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      To Dad

      Thank you for being such a loving, funny, and artistic man. I’ve learned a tremendous amount from you. I love you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          Anchorage, Alaska, United States

        

      

    

    
      The VIP boat motored away from the Hinewai in an aquatic crawl. “Don’t worry,” Mitchell said to Kari from the stern. “It happened so fast it didn’t hurt at all. No pain, promise.”

      Kari’s brow furrowed as the boat increased its distance. “What are you talking about? What didn’t hurt?” Kari shouted, hoping to be heard over the smaller boat’s double engines.

      “Death!” Santos answered with his hands cupped around his mouth. “Try not to get murdered like us! To stay safe, you need to . . .”

      She strained to hear the advice but couldn’t. “What did you say?” Kari ran the extra few steps to the railing, as if that would make his words audible. “How do I stay safe?”

      He didn’t answer. Or at least he hadn’t provided one Kari could hear. And she wasn’t going to hear it any time soon with the boat now a speck in the distance.

      Confused and annoyed, Kari turned away from the ocean and started toward the deck stairs. Her foot landed on the first metal step with a bang. Another gunshot pierced the sea air, and she whipped her head back to the area where the boat had disappeared. Kari raised her hand to her forehead to shield her brown eyes from the blinding sun and saw nothing but the horizon. However, her nose detected an odor that wasn’t salt water or diesel from the boat. It was sulfur. Had someone lit a match?

      Kari lowered her hand but paused mid-motion as something odd caught her attention. A patch of fine black hairs on her forearm were gone. Singed away. Kari examined her smooth, light bronze skin, mesmerized by the sudden change. Then, her skin began to bubble and thin as fluid beneath it started to collect and grow. Another blister appeared. Then another.

      In a matter of seconds, her entire arm was hairless and covered in hundreds of growing and pulsating blisters. But they didn’t hurt. Kari studied one of the sores on her index finger’s knuckle with fascination as the liquid beneath started what looked like a rolling boil.

      Every blister exploded at once.

      Kari dropped to her knees on the metal grated deck and screamed. Mitchell had lied. This was excruciating. The physical pain transitioned from sharp to dull and then to nothingness. The absence of physical agony allowed her to think. No pain meant nerve death. Through her tears, she stared at the new pink and white mottled colors of her right arm as the blister process started on the other. “No,” she whimpered.

      “I’m afraid so.” Madeleine came down the stairs in an icy blue suit while holding a small black remote. “Do you want this to stop?”

      “Yes!”

      “Then tell me, have you learned your lessons about discretion and obedience yet?”

      “Yes!”
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        * * *

      

      “Chickpea!”

      Kari’s eyes shot open to see the silhouette of Mom A against the blackout curtains. She scanned her surroundings and realized she was in the rental home for family vacation. Once her mother released her non-burned arms, she pushed herself up to a seated position and slowed her breathing. “I was having a nightmare.”

      “I’ll say.” Mom A sat on the edge of the bed. “You were screaming or trying to scream or something. I shook you out of it.”

      “Thanks for that.” Thanks to summertime Alaska, there was plenty of light bleeding through the curtains for her to notice the concerned wrinkles in Mom A’s forehead. “I’m sorry if I scared you. And woke you.”

      “I don’t think you could really help it.”

      Kari rubbed the sleep from her eyes. “I’m still sorry that I woke you. What time is it, anyway?”

      “About two in the morning, and you didn’t wake me. Dad walking around on loose wooden boards and flushing the toilet did that. I was trying to go back to sleep when I heard you. Do you want to talk about it?”

      Since it was after midnight, it was officially the last day of vacation. Did she want to ruin fond memories by telling her mother that she had nightmares every single night for a week, most likely due to family campfires? No, but talking about her dreams might help ease her subconscious a little.

      “I was burning alive, probably a lot like how Mitchell and Santos died in the boat explosion.” Kari’s telepathy was inactivated thanks to her new device, but she could still tell what her mother was thinking. The soft, kind eyes directed toward her told an epic tale.

      “Oh, chickpea.” Mom A put her arms around her.

      Kari’s head instinctually nestled in the crook of her mother’s neck. “I’ll be okay. I promise I’ll set up a teletherapy session tomorrow—well, today—with Dr. Will.”

      Mom A wore a sad grin and nodded. “I’m glad, but . . . maybe don’t go back to the ship.”

      Kari would have loved nothing more than to put the Hinewai, Madeleine, and Henry behind her, but she couldn’t. Not while her mothers were still threatened if Kari didn’t do everything Madeleine and Henry wanted. “I promise I’ll be fine. I’m taking steps toward good mental health.”

      “Okay. I’m going to trust you to know what’s best for you.” Mom A hugged her again. “I love you so much, chickpea.” As if Kari hadn’t quite received the message, she kissed her cheek before letting go and heading to the door. Where she walked into Mom L. “I’m sorry if we woke you, Leela.”

      “Hot flashes did that. But I heard you two talking and wanted to double-check that everything was okay. Is it?”

      Mom A looked back at Kari. “What do you think? Is it?”

      Kari managed a tired smile. “Yeah, I’m good. Thanks for checking in.”

      “Of course.” Mom L came over to the bed and kissed the crown of her head. “Try to get some more sleep, chickpea.”

      On cue, her cousin’s snoring came through the thin paneled wall like a fog horn.

      Kari chuckled. “Yeah, I’ll get on that. Goodnight part two, Moms.” Once they left, Kari laid back once again, closed her eyes, and fell into her four-seven-eight breathing until sleep took her once more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      “What do you mean Dr. Will’s on sabbatical?” Kari shouted into her phone so loud her voice no doubt carried through the open window and into the forest.

      “I’m sorry he didn’t tell you in person.” The office receptionist sounded genuinely apologetic. “Maybe the email notification went to your spam? But the good news is that I can see Dr. Ola Egbe is accepting patients and has availability this week. Would she work?”

      Kari was going to have to make it work, since solid sleep was something she wanted back in her life. “Yeah, that’s fine, but because of my work it’ll have to be Thursday or Friday.” Her shift schedule as a VIP assistant consisted of a twelve-hour shift four days straight with three days off. The alternating am and pm shift was a grind, but the entire week off every four weeks was a nice bonus for the hassle.

      There was a few seconds of keyboard clacking on the other end of the line. “Dr. Egbe can see you Thursday at noon in cabin 115.”

