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Chapter 1

September 8 12:45 p.m.

Meetings, that staple of administrative
existence, were an unavoidable event. Danny Valentine, Assistant
Director of Division P, gathered up three folders and a notepad off
his desk. He stood there for a minute trying to decide what he had
forgotten. The solution to that problem was, of course – ask Evy.
Evy Holloway was Danny’s administrative assistant. She had her
occasional moments of being cranky and intimidating, but she was
extremely good at her job. No, that ought to be amended to, the
place would fall apart without her.

Danny walked out of his office and
stopped in front of Evy’s desk. “I’ve got the list of new
candidates, the budget analysis of how much it would cost to buy
the helicopter and the synopses of the field assignments that
occurred over the past month. What else do I need?”

“Somebody to fly the
helicopter.”

“Did we… I thought Sumiko was… Do we
have anybody that we’ve even looked at?” Danny blurted out in
exasperation.

“Two minutes.” Evy said. She hastily
grabbed her keyboard, input something and moments later the printer
churned out a few pages. She handed them to Danny. “Sumiko and
Jonas put together a list of some possibilities, but no one’s been
interviewed yet to the best of my knowledge.”

“Thank you. There you go saving my ass
yet again.”

Evy rolled her eyes. “Go. You’ll be
late if you don’t get headed up the stairs.” She made shooing
motions.

“Okay.” Danny took a step then stopped
and asked. “Any favorites on the list?’

“Captain Kathryn Westcott, Air
Force.

“Noted.” Danny tucked the additional
sheets into his stack of paperwork and walked out the office door.
At least once a month, Andrew Bottman, Director of Division P,
called a meeting with Danny, Peter Vithoulkas, Stephen Benford and
sometimes other upper level staff members.

At the top of the stairs, Danny ran
into Peter, who was carrying his own set of folders. “Is Stephen on
his way?”

“I think so. He was on the phone when I
walked past his office. He gave me a nod, so I can only assume he’s
a couple of minutes behind me,” Peter replied as the fell in stride
going down the hallway.

“I forgot to ask. Do you agree that we
should consider Shea Bradshaw for a position, somewhere down the
line, of course, after Stephen is satisfied with his psychological
issues.” Danny referred to the EOD tech, brother to Cam Bradshaw,
that had recently gone through a very rough patch dealing with the
death of a colleague.

“Yeah, I do, but I think he’s going to
need more than the standard ten weeks of training for his
telekinetic skills. He has almost zero control over the big scale
movement, and that puts him at serious risk for another metabolic
crash every time he tries.”

“Okay, noted. We’ll see what Andrew
thinks, but I don’t think we can pass up the chance for a kinetic
with that kind of power,” Danny said. “What’s your hot topic
today?”

“The genetic database. Stephen and I
have been discussing organizational facets, but he brought up
security issues which I hadn’t really thought out. I’m seriously
tempted to pitch the idea to Gabrielle Dichenz. I know she’s on
that permanent assignment with the FBI, but she spent almost an
entire year here doing research a few years back. She’s smart and
has hard core science training to pull the data
together.”

“I thought she was a
chemist.”

“She is, but she’s got a heavy biochem
background. All we’d need is a geneticist to consult with
eventually once the project really gets fleshed out.” Peter went
through the outer door of Andrew’s office.

Carlita Cabrera, Andrew’s
administrative assistant, looked up. “He’s expecting
you.”

“Thanks,” said Danny. He and Peter went
on through into Andrew’s office. Andrew was on the phone. He was an
average height, dark-haired man who looked like he should be a CPA
or some other average white-collar professional, instead of the
head of a government covert operation.

“Yes, of course. I’ll have someone look
into it. I’ll see you next week.” The director hung up.

Peter set his stack of folders on the
corner of Andrew’s desk. “Stephen should be here in a couple of
minutes I think.”

“Good,” Andrew replied. “You know, we
have a lot of separate topics today and I assume we have some specs
of helicopters to look at. Let’s go to the conference room at the
other end of the hall where we can spread out all the paperwork on
the big table. There’s also a media projection screen
there.”

“Fine by me,” said Danny. He reversed
direction, the other two men following him.

They got about halfway up the hallway
when Peter paused. “Oh crap, I think I left one of the folders on
your desk Andrew. I’ll catch up to you in a minute or two.” He
turned and headed toward Andrew’s office.

Danny saw Stephen coming toward them
from the opposite end of the hallway. He made a turn-around gesture
with one finger. “Go the other way,” he said with a grin. “We’re
going to use the conference room.”

