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      Come what come may, Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.

      
        
        Macbeth - William Shakespeare
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      Los Angeles Region - Central Sector - 2172

      

      The transport hauler bumped over the uneven asphalt, jostling the team. Sergeant Rowan Lockwood grabbed hold of the strap hanging from the ceiling to prevent knocking into the sweating squad member sitting on either side of her. A total of twenty guards jammed the two benches that ran down the sides of the hauler. She ignored them and stared at the glass imagers above their heads. The imagers currently displayed an aerial map but were unreadable with the rough road, but once they stopped, each team member could review maps and other pertinent data regarding the pending raid. The jittering screen gave her double vision, and she lowered her gaze to study the man across the aisle. His helmeted head rested on the hard metal side of the transport, eyes closed. She envied anyone who could nap on the way to a raid, but she’d been tasked with leading the squad that evening. Barely five years since graduating from the academy, this would be her first command. What a cluster. The butterflies had been playing roller derby in her gut since the team had entered the vehicle.

      She tugged at her braid and played with the band that held it together. On instinct rather than thought, she reached into the pocket of her black tactical pants and wrapped her fingers around the old timepiece she’d found on a reclamation run. The guy at the pawnshop in the Yards had told her it was over a century old, maybe two, and though it no longer worked, she liked looking at the old-fashioned black numerals and the delicate arms of the minute and second hands. After tucking the watch away, she double-checked her sidearm and both knives. One blade was kept in her light-armored vest, the other in a holster above her combat boot. She would grab a high-velocity pulse long rifle from the armory cage when she exited the transport.

      Without warning, a wicked pain pierced her head as if she’d been struck by a crossbow bolt. She blinked back tears and bent over, elbows on her knees, head lowered as she attempted to rub away the headache. She’d had these blinding headaches before, back when she’d been a kid. They came with visions—images from a child’s imagination. From what she could remember, the headaches and visions both stopped sometime after puberty. Now, she’d had two crippling episodes in as many months. Fortunately, the pain should stop in a minute or two.

      “Here, Rowan. Take one of these.”

      At the gruff voice, she slowly turned her head to glance at Dozer, who held out a bottle of stims. He smiled, his perfect white teeth glowing in the dim darkness of the hauler, accentuated by the dark grease covering his face. Her own teeth must cast the same eerie vision, emphasized by her pale-green eyes. Cap had once told her she looked like a Valkyrie when she swooped into a barrage of smugglers—braid whipping around, teeth bared, eyes wide as saucers, her long rifle primed.

      Dozer nudged her arm. He was a grizzly old man, not old enough to have been around for the Climate Wars that changed the world, but young enough to have fought during the two years of the Uprising. That had been twenty-five years ago, and the old man was just as quick and lethal as the younger hotheads in the unit. But his face showed his age, emphasized by the deep crevice of a scar that ran from the left side of his mouth, across his chin, ending somewhere under his jaw. In the dim green light of the transport, his steady glare could make a full-grown man piss his pants.

      Unwilling to shake her head, she managed an “I’m okay.” To prove it more to herself than him, she sat back and closed her eyes to clear her vision. When she opened them, the pain had receded.

      “Hear you passed on the earlier call.” Dozer studied her.

      “Yeah.” She yelled over the noise of the thrusters sliding into reverse as the hauler made a one-hundred-eighty-degree turn to get into position.

      “Take a stim. It’ll clear away the alcohol.” His expression turned soft, though his tone sounded more like a command. The old man had taken her under his wing when she’d first joined the unit, and his bluster didn’t scare the shit out of her anymore.

      She grabbed the bottle and fumbled the handoff. The canister rolled down the aisle, and she swore as she unclipped the safety harness and stood. The quick movement made her head swim and legs shake. Between the hangover and the remains of the piercing headache, she waited a heartbeat before she was steady enough to walk, then made two attempts at retrieving the bottle before one of the guards picked it up and tossed it to her. After settling back and re-engaging the harness, she shook out a pill, dry swallowing it before placing the bottle back in Dozer's hand. The bitter taste was a minor payback for ignoring the earlier call.

      As if he’d read her mind, Dozer said, “It’s okay to pass on a call when you’re off duty. That’s not on you.”

      “I know.” Yet, she couldn’t kick the guilt. Zach had taken the call, and now his squad was pinned down, waiting for them to bail him out.

      Dozer grunted, and after all these years, the best sense she could make of his grunt was confirmation he had her back—just one more of his cranky charms. Tonight, she latched onto it like a lifesaver.

      Cap, dressed in the same combat gear as the squads, walked into the cargo area from the driver’s cage. The hauler idled, its heavy engines vibrating the vehicle.

      Dozer elbowed her. “You need another stim?”

      She shook her head. “No. I’m already buzzing.”

      “Lockwood,” Cap yelled.

      Rowan jumped up and met him at the central display console, tucked into a corner of the wall dividing the compartments. There were three squads on this raid, and tonight, they’d follow her commands. She sucked in a breath. “What we got?”

      Cap frowned and shook his head. He punched keys until a map lit up the console and the two rows of imagers for the other guards to follow along. “Our team is pinned down on the backside of this abandoned building.” He zoomed in on the interior shot, then moved the pointer until it hovered where a barricade had been set up in front of the back wall.

      She could make out movement behind what looked like part of the crumbling ceiling. Abandoned buildings were commonplace in the Yards. That ceiling could have come down yesterday or twenty years ago.

      “The team received a call about an illegal tech sale. The informant was either misinformed or it was a setup. We have an unknown crew of suspected contraband runners directly across from them, pinning them down on three sides.”

      She studied the image as Cap split the visual, adding a map from the outside of the building. “How thick are the walls?”

      “At least a foot.”

      “A single pulse grenade should take care of it, but…” She pushed her helmet up to scratch her temple. “Have the team move to the west side, as far as they can go. It wouldn’t hurt to put a couple sharpshooters in position over here.” She tapped the left side of the screen, outside the range of the image. “They can provide cover fire.”

      “A grenade could take down the whole wall.”

      She nodded and gave him one of her know-it-all grins. “We’ll have to be careful.”

      He nodded. “Let’s round ’em up.”

      Five minutes later, after taking the long way around the building at a fast jog, she placed six of their team around Hernandez, who used a laser GPS scope to pin her target. Rowan typed into her wrist unit and waited for the response. Ten seconds later, a single word came onto the screen. “Green.”

