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Nick enjoyed killing people, and he was not particular who it was. Take tonight, for example. The
woman was about 30 -35 years old, brown hair, was once rather nice looking, but had that
haggard look of a little too much vodka and maybe other things in her life. She was an easy bar
pickup. He used his best sympathetic nods, and just enough “too bad”s. She took him to bed the
first night, and he discovered the wonders of sex. The pleasure he received was astounding.
She, on the other hand, seemed less enthused as the evening rolled on and he wanted more, and
then more. Finally, he asked her for one more position. From where he was, he could reached
her neck easily. From there, the training took over. Snap.

He cleaned the apartment of any traces of himself and left, closing the door and locking up, using
her key. He dropped it down a sewer. Another unsolved crime in a city full of them.

He went down to the Vladivostok pier, and breathed in the rank odor of ocean, fish, gas and oil. It
sent a tingle down him. Every new experience did. Oh, there were memories, of schooling,
training, learning to fight already embedded from the day of the awakening. But these. Walks
along the ocean. Food. Vodka. Climbs up Mount Kholodilnik, the highest peak near the city.
Women. Sex. Reading. Learning more all the time. That's what he needed. He had the basics. He
wanted more. They needed more.

How else could he begin to understand? How else could he be a good leader for his people?

And he would be a good leader, well, one of them would be. But there was work to do. He gazed
over to the docks where the Russian Pacific fleet lay anchored, the rusting hulks, the older
submarines permanently docked.

“Soon enough,” he said, not caring if passerbys heard him. “Soon enough.” After a final look
toward the horizon, he returned to the facility. And to his brothers. There would be other nights.

First the Associating with his five brothers. Then he found he had his first assignment waiting for
him. Finally the freedom he was ready for, that one brother had already known.

Moscow.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

She'd set off the alarm only five minutes after she had sat down at her computer. She'd gone to
the agency search engine and typed in two words. The screen came back:

****************************************************************************
* Warning: You do not have proper clearance to view this *
* information. Do not attempt to access this *
* level again. A permanent note has been *
* placed in your personnel file. *
*****************************************************************************



“Damn,” she said quietly. “Damn.” Claggart will see it.

All she had typed in was Seventh Son, using the cyrillic translation software, and up had come the
warning. So she tried just looking over Vladivostok businesses on the internet. Nothing. Varities
of names. A person's name? Something close? Nothing. So she thought she'd try-

“What are you doing?”

Well, that didn't take long. She looked up to see Claggart, arms folded, a granite frown chiseled in
place.

“I'm trying to do some research here, sir. You're sending me to Russia. I need a lot of
background.”

“Fine. There's all you need that we know about the nuke strike and the government going haywire
over there. We can go as deep as you like, I'll set up what you need. If you need some refresh as
far as field work is concerned, we'll do that too. I want my best agent as prepared as possible.”

The frown did the best it could to smile, but it only got halfway. Which made it worse. Melissa
plowed on.

“But when I ask the search engine for information on Seventh Son -”

“Classified. You don't have clearance. That's it.”

“But there's a call from the Defense Minister's office to-”

“Classified, Melissa.”

“What's going on in Russia is classified?” she asked. She could swear whatever conversation
that had been going on out on the floor had just ground to a halt. Heads peaked out of room, or
right at the door, not to be seen. This is the NSA, after all.

The folded arms squeezed themselves tighter as Claggart asserted his position.

“There are levels of clearance. There are some the President does not even have. You're in
heady company. Now there's a lot you can do to assist the Russians, and give us a better idea on
who or whom is in charge of a place that has a whole lotta nukes left. There are other levels of
government to handle other things. Be in my office in twenty minutes, and be prepared with your
research. We'll get you squared away.”

With a nod of dismissal, Claggart was gone, and Melissa could hear a lot of chairs being moved
around in the offices and cubicles near her.

All right. Forget it. Back to work. She sat and waited for her fingers to do something on the
keyboard. Instead they sat on ASDF and HJKL. She was trying to process what Claggart had
said.

“We're classified, “ she mumbled, “they're not. And Claggart can...”

The fingers moved. She typed “The Cell.”

The machine requested a password. There were other levels of government to handle other
things. Seventh Son was apparently one of them. And this was another, and Claggart and
Selznick knew about it.