“Okay.” Stephen did his own direction
change and took about three steps.

And the world exploded.

September 8 1:13 p.m.

Danny opened his eyes slowly. His head
was pounding and his vision was swimming with grayness and
fractured light. He coughed.

Dust. Smoke. Why the fuck was he laying
on the floor? The floor that was covered in broken wallboard, glass
and debris. He fumbled his way to his hands and knees, and stared
stupidly at the blood that soaked his shirt sleeve… and his hand.
He coughed some more and tried to gather his thoughts. Earthquake?
The hallway was a disaster area. He saw Andrew lying on the floor
half covered in chunks of wall board and more broken glass. Andrew
had been ahead of him… Oh God, oh God, where was Peter? Danny tried
to stand, fell back to his hands and knees and had to try a second
time to get to his feet. “Peter!” Danny screamed.

He staggered through the swirling dust
and stumbled over pieces of the wall that had come down. Peter had
been no more than a dozen steps back. Danny very nearly fell over
Peter’s body.

Peter was lying motionless in a heap,
like a mannequin that had been carelessly flung. Danny sank beside
him, terrified, feeling for a pulse. “Peter, Peter, open your eyes
babe.” There was no response, but Danny did find the faint throb of
Peter’s heart beat along his throat.

“Is he alive?” Stephen called out. His
voice sounded muffled to Danny.

“Yes. I think he’s hurt pretty badly
though.” God, it took real focus to give a coherent response. He
glanced back up the decimated remains of the hallway. Stephen was
helping Andrew sit up. Blood stained Andrew’s clothing
too.

Peter needed medical help. Peter was
the medical help. They were so fucked. Danny knelt there, one hand
on Peter’s chest, one against his throat. It had to have been a
bomb. Danny had been an active duty Marine at one point before he
came to work for Division P. He’d seen his share of IED’s and
RPG’s. It was so hard to think. He slipped sideway to sit and
pulled Peter up into his arms and just held him. Oh God, an arm
wasn’t supposed to bend in that spot. Danny gently eased Peter’s
forearm flat against the floor.

Within another minute or two, security
personnel were swarming into the hallway. Some headed in the
direction of Andrew’s office. Some came toward Danny.

“Valentine, is Vithoulkas alive?” a
guard asked, as he dropped to one knee beside Danny.

“Yes, please, we need to get him out of
here. He’s hurt badly.” It was an inefficient assessment and Danny
couldn’t think of a better way to say it.

“You’re not in good shape either.
You’re bleeding from multiple places,” said the guard. “Hey, we’re
going to need a backboard for Vithoulkas too,” he called out to a
colleague. “I think we need to get your bleeding under control and
get you out of here.”

“I’m not leaving him!” Danny snapped.
The guard put a hand on Danny’s shoulder, probably with the intent
of calming him, but it was too much. Head still throbbing with
pain, shields wrecked, Danny flinched and tried to twist
away.

“Let me bandage him. Get the backboard
and see if you can find Trevor and Sandra,” Stephen said. “Psi
shock protocol needs to be followed if at all possible, with both
Danny and Peter. Anybody else who’s an active psi too.”

“Understood. I’m sorry. We’re just
trying to get everyone out of the building,” the guard
replied.

Stephen took the big plastic first aid
case from the guard. To Danny he said, “Do you have any idea what
his injuries are?”

“Broken arm, I think. There’s a gash in
his scalp, so head injury, also because he’s unconscious. Stephen,
I can barely feel his presence.” Danny almost broke into a
sob.

“Okay, okay there’s very little we can
do until we get him out of here. You and Andrew were much closer to
the skylight. You’re bleeding, a lot.” Stephen put a hand on
Danny’s chest, and pointed downward.

At least Stephen’s touch wasn’t the
chaotic painful blast of thoughts the guard’s had been. Danny
looked down at his thigh. His pants leg was slashed and blood was
welling up in the inches long laceration. Stephen did a hasty job
at bandaging the several deep injuries on Danny’s body. The action
was made more difficult by the fact Danny was still holding Peter.
“Thank you,” Danny murmured. “I’m sorry… I’m just about to lose my
shit. He needs help.”

“Stay as calm as you can. I’m sure it’s
being worked on,” Stephen replied.

Another figure hurried into the
decimated hallway. Danny slowly recognized him as Jonas
Nightengale, head of Division P’s security.

Jonas squatted down beside them.
“Backboard’s on the way. Trevor should be here in about two to
three minutes. We’ll get him loaded and out to where the casualties
are being treated.”