      She knelt next to Hernandez. “Make it a nice clean hole about head high.”

      Hernandez nodded, and within seconds the grenade hit the wall. Chunks of cement and layers of dust filled the air. Rapid gunfire followed. That would be the cover teams laying down suppressing fire as the trapped team moved toward their escape.

      When the dust settled enough to see the expanded hole, she gave Hernandez a questioning glance. “I thought I said head high. That hit wasn’t more than five feet.”

      She shrugged. “I’m short.”

      Rowan snorted as she watched the first of the pinned-down unit crawl through broken scraps of the hole. The second person had to be helped through. They dragged their leg, a field dressing leaking a dark stain. As another guard climbed over the dusty rubble, she noted movement from the right, outside of the building where the exterior wall had crumbled away.

      A single-person Airborne Vehicular Unit, or AVU, was positioned alongside the building. It hadn’t been there when they’d run a patrol around the building, nor had she heard it land. It must have come in when the grenade went off. A dark figure, feminine in movement but difficult to identify in the dim lighting, slid along the farther side of the vehicle until they stopped where the windshield leveled off to meet the hard surface metal. They leaned over the AVU, and several seconds ticked by before Rowan understood what she was seeing.

      The person had a scoped rifle, and Rowan tracked where the muzzle pointed, directly at the crumbling wall where the team was evacuating. The person currently climbing through had their arm clutched to their chest and stumbled on the debris before one of their squad moved in to assist.

      Zach, as the team’s commander, was the last to emerge. She turned her back to him and stood as she drew up her long rifle, shouting a warning to the team. "Rogue shooter!"

      “Zach. Drop!” someone else yelled.

      The shooter was quick. They’d already tossed the rifle in the AVU before jumping in behind it. Rowan zeroed in on the driver’s compartment and released three rapid-fire shots as it began to lift. The shots went low, one hitting a wheel, the second piercing the back panel of the AVU, and the last one disappearing into the night sky. The vehicle moved so fast, she wasn’t able to catch the identification tag. It would have been a miracle in the low lighting.

      She spun around as the “all clear” command was given. Guards stood in a loose circle around the med unit. A knife twisted in the middle of her chest as she ran for the growing group, skidding to a stop but still managing to barrel through two burly squad members. Two people hovered over Zach—one pumping on his chest and another trying to staunch the bleeding from a neck wound.

      No. No. No. She froze, searching his face.

      She didn’t need anyone to call it to know her brother was already gone.
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      Los Angeles - Six months later

      

      The lights from the imagers cast a blue glow within the command transport. Rowan listened to the chatter in her earbuds, still thirty minutes until the mark was due to show. Dozer and Mahoney played cards in silence. The two old-timers wouldn’t be needed until the target’s vehicle entered the net—the area between where the deal was going down and where the team had surrounded the area. The size of the net depended on the raid, and this one was narrow, barely a block in circumference.

      She leaned back, her combat boots resting on a console—the cool squad leader showing no worries. But her outward demeanor didn’t reflect the tingling of excitement before an imminent raid, the light sheen of sweat along her spine, or the crickets jumping around in her belly. If this raid failed, it could end her short command of the squad. Cap had said as much before they’d left the barn, the name long ago given to the garage of the Internal Security Agency, or ISA.

      The ISA was a worldwide agency, a mixture of the old world’s police, military, and international investigative units rolled into one. The agency cared for internal Earth issues ranging from simple property disputes to murder to corporate espionage. They were the unseen force that people subconsciously knew was there, took comfort from it, but rarely saw, except through occasional video feeds in the media. Lately, at least in the L.A. Sector, the ISA’s primary focus had been on the Yards.

      Topside—a moniker derived long ago from the Terrestrial Origination Project and where seventy percent of the world’s population lived—enjoyed the utopia of the new world order after the global destruction wrought by the Climate Wars a hundred and fifty years ago. The Yards was its underbelly. When Topside was being built, railyards circled the city, and the workers lived near them. Now, almost all the railyards were long gone, but the term Yards remained, as did the housing. Most of the people had moved to the mainstream Topside, but others hadn’t wanted to leave their culture-driven neighborhoods. Life in the Yards was now driven by the old world's phenomena of sex, drugs, and rock and roll.

      Rowan preferred the Yards on most days. The grit made everything seem real, rather than the almost too-sterile Topside.

      “Hernandez?” she whispered into her headset. “What do you see?” She didn’t expect anything yet. This guy, whoever he was, she’d never been able to get a name or a face, was too slick, a professional who timed everything with exacting precision. She’d learned that, if nothing else, in the last two failed attempts at catching him.

      “Nothing, boss.” Her voice was smooth and steady. “Wait.”

      Rowan sat up, swinging her boots to the floor, and caught the quick glances from Dozer and Mahoney before they went back to their cards.

      “There’s a single-person AVU rolling through. Might be a lookout.” Silence, except for the humming of the radio signal. “A woman. Looks like she might be lost.” A few seconds ticked by while Rowan tapped her fingers on the arm of the chair. “She’s parked on the far side of the lot, behind a small shed.”

      “Marco,” Rowan whispered. “Keep an eye on her.”

      Two clicks from the radio said he heard.

      Ten squad members were spread around the net. Two were marksmen: Marco and Jess. Jess was the better of the two if the mark was on the move. She had a natural flair for timing movement with her shot. The other eight would rush in commando-style, weapons hot. Sometimes Rowan would call for a larger backup team, but this was a small meetup based on what little intel she’d scraped together. One commercial cargo transport with the contraband and one AVU with the target.

      A quick buzz sounded, and the dispatcher’s voice filtered through from a secondary feed. “Sarge, you have a call. It’s on the command channel.”

      Damn it. This wouldn’t be the first time Cap called during the last minutes before a raid to shut the whole thing down. It was annoying, and while it wouldn’t be a mark against her leadership, it would be weeks of work for nothing.

      She caught the two men’s glances again. They’d be just as disappointed. Once the raid started, they were the cleanup crew. They’d run toward anything going haywire and mop it up. The whole team was lethal, but these two could crawl up behind someone while they stood stock-still in the middle of an empty field. They were scary crazy.

