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Note from the Author

I

 realize that the names of the dark Gods in this book (and future books in this series) are completely fictitious, yet I used the correct names for the Gods and Goddesses of the Light. Orochi is actually a Japanese demon, not a dark God, so using his name won’t matter. Those who are in the know, will know why it is so. For those that don’t, read the books on Magick, then you’ll understand why.

I used the spelling for Magick with a ‘k’ to differentiate the magic (no k) being used by magicians and stage artists from those who actually practice real magick and run with WILL on the astral planes. Though there are some stage magicians whom I wonder if they should have the ‘k’ included. Some are just that good to be hiding in plain sight. However, like them, this book was made to entertain you and I hope you enjoy all of my new exciting worlds and travel with me often as more are created.

I’d like to thank my boys, Jerimiah, Cody and Cameron for letting me use the computer for hours on end. I want to thank Jerimiah, personally, for being the one who came up with most of the chapter title names. I want to personally thank Cody for keeping me fed when I would forget. And I want to thank Cameron, for reading all of my stories and giving me feedback and ideas when I would write myself into a corner. Thanks, also, to Laurie and Kenny for getting me the research I needed for more authenticity in my stories. Finally, thanks to my own personal editors, Liz and Lea Ellen, who kicked butt on editing. Good work, guys. Keep on astral running. Ride hard, ride free!

I’d like to thank my favorite Rock band, Nickleback, and my favorite Heavy Metal rock band, Godsmack for rocking me through my writing. Keep rocking! Also, thanks to my two favorite Rap bands, ICP and Twiztid. The love scenes were inspired by a CD mix I made with my various favorite “Mood” music. Oh yeah, it worked, HA!

(The Typos Below are Deliberate)

Just one More note: i have Three very special people i hope read the whole series. You know who you all are. if you do, hey, i am here, still Alive, bring me in from The cold. Sushi and Margaritas until the End Of time On our own island in Nature’s paradise. 
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Catrina’s Prologue

F

inding your soulmate is a great gift. No gift of the Gods, however, comes without a price and when you are a child of the Gods, the price can be even steeper. Staying celibate until we could find one another and tacking on a save the world quest, I knew I would be in for an interesting time.

Thanks to a prophecy that is told in many of today’s religions by the end of 2012, four and a half billion people or more could die. Great plagues, famine and wars will take their toll. "The end of days", which is really not the end of mankind as most people think, but a change of life as we know it. 

The reason for this is twofold; one scientific and one metaphysical. The scientific side is this: A major shift in the Earth’s gravitational pull has been happening slowly for the past ten or so years. Surprisingly, not a lot of people know this, but it is a scientific fact. December 21, 2012 will see the full end of the "Shift" in the polarity of Earth. Even its’ axis will be tilted more than it is now. Minor Shifts have happened to some degree every 5,000 years or so. Some shorter and some longer time spanned between the shifts. With these shifts, depending on the severity, they can cause earthquakes, tsunamis, flooding, earth temperature changes and many other weather deviations. Some believe that in 2012, we will see a shift on a magnitude that hasn't been seen in thousands of years. At one time, our Earth’s surface was one solid piece of land. Then, after the first ‘Great Shift’, the tectonic plates moved so far that many smaller continents were made. The Ice Age happened and the Neanderthals perished.

For the metaphysical side: Myths and legends record that during this time, all the magickal races (dragons, vampires, werewolves and the like) were sent to other various dimensions through portals and astral doorways, which can only be opened or closed during a major polarity shift. Hence, the reason they are myths and legends in today's cultural histories. This was done to protect man from races that were stronger, faster, smarter and much more lethal in magickal uses than man who had no way of protecting themselves. Man too, eventually would have been wiped out as the Neanderthals were. The Gods and Goddesses decided to separate the pure magickal races and let ingenuity and science rule man for a time. Not all magick was lost to earth, but the greater magicks and the beings that can wield it were removed. Science has ruled heavily, but with science too, there is a price. Pollution, skepticism, a disregard for nature and natural cycles, as well as the imbalance of feminine and male roles in most cultures and newer religions got the attention of The Gods once again. Now They want the door opened, to hopefully bring back balance between the female and male aspects, as well as a healthy respect for the Earth and The Gods themselves. Therefore, a great change is coming and most are completely unaware. And with great change, always comes a great price.

The Gods and Goddesses of many of the older religious pantheons of Earth got together and decided to have children that would be mated to other pantheons, to combine and amplify power like in the days of old on Earth. The merging of two powerful houses of Lords in marriage would have influence over a more vast area. By putting us in human physical bodies that were birthed by human women, it gave Them a channel of power here on Earth for a more effective use - to help bring down the death toll, ease those left through the new changes here on earth and to protect them from the more aggressive magickal races that are coming back. I am one of those children, the first born daughter of the Triple Goddess and Her Consort, from an ancient Celtic pantheon. There are six of us - three daughters and three sons, all placed into separate physical mothers at conception. Only my youngest brother and I share the same physical father - a High Dark Adept, who also happens to be a Mafia Don. Lucky us. Searching for my soulmates using astral magicks opened a whole can of worms on my astral spiritual heritage; more than I was ready for in many ways. It could be part of the reason why it took fifteen long years to find my mates on the physical plane.

The prequel to this story (which may be written sometime in the future) will tell the tale of how I had learned to use my powers and astral project out of my body. Using this method of astral projection for finding my soulmate, I met Antonio, one of my mates, briefly, for about three seconds. I tried again sometime later and made it to Demitri's mansion, Antonio’s eldest brother. Their middle brother, Andre, had felt me coming; curious, he followed me home using the same technique. I fell in love with all three of them and when made to decide which one, I said all or nothing. They chose all. We found out later, that's the way it was supposed to be and made peace with it. I had also met my brothers and sisters (who had different physical parents then me), but we have the same spiritual mother and father. During this time, my evil physical father, a High Dark Adept, tried many times to keep us apart and even tried to kill me a few times. Then, another new enemy joined the fray. The outcome was me being cursed and my powers brought down to minimum levels. Many of my psychic powers were blocked and without those powers, I could not find the physical location of my mates (though we now lived in the same city). We had gotten that far before I was cursed. Even blocked, I would not stand down, and many magickal battles ensued, leading up to a battle with the dark God Orochi. We won, and that lifted my curse; but lost, because we died. The Goddess brought us back and "Blessed" us by modifying our physical bodies. I then finally got to meet my mates. They brought my brothers and sisters to their home and I got to meet them physically as well. We were then wed by my youngest brother, Gerard. Unfortunately, fifteen years of darkness had left its toll on me and I froze on my wedding night. This story is what happened after that. And I thought the hard part was over....yeah, right. 