      A shiver passed through Kari, both because the cool, spruce-scented summer breeze tickled her neck and the location of the appointment. “Whoa! What do you mean cabin? I’ve been doing telehealth visits and would like to continue doing that.”

      “Those have been eliminated from Dr. Egbe’s office.”

      “Why?” Kari realized she had yelled but wasn’t going to apologize for it. This was dumb and a total deal breaker. “I can’t do in-person.”

      “Okay, then you should know that the next available telehealth appointment will be three weeks from now with Dr. Simon.”

      “Fine, I’ll take that one.” She had enough coping strategies to get through twenty-one days. Yes, there would be more nightmares, but she had her breathing techniques and a few friends she could talk to. That was basically the same thing as therapy.

      After her appointment was set, Kari finished packing and went into the living room where her grandparents, Ata Niq and Noko Ani, were back at the puzzle table. There were no signs of the others. “Where’s everyone else?”

      “Your moms went upstairs to gather their stuff,” Ata Niq said.

      “River and Wade are outside taking pictures of bear tracks and its scat,” Noko Ani said. “They’re trying to figure out what species it is.”

      “I think a more direct approach would be if Wade stayed outside tonight with breakfast scraps in his pockets and a camera.” This would be an excellent use of her cousin’s time and resources. “In case the battery dies, you all can watch from the windows as a redundancy measure.” Kari may not have worked in a lab anymore, but her mind still operated like a scientist.

      “That’s enough,” Mom A reprimanded as she used careful footwork to descend the stairs with a gigantic suitcase.

      Mom L followed with a smaller and cushier duffle bag. “She’s just showing us her dedication to research. Isn’t that right?”

      “Absolutely.” Kari pointed to their luggage. “Let’s get that rental car loaded. I have to make the noon tender or I’ll be stuck at the dock for five hours.”

      Her extended family met them outside for the formal goodbyes. Uncle River warmed up his back with a few bends and twists before he picked her up in a spinning hug. Ata Niq kissed her cheek and made her promise to take pictures of all the extravagant planes and cars she might see. Noko Ani wrapped her in a gentle hug, kissed her forehead, and asked her to try to accept her paranormal gifts. Kari knew she would say that because she always did. Then, she looked at Wade’s not-bear-mauled face. “Bye.”

      He waved and promptly walked back to the cabin.

      “I love you,” Kari called out to the remaining family, blowing kisses or waving as she got into the backseat of the rental car and shut the door. “I wish Logan could have come instead.” He was the much more mature and non-cockwaffle cousin.

      Mom A turned to face her from the front seat. “I really thought Wade showed some maturity this time.”

      “No, he didn’t,” Mom L said. “Hopefully, despite his presence, you still enjoyed this vacation before you sail off on your swanky boat.”

      Kari gave her mother a slight smile. The Hinewai did have every luxury one could imagine: high-end suites with waterfall hot tubs, day trips with the helicopter, big game sport fishing with marine scientists as the guide, and desserts with gold flakes. She and the other VIP assistants coordinated all of it so the rich and famous had every whim catered to. Except they couldn’t use the exterior rock climbing wall while intoxicated.

      There had been an incident before Kari’s time.

      The sights Kari had seen, the conversations she had overhead—normal or telepathic—were fascinating at times, but every observation had come at a cost. The remote that controlled her telepathy was in the hands of that frosty, murderous bitch-queen, Madeleine, and all of the information gathered went to expanding Henry Wibawa’s megalomaniacal quest for global dominance and acceptance into a secretive organization. Kari was eager to expose Henry and Madeleine’s dirty secrets with a little help from ENN journalist, Adam Cho.

      “Don’t worry, Moms, this vacation represented luxury in a different way. We can’t grow trees that high on the ship or play with the sled dog puppies.” Their fluffiness and sweet breath may have been the highlight of Kari’s year.

      “That made me miss Sage,” Mom A said from the passenger’s seat.

      “I’m sure he got all the belly rubs while we were gone,” Mom L said as she entered the dock’s address into the GPS. “Well, dogs and trees aside, I know it meant a lot to Niq and Ani that you came. Going from seeing them twice a year to over an entire year was a pretty long lapse for them.”

      “And she’s not saying that to make you feel guilty,” Mom A quickly added. “That’s just what happens when you get older and move out on your own. It becomes difficult trying to schedule everything.”

      “That’s right.” Mom L jerked the car to avoid a massive pothole in the road. “The new intern from World University starts soon, right? That ought to free up your schedule some.”

      “Correct on both accounts.”

      “Do you have to start work as soon as you get back on board?” Mom A asked. “If you’re like me, you had fun with the family but need a break before returning to the working world.”

      “You mean, Noko Ani’s charades tournament isn’t your idea of a relaxing good time?”

      Mom A snickered. “I was more a fan of the animal tours and riding bikes along the coastal trail.”

      Those had been some of Kari’s favorite activities, too. Although, she felt a pang of sadness when she saw a bald eagle. Because Madeleine had switched on her neurological implant when she left the ship, she didn’t have access to her telepathy, empathic link to Mom L, or her connection to raptors.

      “I liked the Indigenous art museum, too,” Kari said. “I’ll have to tell Neill about that.”

      Neill was her only friend who was aware of her entire situation and could commiserate with her. Kari still didn’t know his entire story, but she knew three critical facts about him. One, he was on the run from the South African Defence Force. Two, he loved art, especially painting. And three, he had a good heart.

      Mom L sighed long and loud once she put the car in park. With both hands on the wheel, she looked at the Hinewai anchored in the distance. “I guess this is as close as I can get to dropping you off at your doorstep.”

      From the passenger seat, Mom A turned around with her sunglasses perched on her head. Her eyes weren’t glassy, but she did reach for the bottom of her braid, an anxious fidget. “Are you sure you can’t stay for a quick bite? The place with the reindeer jerky you liked is only five minutes away.”

      Kari understood it was hard to say goodbye. She wanted more quality time with her mothers, too, especially now that she didn’t have to hear every thought that ran through their heads. They were both kind, smart, and strong women whom she admired and loved. It was because Kari loved them to pieces, she had to leave. If she didn’t return to her duties, Madeleine may plot their murders, too. Or Sage’s.

      Or their chickens.

      “I’m sorry, but I should go,” Kari said. “There’s a storm brewing in the Pacific, and if the weather comes in faster than anticipated . . . You know what happens.”

      “Yeah,” Mom L drawled, “the Hinewai leaves regardless if you’re on it.”