      She nibbled at a nail. Better to get this over with. It would be easier to pull out now before the target showed up and destroyed any chance of moving on them in the future. She tapped her earbud. “Go ahead, dispatch.”

      “Rowan?”

      “Kendra?” For fuck’s sake. Her sister-in-law. Rowan’s chest tightened, and she turned her back on Dozer and Mahoney.

      “I’m sorry, Rowan. Your mother gave me the link to contact you.”

      She blew out a breath and ran a hand over her hair, cut short after that horrible night, and was now a messy mop of untamed auburn reaching her shoulders. Only command personnel should be calling on this line minutes before a raid. Her mother could only have gotten the link from her father—General Thaddeus Lockwood—known lovingly by some as Bear, an old academy nickname, known in terror by others as the Grizzly. Her name would be listed under the terror column.

      “I’m in the middle of a raid, Kendra.” She held her tone level. Whatever this call was about had nothing to do with her sister-in-law. She’d been through enough these last six months, now trying to raise her two kids all alone. And it was Rowan’s fault.

      The silence was deafening. The two could sit for long moments with just the silence. Kendra had a heart of gold. This particular silence swelled with apprehension, and they both knew it hadn’t been her choice to call.

      “What do they want?” Rowan couldn’t stop the bitterness from leaking out.

      Kendra sighed loudly. “They’ve called a family dinner. It wasn’t my choice. I tried to tell them it wasn’t necessary.”

      “Don’t tell me. Mother is intruding.”

      Kendra let out a shaky laugh. “You have no idea.”

      “Hmm. I have some.”

      “I suppose you do.” Another pause. “Listen, Rowan. They called it for tomorrow. I’ll understand if you discover you have…I don’t know…maybe another raid?”

      She snorted. “Will one of my drunken binges do? They’ll believe that.”

      “Oh, Rowan. You need to stop beating yourself up for something you couldn’t prevent.”

      “Do you really want me to find an excuse? Or would it be easier to just get this over with?” She hadn’t seen her parents for weeks. Kendra had been to their place numerous times with the kids, but it required an official family dinner before Rowan would be allowed in the house.

      “Zach would never blame you, and your parents are asses.”

      She laughed, mostly to cover the first part of Kendra’s statement that would always sting. But her sister-in-law could turn into quite the tiger when she had her back against a wall.

      “Message received, Kendra. Could you pass a message to my loving parents that I have a previous engagement and require more notice next time?” She was happy to take the hit for Kendra. God knows the woman deserved whatever break she could get.

      “Thank you, Rowan.” There was a brief pause before she finished. “Zach is watching over us. I believe that with all my heart.”

      Then all she heard was static until the air she’d been holding rushed out, releasing the clamp around her heart. She blinked, then turned to the second imager, getting her head back in the game. The center of the net was the parking lot of an old warehouse that opened into an old-fashioned farmer’s market on the weekends. The team had become rigid, and the chatter had quieted.

      “Talk to me, Hernandez.”

      Hernandez was tucked into a high-level nest in a nearby building. She used to be the sharpshooter of the squad, one of the best in the unit, but her true talent was as a techrat. There wasn’t a computer she couldn’t tame into submission. Right now, she would be watching several cameras—the team’s eyes and ears.

      “Nothing, boss.”

      Rowan’s heart sank. She checked the clock on the console, less than five minutes until the meet.

      “Game time.” Hernandez’s voice had moved up an octave. This was the real deal.

      Dozer and Mahoney dropped their cards and stood. They checked weapons and moved toward the door, their bodies tensing for the order to be given.

      “Everyone, hold back until you hear my command.” Her voice was calm and controlled. “We wait until after the exchange.” The squad knew that, but everyone got jacked up, eager to jump into the fray. The words were meant to keep everyone settled.

      “Here comes the cargo transport. I see the driver but can’t see the passenger side.” Hernandez would call out everything she saw to advise the squad where the players were and how many.

      “We don’t know the size of the team traveling with the package. Be prepared.” She continued her mantra with the same calm voice she always mustered up, having learned long ago how to keep the nervous shake out of her tone.

      “The AVU is coming in from the north. It looks like the right color and model.”

      “Marco, you have eyes on that first AVU?” Rowan asked.

      “No movement.” His voice was nothing more than a whisper.

      “Keep on her.” She leaned toward the imager, the camera confirming Hernandez’s report. “Patience.” The AVU was a flashy green, easy to spot, but down here in the Yards that meant nothing. Flashy AVUs were all the rage, especially for the street races held outside the Yards, away from prying ISA security monitors. The races could be picked up by satellite if they were worth ISA’s time. They weren’t.

      The cargo transport was commercial grade, the type that could be found on any street during delivery times. In Topside, delivery times were in the early predawn hours or late at night to prevent hampering traffic during the day. In the Yards, delivery was whenever.

      The two vehicles stopped ten feet from each other, each parked slightly toward the right, making for an easy escape.

      “Tighten the net. Slowly.” Her command brought the squad in closer, erasing the target’s comfortable exit.

      “Boss, another vehicle. A rammer.” Hernandez’s voice was urgent. “They’re coming in from the east side alley and moving fast. They’ll pass our lone woman.”

      Rowan leaned toward another imager to get a better angle of whoever was approaching. Was one of the players breaking the rules, or had they missed something? Maybe this was someone in the wrong place at the wrong time. But with a rammer? A rammer was a street-modified, four-seater AVU rebuilt like the old armored vehicles before the Climate Wars. They were illegal and only had one purpose, as the name suggested. Having it show up in the middle of their raid screwed with her plans, but the squad could adapt.

      “Dozer, Mahoney, grab the pulse grenade launchers on your way out.”

      They smiled as they opened lockers, grabbing weapons that could launch grenades up to three hundred yards. One grenade would be enough to take out the rammer, but they might as well play it safe.

      They were out the door before the rammer reached the spot where the marks had parked.

      “Hold steady.” She scooted up in her seat, her right leg bouncing. She nibbled on a nail as she watched, partially wishing she was down there, waiting for the signal to go in.

      When the rammer was almost to the center of the net, a female voice shouted, “Go. Go. Go.”

      Who the fuck was that?

      “Hold your positions,” Rowan screamed into her headset. “Hold your positions. I said hold.” She jumped up, hands twisting in her hair.

      It was too late.

