the airfield. On their way, Danny begins to feel faint. Kate opens his jacket and is shocked to see his bandages covered in blood. She assumes his stitches must have opened during the boat trip. Jason persuades his friend to stay behind and check in at the nearest hospital.
As they enter the airfield they hear the sound of an aircrafts engine, with the pilot ready to take off as soon as they are on board. The police officer stops the patrol car a few yards away from the plane where the pilot is waving them on board.
Jason then turns to the police officer. “Get him to the nearest hospital and fast!”
With sirens blaring the vehicle races out of the airfield, rushing Danny to the hospital emergency.
Jason calls out to Kate, “come on! Get inside, we’re losing time!”
Once inside the Piper PA 38, the pilot Sean Denver greets both Jason and Kate. Ready to take off, he pushes the throttle forward increasing speed, lifting the light aircraft swiftly into the night sky.
Once they reach altitude; the pilot then makes contact with the control tower over the radio, requesting the flight path to the Yucatan. Jason intervened, questioning if any other light aircraft is visible to them on radar. To his dismay, no other aircraft was reported to be seen heading in that direction.
Jason was certain about what he had heard back on the island, so he urged the pilot to continue the flight to the Yucatan. He had a gut feeling that he was right about Tony’s words.
Just a few thousand feet above the sparkling sea, Jason was caught in memories when Sally was just a young girl. He smiled at the times when he remembered she would ask him about ancient cultures, wanting to follow in his footsteps as an archaeologist. It was later on in her early teens that she would choose anthropology instead. Sally used to tease him that it was much more interesting to study ancient civilization than dig up dirt all day.
Jason always had a good relationship with his daughter Sally, making sure she had everything she needed in life to reach her goals. Now everything seemed to be going in the opposite direction, and he would do anything necessary to bring his daughter back, even if it meant giving up his life for her.
Kate could see lights appearing on the horizon after nearly an hour of flight time. Not knowing what the lights were she asked the pilot, who confirmed they were approaching Cuba.
* * *
Probably with a few hours left until dawn, Tony had flown undetected under the cover of darkness and was now approaching the Yucatan Peninsula.
Due to the higher grounds of the Yucatan, he had to increase in altitude and was immediately spotted on radar by the air traffic control tower. The Mexican law enforcement had contacted the control tower, warning them of any approaching unidentified aircraft and to report back to them immediately if they see anything.
Exhaustion was creeping up on Tony after an hour and a half of flight time. It had slipped his mind to recheck the instrument panel before leaving Cuba air space, failing to notice they were low on fuel.
The control tower was continuously trying to make contact with the aircraft, but without success.
“This is the Yucatan control tower. You are entering Mexican airspace, please identify yourself!” came a Mexican voice over the radio.
Tony kept quiet, not responding to the towers requests.
Things were not looking good when one of the engines suddenly stopped, starved from the lack of fuel. Travis was the first to notice something was wrong when the aircraft tilted to one side, and when a warning light began to blink on the instrument panel.
“Tony! The left engine has stopped running. You have to land!” he said.
Stacy and Krissy began to panic as they heard his words. Tony adjusted the aircraft, keeping it as steady as he can on one engine. The fuel gauge was now on the empty mark, and he was expecting the second engine to die down at any moment now. But to his surprise it kept running for at least another ten minutes, when all of a sudden, complete silence overtook the cabin. The plane was now gliding, descending foot by foot.
The two girls were screaming as the treetops rushed past them, but not a sound came from Sally. She remained totally calm, smiling to herself as if she had no care in the world as to what was happening around her. Travis looked back at her amazed, when she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.
Tony was trying his best to keep the plane steady as he flew over the dense jungle. He looked out of the cockpit window seeing nothing but trees all around them. It happened so quickly that it left him no time to see if there were somewhere safe to make an emergency landing. Then suddenly the aircraft wings were slicing through treetops, branch after branch at over eighty miles an hour. Tony expected the worst as he let go of the flight lever embracing himself for a rough landing. Branches and leaves smashed through the aircraft’s windshield and side windows. The sound was deafening as the plane plowed through the trees on its descent, when eventually it came to a sudden halt, nose first into the soft ground.
Then there was silence again, sickening silence mingled with the smell of blood. Travis was the first to regain consciousness. His forehead was bleeding, blood running down his face and onto his lap. He went to see if Tony was alright, pushing him back into his seat. He was breathing and seemed to be okay. After a while, he also regained consciousness. Both he and Travis then exited the aircraft and opened the passenger doors. Stacy and Krissy were not so fortunate. Thick tree branches penetrated the fuselage causing multiple wounds to both girls who died before the airplane came to a standstill. Sally was lucky enough to be sitting between the two girls that shielded her from the tree branches, cushioning the blows. She was wide awake and still remained calm as Travis helped her out of the wreckage.
* * *
At the aircraft control tower, Miguel Herrera was keeping watch on his screen. He followed the path of the Piper aircraft which was confirmed earlier by the FBI that the plane was the one they were on the lookout for. Miguel was ordered to continue watching its every move and to report if it altered its flight path in any way. Then, without warning, the small green dot on his screen unexpectedly disappeared from view. He tried again to make contact with the pilot, but like before, no reply came back.
Leaving his post, Miguel went to inform his superior about what had just happened. Jose Costa followed Miguel to his computer screen, making sure it was not an error. Both men knew it meant only one thing that the aircraft must have gone down somewhere in the jungle some ten miles from the Chichen Itza temples.
As Jason and Kate’s flight flew over Cuba, their pilot received an urgent message over the radio. He transferred the call to Jason’s headset, who was now speaking to Matthew Berks.
“Jason! It’s Chief Berks. I’m afraid we have some bad news.”
“What is it Chief?” Asked Jason.
Matthew paused for a few seconds. “You were right about Tony and the others flying to the Yucatan. It seems the plane has gone down somewhere in the jungle!”
Jason couldn’t believe what he was hearing.
“Did I hear you right? You’re saying the plane Sally was on has now crashed?”
“Yes! I’m contacting the Mexican authorities to see if they can organize a search and rescue team,” said Matthew.
Out of frustration Jason removed his headset as he banged his fist against the aircraft dashboard.
“They best be alive so I can beat the crap out of that son of a bitch!”
* * *
Two Bell helicopters were dispatched from the nearest search and rescue depot, covering a twenty mile radius. No smoke was seen above the jungle treetops making the search even more difficult in the deep jungle.
Tony gathered his belongings from the wreckage, while Travis took hold of Sally.
“I can’t believe it!” Said Travis, “she doesn’t have a scratch on her! She smiled just before the plane went down as if she knew she would make it out alive.”
Travis went over to Tony, who was looking through his belongings, searching for something.
Travis asked him, “what are you looking for? We have to get out of here!”
After a few seconds, Tony held out his hands holding a small GPS instrument.
“This is what I’m looking for! Carlos gave me the coordinates to the lost Mayan site. We can get there using this,” said Tony.
Travis was losing control.
“Just in case you haven’t noticed. We just lost two participants, and where the hell is Rosie?”
They both went back to the wreckage, searching around the crashed airplane, but Rosie was nowhere in sight.
Travis went over to Sally and shook her by the shoulders. “Where is Rosie? Have you seen her?”
Without a word, she went to the wreckage and opened the rear door. Laying behind the seat was Rosie’s unconscious body.
“Why isn’t Sally speaking? She hasn’t said a word since we boarded the airplane,” said Travis.
Tony went over to her. He held her face in his hands, looking deeply into her eyes.
“This isn’t Sally!”