      “Come on”—Mom A took Mom L’s hand and kissed it—“let’s see our chickpea off.”

      Kari got out of the car and took all of her belongings with her. “I hope you two have an uneventful and peaceful journey back home.”

      Mom L put her arms around her and squeezed tight, causing the orange-ginger scent of her soap to envelope Kari. “You’re the only screaming baby on an airplane I ever tolerated. I love you.” She got on her tiptoes to kiss Kari’s cheek and then released her from the embrace.

      “I love you, too.” Kari waved Mom A over next. She was rewarded with a broad smile and excited wiggle.

      Mom A kissed her cheeks first before coming in for a hug of the evergreen-scent variety. “I love you so much. Please take more pictures this time around the globe.”

      “And maybe try to avoid brain surgery,” Mom L added. “That was stressful for us.”

      Kari stifled a laugh. “I promise no more brain surgeries and I will take more pictures.” Her emotions lately had come in various degrees of dread, paranoia, and guilt, but she was excited to see new places this time around the globe.

      As Kari distanced herself from the hug, she expected to see Mom A’s eyes shimmer with unshed tears and Mom L anxiously rocking on her heels, but all eyes were dry and feet were steady. It took a full year, but both were able to watch her leave without having to wrestle with their emotions.

      Mom A pointed out to the water. “Looks like your next ride is here.”

      Kari turned to see the Hinewai’s afternoon tender headed toward the dock. She balled her hand into a fist and stuck her thumb up. “Got my biometric boarding pass right here.”

      The family of three group-hugged again, then she made her way to the passenger loading area. Her progress stopped, like guilt had slapped her face, when she recognized Charlotte, Santos’s girlfriend. Kari continued forward and gave her a nod to say a silent hello. Not wanting to linger with awkward eye contact with the pseudo-widow, Kari scanned the area before she settled on finding her moms one last time. They waved from the parking lot, and after she blew them one last kiss goodbye, they drove away to return to their lives of small-town politics and world-saving environmental solutions.

      “Was that your family?”

      Kari recognized the guy who asked as a six pm cafeteria regular and deduced he was a maintenance worker based on the white and burgundy uniform. “Yep. We’re a small but mighty estrogen-packed trio.” She pointed to the paper bags in his hand and the various cardboard boxes, some as small as a shoebox and some as large as a kitchen appliance, surrounding him. “Looks like you did some shopping?”

      “A bunch of specialty parts we had to order for a VIP suite renovation came in.”

      That was news to her. “What are they doing?”

      “Adding areas to play virtual golf, gold fixtures for the master bathrooms, and Japanese-style toilets with lumbar support pillows.”

      Kari had no idea they made pillows for that. She knew ship upgrades happened, but all of that work now didn’t make sense. “I would have thought our annual maintenance spot in Papua New Guinea would have been the best time to renovate. Why now?”

      “Apparently, we have a super-duper VIP coming at the Vancouver stop, so it couldn’t wait. You’re a VIP assistant, right?”

      “I am, but I didn’t hear anything about this.” Kari didn’t want her first client back from vacation to be a pain-in-the-ass who sat on the toilet so long they needed chiropractic accessories. VIPs were already rude to the service staff; rude and constipated made the worst combination ever. “Are there any rumors about who the VIP is?”

      “No clue, but I’m guessing you’ll find out soon enough,” he said as the tender hand tied the boat to the dock.

      Another maintenance crew person hustled off the boat and helped bring the renovation boxes and bags on board first. After several trips, the rest of the passengers, including Kari, had their thumb prints scanned and they took their various spots on the boat. Kari opted to stand at the railing so as the tender pulled away, she could watch downtown Anchorage grow smaller. She wouldn’t be able to set foot on land for at least another week, so she took advantage of observing all the buildings, roads, green grass, and mountains.

      The snow-capped mountains.

      A shiver went through her, so she folded her arms across her chest for added warmth. She should have worn a hooded sweatshirt. It was times like this she missed her long hair. Although, if she ever wanted to reminisce about her long hair, she could always visit it in the ornate wooden box Finn had gotten her for her nineteenth birthday. A twinge of loss pierced her as she reminisced. The gorgeous, sneaky, funny, non-binary redhead who had won over her friendship, and then her heart.

      Well, maybe not her heart.

      They had only gone on one date, so that was taking her emotions a bit far. But since wallowing in self-pity was not her preferred method of expending energy, Kari took out her phone to text Finn.

      
        
          
            
              
        Vacation with the family is over. How are you? Did you know they make lumbar support for toilets?

      

      

      

      

      

      It wasn’t the most romantic text—and it couldn’t be since they had agreed to be friends—but it let Finn know she was thinking of them. She pocketed her phone again and prepared for her next and last transfer.

      The size of the Hinewai still gave her pause every time she came aboard. It was a massive vessel and a true engineering achievement with all of the different environmentally-friendly modifications to the amenities and cabins. The thought of her own cabin made her long for her bed, which was now her one true indulgence in life. When the ship had been in Japan, she had sprung for a new mattress, the highest thread count sheets, the fluffiest yet most supportive pillows, and a new comforter with a pearl-like luster that reminded her of the abalone inlay of her acoustic guitar. But despite the comforts, there were still nightmares.

      Kari took the long walk with her luggage up to deck seven. The extra strength and stamina she had as a result of being a miracle child helped her make the trip without the need to catch her breath before she stopped outside her cabin door. The door that had a sticky note on it from Jade.

      
        
        Welcome back! Let’s hit the game room at 4, then get our dinner. I have A LOT to tell you.

      

      

      That gave Kari time to do a load of laundry, play a few songs, check the outlets and switch covers for listening devices, see if their ship-based entertainment system had updated the movie selection, and, most importantly, do her preliminary research on the various ways she could contact Adam Cho to destroy her bosses. Then, she could hang out with her neighbor.
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        * * *

      

      Kari walked down the passageway to her cabin with her canvas sack of clean clothes slung over her shoulder like Santa Claus.

      Jade stood outside her door.

      “I’m coming!”

      Jade put her hand on her hip and wore an expression of pure annoyance. The stern face disappeared as she laughed at her own antics and pushed her glasses back up the bridge of her nose. For a woman who was a little more than twice Kari’s age, she hadn’t lost her childlike penchant for play. Everything about Jade was fun yet balanced with wisdom. Her job. Her attitude on life. And her bright pink orthotic sneakers.