She watched the cursor flash as it waited for a password she didn't know. Melissa thought about
corners, being caught in corners. She had the feeling that someone, maybe Claggart, maybe
someone else was standing right by her with wood, hammer and nails, ready to finish the job.

“Come on, don't get any more paranoid than everybody else, “ she coached herself, and silently
prayed that no one was walking by. She was not very close to other staff here, working with them
when needed, but otherwise staying by herself, available to Claggart. On her desk were pictures
of her parents and her sister's family. She stayed close to them.

Though she couldn't talk to them about this. For the first time, there seemed limits to what she
could access, what she could see.

“How the hell can I do my job?”

The answer came to her in a conversation she'd had with her father when she'd told him she was
joining the NSA. Jackson Trown was a Cold War veteran, with years in the CIA.

“If you want to spy, go be one. But be a spy, not a god damn snoop.”

The computer still waited for a password. But her anger didn't abate. And she was suddenly
pissed about everything. The job, the world, her whole miserable life (why wasn't she happily
married with two perfect kids like her sister?), and the goddamn frackin' cursor.

She flipped the machine off, spun around in her chair, glared out for a time through the window
toward the parking lots. Hundreds of Nissans and Fords and Toyotas, everyone driving the special
road that says “NSA employees only” off of I95. All to come here to the big black building and do
their little jobs, their secret jobs. The jobs that didn't know a nuclear bomb was going to go off, that
didn't know thousands and maybe millions were going to die, that missed a presidential
assassination, whatever the hell is going on in Russia, and I'll bet, she mused, that we didn't even
know about that weird sort of commando attack on a closed nite club in LA. She'd seen the CNN
feed of the destruction.

What the hell was going on? Half the world was asking, the other half too scared shitless to want
to know.

She looked at her family photos for a moment and then got up to go to her meeting. She wasn't
prepared. But she was ready.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

She sat quietly in the outer office, looking at the NSA seal above the desk where Claggart's
secretary sat. The secretary was speaking quietly into the phone, sounding like she was making
airline reservations (why not just use the web?). But then again, you can't pull strings or kiss up
on a PC.

The secretary changed lines, said yes, sir, and then went back to her call. The door to her right
opened and Claggart stood there.

“Come on in, Melissa.”

She got up and walked into the office. Claggart had a passive face, almost peaceful, as if a
burden had been lifted. He stepped back. Instead of a group of experts seated around his old oak
meeting table, there was one man sitting at the far corner.

General Carl Selznick.



“Ms. Trown,” he said, remaining seated. “wonderful to see you again. General Claggart has told
me so much about you. He's quite proud of you.”

He grinned quick and then went stoic as if the whole process caused him pain. Claggart sat near
his compatriot, and indicated Melissa to sit between them. She smoothed her light tan skirt as
she sat.

Selznick looked at Claggart who nodded slightly. The round faced Selznick let out a sigh, as if
fighting the entire idea of being in this room, and then turned to Melissa.

“Ms. Trown, what do you know about cloning?”

“Carl, be very careful.” Claggart said with an I-really-mean-it look. If Selznick saw it, it never
registered outwardly. He waited for Melissa's response.

“Uh, no sir. I mean I know about the sheep and some other animals, but the rest is just science
fiction.”

She looked at both generals.

“Isn't it?”

Sleznick said nothing, keeping his arms on the table and touching his fingers lightly. He was
giving Claggart the honors. But Claggart just looked out the window, maybe counting the same
cars.

“Melissa, pay no attention to what General Selznick was saying. We're here to discuss the
Russians and what you -”

“No, we're not, Bill” Selznick interrupted.”If you were having a regular briefing you'd have all the
experts here chipping in their two cents worth like you normally do. We agreed, Bill, that's you
and I, last night, that Ms. Trown would go to investigate Seventh Son in Russia. Why are you
changing your mind?”

Claggart hesitated. Selznick gave him a moment, then continued

“Bill, it's too late. Once Ms. Trown heard the name Seventh Son, and then saw how you reacted
to her knowledge, the game was up. She's an excellent agent, and she read it on your face, didn't
you, Ms. Trown?”

Claggart now had his “if I had a rocket launcher” look. Of course, Melissa had heard the quiet
swearing when the Seventh Son named was mentioned. But Claggart swore at ill fitting paper
clips, too.