“We need Mason,” Stephen
said.

“Already called. Sanderlin too. Both
are en route. I’m sending all the non-psi to local hospitals as
soon as they are triaged, but I need advice about how to handle the
rest of you. Stephen, are you hurt? Beyond the obvious banged
around stuff,” Jonas said.

“I’m okay, more or less. I’m trying to
think who else was up here with us. Carlita was still in Andrew’s
outer office. Hal Wittner , I’m presuming was next
door.”

“Both are injured pretty badly.
Carlita’s going to be airlifted to Norfolk General. Hal might be
too but I’m not sure about that. Local fire and rescue are helping
us with …Oh, there’s Trevor.” Jonas stood up.

Stephen moved out of the way and Trevor
took his place.

The medic began to run his hands
lightly over Peter’s body. “Broken radius and ulna, two broken ribs
and I think I’m detecting a skull fracture. He’s got some internal
bleeding too.” He put a hand on Danny’s shoulder and looked
intently at Danny for a minute. “Peter takes priority. Your
injuries are not as severe.”

“Yes, yes, help him,” Danny
begged.

“I’m going to get an IV going on Peter,
and splint his arm, then we need to get him out of here as soon as
possible. You are going to have to let go long enough for us to get
him down the stairs.” Trevor said gently as he gripped Danny’s
wrist.

“Okay,” Danny said. His voice hitched,
emotion overwhelming him.

It took a few minutes for the IV and
for Peter to be carefully loaded on the backboard. Jonas was one
who helped Danny to his feet.

“Can you walk?” Jonas asked.

“I’ll manage.”

The stairwell at the far end of the
hall near the conference room was minimally damaged. Peter was
carried down and out into the parking lot where Sandra Muyano was
giving instructions to a couple of paramedics. It was obvious she
was doing her best to direct triage.

Danny followed as closely as he could,
limping badly, dizzy and in pain. Hell would freeze over before he
voluntarily let Peter out of his sight.

Trevor, Jonas and the other two guards
carrying the backboard set Peter on a tarp that had been spread on
the pavement. It was marked with a red tag code.

“I’ll be back when I know something
about getting you access to the infirmary,” Jonas said before he
hurried away.

“Sit,” Trevor ordered, pointing at
Danny. “I want you within touch distance. We need to cut his
clothes off and assess him.”

Danny nodded and sat down hard on the
ground about a foot from Peter’s side. Panic welled within him.
Peter hadn’t moved or responded in any way since the explosion.
Danny wanted to wrap himself around Peter and beg him to wake up.
He also wanted Jen. Christ. Had anyone told her? He groped in his
pocket for his phone. It wasn’t there. He had no idea where it had
gone. “I need to call Jennifer.” He said to Trevor.

“I don’t have my phone. I left it in
the infirmary in my rush to grab supplies and get out.” Trevor
reached for a pair of trauma shears.

A familiar figure came striding toward
the triage area. “Hey, God what a cluster fuck. What do you need me
to do?” Dr. Craig Sanderlin, surgeon at Norfolk General, stopped
beside Trevor. Trevor was hastily cutting off Peter’s scrub
bottoms.

“Bleeding control for Danny, then check
Andrew. He’s pretty cut up too,” Trevor said. “He’s with the yellow
tag group.”

Craig grabbed gloves out of a box
sitting on the ground. “I assume we’re doing this in the parking
lot because the rest of the building is unsafe?”

“The medical/residential wing hasn’t
been cleared yet. The bomb squad and dogs are in transit, I think.
I heard someone mention getting a team from the FBI, but I don’t
know if that’s true or not.” Trevor slit Peter’s scrub shirt up the
side.

“Okay, got it. Triage takes
precedence,” Craig said.

Danny listened to the exchange between
his colleagues, feeling more and more disoriented.

Craig knelt down beside him and began
to check Danny’s pulse and blood pressure. “Danny? Danny? Look at
me.”

It took effort to meet Craig’s
gaze.

“Danny, you’re in shock, both the
physiological and psi kind. You’ve lost a fair amount of blood. I’m
going to start an IV on you and take a look at your
leg.”

Looking down at his thigh, Danny saw
that the bandages appeared to be soaked in blood. “I need to stay
near Peter.”

“I know. I get it, but I need you
stable. Your blood pressure is crap. Let me help you lie down.”
Craig gripped Danny’s shoulders and eased him flat.

“Can I borrow your phone?” Danny
asked.