These memoirs I have written, were not only written by me, but by the other Nightwolves. Even months before ‘The Great Shift’ happened, I think of the Nightwolves as the true heroes of this tale. I can’t really claim to be a hero, since I was born and made for this job. To me, a real hero is one who chooses the path of great danger even though they may be the most ordinary of us all. It takes great courage to face the Great Shift with no extra tricks up ones sleeve, so I had them write their own memories from their view point and put them together within this story here and there as best I could. This story is for them, as it should be, for the truly great heroes of our time.
Chapter One

On a Wing and a Prayer

On Flight 1409

W

ou'd think I would be home getting some wild monkey love from my soulmates after fifteen years of celibacy, right? Wrong! After finally finding my soulmates, fifteen years of saying “no” to any man who asked me out; it was hard saying yes - even to my mates. And yes, you read that right - soulmates with a plural. Lucky me had not one, but three soulmates, who were all brothers! We finally got together on the earth plane after a nasty battle with the dark God Orochi and his odious minions. We won, but also lost our lives. We were battling on the astral plane in partial physical form. It was a dangerous, but necessary, move. The Goddess apparently wasn't done with us and our fates, bringing us back as modified vampires 2.0 with retractable fangs and all the magickal attachments that went with it, but with half of the side effects. We were now super vamps that can stand sunlight, unlike the vamps of myths, and we only needed a mouthful or two of blood every two weeks or less.

We also had heightened senses; smell, hearing and sight, along with strength and speed (all of which were much better than regular humans). She, The Crone aspect of the Triple Goddess, called it a blessing; I called it “a new pain in the ass” I had to deal with. At least the powers that be (on the astral plane) allowed my mates and me to find each other on the physical plane after removing the curse that was laid on me by one of the dark God’s minions. I was glad to finally be with them. But, seeing as they were upper class, and I came from the streets, I had to not only start trying to overcome my habit of keeping anything male at arm’s length, but fit into their lifestyle as well. This is not easy for a street rat who ran away from home at the age of twelve and hung around bikers for most of her life. 

We got together and married on the physical plane with the blessing of The Triple Goddess, but I couldn’t finish with the physical consummation part of it. Our wedding night would have been the stuff made for vaudeville if it wasn’t so sad seeing a tough biker chick shudder with the nerves of a fragile virgin. Then my mates got a frantic call from New York and they had to leave on their private jet out to deal with their corporation’s problem. Two days later they talked me into coming out to be with them since it was going to take longer to deal with the situation then they had first thought. I could see it was going to be yet another kind of battle for us, in trying to juggle corporate problems in this economy and working on a new physical relationship at the same time. I consoled myself that I was flying to New York to hopefully end my very long drought of no sex and find a middle ground with them on lifestyles of the rich and shameless, and I was flying first class no less. 

A week before, I wouldn’t have even been able to afford to fly coach. You'd think I would be hopping up and down for joy at my luck; rich handsome men who were all mine… but this only seemed to make the walls I had built around myself seem even taller and thicker. Add to that, I was used to being a single mother of three sons from pervious relationships that had left their own special brand of emotional scars. Downscaling the shields I had built would take a lot of work and patience. If someone glanced at me, their main word (if they were female and kind) would be “biker chick”. Males would say “easy lay”. They would be wrong on the latter, but more than once, I had to get my point across with a good right hook. “Biker chick” I may be, but I am also a High Priestess and daughter of the Triple Goddess and Her Consort. “Easy” I have never been, even before I started my quest for finding my soulmate with astral magick and got more than I had bargained for. Between learning that I had three soulmates, two sisters and three brothers (who also had three mates each), I also found out I was the spiritual daughter of the Triple Goddess and Her Consort. The Goddess had placed me inside of a human pregnant woman, like my other siblings, making us half blooded Demi-Gods with physical bodies. 

It sure explained all the ‘weird’ things I was able to do as a child, causing my physical mother to scream ‘demon child’ at me and threaten to have me exorcised. I wasn't a bad child. I just had to learn how to control my powers, especially when I got upset. Slamming cupboards and rattling knickknacks while I was standing in the middle of the living room having a tantrum seemed to really freak my physical mother out. Not that she was the best parent to begin with. June Cleaver she wasn’t. More like Mommy Dearest, if you get my meaning. Leaving home at a young age to avoid anymore abuse actually helped me to get in touch with people who showed me how to control and hide what I could do. Hiding was what I got really good at, but the more I did it, the lonelier I got. I had several relationships and even was married once for exactly one year. None of my previous relationships worked out. Some of it could have been my fault (as never being able to be just myself - even in a relationship). Most of them were just assholes. Who could feel safe enough to be themselves with an asswipe? 

I made a deal with myself at the age of twenty-nine. I would settle for nothing but my soulmate and since dating never worked, I thought I would try using my powers to find my mate. I figured with a soulmate, I would be able to be myself. I found him (and his brothers) and did a high bond with them on the astral plane which can only be kept if we were true in spirit and body to each other. No matter what lifetime we are in, we will always be together from here on out. The last thing we needed to do, to cement the bond between us, was to physically consummate the marriage between us. That would also tie their Egyptian pantheon to my Celtic one on a magickal level. 