“What do you mean it isn’t Sally?” Asked Travis.
Tony, still looking into her eyes said, “whoever is inside her, is protecting her.”
Groaning sounds came from inside the wreckage. Rosie was now sitting up, rubbing the side of her head.
“What happened? Where are we?” She asked.
Travis helped her out of the wrecked plane and brushed her hair away, exposing a large open wound.
Tony then went through the aircraft and pulled out a first aid kit. He quickly bandaged Rosie’s head and took a look at Travis’s forehead, who refused the bandage.
“I’m okay. We should get a move on,” said Travis.
Tony switched on the GPS screen and punched in the coordinates, revealing their destination four to five miles to the north. Before setting off, Tony started breaking off branches from the surrounding trees carefully covering the wrecked aircraft.
Travis again questioned Tony.
“What are you doing now?”
“Help me cover the plane before they see it. It will give us more time to reach the site,” said Tony.
The two men spent the next ten minutes covering the wreckage while Rosie and Sally sat down on some nearby rocks gazing at their surroundings. The jungle was dark, shielding out the moon’s rays. The sound of crickets could be heard all around them as if sending a message to each other. The rustling of leaves a few yards away startled Rosie. A small rodent emerged looking up at her only to turn around again racing back into the cover of the undergrowth.
Rosie looked at Sally, asking, “what’s up with her? Did you drug her?”
“No! She’s possessed,” said Tony, as he covered the remaining piece of wreckage.
Rosie shocked by what Tony said fell to the ground.
“Possessed! By what?” She said, backing away from Sally.
Tony picked up his duffel bag and said, “get up! It’s time to leave.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Jason was now entering Yucatan airspace when air-traffic control sounded on the radio.
“This is air-traffic control. Please identify yourself.”
The pilot Sean Denver spoke clearly into his Mic piece.
“This is pilot Sean Denver to air traffic control. I have special agent Jason Mallock here with me. We are in pursuit of a stolen Piper aircraft that I believe you reported had gone down in the jungle. Do you have its exact location to where it might have gone down?”
Miguel Herrera responded, “the exact location is not known. We have search and rescue covering a twenty mile radius, but they have not located the aircraft.”
“Sean! I have to get down there, land any place you see fit!” Said Jason.
Kate interrupted. “You can’t go after them alone Jason! That man is dangerous.”
“I don’t have a choice. If they survived the crash, Sally could be hurt, and that madman is dragging her across the jungle,” he said.
Sean descended as low as he could to find a safe place to land. All he could see on both sides were trees. The only safe spot for landing was a small stretch of land on the other side of the Chichen Itza temples.
Jason didn’t agree.
“No! Forget it. That’s too far. My guess is the plane went down as soon as they entered Yucatan air space. The search and rescue team are covering ground from the outside and slowly working inwards. We are going to start from the inside working our way out.”
The pilot took the plane towards the center of the jungle, circling the treetops, slowly working his way outwards with the aircrafts landing gear barely grazing the treetops. Kate scanned the trees on one side while Jason searched the other. She could hardly see anything below the trees which was in total darkness.
“I can’t see anything on the ground!” Said Kate, turning around to look at Jason who was in deep concentration.
After fifteen minutes of searching, Jason spotted something out of the ordinary. He told the pilot to turn around covering the same path they had just flown. Kate then moved to Jason’s side, wondering what he had seen. As they passed over the same spot, she still couldn’t see anything.
“There! That’s it down there!” Said Jason, turning towards Kate.
Kate saw something in Jason that baffled her. She was looking directly into his eyes when she noticed his pupils were a bright white, just like you would see when looking at a cat’s eye in the dark.
Jason then realized why she was looking at him in a strange way. Without thinking, he had given away his secret ability to see into the darkness. Right now, Jason didn’t care what Kate was thinking of him. All his thoughts were on finding his daughter Sally.
He looked at Kate saying, “I will explain later! But right now I have to get down there.”
The pilot shouted out, “what is it? What did you see?”
Jason said, “there is a gap between the trees as if something had flattened them. I need you to make another pass, flying low and slowly as you can.”
The pilot without question turned the aircraft around, ready to make another pass.
Kate apprehended what was about to happen.
“Jason! What do you intend to do?” She Asked.
Without answering, he opened the aircraft door ready to jump out.
“You’re going to kill yourself!” She shouted.
Jason was gone. His arms and legs spread out just like a parachutist would do. He hit the trees hard, smashing through branches with tremendous force making it nearly impossible for him to hold on. His speed began to slow down after each blow he took to his body until eventually he found himself holding onto a thick tree branch twenty feet above the ground. His clothes were tattered and torn, and blood oozed from deep gash wounds from his arms and legs. Jason waited a few minutes until he caught his breath.
Above him, he could hear the aircraft slowly moving further and further away until he was in total silence. Slowly and carefully Jason made his way to the ground. The first thing he checked was his firearm, then he verified his bearings. The opening he saw from the aircraft was about forty to fifty yards to the West. Tucking to his weapon back in his jeans, he went in search of that opening within the trees. After ten minutes of trekking through the dense jungle, he found what he was looking for. Standing right in front of him was the wrecked aircraft. He began to remove the tree branches that Tony and Travis had placed over to hide it from above. Jason opened the cockpit door where he saw blood stains all over the instrument panel. Then he saw the bodies of Krissy and Stacy. He searched around the wreckage and found four sets of prints heading to the North East. Jason smiled, knowing his daughter Sally was alive, giving him courage to keep on going.
* * *
Before touching down on a small strip-way, Kate had asked Sean to see if he could make contact with the local officials to arrange transport to take her to the campsite of Helen Shireberg. Within five minute’s air traffic controller, Miguel got back to them, confirming someone will be waiting for her at the temples as soon as they land.
Sean and Kate touched down a few hundred yards away from the Chichen Itza site and walked the rest of the way towards the bright lights. As they reached the temples they both froze in wonder at what they saw all around them. Each temple was lit up, standing high against the night sky. The place still had a few tourists visiting the site guided by a night tour leader. Kate had seen pictures and photographs of the temples, but to see them standing in front of you was another thing altogether.
* * *
Time was passing by fast, and with only a few hours left until sun up. Jason charged his way through the rough bush following the tracks made by Tony and the others, when suddenly he sensed something was not right. He noticed the jungle was unusually quiet all around him. Jason took a few steps forward, the ground crunching beneath his feet with every step he took.
He paused again as he felt a cold breeze descend upon him. Jason quickly turned around expecting to see somebody behind him, but he saw nothing. He shook his head, blaming exhaustion for playing tricks with his mind. He took a few steps forward when the same thing happened again. But this time not only did he shudder from the cold air, he could see his warm breath after each exhalation he took, just as if he were standing inside a deep freezer. Jason had no idea what was going on, not taking any chances he withdrew his weapon.
The cold air seemed to follow him as he continued on through the thick jungle. After a few more yards, he found himself amongst a white mist just a few inches from the ground, growing larger and larger as it covered the jungle floor. He was sure someone or something was watching his every move. He stopped suddenly, positive he could hear whispering sounds coming from within the trees. Jason pointed his firearm in front of him, then to the left of him, following the sounds from wherever they came from. Now he knew he was not alone when he saw dark shadows darting from within the trees with such a speed that it was impossible for him to take aim and shoot.
The shadows moved closer and closer until they were all around him. Jason randomly opened fire, emptying his weapon in seconds. Then without warning, he was knocked off his feet as if a raging bull had charged him. He had no idea what hit him, but whatever it was, it was now dragging him from his feet back the way he had come. After ten yards, it stopped. Jason quickly got to his feet, but he saw nothing and nobody. Not about to give in that easily, he pushed forward again increasing his pace. Then it hit him again just like before, knocking him down and pulling him back a few more yards.