      “Sorry I’m late,” Kari said. “I had to run the dryer an extra few minutes.”

      “Don’t worry about it, I think I’m early.” Jade followed Kari into her cabin and then planted her butt on the loveseat. “We have a lot to talk about.”

      “I was only gone a week.” Kari dumped her clean sack of laundry on top of her comforter.

      “Yeah, but in that week something very surprising happened. But”—Jade held both of her hands up in a stop gesture—“before I get to that, tell me about your vacation.”

      “It was nice.”

      “You look tired.”

      “I didn’t really sleep well. Strange bed and I had more than a couple of nightmares.” Kari could be honest with Jade about that since she had supported her through the immediate aftermath of the explosion. But Kari wanted to stay positive and instead began to sort her clean laundry by using the different corners of the bed. “I saw a lot of beautiful scenery, ate a variety of game, and didn’t kill my cousin.”

      “Which one?”

      “Wade. Logan’s the good one, but he couldn’t come since he had to wrap up teaching for the school year. The time with my moms was nice. They really, really liked it that you took the time to say hello when we first docked. Having a friend on board I think reassured them that I do have a support system here.” Kari picked up a pair of black lace panties and tossed them to the undergarment corner.

      “Whoa!” Jade’s mouth formed a perfect O as she pointed to the dark splash on the bed. “You wore sexy panties. Did you get over your Finn withdrawal with some Anchorage action?”

      Kari raised her brow. “Um, no. I bought those in Japan along with the new bedding.”

      “I sense a theme.”

      There was no point denying it to her one and only girlfriend. “I may have been a little depressed and thought buying lingerie would cheer me up, because a character in a book I read did that once. I have to say the tactic did work.” Kari went back to sorting her typical, non-sexy clothes: socks, hoodie, cargo pants that were no longer sticky from a leaky ice cream cone.

      Jade pursed her lips. “I find this side of you fascinating, just so you know.”

      “The side of me that buys lingerie for myself?”

      Jade nodded.

      Kari’s shoulders slumped. “Is it weird that I did that?”

      “No,” Jade said gently. “We have to do nice things for ourselves in life and, face it, given our situation on the ship, it’s not like we can draw ourselves a candlelit bubble bath. When I divorced my ex, I did all the sexy shopping. Including the kind that isn’t clothes.”

      Kari tossed a tank top with a grin. She had picked up something of that variety in Japan, too. “Well, it’s good to know that I’m not abnormal in that way.”

      “Heavens, no! You’re better off doing all of that than . . .” Jade averted her eyes in the direction of the TV and the three framed pictures featuring the moms, the inCog crew having dinner, and her surprise birthday party a few months back. “Dammit, Neill,” Jade muttered.

      The tonal shift and mention of Neill raised alarms. Kari threw down the sports bra in her hand and went to sit beside Jade on the loveseat. Given his line of security work with Henry and Madeleine, he encountered direct risks. Like them. Had they killed him because he’d also witnessed the murders and was a loose end? “What happened to Neill?” Kari asked in a panic. “Is he okay?”

      “Calm down. He’s fine. I maybe”— Jade sighed—“asked him out on a date.”

      “No way!” Kari did not have that on her year two Hinewai bingo card. And that answer was so much better than Neill being dead. “When did you ask? How?”

      “I’m going to preface this by saying I was feeling down and my typical pick-me-ups hadn’t worked. Now, we already had air hockey time scheduled together and I wanted to cancel but also didn’t want to leave Neill hanging, so I went anyway.”

      “But that wasn’t the date, right?”

      “Right. But I had such a good time! And it completely turned my mood around. You know, when other people aren’t around, Neill really opens up. He revealed so much sensitivity and depth and”—she slapped Kari’s leg—“he was funny! I couldn’t believe it. Then he rolled up the sleeves of that black button down and I could see those muscular, tattooed forearms. Yum! You put all of those things together, and I asked him out on a date.”

      Kari winced. She had a feeling she knew where this was headed but didn’t want to make the assumption. “And he said . . . ?”

      “The kiss of death. He likes me as a friend and that his life is complicated.” Jade shook her head. “That was five days ago and it’s making me do dumb shit now. When I saw him in the passageway doing security rounds, I ducked into a random club room where everyone was praying. It was awkward so I just stayed and bowed my head. Now I feel stupid.”

      “But I don’t hang around stupid people.” After Jade snickered, Kari continued. “Knowing Neill, he was probably stunned and didn’t know how to respond.”

      “Maybe. I still wish I would have taken my own advice and bought a thong.”

      Kari hated seeing her friend so down, especially when she knew Neill was such a wonderful man. “I’ll see him at work tomorrow. Do you want me to say anything to him?”

      “No, but thanks for offering.” Jade patted Kari’s knee and smiled. “I love that you feel comfortable enough around me now to sit right beside me and not on the other side of the room.”

      Since Kari couldn’t say, ‘Uncontrolled telepathy is a bitch,’ she said, “You’re my unofficial big sister now, so I feel more comfortable.”

      Now, if only that comfort extended to her job.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          Gulf of Alaska

        

      

    

    
      The shrill ring of her alarm at five am woke Kari from an improved night’s rest. She tossed the covers off and commenced her workday routine. She showered, dressed, finished her cup of divine French press coffee, and studied her reflection in the mirror. Her black Oxfords shined. Thanks to vacation, her belt’s prong was in the next hole. Her black trousers had a crisp pleat down the center of the straight leg cut. The only disruption to the pants’ lines was her multi-tool in one pocket and her work cell phone in the other. She wasn’t allowed to carry any personal devices during shift, as that created paranoia among the clientele that photos or recordings could be taken. Her black button-down shirt was buttoned high enough so that none of her cleavage was exposed, but low enough so her firestarter necklace was visible. She still hadn’t used it to start a fire, but it connected her to her mothers.

      And provided a constant reminder that she needed to comply with Henry and Madeleine’s demands of discretion and obedience.

      The cafeteria was nearly empty during the earliest breakfast time slot, so it was easy to find a quiet corner to enjoy her smoked salmon omelet with berries and sourdough toast. Due to the variability of her VIP’s needs, Kari had learned it was best to preorder the heaviest breakfast option on the brand new Hinewai app.

      As far as Kari could tell, Charlotte’s grief over Santos meant that she had thrown herself into work and completed the app ahead of schedule. In addition to meal scheduling, the app included nautical information about the ship, the port arrival and tender schedules, weather alerts, and club room reservations. There was even a game designed around evacuations and safety. Someone called Seaman4Life had the high score on Pirate Protocol.