I had frozen on my ‘wedding’ night - the night before they had to leave for New York, and they were sweet about it. Even their astral Mother and Father, Isis and Osiris, were being really understanding with me. Which, truth be told, was grating on my nerves. I am not used to people or Deities being nice and sweet, or considerate. I felt like looking for the fine print, their ulterior motive for being so patient with me. People in general just weren't that damned understanding, no matter the situation. Maybe I was more upset with myself because usually I am one ballsy bitch. I’ve never been afraid of doing anything before and sex had usually been a pleasant experience. Yet, when I had the chance in my hands, almost literally, I froze like some damn frail virgin damsel in those sappy old movies that set my teeth on edge. 

‘What in the seven hells was wrong with me’? I snorted to myself? This drew the attention of my neighbor sitting in his own throne, I mean first class seat, and then realized how upset I was getting. This could be a very bad thing to do on an airplane thousands of feet in the air with a host of electrical things around me to blow out in a fit of uncontrolled temper. I have been known to blow out TV's and microwaves from being pissed off. Losing my cool in the airplane, with the cockpit not fifteen from me, was not a wise thing to allow myself. Electrical things and my temper have never been good friends. I gave up wearing watches years ago due to the anomaly. Besides, with the kind of bond my mates and I shared, they felt everything I felt. If they felt me get upset, they would want to know why and use telepathy to find out what the problem was if it lasted too much longer. That wouldn’t be a good idea either, so I silently started my deep breathing, thinking about a calm pool of blue water, which was my usual fall back in controlling my feelings. Then, I heard a soft voice say, "Excuse me." I snapped my eyes open and tensed, looking at the stewardess (although I think they prefer flight attendants or some such PC thing) who had a stack of magazines in her hand. "Would you like something to read Mrs. Garcia?" she asked me, with her eyebrow slightly raised. Maybe she thought I couldn’t read or something. 

“It’s Ms. Garcia”, I replied.  

"Would you like some champagne, Ms. Garcia?"

I thought about it for a second and said, "Sure, why not?" She smiled slightly and took off to get my drink. 

So this is first class, huh? Plush chairs, soft lighting and being waited on hand and foot. I didn’t even need to wear my black sunglasses to shield my eyes. Leg room to spare, too. I eyed my black carryon bag which carried all of my toiletries, my journal (for writing down dreams or nightmares), my book of shadows (BOS), two paranormal romance novels and a book on quantum physics. It usually held a few choice weapons as well, but I had to keep those in my main luggage due to the rules at the airport. Still, I liked the first class area of the plane. Lots of room, no one sitting so damn close to me, invading my personal space, and no one bugging you for your entire personal history to while away their time. This was obviously going to take some getting used to. I also appreciated the soft lighting due to my sensitivity to bright lights. I’ve had that problem even before being modified. That's why my mates had me booked on a late flight, so I wouldn’t have to deal with the sunlight. I can be in the sun, but it did hurt my eyes and made me feel tired quickly. Avoiding daylight hours was just easier for us. The stewardess came back with my drink and I smiled, thanking her. She rushed off to another passenger and was looking after their comfort. I took a sip and wrinkled my nose at the bubbling cold bite it gave me and decided I definitely hated champagne. Yuck, how could people drink this stuff? All it is, is carbonated white wine, which I hated even on a good day. I liked red wine from time to time though. I sat back and watched the flight attendant and wondered how far her nose would get out of joint if I asked for a Bud instead. If she acted the way they did at the check-in station, then I say, “Forget it.” At check-in, they looked at me, then my ID, and thought it was a fake, because I’m 44 and they said that I looked like I was 24. I told them about my physical mother being carded when she was 46 (even back when checking people’s ID wasn’t done) and praising great genetics, to make them finally back off. It was a true story too. I hated lying for the most part, and tried to avoid it. The next time I flew, I was hoping my mates had ways of fixing this problem for all of us. They obviously missed this nuisance due to their private jet and not being bothered by airport security as much as the masses were. As I stated: a new pain in my ass. Don't get me wrong. I liked looking younger, being stronger and faster. I also liked the modifications The Crone made to us with only needing a mouthful or two of blood for regular maintenance (unless we took heavy damage). It could even be animal blood. If we did take from a human, The Crone was adamant that we asked for it and received the donor’s permission. Mind wiping would be against everyone's free will and one of our Laws was to respect anyone's free will (even the bad guys). I thought that blew, but I could see why, in the ‘big picture’ scheme of things.

Do what you wilt, with harm to none, be the law. But, what if they were hurting you first? I knew we had the right to defend ourselves, but did that include taking an enemies blood without permission as well? Always check the fine print when dealing with Gods, even if you were related to them; especially if you were related to them. I added this question to ask my spirit guide when I hit the ground. I was so not going to call up astral power on an airplane. Crazy I may be, but insane I wasn’t. There is a difference.

I felt the plane hit what seemed to be some turbulence, bouncing us around a bit and then slowly decline in altitude. I assumed it was the pilot going to a lower level to avoid anymore bouncing, which was making me nervous as well as others, from looking at the passengers around me. Everyone looked nervous except one guy in the corner, who appeared like he was sleeping thru the whole thing. Maybe he flew so much and bouncing around like that didn't faze him? The plane continued to decline until I felt a sudden leveling off and then it was steady once more. I blew an inward sigh of relief and tried to relax my tense muscles. A few minutes later the flight attendant came out of the forward section looking white as a ghost, with a phony smile on her face. My mouth drew down in concern and I sharpened my gaze and my ears in her direction.

She first went to the sleeping man shaking him gently saying, "Sir. Sir?" But, he didn't rouse. She pulled away with a concerned look on her face, but then went to another male passenger. I heard her ask him if he knew how to fly a plane. Right then, I knew we were in deep shit. The guy she asked was an older business gentleman who also now looked extremely concerned, and started firing questions at her. 

She replied, "No sir, no problems at all. The pilot just wanted someone up with him at the cockpit to show a customer around. A small tour to help build up business for more frequent flying, by sharing with certain passengers the unique experience of being a pilot for a huge airline. I assure you, sir, there is nothing wrong. We do this all the time now as a promo." He looked at her, not thoroughly convinced, but it seemed he was willing to go along with (what I thought was) a truly bullshit storyline. She smiled with more assurance at the man and drifted off to another passenger, looking at me out of the corner of her eye. I motioned her over with a no-nonsense, ‘come here,’ flick of my fingers. 