Was this possible to be attacked by an invisible force, he said to himself. Frustration was getting the better of him. Jason was not the type to be scared that easily.
He shouted out, “come on show yourself whatever you are! I’m not afraid!”
Then it happened again. Jason was being dragged backward as if something was preventing him from moving forward. This time Jason was determined to continue no matter what. He got to his feet, running as fast as he could away from the dark shadows and mist. For the next hundred yards, Jason didn’t look back until he could run no more. He looked around as he stopped to catch his breath. He saw nothing was following him, so he continued forward in a strong, steady pace.
* * *
Racing against the clock, Tony also was moving through the jungle at a quick pace. He continually checked the GPS display, making certain they were still heading in the right direction. By his calculations, they should be at the site within the next forty minutes or so. Travis was holding a large flashlight, showing the way in front of them. Rosie remained close to Sally, who still has not said a word to anyone. She sometimes giggled to herself and murmured words that no one could understand. Tony would stop now and then to check up on her, making sure the energy within her was still there.
After a while, Tony thought he heard the sound of running water. He stopped where he was, and called for Travis to come forward with the flashlight. Rosie took the opportunity to sit down and rest, pulling Sally down beside her. Tony and Travis took a few steps forward when they came to a clearing, revealing a fifty foot wide river just below them. The steep drop to the river was more than thirty feet, making it impossible for them to climb down. They paused for a few minutes taking in the spectacular scenery. The water below them was crystal clear with rocks on both sides. They had to search for an alternative way to get across the river. According to the GPS the site was to the North East, so Tony decided to move in that direction, hoping to find another crossing point.
* * *
Back at the Chichen Itza temples, Kate met with the very same guide who escorted Jason and Danny. She said goodbye to Sean, who was ordered back to the Bahamas. Then she climbed inside the open top jeep and headed out with Andreas into the dark jungle. Glancing back at the temples, she saw Sean’s aircraft as it circled around and then disappeared into the night sky. The journey to Helen’s campsite would take them at least half an hour.
As the Jeep passed along the rough roads, she looked into the jungle, thinking it was no place to be at this time of hour. Her thoughts wandered over to Jason, praying he was alright out there alone searching for Sally.
She then began to think about the Mayan people, fascinated at the marvels they had created, and the dangers they had to deal with in their day to day lives. She remembered what she had searched about on the INTERNET, their gods and the spirits they believed in. Their whole lives and way of living depended on what the gods decided for them, and the sacrifices that were offered to them.
Kate was brought back to reality by the sounds of helicopters passing above her. She immediately knew they were from the search and rescue team. She wondered if they had found the wrecked aircraft or not, or even if the occupants were alive or dead. Kate thought only of Jason, worried if he had survived the jump from Sean’s plane.
* * *
Not too far from where Tony and Travis emerged, stood a wooden bridge. It was just a meter in width made for single file crossing. The bridge was old but still strong enough to cross from one side to another. Tony had a gut feeling he was being watched, so he hurried the others along to begin the crossing. It was Travis, who first tested the wooden structure, making it safely over to the other side. He then urged Rosie and Sally along. Rose held onto Sally’s hand, making sure she followed her every step. Next it was Tony’s turn. He was half way across when he heard the sound of running feet coming towards him from the jungle. It was Jason, who eventually managed to catch up with them. Tony made a run for the other side, managing to cross the bridge just as Jason was clear of the trees. Tony then lowered his duffel bag to the ground, zipped it open and took out two 9mm automatic weapons.
Travis, surprised by Tony’s actions said, “where in the hell did they come from?”
Without answering, he opened fire, spraying the ground beneath Jason’s feet with bullets, forcing him backward. Before Jason had a chance to take cover, he took a bullet to the leg. He went down hard, his face hitting the rocks, knocking him unconscious. Tony then opened fire on the bridge support beams and began kicking the rotting wood breaking them in two. The bridge made a crunching sound as it gave way crashing down into the river below. Tony reloaded his two guns and turned towards Jason ready to open fire again. But Jason’s body was gone; he somehow managed to slip away into the jungle trees.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

From within the cover of the trees, Jason could see Tony as he searched for him. It was too dark and far for his vision to see Jason as he sat with his back to a tree, tightening his belt around his leg to stop the bleeding. His body was battered and bruised from the airplane jump. His forehead has an open wound from hitting the rocks, and now he has a bullet lodged in his thigh.
Jason saw Sally and the others slowly move away from him. Angry with himself, knowing he could do nothing about it. How he longed to hold her safely in his arms, protect her from all of this. He watched the last glimpse of their flashlight as they faded away into the jungle. Jason managed to stand up against a tree, but the pain was excruciating. He took one step forward, forcing pressure on his wounded leg, then fell back to the ground in pain. He tried to stand up again, and managed to limp from tree to tree until he was in the opening looking down at the collapsed bridge as it dangled from both sides of the river.
He knew he had no time to waste searching for another way across. The only way down was by the dangling bridge. It would prove quite a task for him to climb down using just one leg. Jason tested the strength of the ropes, and then began to lower himself one step at a time. Each wooden plank served as a ladder rung, proving rather easy for him to descend. As he reached the last rung, he was looking at a drop of nearly fifteen feet. Large rocks and boulders were the only things to cushion his fall. He looked back up the way he had come and then down onto the rocks. Jason had to land safely, knowing if he broke one of his legs in the fall it would mean the end for him. With his sharp vision, he calculated the distance as he let go of the wooden bridge. The fall seemed to last for minutes, he could see himself falling through the air, and then he felt the hard rocks beneath his feet. On impact, he rolled over breaking his fall, landing in the river. The cool water was a relief to him. But now blood was seeping out from the bullet wound, coloring the clear water. Jason tightened the belt around his leg, grinding his teeth from the pain as he pulled harder and harder.
The flow of the river was not too strong, but had an undercurrent that knocked Jason of balance, dragging him underwater a few yards down. He emerged from the river, making it to the other side where he saw the other remains of the bridge. The six remaining wooden planks were way too high for him to reach. Then he caught sight of the ropes that held the planks in place. Fatigue was setting in, and he did not know if he had the strength to climb. Not giving in, he gathered his remaining strength, and heaved himself up hand over hand. With his good leg he managed to find a foothold, and then again, he heaved himself up another few more feet until he was within reach of the remaining planks of wood. With both hands holding onto them, he pulled himself up, slowly making it to the top. Jason now lay exhausted face up panting for breath. Looking up at the night sky, he saw dark clouds as they passed over the tree tops blotting out the moon. The smell of rain was in the air, meaning trouble for him ahead.
After driving for ten minutes, Andreas finally spoke for the first time during the Jeep ride.
“Rain!” He said, pointing his finger up to a cloudy sky.
Kate looked surprised but took his word for it. As they neared the campsite, the heavens opened up. Droplets the size of peas were pounding on the Jeep’s hood. Andreas stopped to pull up the soft top, despite both of them already soaked to the bone. With headlights on bright, they could barely see in front of them. Andreas shifted to second gear, slowly edging his way through the now muddy jungle road. He came to a stop just a few feet short of the trees in front of him.
Kate asked, “are we here?”
Without looking at her, Andreas nodded his head.
“Yes camp is here,” he said, looking in front of him.
Kate jumped out of the Jeep.
“Aren’t you coming?” She asked him.
She noticed he looked on edge as if frightened to step out of the vehicle.