      After breakfast, Kari headed up the stairs for work, as she rarely used the secret elevator system these days, and walked straight into the administrative hive to start her day. The land of cubicles was still dim and quiet at six am, but she knew someone who would be at work. And Kari dreaded seeing her bony face—both in texture and color—once more.

      She knocked on Madeleine’s closed door.

      “You may enter,” Madeleine said in her cultivated Australian accent.

      Kari rolled her eyes and walked into the office of the Chief Acquisition of Talent Officer and VIP Coordinator. Only Kari, Henry, Neill, and another security guard, Josef, knew that through Madeleine’s office bathroom there was a second clandestine office where she performed the illegal activities of Wibawa Enterprises.

      “Good morning, ma’am.” Kari hated the required greeting when, ‘Fuck you, and why haven’t you died yet?’ would have rolled off the tongue so much better.

      “Welcome back,” Madeleine said as she lifted her teacup of Earl Grey to her lips. Icy blue eyes peered at Kari over the fine china. “Was your vacation restorative?”

      Kari closed the door behind her. “It was. The family was glad I could participate in the fun. Also, reindeer is delicious.”

      “You didn’t find it too gamey? That was my experience.”

      “No. Maybe our reindeer had slightly different diets.”

      “Mine, no doubt, had some of Santa’s cookies before the slaughter.” Madeleine tipped her head back with a cackle.

      Kari refused to join in, even though she liked the joke. Madeleine was evil—her scarlet suit added to her devil vibes—but sometimes she was funny about it.

      Madeleine scoffed. “It seems you left your sense of humor on shore.”

      “If it’s alright with you, I’d like to focus on work.”

      “Suit yourself,” she said with a shrug. “You don’t have a VIP until Vancouver, because you’ll be training our new intern, Belle.”

      Surprises around every corner. “How can I train someone when I just started a month ago? Matthew and Ahmed have been VIP assistants for years.”

      Madeleine tightened her thin lips, which was the epitome of her annoyed face. “The intern coordinator at World University, Doug, insisted on you based on personality profiles.” Kari opened her mouth to speak, but Madeleine cut her off. “I know, it’s stupid, but in this case, it wasn’t a battle I wished to fight. Too much energy for something so insignificant, and I didn’t want HR sending me another email about ‘teamwork’.”

      At least Kari knew her feelings on the matter. “Alright. So, I’m training Belle. With what? It’s not like we have a manual.”

      “Make one.” Madeleine sat up straighter, as though a brilliant idea suddenly flew up her tight rear end. “Yes, be honest with her that there’s no training manual, so you two are tasked to create one. I’m sure she has to turn in reports to Doug, so this will help her.”

      The report made sense, but the logistics did not. “Is she going to shadow me?”

      “Only during Vancouver. Hopefully after that she’s competent enough to fly solo. Any other questions?”

      “When does this start?”

      “I told her to come to my office at six-fifteen, so”—Madeleine checked her rose gold watch—“shortly. That means we should get to other matters.” Madeleine went into the bathroom behind her, slid open the closet, popped the faux back wall with a press, and walked through to her secret office.

      It was an elaborate process.

      Kari followed, her eyes were drawn to the small black box with a glass scanner on its top. There was a quiet click after Madeleine placed her right thumb on the glass. “Hold on a second, you said I didn’t have a VIP. Why do I have to have telepathy if there are no important minds to read?”

      Madeleine proceeded to take a small remote out of the box. “Matthew and Ahmed do have one, and should you happen to be around Ms. Sokolov—and you will—I want to know what’s going on in that head of hers.” Madeleine pressed the single button on the remote, placed it back into the box, and steered clear of Kari as she left. Madeleine rarely allowed Kari access to her thoughts. The only times were if she wanted to make a point.

      Once Madeleine snapped her fingers as the ‘safe to return signal’, Kari went back to the proper office. “Have a great day, ma’am. I’ll come back to collect Belle soon.” She shook her head at the saccharin sweet, cotton candy pink office pillow that read Hope & Kindness as she left and almost walked straight into a blond wall as she opened the door.

      Great first impression. “I’m sorry, I’m a little early,” she said with a slight US southern—maybe Tennessee—accent.

      Kari was slightly above average height, but she needed to tilt her head up to make eye contact with the young woman who was constructed of long, wavy blond hair pinned back and a lot of leg. She wore the same black uniform as Kari and held two to-go cups. “I take it you’re Belle.”

      “I am.” Has to be Karishma. “Are you Karishma?”

      “Kari’s fine. Only Henry calls me by my full name here.” Kari faced Madeleine. “Do you need to talk to Belle?”

      “Not one bit. Off you two go and shut the door.”

      “Bye.” Belle waved at Madeleine before the door closed. She’s surly.

      At least the newbie caught on quickly to that fact. Kari turned back to Belle and pointed at the cups. “You must get thirsty in the mornings.”

      Belle let out a bubbly laugh that somehow managed to soften her square jawline. “I brought us drinks. One is a coffee with French vanilla creamer and the other is a decaf herbal something. Whichever one you don’t want, I’ll have.” Please Jesus, take the coffee.

      Kari didn’t need more caffeine, but the gesture was nice. “I’ll take the coffee, thanks. What are the odds that you’d pick my favorite creamer?”

      “Pretty high since I asked. A blessing and a curse that the Hinewai is a pretty small community, so anybody can learn about you.”

      Kari debated stepping away from her for a little more brain quiet, but she couldn’t resist the opportunity to learn more. “Did you ask anything else about me?”

      Now thinks I’m a gossip. “Oh no! I didn’t mean that. I grew up in a real small town—graduating class of twenty-five—so I respect people’s privacy.”

      “I had a graduating class of one.”

      What? Her blond brow knit together. “Did you say ‘one’?”

      “Never mind. How about we take our drinks to the lounge and talk about what it means to be a VIP assistant?” Kari led the way out, but Belle’s excited thoughts of learning about the VIPs and Henry kept rushing into her brain. “I hope this doesn’t sound rude, but could you give me a step or two. I like a good personal space bubble.”

      “Oh! I can absolutely do that and thank you for telling me.”

      Was Belle the politest person on the planet? If so, the next year of working with disrespectful, spoiled clients would be interesting.