She came over, if reluctantly, asking, "Yes, may I help you?" 

I said, "No, I can help you. I can fly and I would love a tour." Ok, it was small planes and Cessna’s twenty-five years ago due to a more illegal time in my life…but she was bullshitting too. I needed to know exactly what was going on in the cockpit. The only way that was going to happen was to invite myself in. I knew she was looking at my black leather jacket and jeans, black Harley tee shirt and biker boots. I knew my look inspired fear and mistrust in most ‘decent’ society type of people. That was the point, but she didn’t know that. 

How could she know I lived in an area in Tucson called, ‘felony flats’, by the cops? It was a neighborhood where nine out of ten kids had probation officers by the time they were fifteen. Not my kids, I got lucky, but most of my neighbors did nothing but bitch about the trouble their kids were into and mention how jealous they were of my kids who never caused problems. I always thought a few classes in parenting and reading child development books helped me out the most, but most of the parents I knew only read their TV guides. 

Home schooling helped a lot also. Public school, in my opinion are nothing but glorified free day care centers where kids could learn to be bullies, join gangs and do drugs. Not my boys, not on my watch. So home schooling it was. Now that my youngest was sixteen and my eldest turned twenty, I could take a break without worrying about their well being or their teachings as much. I knew they were safe at home, and right at that moment I was really glad they weren’t on the plane with me.

“Well, do I win the lottery?’ I quipped. She frowned at me slightly, but motioned for me to follow her to the cockpit. We walked down the aisle and passed a small galley area off to the right. To the left was a small sleeping area suggesting that there should be more than one or two pilots aboard. I was asking myself what could have happened to all the pilots. That question was answered as we moved into the cockpit area. Three men, two up front, and one off to the side were all slumped over their equipment with trays of food scattered nearby each of their bodies. Yup, ‘bodies’ because only the dead lay with such a disregard to comfort for their positions and I could hear no heart beats from any of them, nor see any auras glowing off their corpses when I switched my vision. The light they may have had, had definitely gone out. I breathed deeply and then instantly regretted doing that. Inhaling the air, I could smell a sweet sick smell coming off of their bodies which made me think they were all hit at the same time by the same thing. I looked at the scattered food and then again to their bodies. I was putting clues together very fast. Poison. I'd bet my Harley it was poison.

The flight attendant was watching me closely gauging my reaction to the macabre scene before us. 

I raised my own eyebrow at her and said, "No problems, eh?" I sighed heavily, shaking my head, "Understatement of the century if you ask me."

"Can you really fly?" She replied, voice heavy with doubt, I thought it would be best to check this attitude at the door really quick.

"Listen and hear me. I can drive anything with wheels, I did fly small planes. What you need to do is stop treating me like white trash with no brains. I may be white trash, but I have more of an education with college as well as street smarts and skills then you will ever learn. I have four degrees on my wall, so never think I can't do better than most of those people out there, including you. I'm all you got, and I will do the best I can for all those people out there and you because it is not only your asses on the line, it’s mine too." 

She took a step back, since I was definitely invading her personal space, and said to me. "Ok, I hear you." 

I said, “Good. Now answer me honestly, who fed the pilots their dinner?" 

She answered," I did." 

"Fine. Did anything unusual happen?" I questioned further.

She shook her head, and then blurted out, "The only thing was a passenger coming into the galley to ask for a drink. He didn't wait for any of us to make our usual rounds. He seemed really impatient." She looked a bit miffed at this.

I asked, “Which one?" 

She replied, "The man who is asleep out there." I thought to myself, ‘What were the odds?’

"Ok, let's go look at him, but if he is in the same condition these guys are in - don't react just follow my lead," I cautioned her.

Her expression was puzzled, but she followed me out as I had asked. We went to the corner chair and I shook the guy as I took a whiff at the same time. Yup, same smell. 

"Sir," I said loud enough to be overheard, “You’ve had too much to drink we are going to take you into the galley and get you some coffee." I looked at the flight attendant and motioned with my head for her to take his other side. She looked doubtful, but did what I wanted. Taking most of his weight wasn't a problem for me, and we faked taking a supposedly drunk guy out of sight of the other passengers. I laid him in a corner and went to wash my hands just in case. I motioned for her to do the same. 

"What's your name?" I asked her. 

She glanced at me and said."Lisa, Lisa Wright." I looked at her hands as she washed them and noticed no ring, tidy black hair and pretty hazel eyes. She was slightly shorter then my 5’6. 

"Miss Right?" I couldn’t resist teasing with a small smile on my face which she answered in kind. 

"Don't start with the jokes please. I've heard them all." She gave a tiny smile. 

Now that we were on more comfortable footing, I asked her, "Notice anything about the guy on floor?" She looked him over, taking in his short, dark curling hair. He had a lanky medium build with a dark cinnamon cast to his skin.

She answered, “He seems to be in the same shape as the pilots."

"Anything else?" wondering if she could make the connection herself. I was disappointed as she shook her head.

"He's of a Middle Eastern decent." I said. Her eyes grew wide. I noticed her breathing starting to come faster and shorter.

I put my hands on her shoulders and said in a calm voice, "Breathe. Calm down. He is not a threat anymore. He obviously got caught in his own crap." She was shaking her head up and down rapidly, breathing deeper and slowly passing the point of possibility freaking out on me. I couldn't blame her, considering what our country had gone through a few years ago, but loosing it now wasn't going to help. 

"Look, we're strong, we're tough. We can handle this. What we need now is some gloves and the other first class flight attendant. What's her name?" I said, getting back to business. 

"Gloria. We do runs all the time together. She's good." She was still trying to calm down.

I asked, “But she can't fly either?"

"No, none of us can. We're just the aides. It's not in our job description to fly a plane like this. I told Tower this. They told me how to make the corrections and put this plane on autopilot, but that's all I can do. I am not trained for anything more than that. And first aid. I can do first aid." She was rambling now, her voice getting more strident. 

Again, I got eye contact and said, "Breathe. We're fine. Everything is going to be fine. I need you to get Gloria, find some latex gloves and you two need to move the bodies into the bunking area. I don't want them laid out with this asswipe, ok? They deserve better than that." She bobbed her head again, tears threatening to spill over. 