“No! I go back now,” he said.
Kate saw nothing but trees and rocks all around her.
“Where is the camp? There’s nothing here!” She said.
Andreas outstretched his arm waving his hand back and forth as if he was shooing off some animal.
“You walk now! Fifteen minutes in a straight line,” he said to her.
“You’ve got to be kidding me!” She said, raising her voice.
He reached behind his seat and took out a battery operated lantern, and handed it to her.
“You go now! Or we go back,” said Andreas.
Kate had no choice but to take the lantern. As soon as she was clear of the vehicle, Andreas turned the Jeep around, leaving her standing there with nothing but the lamp in her hand. She waited until the tail lights disappeared through the pouring rain before turning around. Remembering what Andreas told her, she started to walk in a straight line as she possibly could. The rain continued to pour down as if it would never stop.
As she walked through the dark jungle, she began to think strange thoughts. It was as if she were in a horror movie, walking alone through the trees with no protection whatsoever. She was expecting at any moment for someone to reach out to her from behind. She dismissed her thoughts and concentrated on what was in front of her. She looked at her watch, counting the minutes that had passed.
The campsite should be in sight soon, but with the rain pouring down, she could hardly see ten feet in front of her. Then all of a sudden the lantern she was carrying blacked out, leaving her in the dark. Kate started to shake the lantern, hoping it might light up again, but it didn’t work. Assuming the batteries had died out, she threw it to the ground and continued on her way.
Walking even slower than before she moved from tree to tree holding onto each one to prevent her from tripping. After another few more minutes, she came to a clearing, and in front of her, she saw the campsite tents. She wandered into the campsite, looking around making sure it was safe to proceed. The camp had that ghostly feeling, no movement at all, dead silence except for the patter of rain as it hit the tents and ground. Kate ventured further into the camp until she came to the tent entrance. Careful not to make a sound she unzipped the flap and stepped inside.
Relieved to be out of the rain, she stood still for a while, letting her eyes get accustomed to the dark. Her clothes were drenched, and she needed to get out of them. She looked around the tent that was made for two persons. A camp bed was on each side, with sleeping bags laid neatly on them. She went over to one of them sliding her hand inside, feeling the warmth and dryness. In the back of the tent lay a wooden trunk. Curious to know what it holds, she opened it to find men’s clothing inside that consisted of jeans and some shirts. Choosing the size that might fit her, she removed her wet clothes, dried herself and slid into a pair of jeans and shirt.
Kate knew she could do nothing else until the rain stopped, so she decided to take a little rest. She got into the cozy sleeping bag and soon drifted off into a deep sleep.
Only a couple of miles away, Jason rose to his feet as the rain poured down around him. The river began to rise at a quick rate and soon turned into a rough flowing water. Fifteen minutes later and Jason would never have made it across. His leg had become numb, so he loosened the belt until he felt the blood flowing again. What he needed was something to hold onto. Looking around, he picked up one of the wooden planks, using it as crutches to help him walk. Steadying himself, Jason continued through the jungle with only one concern on his mind, to get his daughter back safe and sound.
* * *
A loud clash of thunder startled Kate, waking her out of her sleep. She looked confused for a few seconds until she realized where she was. The rain was still coming down strong all around her, and it seemed it was not going to stop at any moment now. Kate needed something to keep her dry, but all she found was a large plastic garbage bag, so she cut out a few holes and wore it just like a Pancho, sliding it over her head. She was about to walk out of the tent when she heard sounds coming from the other side of the camp. Peering through an opening, she could see someone just beyond the larger tent. She managed to count four people in all who were coming her way. Not taking any chances, she quickly exited the tent and made a run for the cover of the trees from where she could get a better look at whom had entered the campsite. Keeping as low as she could, Kate moved closer to where the four people seemed to have stopped just outside the larger tent. They opened the tent and entered one by one, the taller one closing the zipper behind him. After a few minutes, the tent lit up, glowing in the dark. Kate felt safe knowing all were inside, so she approached the tent with caution trying to listen to what they were saying. With the noise of the downpour, it was nearly impossible for her to catch a word. She edged a little closer, as close as she possibly can, until she could make out the words. Kate was now only a few feet away, and she could hear two men who seemed to be arguing about something.
“You didn’t have to shoot him! Destroying the bridge was more than enough to stop him from following us! You killed an FBI agent for Christ sake! We’re as good as dead!”
Shocked by what she just heard, Kate stumbled backward, falling into the muddy pools of water. She covered her face to prevent anyone from hearing her cry.
“Jason is dead! They killed him!” She said to herself.
Kate couldn’t stop crying, and had no idea what she was going to do. All she could think of was to run and hide somewhere. As she passed the side of the tent, she heard a voice that she immediately recognized.
“He’s not dead! He’s alive and coming after you, just you wait and see!”
“It’s Sally! She’s still alive!” said Kate.
“Shut her up, will you! He’s dead. I saw him go down! We rest here for half an hour, and then continue on our way. According to this damn thing, the site should be a couple of miles from here,” said Tony.
Kate knew she couldn’t leave, knowing Sally was still alive. She felt it was her responsibility to help Sally for Jason’s sake.
She didn’t have a gun or knife, no weapon to protect herself. She knew where they were going, so she thought she would follow them, hoping to seize an opportunity to take Sally away from them. Kate decided to wait outside the camp perimeter until they left, keeping a watchful eye on the tent.
* * *
With both hands grasping the wooden plank, Jason was more determined than ever. Grinding his teeth together, knowing with each step he took would bring him closer to Sally. The raindrops hit him hard across the face, but it didn’t slow him down, he didn’t give into the jungle, despite all it unleashed at him.
Jason shouted out, “come on! Is that all you got? You sent spirits to stop me! Then the river! Now this downpour! Is that the best you can do?”

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Inside the tent, Tony and the others rested for a while. Rosie lay down on one of the camp beds with Sally sitting upright at the bottom of the bed staring in front of her.
Travis questioned Tony again.
“What are we going to do now? The whole FBI force will be after us for killing her father, and why is she just sitting there staring into nothing?”
Tony stood up hovering over Travis.
“Once we’re at the Mayan site, they will never find us. That place has been hidden for centuries. They don’t even know where to begin looking. As for Sally, my only guess is she’s being protected by her mother’s spirit, or by something much stronger. Don’t ask me why? But I have a feeling it’s protecting her from this place, protecting her from something evil.”
* * *
Thankful for the plastic covering, Kate sat on a rock under a large tree, giving her some protection from the rain. She looked up at the night sky, which seemed to be opening up. She thought of Jason, not knowing if he were dead or alive. After a few minutes, the rain suddenly stopped just as instantly as it had begun. She got up to remove her plastic make do Pancho, when she heard the sound of the tent zipper opening. Moving back behind the tree, Kate waited for the occupants to come out. She saw Tony for the first time. His blond hair gave him a neon glow look as he stepped out into the open. He was roughly the same height as Jason and looked equally strong. Somehow he had managed to overpower Jason, which not many men can do.
Then Rosie and Sally emerged. She gasped as she saw Sally, relieved she looked alright, and without injury. Travis was the last to step outside. She knew it was him from the description Sally had given her. Kate looked carefully at her, thinking she must be drugged by the way she was standing there staring at the night sky.
Tony and Travis gathered what they could find from inside the tent, and again started on their way. They moved through the camp, passing the smaller tents and then the main tent where Helen’s murdered colleagues were found. Travis wanted to take a look inside for anything useful.
“We don’t have time! It will soon be dawn,” said Tony.