“I'm sorry, “ she said, trying to play referee. “All I know is that there was a phone call placed from
an apartment in Moscow to a place that is identified as Seventh Son in Vladivostok. That's it.
Attempts to access the number since have failed. Now if you call it you get an operator saying the
line is down. You can try it yourself. I have a number of times. Hell, I even called the Russian
embassy and had them try it. Same thing. They know nothing about level 12 security, not even
the guy we know is the intelligence officer, not that they'd tell me even now. Even my best
contacts know in our government know nothing.”

Both generals sat, the testosterone level at the cut-it-with-a-chainsaw level. Melissa just what the
helled it and pressed on.



“There is nothing about cloning. I've heard nothing about cloning. It's just a phone number to a
non-existent, right now, phone. How do the words Seventh Son equal cloning? Sirs.”

Claggart and Selznick eyed each other, and Melissa was waiting for the arm wrestling to begin, or
worse. But she was part of the game now, so she tried the next level since she wasn't getting any
answers on this one.

“The apartment the phone call originated from was rented to Irina Turgenev. Now she has an
innocent sounding job in the Interior Ministry. She's middle aged, and just putting in her time, you
would figure. Until you look deeper. Sirs, this woman was in Soviet intelligence. Deep
intelligence. There was some information, though we could never verify, even from some
defectors, that she was in the parapsychology program they had. And suddenly the
Russiangovernment goes nuts, they fire a nuke, and Turgenenev disappears. I'm starting to talk
myself into believing in cloning. Right now, why the hell not? Why not think there's a bunch of
clones running around?”

The Generals remained stoic to the extreme, while seeming to wait for someone to yell “Draw!”
and the shootout begin. Jaws remained rigid as muscles remained tight as corks in a bottle of bile.
This is frackin' ridiculous. She got up. They didn't.

“Sirs, with all due respect, am I getting a briefing here or do you guys want to drop your pants right
now? I'll get a ruler.”

Finally a reaction. Both heads turned to her. Claggart spoke first

“Be careful, Melissa. It's very easy for a career to detour around here, and someone else may find
your office very appealing. Now this meeting is over, and you can get on your way. Your tickets
and all are on your desk. Good luck. Keep me informed.”

Selznick was taking his turn to look out at the parking lot. He seemed to be counting.

“Sir, I've got to know where to start.”

“Vladivostok,” mumbled Selznick.

“Moscow.” said Claggart, slightly louder.

Then the eyes focused like lasers on each other. This was going to start again. Get out. So she
did.

The moment the door closed behind her, she could barely hear the argument through the
soundproofing. A good investment. She got back to her office, saw the packet of travel
information on her desk. A ticket to Moscow via Vienna leaving tomorrow morning.

She'd worked for another hour, talking to contacts, getting the latest NSA, CIA and DOD feeds.
The Defense Minister of Russia died? Yevtuschenko apologizing? It's getting more interesting, or
terrifying. Not a word out of the Chinese. The oil kingdoms struggling to survive, where there
wasn't chaos and rioting.

That's enough. She closed her office, hesitated a second when she rememebered Claggart's
possible threat (and where had that come from? That isn't Bill Claggart) and then shut the door.
She'd have to use a fingerprint ID to get back in.

She said good night to some coworkers, and headed for the parking lot.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX



When she got home, she finished packing, grabbed a bite to eat, and then flipped open her laptop.
Her chat software was on and she was soon talking to her sister. Nothing big, just a trip for
business, yes, I'll be careful, how are the girls? All that. She loved it. They signed off.

She was about to turn the machine off to pack it for the trip when a message appeared on the
desktop.

“The clones are real.”

She peered at it for a moment.

“Who are you?”, she typed.

“The clones are here, the clones are everywhere.”

“This is not funny.” she responded. Who is this nut?

“Save Irina. Save the world. Vladivostok.”

“Stop it.” She started to reach for the off button, but another message came.

“Save the clones. Kill the clones.”

She turned the machine off. Someone had gotten into her network. Probably easy enough for a
good hacker despite government firewalls She knew people who could, but to focus just on her
instead of reeking damage on machine upon machine? She flipped on the machine again, this
time keeping the network off. She looked at her screen. There had been one more message yet.

“I comply.”