"Make sure you and Gloria wear gloves when moving the bodies and cleaning up the food. Do NOT touch that food with bare skin." Again I got a rapid compliance from her. I had ruled out a viral exposure for the simple reason she carried the food to them and was fine. Whatever this was it hit them fast, but didn't touch her. Poison was looking more likely by the minute. And since it hit the passenger as well, it must be strong enough that touch alone could be deathly quick. I sure as hell wasn't going to rifle through his pockets, just in case, and I cautioned her against the same thing. The main thing was to keep her busy and get in touch with what she called ‘The Tower’. It was a chore I wasn't looking forward to, knowing how most men are towards strong females. I was betting a hundred bucks that I was going to get some flack when I finally got into the head gear and made myself known to them.
Chapter Two

Attitudes, Altitudes and Latitudes

Still on Flight 1409

L

isa came back with Gloria and the gloves. I took notice of the new girl. She was an inch or so taller than me. She was sturdier looking then Lisa, who was very slender, but I thought the two of them could handle things. 

I nodded a greeting to Gloria, saying, “Hello, I am Catrina. I will be your pilot for the evening." 

She looked at me with brown eyes slightly shocked and looking like she didn't quite know how to take me. 

"Never mind, I throw everyone off-guard like that. It’s just my way of easing stress for everyone." I smiled at her.

She gave a small smile, which tightened at the sight of the slumped pilots and just that quick, the small awkward grin was gone. I again cautioned them against touching the spilled food with bare skin and helped muscle the bodies down the aisle into the small sleeping quarters they had. It was a very tight fit, but I was damned if they were going to be next to the one responsible for their present condition.

I oversaw them gingerly cleaning up the food spill and made a request, "Can you ladies make sure you put all that into a single plastic bag so it can be examined closely by the proper authorities once we reach the ground?" 

Lisa looked up and asked, "Are you some kind of cop or something?"

"Hell no, though I did study criminology in college. I know they will want to screen the food for poisons or other contaminates when we get to the ground."

"What else did you study in college?" Lisa asked. Gloria was listening, but still efficiently cleaning away.

"I studied astronomy, physics, political science, computers, business law and criminal law. I also have a certificate for specializing in certain theological histories. Actually, I have been studying theology and history for much longer, but did class time as well." I wasn't going to say for the past twenty-five years. They wouldn't believe me at this point, and by judging the look on their faces they looked shocked at my list of accomplishments. 

Lisa said, "You're kidding, right?" 

"Nope," I said, "I have one of those really unusual brains. I can learn anything and kick ass at it. I was always at the top of most of my classes."

"Wow," Gloria said, “Your folks must be proud." 

I snorted and shook my head, "My folks could give a shit. My mom and I haven't seen each other since I was twelve, except a phone call every now and again. My father was never in the picture. He took off the minute my mom told him about her pregnancy. I wound up with my stepfather's last name which I will be changing shortly, if I have my way." 

Lisa said, "I am sorry to hear that. It must have been rough."

"Some parts yes and some no. I learned a lot. The main thing I learned how to do was to survive no matter what. The odds may be against me, but I know I’m strong enough to kick ass, take names and forget the prisoners." They both smiled at that, as I had meant them to do. "That's how I know we will be fine, no worries." 

Keeping them calm would help me stay calm as well. I didn’t mention the psychology classes I took as well. If I could have made a career of being a college student I would've stayed there forever. It was the only good thing from my past, besides my kids.

“How do you know we’ll be fine if you’ve never been trained to fly a huge airplane such as this?" Lisa asked, bringing me back to our situation.

"Small aircraft, big aircraft; they’ve got to have the same basic principles. I can drive anything with wheels from a Harley to a big eighteen wheeler. Same difference, just with wings is all." I tried to sound like I knew what I was talking about, but from the corner of my eye I could see many pretty colored buttons and gauges and small red wheels with steel bars between them and toggles galore. Everywhere. I threw a quick and silent prayer to The Lady and made my way to the seat I had assumed was where the main pilot sat. There was a small black head phone with a mic and I picked it up, putting it on my head. I looked around for a switch that would turn the mic on and found one near the headset rest that look like a good candidate. I switched it on and got a static sound in my ears. I gave myself a mental pat on the back. 

"Cat to Tower." I waited for a reply.

"Tower to flight 1409. What took so long? Who exactly am I talking to? This doesn’t sound like the flight attendant that I was talking to earlier." Oh great, just what I needed, an anal retentive prick. 

"I'm a passenger she found in first class. My name is Catrina Garcia."

"What do you know about flying a commercial plane?" he asked with a condescending voice. Now I knew why Lisa was so high strung earlier. 

"More than you know about women obviously," I shot back. 

Silence stretched out for a long minute.

"Do you have any real experience flying planes or not?" He still wasn’t convinced Go figure.

I gave a short answer, "I flew small aircraft and Cessna’s." 

"That's nice, but any larger planes?" The condensation went on.

"No," I said simply.

"Then I don't think this is going to be much help." He had just gotten on my last nerve.

"You're right. You're not, get me someone else," I demanded. I knew starting a war with this guy wasn’t the smartest thing to do, but I had trouble with my attitude about guys like this.

"Excuse me? I am the one in charge and I say…," he started to rant.

I cut him off, "Shut up. I am the one behind this wheel and I will land this fucking plane by myself if I have too. Then I am coming for you and kicking your ass all over the tarmac. Get me, asshole?"

He sputtered, "Just who..." 

Again, I cut him off, "Listen, the flight attendant was asking people if they knew how to fly a plane which was starting to get the passengers upset and asking awkward questions. If you send her back out there for some male you'll feel more comfortable with, but who knows even less than I do about planes, we'll have an even more serious situation up here then what we already do. Now, get me someone else with less attitude, and more brains or there will be hell to pay when I get to the ground."

"Hello, Catrina?" A new voice said in a calm business like voice. "My name is Richard when I am not in the tower. We have call signs when pushing tin, but I think we'll just stick with names for now. That ok with you?" 