Kate stepped out into the open once Tony and the others were out of sight. As she approached the tents, she heard the rustling of leaves among the trees. Not knowing if it were a wild animal or something, she moved back behind one of the tents. Nothing emerged from the dark jungle, so she presumed what ever it was must have gone the other way. As she stepped out into the open, there standing in front of her was a large male puma staring her down. Kate froze with fright. She had never seen anything so terrifying. The cat’s large eyes shone in the darkness as it watched her every move. With its claws extracted, it was ready to pounce at kate’s slightest movement. Kate took a step back. The animal growled deeply as it took a step towards her, baring its two inch long canines prepared to kill the prey standing before it.
Without thinking, Kate suddenly turned around to make a run for it, but she lost her foothold and slipped on the wet soft ground. She rolled over onto her back in time to see the large cat make the fifteen foot leap into the air coming straight at her. Kate shielded herself with her arm, expecting to feel the animals large teeth sink in. Then out of nowhere, something got to the animal first. All she saw was a large plank of wood strike the puma’s side, knocking it off balance. Then she saw him crossing her path to where the large cat had fallen. It got to its feet, growling, then ran off into the jungle. Her Savior turned around and limped towards her. Kate couldn’t believe who she was looking at as he held out his hand, helping her to her feet.
“Jason! You’re alive! I thought you were dead!” Said Kate as she held onto him hugging him tightly.
“It’s going to take more than what I’ve been through to get rid of me.” said Jason, nearly toppling over.
Kate noticed the gunshot wound to his leg.
“You’re hurt! Is the bullet still in there?” She asked.
Jason held onto Kate as he looked down at his leg.
“Yep! Still in there,” he said.
“We have to remove it before the wound becomes infected. We can go after them when the bullet is out,” she said.
Jason looked at her.
“They were here? Did you see them?” he asked.
Kate looked up at him, holding his face in her hands.
“She’s okay. Sally’s not hurt,” said Kate.
Jason asked her, “which way did they go? I have to get her back!”
“No, Jason! Listen to me! We need to get that bullet out before fever sets in. You have a better chance of getting her back if you are stronger,”
Jason listened to her, knowing she was right. They went in search for a medical kit and eventually found one in Helen’s tent. Kate prepared the necessary things while Jason lay himself down on the camp bed. Taking Jason’s knife, she slits open his jeans leg to reveal the wound. While Kate attended to his wound, Jason narrated what had happened to him during his search through the jungle. Ten minutes later, Jason’s leg was bullet free, and his leg cleaned and bandaged. Jason stood up, relieved he could put pressure on his leg with much lesser pain than before.
They searched around Helen’s tent before leaving, hoping to find something that might help in recapturing his daughter.
“You stay here! It’s too dangerous for you to come,” said Jason.
Kate didn’t agree, “I’m coming with you! I’ve come this far, so now I’m going all the way.”
Jason knew it was a waste of time arguing with her, so he let it go.
“Okay then, are we ready to leave?” He asked her.
As they were about to leave, Kate noticed a small black book on a wooden table that caught her attention. The title read. “The Mayan Underworld And Its Secrets.”
“Jason wait!” She said as she picked up the book.
“We don’t have time to read books,” said Jason.
She ignored what he said. “It might help us understand what’s going on here,” she said.
“Well, be quick about it.”
As Kate ruffled through the pages. She paused midway when she came to the chapter. “Protective Spirits Of The Underworld.”
“Jason! This is what you experienced in the jungle. The mist and dark shadows you mentioned says a dark force will guard the underworld against any threat.”
Looking puzzled, Jason asked, “so why now and not when we were here with professor Shireberg?”
Kate continued reading in search of an answer.
“Did any of you find and disturb the ruler’s tomb when you were here?” She asked.
“It must have been Carlos and his companion when they took Helen. One of them carried a haversack that he held onto tightly. They must have been looking for treasure and needed Helen to guide them. That’s the only reason I can think of why they went down into the cavern and didn’t take her away as soon as they captured her,” said Jason.
“But why are the spirits protecting the ruler’s tomb after it has already been disturbed?” Continued Jason.
She looked up at him.
“What if the ruler’s tomb hasn’t been disturbed? I mean the tomb, which Carlos opened might not have been the rulers resting place at all. Maybe it’s still down there, waiting to be discovered,” said Kate, all excited.
“Well, spirit or no spirit is not going to stop me from getting my daughter back.” said Jason.
Kate found one of Helen’s flashlights. She checked the batteries to make sure they were fully charged. It was then she remembered what she had seen on the airplane just before Jason jumped out. She turned to look at Jason, who was waiting for her to speak. He already knew what was on her mind.
“You don’t need this do you?” She asked as she held out the flashlight.
It was Jason who now was holding her face in his hands.
“No, I don’t. I will explain it to you, but we don’t have time right now. We have to go,” said Jason.
* * *
Not too far away, Tony was leading the way. He could feel the adrenaline rushing through his veins as they approached the site.
“Hurry! We’re soon there,” he said.
But Tony wasn’t the only one who knew they were near the Mayan underworld. Sally suddenly held back, refusing to go further. Rosie still holding onto her hand was trying to pull her along, but she didn’t move an inch.
“What’s wrong with her? Why has she stopped?” Called out Rosie.
Travis took hold of her other hand, but Sally fought back, digging her heels into the ground, pulling away from Travis.
“Leave me alone!” She shouted out.
Tony went over to her. He raised his arm and slapped her across the face with the back of his hand. She fell to the ground but shed no tears. Sally tried to make a run for it, but Travis was ready for her.
“Hold her still, will you!” Shouted out Tony.
He looked into her eyes.
“Well! Well! She’s back! Your mother’s, not going to protect you now,” said Tony, “drag her by her hair if necessary.”
As they came closer to the site, the GPS started to beep continuously. Then it suddenly changed its tone into one long beep. Tony looked at the screen.
“We’re here!”
They had come to the precise spot where Helen had stopped with Jason and Danny. Travis looked around pointing the flashlight in all directions.
“Where is it then? There’s only large boulders and trees,” he said.
“You idiot! Do you think it’s going to have a sign above the entrance? It’s here alright, just not visible in the dark. Give me the flashlight, you stay here with the girls and keep an eye on Sally,” said Tony.
While Tony searched for the opening that Carlos had described to him, Travis went and sat down opposite the two girls. Sally focused on her surroundings, scanning the trees beyond her. She was not afraid of what is planned for her. She still had protection from her mother and from someone else who has been with her since they boarded the plane.
Sally then said, “you have no idea what you’re getting into! This place is evil, and none of us are welcome here!”
“Shut her up will you!” Shouted Rosie.
“She’s just trying to frighten you, which seems to be working,” said Travis.
Tony whistled for them to come forward as he opened the moss curtain revealing the narrow passageway inside. One by one they entered, disappearing into the bedrock.
* * *
Not too far away, Jason and Kate were catching up fast. Jason was able to move more freely through the trees despite his bandaged leg. Kate was only a few steps behind following his every move.
“So are you going to tell me how you are able to see so clearly in the dark?” she asked.
Jason looked at her, his pupils shining like silver pearls.
“I was born with this rare condition. My eyes let in more light, just like cat’s eyes do. Doctors were baffled when my parents admitted me to hospital. They were worried it would affect my eyesight as I grew older. After numerous tests, it was confirmed my eyesight would not be damaged in any way. You’re one of the few persons that know about it. Not even Danny knows.”
Wishing she hadn’t mentioned it right now, she quickly changed the subject.
“Are we heading in the right direction? You still remember the way?” She asked.