      Kari placed her coffee down on a high-top table for six and took a seat in the covered portion of the outdoor lounge. As expected, Belle sat across from her, giving a healthy distance between the two.

      “I don’t think I’ve ever sat out here before,” Belle said. “It’s real nice.”

      Kari admired the dark blue ocean through a crinkle in the plastic wall. “The first time I sat out here was last summer in Manhattan’s harbor. A very different view.”

      At that time, she and Mitchell had engaged in small talk, rather than discuss neuroscience, over coffee. It was nice. Kari supposed that was why she had grown so close to Mitchell and Santos. She had known them as more than scientists. She knew who they were as people outside of work. Since she was Belle’s trainer now, she supposed that would be a good ice breaking strategy to use.

      “I had a very brief talk with Madeleine this morning, and she told me that between now and Vancouver—basically this week—my job is to lay down the basics of what it means to be a VIP assistant. Then, I can write it up formally as an SOP and you can use the information for one of your reports to Doug or something.”

      Belle nodded. “That tracks with what he told me.”

      “Good. So, considering we have some time before we start all of that, I think it makes sense if I get to know you better. I might be able to tailor your training to your strengths that way. What do you think?” Kari sipped her coffee.

      “That sounds fine to me, but what about you?”

      “What about me?”

      “Well . . .” Belle smiled. “Do I get to know about you? You’re a bit mysterious.”

      “Mysterious?” Kari repeated with a chuckle. “I’m sorry, but that’s the first I’ve heard that.”

      “Really?” Belle’s nose scrunched as she grinned. “I have oodles of questions.”

      Kari was first thrown by the usage of ‘oodles’ but leaned into her intrigue, despite some fear, about what information was out there about her. “Okay, ask away.”

      “One person graduated in your high school?”

      Okay, Kari would give her that one as being a bit unique. “I was homeschooled because I’m a little . . . We’ll say accelerated. Next question.”

      “You said that Henry calls you by your first name, which—oh my God—I can’t believe you get to work with Mr. Wibawa and get to call him Henry. Does anyone else call you Karishma?”

      “My moms, but only when they’re mad. If that happens, I get the full first and last name treatment, Karishma Okpik-Bakshi.”

      A flash of a smile crossed Belle’s lips, and her sapphire blue eyes opened wider for a fraction of a second. “You have moms, plural? Do you also have dads?”

      Given Kari and her family’s past with the extremist group God and Country, the cross Belle wore, and her thoughts of Jesus earlier gave Kari the slightest pause before answering. “I have a Mom A and a Mom L. No dads.”

      “That’s great! I mean, it’s great to have two parents, regardless of who and how they came into the picture. Do you get along well with them?”

      “Very.” Kari realized from their brief interaction that not only was Belle an attentive listener, but she asked so many follow-ups she naturally steered the conversation in her direction. “Enough about me. What made you want to be a VIP intern?”

      Belle took a sip of tea. “Like I said, I grew up in a small town and went to an itsy-bitsy private high school where I played volleyball. I just loved going to different schools and meeting new people. I had a dream of playing in college, but I hurt my shoulder pretty bad. Surgery and rehab didn’t go well, so that eliminated my chances at getting a scholarship. But my grades were good, so I was still able to go to a small school for a bit where I majored in Hospitality Management. Then, one day on campus I saw an ad for World University. The idea that I could finish my degree and travel the world . . . Sign me up!”

      “That means you had to transfer schools. Sounds like a pain.”

      “It was, but I got a good financial aid package to WU, so I transferred here last fall. And this year”—Belle beamed—“I’m a VIP assistant intern on the Hinewai and graduate in May! Can you believe it?”

      “I mean, you’re sitting here across from me in a matching black outfit, so yes, I do believe it.”

      Belle laughed and finished with a content sigh. “I’m still so excited. Last year we stopped at every five-star hotel or resort we docked at. Barcelona was my favorite. I think I saw you on the tender, actually. Your hair was longer then, like in that viral video where you put that creep in a joint lock.”

      She had hoped those five minutes of fame where she had almost been trafficked were over. “I’m surprised you recognized me from then to now.”

      “I have a great memory for details, including faces. Why did you cut your hair?”

      It was official, Belle asked more questions than a toddler. “I had brain surgery.” Since the curiosity was inevitable, Kari prepared the same show-and-tell lie she told others. She turned her head slightly and, behind her ear, positioned her index and middle finger on either side of her device nub. “I had a procedure to stop my seizures. When I wasn’t working, I spent most of my free time in my room healing.”

      Belle grinned. “Or playing table tennis? I hear you’re good.”

      “Wh . . .” Kari’s mouth momentarily froze, preventing her from finishing the question. “Why do you know that?”

      “When I found out you were going to be my mentor, I asked around to learn more about you. I went to your JobConnect page, but it hadn’t been updated in a while.” Belle’s hand shot out across the table, as if she were going to touch Kari’s hand. “I’m sorry if that invaded your privacy. I was hoping it would be seen as proactive.”

      “Okay,” Kari drawled. “I can see why you’d do that, but I like to keep to myself and don’t like to put myself out there. Also, there is nothing about tabletop sports on my JobConnect page.”

      “Oh! That’s not where I found that tidbit out. Chef Boudreaux overheard me talking about the internship at a WU picnic.”

      “Wait. Jade told you?”

      Belle nodded with a smile. “Aside from your favorite creamer, she told me that you’re neighbors and play table games together.”

      Kari’s shoulders dropped their tension. No one was dropping personal information about her for some new blackmail plot. But in her moment of relief, she realized Belle had veered her away from the conversation again! “Okay, back to you. You’ve seen some fabulous hotels, but have you worked with the clientele?”

      “No, and that’s what I’m really hoping to get out of this internship.” Belle bit her lower lip and winced. “I’ve never really had a job-job before, but I don’t want you to think that I don’t know how to work hard. I do.” Belle took a sip of tea and then appeared as though she was thinking of something else. “Aside from volleyball practice and off-season training, I did volunteer work at the local animal shelter.”

      “I love dogs.” Kari’s muscles involuntarily relaxed as she smiled.

      “Do you?” Belle asked, tickled. “What’s your favorite breed?”

      “Um. We can talk dogs later.” At least Kari hoped so. That topic was preferable to anything related to their actual job. “The reason why I asked about working with clientele is because that while the VIP assistant position is an easy job, it can be emotionally difficult.”

      “How do you mean?”