He was trying to feel me out with a ‘talk a jumper off the roof’ kind of voice. I knew I had to get this guy on my side, or this would escalate. He just started the conversation with using his first name and trying to get a connection between us. The first step in a potential jumper or hostage situation; establish a friendly bond.

"Thanks, Richard. Names are fine with me. They call me Cat back home." I used the same tactic back at him. 

"Great. Now how much flying time do you have and is it on record? Maybe a pilot license?" He sounded hopeful.

Now here was the tricky part. The flying I had learned was from smuggling, and telling these guys I used to do illegal runs wouldn’t boost their confidence in me. In fact, they'd have kittens if they knew just how illegal I used to be.

"I flew over 2500 hours. Probably more, but you won’t find any record of it. My ex-boyfriend taught me how to fly and we spent a lot of time in the air with mostly me doing the flying." I skirted around the truth.

"And this ex-boyfriend, does he have a pilot license and a flight record?" he continued.

"Yeah, most likely," I said vaguely.

"His name?" he wouldn’t be put off.

Fuck it, I wasn’t dating him anymore. I gave his name, "Joey Caboni."

"All right then, thanks. Why didn’t you get your pilot license though? It sounds like you have enough hours under your own belt?" Richard inquired.

There wasn’t much legal work for an underage kid to get, so I had done lots of illegal things to get by. I hadn’t done illegal things since I had my first son, wanting to use clean money to buy him things, but old habits die hard. Staying under the radar of the government had just become second nature for me. All of this wouldn’t inspire those on the ground.

So again, I skated around the truth, "Never had any reason too. I wasn’t going to make a career out of it."

"But you know the basics of flying aircraft?" He wanted clarification.

"Sure, that part is easy." I sounded way more confident then I felt, as I looked at all the bells and whistles around me.

"Good, then we should have an easier time of it showing you how to land a commercial plane." And he did sound more relaxed, but I knew they were running Joey's name through their computers. If they dug deep enough, which I knew they would, he wouldn’t sound so relaxed then. 

They wouldn’t be relaxed when they ran me through, either. I wasn't able to keep my name totally clean, even with precautions taken. I was hoping by then to have enough instruction from this guy to carry off what I needed to do in the meantime. By then they would be out of time trying to find someone else on this plane to fly it. I knew in my gut there would be no one else with the knowledge of flying (no one I could trust) - and I always followed my instincts. 

"Now, what we need to do is this, Cat. We need you to take the plane off of autopilot and make some corrections. You're flying on a low flight pattern right now and that could cause some problems later." He started with the instructions.

"That wouldn’t be a good idea right now, Richard." I deterred him.

"Oh, why is that." He was sounding a bit on-guard again.

"Well, I hope you've called the FBI because we have one dead man up here that looks like a bad guy of Middle Eastern decent. Though, I hate to racial profile. Shit happens though and these guys usually run in small groups of three or four. Lately, they’ve been known to recruit new members who actually live in the country they want hit; but I don't think that's the case this time." 

Lisa and Gloria both went pale and I mentally kicked myself for not preparing them for this part.

"Why weren’t we apprised of this before?" he sounded worried now.

"Because I didn’t want to sit or step in food that's probably been poisoned, which is what took out your pilots," I explained.

"What makes you think it was poison?" his tone was doubtful.

"It hit too hard, too fast, and got all three pilots plus a passenger in first class, who had been asking the flight attendant for a drink during the time she was getting the dinner trays ready for the pilots. I'm thinking he handled it wrong and got a touch of the poison on his skin, which took a bit longer to kill him. He made it back to his seat after dosing the pilots. That’s my best guess at this point. The main problem I think is, we may have more bad guys up here and I'm afraid of changing anything right now which might alert them to the problems we're having and have them come running up front from coach."

He asked, "Why wouldn’t more be in first class?"

"Because that’s where Lisa, the flight attendant, started asking people if they knew how to fly. If there were any more bad guys in first class they would have made their move then." I had been thinking about the series of events that might have taken place and this made the most sense to me.

"If you're right, then we have a much more serious problem then we thought."

Again, with the understatements, I thought to myself.

To aid the ladies in calming down, I made eye contact with Lisa, who seemed the shakier of the two and said to Richard, “I have a plan if you're willing to listen?"

He said, "Ok, what's your plan?"

"Hear me out all the way before you say no to this, but these ladies need to get back to their routine and act like nothing is amiss after they get me some weapons. Are there any guns in the cockpit?" 

Both girls shook their head no and Richard said, “No, there isn’t,” he said firmly.

"Ok, old school time then; how about knives?" I sighed deeply thinking of my suitcase in the cargo area.

Richard was saying, “No, I don’t…”

But Lisa piped up, “Steak knives are in the front galley for people in first class."

"Steak knives in the galley, Richard. I can use those easily." To Lisa I ordered, 

"Go get me four knives and anything I can use as a club maybe." 

Meanwhile, Richard was sounding worried, “What do you plan to do with steak knives?"

"Fillet me some bad guys if needs be, but first I have to check the coach area to even see if we have more to deal with. Hang a sec, Richard." And without waiting for a reply, I cut off the headphones and got up as Lisa came back in with the knives. I took them from her and slipped one up each of my sleeves of my leather jacket. I put the other two in my inner jacket pocket for now. I told them both to stay where they were and walked back down the aisle until I was in first class section again. When I got to the partition that separated the coach area, I peeked through the opening. I slowly scanned those seated in rows, looking at each passenger, one by one. I saw one guy with dusky skin, a bald head with a beard and mustache staring intently at the wall that separated coach from where I was and thought to myself, ‘Movie screen?’ What else is on the wall if I was looking from the seat to the wall? I remembered from the times I flew coach there was a red sign that would go on and off that said, "fasten seat belt", when one had to remain seated for taking off and landing. I kept scanning others and there was another guy five rows away with dark hair, same kind of skin tone with darker shading. He was flicking his eyes up every now and again from his magazine to the wall in front of him. Again, could be a movie screen, but I couldn’t angle around without showing myself to see what they were looking at. I saw one other young looking guy on the other side of the aisle, gazing at the bald headed guy, then up front every few seconds, yet he was two rows back and to the side. I seriously doubted it was true love. And, if they all knew each other and were legit, they would be seated more closely together. I also saw another flight attendant pushing a cart, but going towards the back area where I supposed another galley area was for food and drinks for those in coach. 