“Besides my perfect sight. I have a very good sense of direction,” said Jason with a smile.
The air in the jungle gave off a moist sense of smell after the rains had stopped. The usual sounds of crickets were heard again. As dawn approached, the night wildlife settled into their burrows, making way for the daytime creatures. The howling of monkeys sounded in the treetops, playfully chasing eachother. Now and then there was silence, the rustling of leaves giving away a predator on the prowl. Kate kept close to Jason, who seemed entirely unaffected by the dangers the jungle had to offer.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

They stepped into the dark, cold surroundings after clearing rock and debris from the entrance to the cavern left by the explosion. Travis lit up one of the wicker torches that were on the floor in front of them. Holding his flame up high, he approached the steps leading down to the center.
He shouted out, “this place is amazing!”
Tony took hold of two unlit torches lighting each one from Travis. In a few minutes, all flames on both sides were blazing away once again bringing the cavern back to life. No one noticed the dark shadow slip out of sight into one of the open doorways.
“Travis!” called out Tony, “hold onto Sally, she’s not getting away this time!”
To his surprise it was Sally who came forward giving herself to him. Tony then took out a long white cotton nightdress from his duffel bag.
He gave it to Rosie.
“Here! Get her into this.”
Tony then placed multiple candles around the stone sacrificial table, lighting each one while Rosie helped Sally into the white gown. Tony prepared the syringe to sedate Sally. He was surprised she was cooperating and not putting up a fight. The needle found its mark, and she immediately passed out in his arms. He then laid her body across the stone table. Her hands are dangling from both sides with palms facing upwards exposing her wrists. Tony dressed in his usual ritual clothing and took his position in front of Sally’s unconscious body. Travis and Rosie stood on each side of her holding a candle. With the flame torches lit all around the cavern, the place was once again transformed into its original self again after nearly two thousand years of darkness. The last sacrifice being the ancient Mayan kings daughter.
Tony took out the bronze plaque, ready to repeat the exact words the old Mayan priest had read on that fatal night. A cold chill came over him as he read the first few words. He felt the energy buildup around him and smiled as it grew stronger and stronger. Suddenly the flames around the cavern seemed to die down, turning themselves into a dimly lit light. The cavern from brightly lit became gloomy and chilling. The candles in the circle gave out just enough light for them to see each other.
Unaware to them hovered a dark figure above Sally’s body. Rosie felt ice cold chills all around her as Tony continued with the word chanting. At one point she was about to drop the candle, turn around and leave. The whole atmosphere was much different compared to what she was used to on the beaches back home. Tony noticed the unsteadiness in her. One look at Travis was all it took for him to warn Rosie.
“You move now, and break the circle means certain death!” Said Travis to Rosie.
It was then she saw a dark figure standing next to Sally. Rosie froze where she was. Her eyes fixated on the unknown creature. It swirled around causing the candle flames to flicker. As Tony raised his voice, it grew larger, taking the form of a man and beast.
* * *
By the time they reached the entrance, the sun was beginning to appear through the darkness of the trees. Kate entered first, feeling safer in the front, then at the rear. With her flashlight revealing the way they walked through the first chamber, then began the long descent down the stone steps.
As they approached the half way mark they could see flames dancing in the distance with large shadows swirling around the cavern walls. Jason feared it was too late. He just hoped his daughter Sally was still alive. Kate could hear his deep breathing, feeling his urge to descend, but his leg wouldn’t permit it. Kate stopped to help him, quickening their way down. Thoughts ran through Jason’s head as he remembered the last time he was here. The entrance to the cavern was blocked by rocks that meant Tony and the others had to clear the entrance, buying more time for Sally’s survival.
Jason turned off Kate’s flashlight and continued towards the entrance. He led the way with Kate behind him, who was barely able to see three feet in front of her.
Tony and Travis managed to remove a fair amount of rocks from the entrance, enabling Jason to pass through with ease. He kept himself as low to the ground as he could. When he saw it was safe for Kate to enter, he signaled for her to enter. They both crawled to the edge of the stairway, peering down on what was going on. What they saw stunned them both.
Kate was shocked when she saw the body of Sally slumped face up on the stone table. What shocked her even more, was the ghastly figure a few feet away from her helpless body. The dark figure had revealed its true self, transforming from a dark, ghostly figure into a rotting human body having the head of an owl. The remaining flesh began to peel off with every move it made. Standing above Sally’s body was the underworld god Ah-Puch.
Jason rose to his feet at what he saw, but Kate quickly pulled him back down.
“I can blow that mad man’s head off at this range! Why are you stopping me?” asked Jason.
“And what about that thing down there? Bullets won’t kill it! I’ve seen pictures of that in books. It’s some Mayan God of the underworld. Sally is still alive, or else this ritual would already be over. The sacrifice has not been made yet,” answered Kate.
“Okay, but I’m not waiting until it’s over! Sally’s in danger down there. I have to get to her before he harms her,” said Jason, trying to keep calm.
Kate said, “that thing could harm her before we even get close to them! I don’t think we’re dealing with the living here!”
So Jason and Kate backed away as they tried to find an alternative way to get as close as possible to rescue Sally. Tony and the others were all focused on what was happening around them. Jason took a chance and made his way down the steps with his back pressed against the wall, keeping hidden in the shadows. Kate, holding her breath followed him, keeping watch on what was happening. Not more than twenty yards away from the center, they both remained hidden in the shadows.
The Mayan God stood where it was a few feet away from Sally. Tony nearing the end of the text was now raising his hands in the air, about to ask his wishes to the God Ah-Puch in return for the sacrifice of Sally. Tony knew once she was dead, her energy would be transferred from her body and into his. The underworld god would have her spirit and soul.
But Tony wanted more, he wanted passageway into the underworld realm. Having the ability to communicate with spirits, he closed his eyes in concentration, communicating with the spirit in front of him.
Ah-Puch looked up at him as if surprised by Tony’s capability. The owl eyes locked onto Tony, waiting his requests. He knew it would take more than one offering for him to enter the underworld. So it was agreed three sacrifices would have to be made to the gods besides Sally. Tony also offered the sacrifice of Travis and Rosie.
The spirit focused its eyes onto Travis and then across to Rosie. They both realized something was not right. Rosie was the first to try and make a run for it, but somehow, she could not bring herself to move her body. Travis also was paralyzed on the spot. By the power of the spirits, both Travis and Rosie were at the mercy of the underworld god.
Tony then took out his Bowie knife from his bag. He crossed over to Rosie slitting her wrists. She was not able to move or make a sound. It was her eyes that gave away the pain she was feeling. Tony looked her in the eye, smiling as she slowly slipped away into unconsciousness.
Travis knew it was his turn next. By eye movement alone, he begged for Tony not to take his life. The underworld God released the hold it had on Rosie, letting her drained bloodless body fall to the ground. Tony absorbed the energy flowing from her body. Feeling revived and fresh, he made his way over to where Travis stood.
Kate watched Rosie as her body fell to the ground. Jason also saw what had happened. He rushed out of the shadows, took out his loaded weapon ready to end all of this right now. Bullets hit the statues that surrounded the sacrificial table, pieces of marble flew in all directions with each impact. Kate followed Jason keeping behind him, protected by his body. The sound of the gun echoed loudly around the cavern.
Tony had to move fast; he was not about to lose the chance he had so long waited for. He swiftly stabbed Travis deep in the chest, and then he turned his attention to Sally. Protected by the marble statues, Tony smiled at her as he slowly slit her wrists one by one.
Just ten yards away, and without ammo, Jason found the strength he needed. He made a run towards Tony.