      “It’s because of the way most of the VIPs treat us. I mean, yes, it is our job to cater to them, but almost all of them are already used to that and they do not hold back when it’s not perfect. Even when it is perfect don’t expect a ‘thank you’. We’re not even people to some of them.” Kari recalled her first VIP taking a sip of his Scotch whisky, tossing the full glass overboard, and bad-mouthing the ‘help’ as if she had distilled the liquor. “If you don’t have thick skin, their comments can get to you.”

      A dark cloud passed over Belle’s pleasant features. “You don’t need to worry about that with me. My skin is plenty thick.”

      The sudden switch in tone and gravitas she used gave Kari pause. “I’m sorry if I sounded patronizing, I just didn’t want you to be surprised the first time someone was a real cockwaffle to you.”

      The bubbly laugh returned. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard that word before.” Belle chuckled again but softer. “What else should I know?”

      “For today, I figured I’d give you a tour of all the VIP things.” Kari’s phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and read the text from Madeleine:

      
        
          
            
              
        Come to Ms. Sokolov’s happy hour at 4pm. Let Belle leave early for the day.

      

      

      

      

      

      Kari slipped the phone back in its place. “Good news for you. Your day ends at four today, so I can tend to a Russian oligarch.” Maybe she could even use some of the Russian she had been learning.

      “You’re sure I can’t come? A Russian oligarch sounds exciting!”

      “Sorry, but maybe next time.” Kari drank the rest of her coffee and then pointed to Belle’s cup. “Would you like to finish your tea here or start the tour?”

      “Oh, the tour, for sure.” Belle didn’t have to hop down from the high seat, rather her feet were already on the ground. “I want to thank you for taking the time to get to know me a little bit and sharing more about yourself before we jumped into things. I can tell you’re a very patient mentor. No wonder your guitar students like you. And I only know that because I saw your ad pinned to the corkboard outside the prayer club room and someone drew a smiley face on it.”

      Patient had never been a word used to describe her in the past, but maybe giving lessons had taught her some. “If it’s okay with you, I see this more of a partnership than a mentor-mentee thing. Sound good?” Kari held out her hand to shake.

      Belle grasped it in a firm shake. My reports filled to edges. “Sounds great.” She released her hand, walked away, and tossed her to-go cup into the recycling bin. “Where to first, partner?”

      “Let’s start at the top of the ship and work our way down.”
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        * * *

      

      During the tour, Belle asked questions at every stop and about every person. How often did VIPs ask to go fishing? Snorkeling? ATVing? Who did the VIP assistant consult when they wanted to do those things? Could Chef Jon make them anything at any time? Who was responsible for turning over the suites? How long had lumbar-support for toilets been around?

      Once they reached deck one, Kari braced herself once her feet touched the VIP area. The weather was cooler than that day in the Philippine Sea, but the ocean looked the same. The railing was the same. Her foot placement on the grated deck was the same. She expected to see a fireball and black smoke rise into the sky at any moment.

      Something’s wrong. “Kari?” Belle placed a gentle hand on her arm.

      She quickly turned to Belle and stepped back. “Yeah. So”—she pointed to the dual-motored boat—“this is the VIP boat. We use it like a tender but also for sunset cruises, snorkeling, diving, and some fishing. We rent the marine science lab’s boat for the sport-type fish.”

      Belle gave her a hesitant nod, then approached the boat. She appeared as though she were inspecting the dual motors. “Did they ever find out why the last one exploded?”

      A sound Kari didn’t know she could make escaped her. It was equal parts whimper and scream. Her heart raced. A cold sweat broke out. She lost control of her breathing.

      Belle rushed from the boat and back to her. Oh, no. Forgot. “I’m so⁠—”

      In a daze, Kari wandered through the tunnel, dividing the two sides of the deck. Belle followed. “No! You stay over there.”

      “I’m so, so sorry. I forgot you worked with them.”

      She made it to the tender queue’s bench and gripped the edge of her seat. “You know how I take cafeteria coffee, that I give guitar lessons, play table tennis with Jade, and read my JobConnect page, but you can’t remember that my friends and colleagues died in a boat explosion a few months ago?” she yelled. “And then you asked about it?”

      “I . . . You’re right. I’m so, so sorry. That was an awful mistake to make.” Belle bit her upper lip and fidgeted with her hand, scraping her thumbnail across her forefinger. “God, I feel like I’ve done a lot of apologizing today, but I am so sorry. Would it help if we left?”

      Removal from the situation—and Belle—was what she needed. Kari took a deep breath to center her emotions to ensure her most mature, calm voice. “Yes, but I need five minutes alone. Can you go back to the lounge area where we started and wait for me?”

      “Sure,” Belle said softly. “I’ll review my notes and see if I have any more questions.”

      Once Belle disappeared up the stairs, Kari closed her eyes and rubbed her face. She reminded herself that she hadn’t caused the explosion, but she had antagonized Madeleine enough to instruct Josef to do it. How was she going to live with that guilt? Get in the VIP replacement boat? Not think of Santos whenever she saw Charlotte? Not think of Mitchell whenever she saw a medical doctor?

      Surely she could wait a few weeks for her therapy appointment.

      After she collected herself further with her go-to breathing technique, Kari headed back to the lounge. Now that it was late afternoon, the plastic sides were rolled up, allowing the breeze to cool off the flurry of activity.

      Belle sat in the same place as before and read the screen on her phone.

      Kari weaved through the crowd to reach her.

      Doesn’t taste decaf.

      Yes! New high score!

      Am I allergic to bananas?

      Shoe always unties itself.

      Jon is head chef. Ahmed is most senior VIP assistant. Matthew is jolly. Don’t ask Madeleine questions. Stay away from Madeleine. Kari really wants me to avoid her.

      At least Belle’s notes and thoughts demonstrated she had listened to her during the tour. “Thank you for giving me some space back there,” Kari said as she took her seat. “I . . . ah . . . Every time I think I’m better, something unexpected triggers me and I . . . ah . . . lash out. I’m sorry you took the brunt of that.”

      All traces of cheerful Belle were gone. Her eyes were sad. Lips downturned. Apologize again?

      “And I accept your apology from earlier,” Kari said. “Let’s move on. Do you have any final questions about your first day?”

      Blond hair that had escaped Belle’s hair clip stuck to her faint grin. She brushed the strands away. “Only about a hundred, but they’re all swirling around my brain right now like my hair. If it’s alright with you, I’d like to sit with my thoughts and ask questions tomorrow morning before we get started.” Think needs a break from me.