      The squad was moving. Shouts and weapon fire prevented her screams from reaching anyone. The occupants in the AVU and cargo carrier hadn’t even gotten out of their vehicles. Tires screeched as they each took off in different directions. The squad might have stopped them, but the rammer surged into the fray—weapons fire streaming from the windows.

      Then everyone was firing and all she could do was yell, “Weapons down. Weapons down. The op is scratched.”

      Either Dozer or Mahoney released a grenade that missed the rammer circling the parking lot, still firing. The grenade took out one corner of an abandoned building, but it wasn’t enough to take it down. Thank god for small favors. Squad members were everywhere as they pulled back, returning fire on the rammer. She had no doubt another pulse grenade would be released. The raid had taken on a life of its own, and everyone wanted a piece of that rammer. No one wanted to walk away empty-handed.

      Before pushing back from the console, the last thing she noticed was the tiny AVU with the lone woman that raced past everyone as it screamed down the alley. She caught its taillights as it lifted off toward an open fly zone but missed the opportunity to track it. Their only hope would be to review the security monitors spread throughout the Yards, though most of them were constantly stolen or destroyed by the locals.

      She grabbed the closest thing not nailed down—a coffee mug—and threw it against a locker. It crashed hard, but the only thing the metal cup did was bounce off the locker and slam into a holo-monitor before falling to the floor. They’d had them. The target had been in their hands. As much as she wanted to know where that rammer had come from and who the hell that woman was—it wouldn’t matter. Three strikes on this one, and Cap would have her ass for breakfast.
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      Rowan fiddled with the buttons of her dress uniform, staring dully at the rows of pictures on the wall outside Captain Jiang’s office. The images honored ISA guards who’d earned special accommodations in the line of duty. First, she counted them. Twenty-two framed pictures with smiling faces and firm handshakes. Impeccable in their dress whites, their eyes shining with determination to go out the next day and do it all over again. Next, she scanned the faces, recognizing many of them. Cap had only been there two years and hadn’t hesitated in filling the wall. He was proud of his squads.

      Her last captain, now Major Jolanda Taylor, had been just as fierce in her devotion to her unit. It was that loyalty along with her brains and no-shit attitude that got her promoted to Special Investigations, a hybrid team operated by ISA agents but within the purview of the Global Science Ministry. GSM was the political power around the globe. No more countries with their individual leaders. Instead, seven Regions across Earth encompassed multiple Sectors that supported smaller Districts. Each Region had its own level of governorship that worked within the framework of GSM policies. Bottom line—science, medicine, math, and the arts were king. After the Climate Wars, the world needed engineers, scientists, and chemists to stitch everything back together. But everything came at a price. She’d hated to see Major Taylor leave but rarely did anything remain the same.

      She scowled when her gaze stopped at her own face on the wall. The picture had been taken a year ago. Back when life had meant something. Before it had all gone to hell. Unable to stop, her gaze shifted to a photo two down from hers. It still hurt to look at his face. It was bad enough when she glimpsed his image in his six-year-old son and his eyes in his three-year-old daughter.

      A fist squeezed her heart, and she pushed back the tears. She snorted. It had been a helluva two days since the ops, and she had to stop letting the past sneak up on her whenever she let down her guard. Six months—and it stung like it was yesterday.

      “Sergeant Lockwood? The captain’s ready for you.”

      Rowan took a deep breath before standing and turning to Terrance. She smiled, testing the waters, and immediately got her answer. His expression was all business, as it was whenever someone was called to Cap’s office. When everyone knew someone was going to have their ass chewed.

      She nodded, tugged on the edge of her sleeves, then strode into the office to take her beatdown. She had expected it, deserved it, and planned for it. Right down to her prepared speech about how she’d do better, gather more evidence—blah, blah, blah.

      Cap had his head down, reviewing a tablet that might hold her incident report, yesterday’s Jonga ball scores, or a letter from his daughter at university. One could never tell. He was younger than her father, but there were slices of gray in his dark hair. He wasn’t a tall man, but he was lean and scrappy and stood unbeatable in the unit’s annual fight match. Although, she’d come close to beating him last year. Her martial arts training had significantly improved after finding a new sensei when her first one moved back to Tokyo Region.

      “Sit down, Sergeant.” He continued to scan the screen.

      She recognized the incident report as she sat on the edge of the chair. Her empty stomach lurched, and her prepared speech evaporated. If Cap wanted to chat, he would have smiled and directed her to the sitting area that looked out over Los Angeles, the capital of Earth.

      After several agonizing minutes, Cap sat back and stared at her. She refused to look away, and he shook his head. She pretended not to see the disappointment in his eyes. “Can you tell me what happened out there?” His voice was soothing, deep, and rich. A voice that could calm a person or, with a slight change in pitch, make them shake in their boots. So far, he’d kept the tone somewhere in the middle.

      She shrugged. “Bad intel.”

      When she didn’t elaborate, his brows drew down. “Second time in a row?”

      She stopped the second shrug that turned into more of a shudder. “This group is wily. I think they’re using the same supply route as the Sons Syndicate to disguise their shipments and runs.”

      “That doesn’t match up with the other reports.”

      She tipped farther out of the chair, leaning toward him. She reined in her rant, knowing in her gut what was going on. But she had to pull back—force herself to shut it down. “I know other squad commanders aren’t convinced, but I think there’s a new syndicate in the Yards. Someone we haven’t seen before. I found similar profiles in two other Regions before they grew cold. Maybe someone has their sights set on a larger target.” Everyone knew more money ran through the Yards in the Capital Sector than in any other Region.

      Cap shook his head. “There’s no evidence of that unless you’re holding something back.”

      Cap knew her well. She did sometimes hold stuff back—but not this time. She wished she had something intriguing, if not substantiated, to reveal. “I have no firm evidence.”

      “But you approved the raid anyway.”

      She fidgeted. Her hunches had always paid off in the past, and she was positive this wasn’t any different. Yet, thoughts of Zach had haunted the last few weeks. Had it thrown her off her game? A niggle of doubt refused to go away until she shook her head. “I knew there was a meet going down. I had everyone in place, and the players showed up. Just like the intel said.”

      “And yet you knew nothing about the other two vehicles. One of them a rammer.”

      She stiffened. “No. I don’t know where they came from.”