Kate started to scream as blood dripped rapidly from Sally’s wrists, but what she saw next horrified her even more. Sally’s body slowly began to rise from the sacrificial table. Her head, arms and legs dangled as she rose three feet into the air.
It was now or never. Jason was only four yards away from Tony as he dove through the air just like an attacking football player would do when charging an opponent. Jason hit his target hard, his arms gripped Tony around the waist causing both men to fly across the floor.
Kate ran towards Sally, also looking where Jason and Tony fell, but to her astonishment, they were gone, disappeared into thin air. Now she had to face the only obstacle left, the death God of the underworld. Sally’s body rose higher and higher into the air. Kate watched the evil figure as it spun around with flames emerging from its hands in Sally’s direction. Kate had to stop the flames before Sally’s body burned to ashes. Without thinking, she managed to jump onto the stone table, taking hold of Sally, pulling her down just as the flames passed within inches of her. She then threw herself over Sally’s body, protecting her from the Mayan god Ah-Puch. Expecting at any moment to be burned alive, she waited for the flames to engulf her, but strangely enough, nothing happened. Slowly raising her head, she looked around, nothing, she and Sally were alone inside the cavern. She then looked down at Sally, who was still losing blood; her body felt cold to the touch. Kate checked for a pulse but could not find one. She quickly ripped pieces of her shirt, tying Sally’s wrists in an attempt to stop the bleeding. Then she began to perform CPR, pumping Sally’s chest and giving her mouth to mouth resuscitation.
“Come back Sally! Don’t give up on me now!”
Tears rolled down Kate’s cheeks onto Sally’s cold white face. She repeated CPR again and again, not willing to give up.
“Please God! Don’t let it end like this, take me instead!”
The flamed torches around the cavern began to die down. Exhausted, Kate laid her head across Sally’s chest as she lay lifeless beneath her. It was over she thought as she listened to the silence all around her.
She was about to stand up when something caught her eye at the far end of the cavern. She wiped her eyes from the tears, trying to make out what it was. She could see a small glowing light moving through the air, just like a firefly would do. The small orb approached her closer and closer, lighting up the dark shadows as it floated slowly towards her.
Frightened and not knowing what to expect, she backed away nearly tripping over Jason’s gun. With trembling hands, Kate picked it up, pointing it at the approaching orb. Suddenly it stopped just above Sally, hovering and pulsating as if it were alive. Kate stood where she was, staring at it, hypnotized by the flashing light. It began to glow brighter and brighter, so bright that she had to cover her eyes. Then something strange happened. The orb began to spin faster and faster when all of a sudden it descended, penetrating Sally’s chest. Her whole body lit up, light glowing through her skin. Kate watched Sally as her back began to arc. She then bravely moved next to her, watching as she began to shake vigorously. The next instant Sally exhaled as the small round light emerged from her body and into the air. Startled, she took a step back, waiting to see what was going to happen next. The orb floated above Sally for a few seconds before turning into the form of a young girl. She was dressed in white clothing with jewels worn around her neck, resembling an ancient Mayan princess. Kate couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She smiled up at the young girl who then smiled back at her before disappearing into the darkness of the cavern. Sally’s body slowly rested back on the stone table without moving. Kate approached her, not certain what had happened. She was looking down at her when Sally’s eyes slowly began to open. Sally turned her head to the side, looking up at Kate.
“Where is my father?” She asked.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Jason and Tony toppled over each other as they hit the ground hard. Both men equal in size and strength rushed to their feet. Jason took a blow to the stomach. Then Tony’s fist came smashing down across his face. With blood dripping from his lips, Jason fought back, elbowing Tony in the chest, knocking him from under his feet falling flat on his back. Jason raised his foot, and brought it back down, but Tony quickly moved to the side as his boot hit the ground only inches away.
Tony saw Jason’s injured leg and struck at it dead on, opening the wound again. Jason shouted out in pain as he tumbled over holding his leg. Tony now stood above him with his Bowie knife in hand.
“Get up! Before I kill you where you lay, just like I killed your daughter!”
Jason lifted up his jeans leg, reaching for his knife as he got to his feet. The two men faced each other lashing out with their knives. Tony received a few cuts to his hands, while Jason not quick enough due to his injury was taking a beating. Tony laughed each time his blade struck Jason, who was now limping on one leg. Tony continuously directed his attack at Jason’s leg. He was losing blood fast and knew he couldn’t hold on much longer. Tony came at him again and again. Jason blocked as many blows as he could, but he knew time was running out for him. He looked around for his gun but could not see it. He could neither see Kate or Sally. His whole surroundings seemed different to him. He saw Tony rushing towards him as he tried to get to his feet, but he fell back down again. It was over. Blood was everywhere, and he didn’t have the strength to carry on. Jason was giving in; he had lost the battle and was waiting for it to be over, waiting to die.
Tony towered over him, holding his knife with both hands, ready to strike the last deadly blow.
“Die you FBI pig!” Shouted out Tony.
But nothing happened, everything came to a halt. Jason looked up at Tony, his knife only a few inches from his chest. Tony was still as a statue. Stunned at what he was seeing, Jason moved out from under the knife. Then it emerged from amongst the shadows. The underworld god was heading towards them. Tony’s body was now in the hands of Ah-Puch. Just like a puppet, his body performed to each movement of the Spirit’s hands. He was lifted up, then spun around to face the underworld god, who spoke out in a deep growling voice.
“You have entered my domain where you are not welcome! This place is a place of the gods, spirits from another realm!”
Ah-Puch released the grip it had on Tony, allowing him to speak.
“We had an understanding. I gave you three sacrifices in return for my being granted a passage here. He is not welcome. You should exterminate him like a bug!” said Tony, pointing at Jason.
Ah-Puch approached them even closer. Stretching out his hand, he pointed behind Jason and Tony, where immediately a dark corner of the cold cavern lit up. There in front of them was Kate embracing Sally, who was still alive.
“The girl lives. Only two sacrifices were given to me,” said the underworld god.
Jason crawled towards his daughter, shouting out her name, but she neither Kate could hear him. Father and daughter were in different realms. Sally was in the land of the living while Jason, who had held onto Tony, had unwillingly crossed over into the land of the dead.
Tony couldn’t believe it. He called out.
“It can’t be! I slit her wrists! I saw her die!”
Ah-Puch regained control of Tony’s body, dragging him forward until he was a few feet in front of him.
“The girl is strongly protected,” answered Ah-Puch.
Tony felt tightness around his neck as the underworld god squeezed his grip tighter and tighter, breaking his neck. He then tossed his body across the floor. Its next move was to get rid of Jason, who lay on the ground too weak to move. Sensing his weakness, Ah-Puch had no need to take control of Jason’s body. He knelt down next to him, holding his beaten face in his hands. Jason felt the pressure as his skull was slowly being crushed.
“Sally needs you Jason! She’s calling out to you. Go back to her!” Pleaded Anne’s voice as he was about to black out.
Jason regained consciousness, opening his eyes as he felt the large dagger in his hands. He drove it deep into the underworld god’s stomach, slicing upwards through its chest.
“Nobody messes with me and lives to tell! Not even you!” cried out Jason.
The underworld god yelled out, loosening its grip on Jason. It then turned away into the dark corners before Jason passed out.
* * *
Kate, relieved that Sally was still alive couldn’t stop crying. She took out a bottle of water and washed away her bloodstained hands. Sally asked again as she managed to sit up.
“Where is my father? Is he alright?”
Kate brushed away the loose strands of hair from her face.