      So Belle was an organized thinker who gave her space when she did not ask for it. Kari approved. “I like that plan. Between now and then, I hope you have fun filling out your first report for Doug.” Kari gave her a tiny wave and walked away.

      “Sorry, one last thing.” Belle jogged after her, each strike of her foot covering an impressive distance. “Can I give you my phone number? I know I’m not allowed to attend this thing you’re headed to, but I’d appreciate some pictures of the set up so I know what to expect. I understand if you need to censor the faces or”—she dropped her voice to a whisper—“something else censor-worthy.” Hope no nudity.

      “I’m not allowed to send pics to a non-VIP phone. However, I will tell Madeleine you need a work cell phone and a name tag ASAP.” Kari pointed to her own, which had her nickname and pronouns. “What would you like yours to read?”

      “Annabelle Jenkins has too many syllables to remember, so Belle, she/her is fine.”

      “Consider it done.”

      “Thank you so much,” Belle said with a broad smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

      Since Belle was on her way to report writing, Kari headed to happy hour. She passed the VIP kitchen, which smelled like freshly baked rosemary bread, then took in the deck makeover. While she had been in Alaska, there had been even more changes to the VIP space than her chat with the maintenance guy had suggested. There wasn’t anything new, per se, but everything had been upgraded. The simple teak bar had a face covered in an elaborate mosaic of broken tile. Kari didn’t know why a ship would want a large, threatening wave as an art piece, but it was well done. The dining area was larger, with electric heaters above and below the table.

      The lounge area wasn’t nearly as interesting.

      Madeleine and Henry sat beside each other while the VIP, Eva Sokolov, sat across from them with her feet kicked up on the low table. The Russian centimillionaire gave off an unexpected friendly, warm energy. She had an airy laugh, a casual posture of her arm draped over her oversized chair, and jeans! Actual denim jeans paired with a knit cardigan. Then, Kari saw something even more shocking. She was drinking beer.

      “Hey, Kari,” Neill said from behind her. “Welcome back.”

      She turned to her massive friend and matched the grin he gave her. “Looks like they made some changes last week. What’s the occasion?”

      Big wig. “The Vancouver VIP is a really big deal. Henry has been adamant that the visit has to be perfect, so everything has been improved.”

      Since the trio in the lounge chairs continued to chat, now was the chance to pull some personal details out of Neill before her arrival was noticed. “Did you do anything interesting while I was gone?”

      Asking about Jade? Just stall. As if in slow motion he spun toward her.

      “Just so you know, my little device is activated.”

      He groaned and shuffled his feet like an annoyed over-sized child.

      “If it helps, I promised Jade that I wouldn’t ask you about it, so I’m not. But if you wanted to talk about it, I’m here.”

      He kept his stare on the rich and tipsy. “There’s not much to say.” Bad guy.

      Kari waited for more, but there was nothing. “Okay, b⁠—”

      “If my life was different, I would have said yes, but I can’t live a double life like you can. I can’t lie to someone.”

      She grimaced like an actual cheese grater passed over a nerve. “I choose to think of it as protecting my loved ones.”

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that, I know your situation is different than mine.” He faced her and sighed. So ugly. Bad. “My story is so much uglier. You know that.”

      “Actually, I don’t know that. I only know that you were a military guy and, based on what Madeleine has said, had a ‘chain of command issue’. I figured you’d tell me the rest when you were ready.” She shrugged. “I didn’t want to be pushy.”

      Deserves to know. But can’t.

      Like a waking dream, she saw combat boots flailing and limbs grappling on dirty tile floor while, in the corner, a bruised body laid motionless. “Oh, shit.”

      He took one large and dramatic step away from her.

      “Fine. Be that way.”

      Neill faced forward. “All you need to know is that Jade’s too sweet a person to be with me. I’d rather not darken her world.”

      To Kari’s ears it sounded as though it was also a case of self-inflicted punishment. She also heard a cackling and chorus of excited Russian words from the interior stairway.

      Kari caught Madeleine’s eye, who gave her a slight head tilt to the bar area where Ahmed was stationed. “Speaking of, I gotta go. Duty calls.”

      For the next two hours, Kari plastered on a fake smile and tended to every want and need of the happy hour. Ahmed kept pouring beer and wine and mixing cocktails. Aside from taking their drink and food orders, they hadn’t said anything to Kari. But despite the lack of direct conversation with her, Kari was able to gather plenty of details.

      “So,” Madeleine said from behind her desk in her secret office, “what did we learn?”

      Kari stood with her hands clasped behind her back and delivered her report of family drama, plans for wedding sabotage, and a yoga instructor affair.

      “I’ll see if the analysts can dig up some downward dog pictures for future blackmail.” Madeleine snickered at her joke. “Before you go, how was Belle?”

      “Fine enough, I guess. She’s excited for this opportunity and is as attentive as she is inquisitive.” A little too inquisitive for Kari’s liking. She’d have to monitor that for Belle’s own safety. “She does need a work cell phone and a name badge. Belle, she/her.”

      Madeleine nodded. “She’ll have them tomorrow. Note: I want her well prepared for our Vancouver guest. Squeeze in time the rest of this week to study him together, as I think that’ll give you both an advantage.” She placed her thumb on the black box.

      “Who’s the VIP?”

      “Jack Weatherby and his son, JJ.”

      Kari’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head, but not from hearing the click of the box. It was the tycoon’s name.

      When Kari had been sent to spy on one of Adam Cho’s journalism contacts in Brisbane, she had found a notebook. In it, Jack Weatherby had been listed along with Gabriella Fermi and five more of the world’s most powerful people. But it wasn’t only names. There were also pages categorizing Henry’s assets and a crude blueprint showing a large room with columns. Kari had reason to believe it was all a part of a secret organization called In Virtute.

      Madeleine pointed the remote at Kari, pressed the button, and placed it back in the black box. “Dismissed.”

      On Kari’s stroll to her cabin, she made more connections. If Jack Weatherby was coming on board, was Henry officially a member of In Virtute? Regardless if he was or not, Adam Cho would want to know. She didn’t think her personal cell phone was tapped, but Henry and Madeleine had the means, and if she was discovered trying to contact Adam the consequences would be dire. She needed a disposable phone or burner, as they were known, and to get away from the Hinewai as far as possible.
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in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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