      “We have three injured soldiers and two dead civilians.”

      Civilians, her ass. “The two dead came from the rammer.”

      The captain shook his head. “No one can remember seeing anyone getting out of the rammer before it got away. According to the IDs, the bodies were a young couple visiting the city.”

      “Visiting in the Yards? Besides, the team swept the area beforehand.”

      “Not well enough. It’s not on the dead to explain their whereabouts. It’s about you doing your job right.”

      She straightened her back as her gut churned. With no proof that the two bodies were part of a syndicate she couldn’t prove existed, this would go down as a bad shooting. Which probably meant another suspension.

      “Look, I know the last few months have been difficult.” He stopped when she glared at him. After a second, he sat straighter, and his face became a mask. This was a man she hadn’t seen before. “I’m moving you to Lin.”

      The churning in her stomach froze into a solid brick of ice, chilling her to the bone. “A desk job? You’re taking me off the streets?”

      “You need more time.”

      “Bullshit.”

      Cap raised a brow. “Here’s what I know. You’ve been off your game since Zach’s death.” He raised his hand when she opened her mouth. “No. I don’t want to hear any more excuses or gut instincts. Right now, I can’t trust your instincts. That’s the sad truth of it. In a year…”

      “A year?” She couldn’t stop the shrill in her voice or the fear flooding her veins. A year trapped at a desk for an entire shift. The monotony of it all. Claustrophobia crept in.

      “Or...” Cap picked up a second tablet, and Rowan’s skin itched like ants were crawling over her. He’d set her up, and his wicked “I’m an asshole” smile appeared. “I have a request from Major Taylor.”

      She perked up. Her old captain. A lifeline.

      “She’s started a task force in the Investigation’s unit. I’m not familiar with all the details, but she’d like your assistance with a homicide investigation.”

      Her excitement over possible salvation died. “I’m not an investigator. I would think that was obvious by my last two incidents.”

      Cap surprised her with a chuckle. “I agree, but a change of scenery will either get your head in the game or prove you’re done in ISA.”

      That sobered her. Somehow, she’d missed how close to the edge she’d been walking. Or maybe she hadn’t and didn’t care. Which seemed to be the point Cap was trying to kick into her thick skull.

      “Not really a choice, is it?”

      His expression changed to the one they used to share. His softer side, his “let’s sit back, drink a few, and figure this out” expression. The one she rarely saw these days.

      “Maybe working Topside will chase your demons away.”

      Topside. Most people thought all the crimes happened in the Yards. They’d be shocked by the truth. There was just as much crime Topside; it was just packaged differently—prettier and neater for the media but just as ugly under the tidy bow. Mostly white-collar crime with domestic abuse and unsightly murders mixed in.

      “When do I report?”

      Cap checked his wrist unit. “Now. The major just sent her team to the scene. The address is on your pad. You have time to stop and change.”

      “Change?”

      “The major prefers her investigators to be out of uniform. Something about blending in and making the witnesses more compliant.”

      “Of course.” In the Yards, the ISA insignia tended to make the innocents more cooperative. Topside was more arrogant. ISA agents were acceptable as long as they weren’t seen. She stood but stopped at the door. “How long is this assignment?”

      Cap studied her for a long moment until she fiddled with the buttons on a sleeve. “Until the major and I are both satisfied you’re ready to return.”

      “Will I be turning in my sidearm?”

      “No. You’re still on active duty, and your new assignment will require it. You just won’t have access to the armory.” He smiled, which allowed her shoulders to ease.

      She attempted a return smile but couldn’t seem to raise one. Instead, she just turned and walked away from the only home she’d known for the last five years.
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      The stop home took less than thirty minutes. It wasn’t like Rowan had an extensive wardrobe of acceptable clothes to choose from. Of the two decent dress pants she owned, one had a stain, and the other was wrinkled from being stuffed in a drawer. A quick run through a clean and press cycle was the best she could do. She had better luck with the shirt and jacket, but it was apparent she’d need to ask Kendra to help with more appropriate attire. The thought unnerved her, but a single shopping trip was better than a year at a desk.

      She took the monorail, jumping off two blocks from the incident address, which gave her time to cool her temper and readjust her thoughts. This was a critical moment. She couldn’t blow it. Her life was ISA. It wasn’t like she couldn’t be transferred anywhere in the world at a moment’s notice. Dozer had been stationed in every Sector at least once during his long tenure, mostly in his early career when the ISA was still building and lacked skilled resources. Forced transfers were rare these days and were primarily disciplinary actions.

      She could only blame herself. If she’d spent another day gathering intel. If she could have found a single informant who had a name. Just one name. She straightened her shoulders. Her short-lived command was over. The best she could do now was prove she was a team player. The fact she had no skills in investigating homicides was an opportunity to learn. Right? That, and the fact the major believed in her enough to have her reassigned to Investigations.

      The small group of ISA agents stationed near the front door confirmed she’d reached the correct address. Responding to a murder Topside was nothing like the Yards or the old days she’d seen in video clips before the Climate Wars. No yellow tape, no large crowds of nosy neighbors waiting to catch a glimpse of a dead body, and no media. Homicides and other crimes committed Topside were orderly.

      An ISA armored transport, which probably housed a handful of bored soldiers, parked a block away. The transport would return to the barn without a single guard setting foot on the street. There would be no one to chase, but protocol required them to show up. A nondescript body wagon would be waiting in the underground garage. Any one of the AVUs on the street could be an unmarked ISA vehicle.

      She craned her neck to stare up at the height of the tower. Not one of the tallest, probably just under a hundred floors, but its shiny surface sparkled under the balmy sun and clear blue skies. She checked her wrist unit to confirm the housing number then reviewed the updated incident report. Data direct from the crime scene would be uploaded to the master report within seconds of entry. It took her a moment to scan the limited information. No name. Even if forensics hadn’t finished, they should have the victim’s name. The body would have been immediately identified, and the fact it wasn’t on the report made her pause before going up.

      There were only two reasons a name would be missing. The victim hadn’t been chipped, or the GSM was holding this one close. A jolt of excitement ran through her. This might be interesting after all.

      No one asked for identification as she strolled through the lobby and entered the elevator.

      “Floor 24.”