“I don’t know what happened Sally. He was right in front of me when he knocked Tony off his feet. That’s the last time I saw him.”
Both girls held onto each other, tears streaming down their faces.
“We have to get out of this place. It’s pure evil down here. This cavern should remain hidden from the outside world. It’s a place for holy priests that ruled the Mayan world,” said Kate.
Sally held back. “No! I can’t leave here without him. He’s alive. I can feel it.”
Then through the silence they heard groaning sounds like someone was in pain.
“Did you hear that?”
The sound was coming from a dark corner of the cavern.
“Sally be careful! We don’t know what it is!”
Sally knew right away what it was. Taking a flamed torch she walked cautiously towards the sound. As the light penetrated the dark shadows, she saw the figure of a man sitting with his back to the wall barely alive.
“Dad!” Cried out Sally, “you’re alive!”
She ran to him throwing the flame to the ground. She knelt down beside him hugging her father around the neck, eyes swelling with tears as she kissed him on his bloodstained face.
“Easy there sweetheart! You’re not getting rid of me that easily,” said Jason trying to hold back a tear as it rolled down his battered cheek.
“Sally! Your mother helped me. She is here with us.”
“I know! She’s been with us the whole time!”
Kate was soon by his side, wiping her tear streaked face.
“Are you able to stand up? She asked.
“I think I can manage with your help.”
They helped him to his feet and walked out of the shadows and into the center of the cavern.
Kate said, “I need to dress your wound. Your bandages have blood all over them.”
They began to make their way towards the stone table, when Jason suddenly lost his balance. He fell forward, hitting the stone table and slightly dislodging the top part.
Sally cried out, “dad are you alright?”
“I’m okay. I guess I’m too heavy for you guys.”
Kate noticed something strange about the sacrificial table. She took out her flashlight and walked around, shining the light inside the hollow table.
“Jason! Look here. There’s something inside.”
Sally came over to have a look as Jason edged his way holding onto the sides.
“It seems deeper than it looks,” said Sally.
“On three, we push the top part away,” said Jason.
With all three pushing to one side, the heavy lid slowly crunched open revealing a large opening. What they saw inside surprised them all. They were looking down into an underground chamber buried deep under the cavern floor.
“My god!” Said Sally, “it’s a secret tomb! We have to get down there and check it out!”
“It’s up to Kate. I don’t think I can make it down there, and besides who’s gonna pull you back up again if I go down?” Said Jason.
Kate was excited just as much as Sally.
“Jason, this might be the lost king’s burial chamber that we read about in Helen’s books,” she said.
“We better hurry up about it. I have a gut feeling we’re not alone down here,” said Jason, as Sally was already climbing into the tomb.
Jason then took hold of her hands lowering her down. He released her, letting her drop the last few feet. Kate was soon standing next to Sally inside the dark chamber. Jason then handed them one of the flame torches. As soon as Kate held it up, the whole thirty foot square room was a sight they never dreamed of seeing. In the furthest part of the chamber lay a huge sarcophagus painted in gold. Rubies and emeralds covered its sides, glittering and shining as they approached it. Surrounding it were churns filled with golden nuggets. On the rear wall stood colorful paintings of the king standing high upon the tallest pyramid of Chichen Itza. Surrounding the temple grounds were his people bowing to him in respect. In the picture, the king was seen holding up his arms to the heaven gods as rays of sunlight poured down over his people. The king must have been one of the greatest rulers of the Mayan civilization.
Kate had discovered the resting place of the lost king.
Sally was about to touch the sarcophagus when she heard her father calling.
“We have to go! You have to get out of there now!”
Kate ran back to the opening.
“Jason! What is it? What do you see?”
“You were right! This is the lost king’s tomb, and I think we’ve woken its Guardian! Get Sally out of there!”
Kate called to Sally, “come on! We have to leave and don’t touch anything!”
They both desperately tried to reach Jason’s extended hands.
“We can’t reach you Jason!”
“Sally come in front of me. I’m going to try and lift you up. Then grab your father’s hands,” said Kate.
She took hold of Sally by the legs, lifting her while she balanced herself against the wall. Kate raised her higher and higher until Jason was in reach of her. Jason took hold of his daughter’s hands quickly pulling her to safety. Once in the clear, she looked around and saw a dark mist approaching them from the farthest ends of the cavern. Sally immediately felt its evil, she now knew what her mother was protecting her from.
Jason called down to Kate, “is there anything you can stand on so I can reach you?”
She looked around the tomb.
“No! there’s nothing Jason! Take Sally and go! Get out of here!” She said.
Kate held the torch in her hands and sat down, waiting her fate. After a few minutes, the flame died down, leaving her in the dark.
Jason and Sally were watching the dark mist as it came towards them. Jason had already felt its power back in the jungle. He placed his daughter behind him, protecting her with his body. They slowly backed away waiting for it to strike out at them.
“Dad! We can’t leave her down there!” Said Sally.
Jason turned around to face his daughter.
“I don’t intend to! Go up the stairs quickly and wait for me there.”
Jason picked up two flame torches. One of them burning and the other was out. He then limped his way back to the underground opening, throwing the burning torch for Kate to see.
“Jason! What are you doing? I thought you left!”
“We’re not leaving without you. Here grab hold of this. I’m going to try and pull you up.”
Kate jumped up catching hold of the wooden torch. She was now hanging in the air a few feet above the ground. She quickly found a foothold helping Jason as he lifted her up hand over hand until he was able to reach her. Then with all his strength, he lifted her up and out, both of them landing on the floor.
Then they heard a loud screeching sound as the mist rose itself into a serpent-like form high above the tomb entrance. Without warning it dove down just as Jason and Kate were clear of the opening. The screeching sound increased, forcing them to cover their ears. The snake-like mist entered the underground tomb with tremendous force, whipping up a strong gust of wind behind it, creating a vacuum effect and closing the lid back in place.
Then there was silence, the cavern did not make a sound. Jason and Kate heard the fast pounding of their hearts as it quickened its beat.
They then turned to each other saying, “let’s get out of this damned place!”
Sally was waiting at the top of the stairway.
* * *
“You made it! My god! What was that thing? And what about the king’s treasure? Aren’t we going to tell someone what we have discovered?” Asked Sally.
Jason looked back as they walked out of the cavern.
“Some things are better left untold!”

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

The sun was above the trees when they stepped out from the rocky entrance. Jason covered the opening as best as he could, hiding it from the rest of the world. He hoped no one would ever find it again.
The day began to heat up, drying the rain-soaked trees and soft ground. Animal life emerged again, and exotic birds sang their song as the sun’s rays penetrated the jungle canopy. Monkeys leaped from tree to tree, chased by a dominant male.
Jason and the girls hiked their way back to civilization, stopping only to rest and drink from a cool stream of water. They finally emerged out into the open with the Chichen-Itza temples towering above them. They walked their way through the crowds of tourists who were staring at their blood soaked clothes as if they just had a battle with the devil himself.
Jason then heard somebody calling his name from the furthest end of the crowd. He saw Danny running towards them.
“My god! What happened to the lot of you?” Asked Danny.
“You don’t want to know. Just get us out of this place,” Jason said as he held onto Danny’s shoulders.
As they boarded the waiting plane to take them back home. Kate turned to Sally and said, “here Sally, a souvenir for you.”
From her pocket, she took out a small golden statue in the image of a young Mayan princess, dating back nearly two thousand years. The plane took off and circled the jungle for the last time, leaving its secrets behind.
Little did they know, the ground shook deep inside the ancient cavern as its protector burst its way out from the king’s tomb aware something was missing.
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