I went back up the aisle to where the ladies were waiting with worried looks on their faces and I asked, "Is there a movie screen or TV on the wall facing everyone in coach?"

"Yes," Lisa said.

"Where exactly is it placed?" I dreaded the answer.

"In the middle," she replied.

Shit, they were looking to the right. I had to ask, "Where is the, ‘fasten seatbelt,’ sign?"

"On the right - up high," she motioned with her hand. Yup, we were in for it. I stood there thinking of plans, scouting the aisle, and the off-shoot of rooms. I looked at the ladies and evaluated each as a potential fighting partner. 

I asked them, "Do either of you have any training in fighting, martial arts or hand to hand combat?”

You never knew; one of them could have been military before becoming what they were now. But neither of them gave off that kind of stance in their walk or speech, so I doubted it. They both shook their heads confirming this assessment. 

Gloria stopped and said, "I took self defense classes."

Self defense was better than nothing, if you were on the streets looking at a normal street fight, but not so much in this kind of situation.

To mentally empower them I said, "That's great. Once I get these guys subdued you can stand watch over them so I can fly and not worry." Giving her a look that said this would really be a great help, and it would in the bigger picture of things.

But they both gasped and Lisa said, "You aren’t going to start anything with them are you?"

Gloria at the same time spurted, "You can't be serious?"

I looked at both of them and saw the redness around their eyes from crying earlier when they found the pilots and saw the tension in their shoulders from the fear of this situation and now knowing there were more terrorists on the plane. Half of me sympathized with them and I was surprised they hadn’t had a complete melt down. I also knew that if we didn’t do something, and soon, things would go downhill very fast. And things were bad enough.

"Look, those guys out there -and there are three more- won't wait until we land. I have to take them out now before we do anything else. If I get the jump on them the odds will shift back into our favor."

"How are you going to do that? You're one woman against three men. If we lose you as a pilot, we won’t have a chance to land safely," Gloria said. Lisa was nodding her head in agreement.

"Number one - I can take three guys out. I’ve done that and more before." This was true even before I got "blessed" with the super vamp modifications. Street fighting ‘down and dirty’ became necessary when you're a young girl alone. "Number two - I’ve had martial arts training my whole life. This isn't as hard as you think for me." This, too, was a true statement. I was trying not to lie to them, but damn, they were making it hard for me.

They both still looked doubtful, but I knew they would eventually see things my way, which better be damned quick, if baldy was staring at the sign already. Besides, I'd just knock them out if it came down to it. I'd hate to do it, but I didn’t need anything or anyone else working against me when I already had a mountain load of trouble to deal with coming from all sides.

At least, that's what it felt like.

I sat back down into the seat and grabbed the ’phones again and hit the switch, "Cat to Richard."

"This is FBI Special Agent in Charge Williams of the Homeland Security office for Counter Terrorism," came a clipped, no nonsense voice.

"Wow, you got there quick. I was only gone for ten minutes," trying for rule one of establishing friendly relations.

"Eleven and a half minutes exactly. What the hell do you think you're doing? You need to leave the operations up to the professionals." Apparently, he wasn’t having any of rule number one.

"Oh really? Ok, I'll just sit back and let the he-men run the show. Am I to assume that you have a tactical unit up here then?" my voice dripped with airheaded sweetness.

"Well no, but that's doesn’t ...," he started. I cut him off, “Then, am I to assume you have some FBI agents on board already? They must have magickally appeared if they are. I didn’t know you FBI types could do Copperfield shit, you sly dog, you."

The ladies started laughing and even I was smiling a little.

"Now see here, we have rules we have to follow and I expect you..." again I cut him off from his tirade and orders.

"I expect you like acting like an asshole, but that doesn’t mean I want to date you and I didn’t even take this shit from my exes....main reason they’re exes, you see. You...you are everything I have come to expect from my government and I bet you represent the best of them. And from what I’ve been reading about you dillrods, that doesn't amount to shit. So, if you are not going to be a part of the solution, quit being part of the problem and shut the fuck up."

"Excuse me, children," I heard someone else say with a bit deeper and gravel sounding voice. "Cat, this is Captain Vincent O'Hara, Delta squad leader from Ft. Hamilton. They call me ‘The Rock’ in the field though, but Vincent is ok."

Great, we were back to rule one. Progress! Although, I heard the hesitation in his voice. He really didn’t like his first name being used so easily. It told me a lot about him right there. One, he was ready to do anything to get some progress going and two, he was ready to bend a bit for me on a personal level. But, only to a point.

"How-de-do, Captain O'Hara, My full name is Catrina Lynn Garcia. I prefer Cat though," I said to keep things friendly with him, but show respect at the same time.

"How-de-do? There is nothing in your file that would suggest you spent any time in the south, or near Louisiana where that particular phrase is used most often?" confusion and curiosity lacing his voice. His knowledge of phrases and cultural identity also let me know I had someone with half a brain...maybe more? Here's hoping.

"I spent some time here, there and everywhere and picked up bits and pieces from different places. I was a truck driver for four years, so I saw a lot of this country and its melting pot of cultures," I expounded.
"A real rambling rose, huh? There is also nothing in your file about truck driving." he sounded a bit put off.

I smiled, though he couldn’t see it. "You have a file on me, eh? Bet it's thin."

"It is," he said, like he didn’t like that part and it made him suspicious. This was both good and bad. I needed him smart, but I didn’t want to let the ‘cat’ out of the bag either. I had a feeling I was about to be screwed blue and tattooed on that hope.

"It does have a very long juvenile record. But, surprisingly you never did any hard time. Always seemed to slide right out of anything you got into. We also ran your ex, Joey Caboni. He, unlike you, has a very thick file and is currently spending time as our guest in San Quentin for drug smuggling and murder. DEA caught him five years ago with a plane full of cocaine. Any comments on that?" Now he was in interrogation mode.