      The elevator accepted her command, taking seconds to reach the correct floor. Her boots made a whooshing sound as she traversed the upscale carpeted hallway. The first sign of ISA was a single officer standing in front of housing unit 2412. He didn’t bother asking for her identification. Another twist in working Topside. Everyone was so trusting.

      She stopped five feet into the unit. This was how many of the Topsiders lived. The spacious quarters opened to an inviting living room with a dining area next to a long counter that separated the kitchen from the living space. The carpet was pristine white, and the walls were painted a light silver. The only splashes of color were the bright turquoise, dark browns, and bits of orange found in pillows, drapes, and decorative artwork. And, of course, the large splotch of crimson that pooled underneath the victim.

      There was no blood splatter, something that would have been quite noticeable on the white carpet. So the victim, who appeared to be an older gentleman based on his thinning gray hair, had either been shot, stabbed, or accidentally fell on a butter knife. She snorted. Wouldn’t that be something for all this fuss?

      The forensic unit was still at work, and someone came over and sprayed the bottom of her shoes with a sealant that would prevent any trace from marring the scene. Her squad rarely required anything like it in the Yards, but she was familiar with the practice. When she stepped closer, she waited for the woman, dressed in black slacks, pink shirt, and a tailored jacket, to glance up from where she squatted by the body.

      Major Jolanda Taylor hadn’t changed in the two years since Rowan had last seen her, but she hadn’t expected her to be at the incident. This was way below her pay grade, which confirmed this was a high-profile victim. Another tingle of anticipation prickled her skin. At least she wasn’t considered a complete dolt if ISA assigned her to this task force.

      The major’s hard stare made Rowan hesitate until she noted the slight twitch of the major’s lips. She relaxed and gave her what she’d hoped was a humble smile. “Sorry, I’m late, boss.”

      Taylor stepped around the dead guy and held out her hand. “Good to see you, Lockwood. I’m glad you were able to join us.”

      Her handshake was as firm and steady as Rowan remembered. “Looks like an interesting party.” She inwardly sighed, grateful the major wasn’t going to mention why she was now part of her team. She glanced at the body before turning back to Taylor. “I didn’t think you’d be here.”

      “Normally, I wouldn’t. I believe Captain Jiang told you I’m running a new task force. We have a strange one here and could use your skill and knowledge to round out the team. The majority of the team are back at headquarters running data searches and reviewing video feeds, but we have our lead investigator here.” She paused and glanced over her shoulder toward the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Los Angeles basin and reservoir. A beautiful sight with green parks surrounded by more glass towers encircled by crisscrossing monorails.

      A man with raven-black hair stood facing the window. He wore a tailored dark-gray suit that stretched over broad shoulders and tapered to a trim physique. For a moment, she wondered if it was hard muscle or flab that filled out the sleeves.

      “You’ll be working with a partner.” Taylor eyed her, waiting for a response. The woman knew her too well.

      She wrestled with her immediate irritation, then nodded and gave the major a wide smile. “Great. I’m obviously not in my comfort zone, so someone needs to show me the ropes.”

      Taylor lifted a brow. “Mr. MacGregor isn’t with the ISA, though he’s worked with us before.”

      Mr. MacGregor. No ISA grade. This just got better and better. It seemed best to hold her tongue.

      “He’s with a special unit in GSM.” The major paused again, which almost made Rowan laugh. Major Taylor hadn’t forgotten her hot temper and propensity to open mouth and insert foot, so she’d decided to feed Rowan one nugget at a time before dropping another bombshell. If the GSM was involved, she was playing in a whole new league. Her earlier excitement of a juicy op just got spiked with cold tendrils of fear. The GSM wasn’t anything to fool with.

      She forced her shoulders to relax. “Well, that just drop-kicked me into the outer edges of reality. I’ve never worked directly with GSM before.” Her calm response seemed to satisfy the major for the moment, who was quite aware Rowan saved most of her tantrums for behind closed doors.

      “Mr. MacGregor works within the gray areas of GSM, so you won’t be dealing with the bureaucratic nightmare you’re thinking of. I think the two of you will get along. Eventually.” The last word was said with a wider grin, which sent hackles up the back of Rowan’s neck. In other words, this was going to be a challenge. The major turned toward the window. “Mr. MacGregor? When you’re ready.”

      Time moved on without a response from him. At first, she assumed he was on his earpiece, but no words floated her way. Another minute ticked by before he turned to them, hands in his pockets. Her stomach dropped like she’d jumped out of a hopper. He was the most gorgeous man she’d ever seen. His brooding brows dropped low, and their color matched his midnight hair. But it was the eyes—a gray that reminded her of a stormy winter sea. And those lips? Somehow emphasized by the short stubble, they might be full if they weren’t pressed into a hard line. He hadn’t been on a call, and he didn’t seem happy to see her.

      The major nodded. “This is Sergeant Rowan Lockwood. She’ll be your ISA investigator.”

      MacGregor glanced at her like she was yesterday’s Chinese takeout left on the counter overnight. She was tempted to sniff her armpit to see if she was giving off an odor. His slow perusal took in every inch of her before landing on her face. His grim smile was a surprise until she realized she’d been performing her own perusal. She had no doubt her expression was as equally irritated as his.

      “I’m sure we’ll get along fine.” His deep voice held a bit of an accent that reminded her of Galway Alley, one of the districts in the Yards. The fact it rolled over her like a warm ocean wave only increased her annoyance. He gave Major Taylor a nod and a slight smile. “We can take it from here. I’ll provide a report later this afternoon.”

      “Excellent.” The major stopped before her unexpectedly quick departure. “Rowan, did you bring an AVU?”

      She hadn’t expected the major to be there but had assumed she’d be working with an ISA investigator, not dumped with some GSM hard ass. Her aspirations of being a quiet team member, getting the job done, and scurrying back to her squad were slowly deflating.

      When she shook her head, the major glanced at MacGregor. “Do you mind if she rides with you?”

      She was pretty sure he wanted to say something else, but what came out of those magnificent lips was, “Fine.”

      Once the major was gone, she turned to MacGregor. “She told you I’m not really an investigator, right?”

      He turned to the body where the forensic team was taking their last samples and readings. “My understanding is your squad runs dozens of operations each year.”

      “That’s right.”

      “I would think some level of investigative work is required before receiving a green light.”

      She sighed. “Yes, but that’s different than working homicide.”

      He squatted next to a man spraying a sealant over the victim to protect any evidence on the body. The forensics man pointed at something, and MacGregor nodded.

      “What is it?” She moved closer, bending over to get a better look.

      “A tattoo.”

      Intrigued, she squatted next to MacGregor. “I’ve seen something similar. Down in the Yards.” She thought about it but couldn’t remember what she’d been doing. It had been a couple of months ago. “Maybe the African Quarter.”

      “More likely Galway Alley. This is a Celtic design.” MacGregor took out his data pen and took a picture of it.

      “I can think of one or two places Topside that might be able to identify it.” Although she wasn’t too hopeful.

      He glanced at her. The broody look was still there, but his pinched lips had relaxed. “See. You already took part in the investigation.”

      “I wasn’t exactly correct.”

      “No. But it was enough to put me on the right track.” He stood and handed a silver image disk to the forensics man. “Here’s some additional data you might want to add to the report. Once you’re done, send me a complete medical workup, including a full drug panel.” MacGregor stood and strode toward the door.

      She hurried after him, feeling lost in whatever just happened. Weren’t they supposed to prowl the residence looking for evidence? Ask more questions of the forensics team, like when did the victim die? With all the blood, she still didn’t know if he’d been stabbed or shot.

      He waited at the door for her, holding out his arm to wave her through. Then he dropped the next bombshell. “And our job isn’t homicide. This man was one of my informants.”
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      Rowan increased her stride to keep up with MacGregor as he exited the tower. If they weren’t on a homicide task force, what the hell was his mission? If she had dozens of questions before, they’d just doubled. “What is your operation if it isn’t a homicide task force?”

      He ignored the question, and she was ready to ask again in case he hadn’t heard her when he stopped in front of a dark-jade AVU.

      “I didn’t know this model was out yet.”

      “It’s not.” The doors automatically slid up, and he got in.

      Since the passenger door was open, she assumed that was an invitation. She laid her head against the seat and sucked in a deep breath. There was something about the clean smell of a brand-new AVU. But she also detected another deeper scent—some type of vegetation and the hint of rain. The effect was calming. She closed her eyes, forgetting the man in the driver’s seat, and indulged in the first peaceful moment she’d had in months.

      By the time she opened her eyes, they were speeding through Zone 1 airspace. Within each sector, the airspace was broken into four zones. Zone 1 was just above street level, and other bands increased in elevation until Zone 4, which topped out at the airspace reserved for passenger carriers, ISA personnel carriers, and GSM security drones. Each band had its own speed limit, and MacGregor’s speed was well beyond Zone 1 limits.

      “Where are we going?” She assumed they’d head back to the GSM towers, but the AVU was flying in the opposite direction. The ISA Sector offices were next to the GSM towers, so they weren’t going there, either.

      “Another informant,” he mumbled.

      “Are you going to bring me up to speed? I didn’t have time to meet with the major before arriving at the victim’s residence.”

      He kept his eye on the midday traffic. Most people programmed their AVUs for automatic navigation. There was little need, even in busy airspace, for manual control, but MacGregor seemed to be old school, his hands resting gently on the steering column as he maneuvered around the other AVUs. They must be close to their destination, or he would have climbed to Zone 3, which was more appropriate for their current speed.

      He brooded for so long, she assumed he’d ignore her question and was startled when he finally spoke. “Let’s set the ground rules.”

      Here we go. This was where he would tell her she wasn’t needed. That she should just sit back and mind her business. Well, bullshit on that. “By all means.”

      He flashed her a side glance, picking up on her belligerent tone. At least he was observant. “My operation, as you call it, is under Global Security Protocols, and unless you’re cleared, there will be items I can’t discuss with you. So, if you’re frustrated now, it will only get worse.”

      Global Security Protocols rang colossal warning bells. This was some deep shit she’d been thrown into. Any mission that impacted Global Security Protocols typically meant it was for GSM Council ears only. He was right. She wasn’t cleared for anything that secret. What had the major thought she could do here? Or was she being shelved somewhere to spend her disciplinary time out of everyone’s way?

      “I wasn’t expecting to have someone from ISA tagging along,” he continued. “You’ll have to wait until I decide what you need to know and whether you’re allowed to know.”

      “Then why am I here?”

      “I don’t know. It appears we’ll both have to make the best of it.”

      “Great,” she mumbled, then turned her attention to the passing landscape. GSM, Global Security Protocols, and a dead guy. Not one of those things worked in her favor. “Can you at least tell me how your informant died? I assume, by the amount of blood, it was either a knife wound or a point-blank shot with an old-style handgun, perhaps with lead bullets.”

      He swiveled his head toward her for a couple heartbeats before turning his focus back to the airspace. “Why would you say that?”

      She shrugged. “There are dozens of laser-style weapons, most not available to the common citizen, and while they leave a hole, the heat of the blast would cauterize without leaving a pool of blood. A high-velocity GR would have cut his body in half. Even if it had clipped him, it would have left a distinctive odor for hours. That leaves either a knife or an old-fashioned combustible, which carries its own scent, but modern deodorizers would have dissipated it by the time I arrived.”

      He kept his gaze on the traffic, but she caught the slight upturn of his lips. “It appears you have better skills than you thought.”

      The compliment surprised her and warmed her cheeks. She turned to the passenger window. “Just common sense.”

      “Well, your common sense was correct. It was a knife wound. Best guess until the lab confirms it was a six-inch, single-edged blade.”

      Silence descended, and when she glanced down, she noted they were skimming along the Edges, the narrow strip of land that separated Topside from the Yards.

      “Are you worried someone might have killed your other informant?”

      He appeared to consider the question before shaking his head. “There’s no connection between them.”

      “They both worked for you.”

      His scathing glance made her cheeks warm again, but this time in annoyance. She’d thought it made sense.

      “The victim didn’t work for me.”

      Okay. A bit touchy on that topic.

      He sighed at her apparent confusion. “The dead guy, who didn’t tell me his name and apparently didn’t have a body chip, called me yesterday in a panic. Said he had information that hinted at a global security issue. I was there to meet with him and hear what he had to share.”

      “But you never got the opportunity.” Her voice faded as something familiar slipped over her for an instant before it was gone. She ignored the shiver that passed through her. The memory would either return or be lost forever. She rubbed her forehead, irritated by the fleeting thought.