 "Nope, I haven’t seen him in twenty-one years. So whatever he has done since then ain't my biz." My dialect was slipping back to street terminology which would also tell him too much. I always do that when put on the defensive. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell him Joey was my eldest son's biological father.

"Ok. Well, why don't you fill me in on the whole situation you're in now?" He was toning it down a bit.

"Now wait a minute, I am in charge of this operation," Special Agent sunshine cut back in, "and you're not even here so if you..."

Captain O'Hara cut him off, "Our ETA is 15 minutes and this is our area of expertise. So we will take over from here."

"Fine, you have her until she hits the ground. Then she is mine," he growled.

"I ain’t your anything, sweetcakes. Now shut up and let me fill in the nice Captain." I could imagine the amount of shit that will hit me when I did get to the ground; assuming if we even made it there (alive that is). Until then, screw him.

I gave Captain O’Hara what I had figured out so far. "The situation is this. We have three dead pilots, all killed at the same time after the flight attendant brought them their dinner. I’m assuming poison, rather than a biological viral agent since the man who dosed them is also dead, but it didn’t kill the flight attendant. I’m assuming he didn’t handle the stuff right and he touched it somehow, where a mere touch of this stuff can kill. Since the dead man looks to be of a Middle Eastern descent, due to the hair and eye color, as well as skin tone, I assumed there would be more, since they tend to roll in groups of three or four men cells. So, I went to look in coach, considering that when the flight attendant started asking passengers who were seated in first class if they could fly a plane and no more bad guys came forward at that time. So, I went to look in coach for them. There are three more men that look from the same cast staring intently at the ‘fasten seatbelt’ sign since the screen for recreation is in the middle and that sign is to the right. That's where they keep looking. So I’m assuming we have a terrorist cell up here that used poison and is waiting for the ‘fasten seatbelt’ sign to go on, so they can take over the cockpit and pull off whatever dumb ass idea they have. Although, you have to give them props on thinking of poison since security is so tight these days." 

"How do you know so much about terrorists and how they operate?" He sounded suspicious.

"I read. A lot. I know it’s racial profiling and lately they’ve been recruiting natives from whatever country they want to cause shit in, but since this guy is Middle Eastern, I know they don’t like to roll with anyone but their own kind. Three men fit that profile," answering him truthfully - sort of.

"How would you know these things?" he repeated.

"Why? Are you thinking you're talking to one of their recruits?" I laughed. “I can nix that idea right now. One, they don't roll with others not their kind when on a mission, as I said. Two, they don't roll with females, period, even from their own country. To them, women are inferior, and their cattle mean more to them than women. They'll strap a bomb on one and send her in alone, but they won’t roll with her."

"How do you know these things?" he repeated more strongly.

"How about, because I pay attention. Look, I can't explain it any better than saying I just know. I recall everything I’ve ever read, watched or learned. I’ve seen a lot, done a lot and survived a lot. It may not be in my file, but you wouldn’t believe the shit I do know."

"I am not disagreeing with you. I believe from your observation alone, you are most likely dead on, but there is nothing in your file that would support how you would have learned these things. Unless you were more a part of the underworld then is reflected in your file, and if so, since it isn’t in your file, you must be damn good at being bad."

"Can I plead the fifth?" I tinged my voice jokingly.

"No, won’t work here,” he said in a sharp tone. “Your file says for the past twenty years you look like Miss Mary Sunshine. Not even a parking ticket, but you talk Mata Hari? That makes me nervous.”

Exactly what I was trying to avoid.

"I get that. I really do, but you’re just going to have to trust me. I am one of the good guys, and will do my best, which ought to be done soon, before the three stooges in coach get jumpy. So what say you let me do what I do best, and take these guys out? Then, show me how to land the plane and we'll have all have coffee when we touch the ground, Captain." I put force in my voice to show him I had strength. Any warrior of any flavor can hear it in another; I was counting on him knowing that tone of voice.

"You’re asking me to take a lot on faith. And I don't do faith real well right now. And I don’t know what your best is." From his tone he sounded like he had been recently burned, and burned bad.

"I understand that, Captain, but the point is, you haven’t got anyone else but me. So let’s get this show on the road," wishing he would just drop it.

"What's the plan?" Good, right where I needed him to go.

"I’ll send the ladies out one more time to settle the passengers again. Then I’ll have them sit in here behind these nice comfy seats where they'll be safe and flip the sign on for me. Meanwhile, I’ll wait outside the cockpit for Larry, Curly and Moe to make their move. Then take them out."

"Just like that, huh?" he sounded skeptical.

"Yup, Hey diddle diddle, straight up the middle," I quipped.

"That's a Marine quote. You weren’t in the Marines." he sounded sure of that, if nothing else.

"Nope, but I dated quite a few of them." 

"That doesn’t make you an expert in tactics." I could almost see him shaking his head.

I said dryly, "You'd be surprised." 

"See, there you go with the Mata Hari shit again," he spouted.

"Then isn’t it lucky I’m on your side?" I said slyly.

"You don't like the government. With your juvenile record and your attitude toward authorities, you are prime for recruiting; and you're asking me to trust you?" He just laid it out for me.

"I get that. I don't fit anywhere in most profiles and I’m ok with it, but you have no frame work for it. That keeps you off-balance, which you don't like. I may hate the government, but I love my country. I wouldn’t betray my country, no matter what. Besides, what other choice do you have?" laying it right back out for him. "What can you do from there? Helicopters - even if you can get one out here fast enough, it can't keep up with a huge airliner such as this. Not to mention the back draft from the engines on this beast. An F-14? Can't jump one from another with any hope of survival. Your best bet would be an F-14 ready with a missile and shoot us down before we get near whatever target these asswipes have in mind. Because in the end, it’s about the numbers. Two or three hundred people compared to a thousand or more; if it were me, I'd take out the plane and call it a day."

"Could you?" he asked.

I paused and thought about it. "I don't really know, honestly. I'm not the one in your shoes. So it’s me or a missile. Your call, not mine. Trust what your gut tells you," and I let him stew over that