      “I found the body and immediately contacted GSM.”

      That snapped her thoughts back to MacGregor. “Not ISA?”

      He glanced at the display that reflected traffic behind them, then looked over his shoulder to the air traffic on his left. “I have a contract with GSM. They would be my first call. It would be their decision if they wanted ISA involved.”

      She couldn’t argue his reasoning. “And who’s this other informant? If you can tell me.” So far, he’d been forthcoming. No reason to stop asking questions if he was willing to talk. He seemed the type that once he clammed up, that would be it for the day.

      He lifted a shoulder. “He’s someone I keep in touch with. His business takes him on both sides of the Edges.”

      “He’s running skinners?” Criminals who worked between Topside and the Yards, usually passing illegal contraband or information. They were hard to catch.

      MacGregor gave her an actual grin. “Something like that.”

      “And you’ve been running him a while.”

      His silence confirmed her suspicion.

      “When did GSM decide to get ISA involved?”

      He dropped the AVU into a slow spin as he landed between a utility service vehicle and an old street roadster. Directly in front of them was a six-story building that appeared to be in surprisingly good shape for its location. When he shut the AVU down, MacGregor turned in his seat and looked her in the eye when he finally responded. “Your agency was called in moments after I found the body. They’re a little more difficult to ignore.”

      “Yeah, no one cleans up dead bodies as quickly as ISA.” Her edged tone was more in response to her disapproval of ISA than of his condescending tone. ISA moved quickly to remove anything that would appear messy in the public’s eye, sometimes before sufficient evidence could be collected.

      “I don’t make the rules, Sergeant.”

      When he didn’t make a move to get out, she surveyed their surroundings. The Edges was a mercurial area, a section of community that hovered between the new world order and the past. It had always made her feel itchy, but it was a more comforting border between Topside and the Yards than a fence. Today, the streets were quiet. The surrounding area appeared residential, so most people would be at work.

      MacGregor performed his own quiet surveillance. She calmed her restless legs, which wanted to bounce with anticipation. When on a stakeout, she was typically the one in charge, staying busy by monitoring surveillance cameras and reviewing intel. But sitting next to this man, who filled the interior with his sheer presence, and not knowing her place in his secret mission, left her jittery. After reviewing their surroundings three times, there wasn’t anything else to look at except MacGregor.

      She perused the fit of his jacket over his broad shoulders, then the bulge around his upper arms where muscles seemed to strain at the confinement. He rested his arm against the middle console, which pulled up the sleeve of his pristine white shirt, revealing the edges of a tattoo. That was interesting. She flashed on what he might look like without his shirt—his chest and arms sprinkled with muscle and ink.

      She blinked, erasing the mental image. “Are we waiting for something?” She desperately needed to get out of the AVU or find something else to think about.

      Her impatient tone spurred him out of wherever his mind had been. Those piercing stormy eyes bored into her, which only increased the need to put some distance between them.

      His lips twisted into what might constitute a smile or indigestion—she hadn’t been around him long enough to tell the difference. But an image came to mind of her nephew squirming when something made him uncomfortable.

      “Horatio should be home from work soon. It’s best to catch him before he gets carried away with his after-hours activities.”

      “Ah. He works in the Yards?”

      “No. He works for Stoker Industries and spends his off time in the Yards.”

      That made her speechless. Stoker was the primary worldwide supplier of weapons for GSM and ISA. “What does he do that he lives in the Edges? Concierge services?”

      “He’s the brains behind Little Sister.”

      She choked at his response. Little Sister was the basis of the planet’s internal security net. In a nut shell, it was a set of complex algorithms that connected all public and private security systems together including street sensors, building security systems, private housing security, GSM drones, ISA monitors, and more. It correlated data to provide security threat risks and alerts to GSM and ISA employees based on their clearance level. It also provided a variety of research parameters to dozens of worldwide agencies. And now, she’d discovered that Little Sister had been created by a human and not an advanced computer.

      “Are you frickin’ kidding me?” Her breath hadn’t returned when she croaked that out. And for the first time, she discovered what his smile truly looked like. Whatever air was left in her lungs gasped out of her. Then MacGregor was patting her back and commanding the AVU to lower the windows.

      She pushed his arms away, and he held them up in self-defense, his smile growing more disarming. She had to look away, wishing he’d become disagreeable and say something that would irritate her.

      “I didn’t mean to shock you.”

      “Right.” Her throat burned from the coughing, which made her voice sound sultry. “Is it okay for me to get out?”

      MacGregor glanced around, then nodded. “It looks like our prize has arrived. Give him a minute to get in the building.”

      She caught a glimpse of a scrawny dude wearing a baggy, nondescript black suit closing the door behind him. What stuck with her were the lime-green runners and bright-blue hair. That made sense for the Yards, but not Stokers. Within seconds, she was out of the AVU and sucking in deep gulps of air before choking again on the horrific smell coming from the building next door. Her eyes watered from the foul odor that had to be a broken reclamation unit. Why hadn’t someone called it in? She had half a mind to stop everything and give them a citation, except she couldn’t catch her breath.

      She doubled over, hands on knees, and within seconds she felt the hard slaps of MacGregor’s hand on her back again. She staggered away. “What is it with the backslapping? Do you really think that helps?”

      He shrugged. “It has in my experience.”

      She didn’t want to know what type of experience required that skill. “Do you enjoy dropping bombshells like that?

      His smile turned to a grimace. “It’s not typically me with the surprises. But I have my moments. Come on.”

      She trailed behind as he strode toward the front door of the building.

      “You’re not worried this Horatio fellow won’t say something I’m not supposed to hear?”

      He turned on her abruptly, forcing her to step back before she landed in his arms. “I assume Major Taylor assigned you to me because you can keep your mouth shut.”

      There was his disagreeable side. She sighed with relief as the hairs on the back of her neck rose. “We all sign the GSM waiver as a condition of employment.” The waiver basically said if an assignment intersected with GSM, the information became classified with the severest of penalties. “My word has never been questioned.” She maintained a light tone, but based on his squint, her newfound irritation had been received.

      He turned and entered the building, not bothering to hold the door open for her. They were finally on a level playing field.
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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.


OEBPS/images/time-renegades_final.jpg
TIME RENEGADES - BOOK |

KIM ALLRED