Craig put it in Danny’s hand. Danny had
to think hard about the number before he dialed. He was so damn
used to just pressing Jen’s name on his phone.

“Hello,” Jen answered.

“Jen there’s been an
explosion.”

“Danny? Oh God! Danny, where are you?
Where’s Peter? Are you still at work?” Jen sounded upset
immediately.

“Peter’s hurt pretty bad. I need you
here. He needs you.”

“I’m on my way out the door right
now.”

Craig interrupted. “Tell her you’re
injured too.”

“I heard that,” Jennifer said. “God
damn it Danny, how bad are you hurt?”

“I’m bleeding. There was flying glass.”
A bare bones explanation was all he had the energy for.”

“Fuck. I’ll be there as soon as I
can.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Danny thumbed off the phone and handed
it back to Craig. He was cold. A shiver ran through him.

Craig snapped his fingers in the
direction of a paramedic. “Can you grab me a blanket for this one?”
He continued cutting the sodden bandage on Danny’s leg. “Trevor, do
we have HemeCon?”

“I don’t know. I’m not sure,” Trevor
replied.

“Did you grab Peter’s travel bag?”
Danny asked.

“Yes,” Trevor said
hesitantly.

“One of the inner pockets,” Danny said.
“I live with him, remember. He’s just paranoid enough to pack for …
a war zone.” Damn if that wasn’t too fucking close to reality right
this minute.

“Here,” Trevor handed a packet to
Craig.”

“Thanks. Danny, this is probably going
to hurt like hell, but without good sterile conditions I am not
going to stitch up a wound like this.”

“Okay.” It was so tempting to just
close his eyes and go to sleep.

“Danny, stay with me. I need you
conscious,” Craig ordered.

“I need him touching Peter too. His
breathing is too damn shallow and I think it’s tied to the head
injury, but the shock thing is playing a piece also.” Trevor
sounded worried.

Danny reached out, across the couple of
feet of space that divided him from Peter. Trevor gripped Danny’s
hand and put it on Peter’s body. It felt wrong. Peter felt wrong.
Touching him was supposed to intense and vibrant, a mix of the
underlying thrum of his healing talent and the emotions that Peter
had for him and Jennifer. There was almost nothing. It wasn’t like
sleep, there was just so little presence. Tears burned in Danny’s
eyes. No, no, he couldn’t lose Peter.

Pain hit. Burning prodding pain. Craig
must be putting the HemeCon into the gash in his leg. Danny
gasped.

“Almost done. Hang tight. I have to
make sure it’s clotting,” Craig said.

After a minute or two, the burn
ratcheted back a bit.

September 8 2:10 p.m.

Jen gripped the steering
wheel of her car so hard her knuckles hurt. Do not panic. Do not fucking panic. He called you. That means
he’s more or less coherent. But he didn’t say “Here talk to Peter.”
That’s bad. A thousand frantic thoughts
crowded into Jennifer Sebastiano’s head, and she tried to squash
them down hard enough to drive. The house she, Danny and Peter
lived in was only about eight miles from the Division P complex. It
should take her less than fifteen minutes and she was already
halfway there.

What did “hurt pretty bad” translate to
for Peter? And why the fucking hell had there been an explosion.
Jennifer suddenly put the ideas together with the fact that
Division P was a federal government installation. Explosion
probably equaled bomb.

As she neared the access road to
Division P, she saw police cars and FBI and Homeland Security
vehicles. A state trooper flagged her to a stop, and Jennifer
rolled down her window at the same time she dug out her Division P
ID card.

“Ma’am, I’ afraid you can’t come this
way,” said the trooper.

She held up her ID card. “I work for
Division P. I was notified of the incident and they requested I
come as soon as possible.”

The trooper was hesitant. “If you’ll
wait here, I’ll see if I can find someone to verify that you should
be here.” He stepped away from the car and went to speak with a man
wearing an FBI vest.

Jen grabbed her phone and dialed
Stephen. He had called her less than five minutes after
Danny.

“Jennifer, how close are you?” Stephen
asked over the phone.

“On the access road, a hundred yards
from the gate. I got stopped by a state cop, who’s out here
blocking the road. I’m not sure the police are going to let me onto
the grounds.”

“Give me a few minutes,” Stephen said
and hung up.

Jennifer drummed her fingers
impatiently on the steering wheel, sick to her stomach, wondering
just how bad Danny was injured. Even worse, was Peter still alive?
Would she know if
he wasn’t?

Eventually the trooper returned.
“Ma’am, they’re sending someone to escort you. If you could just
pull your car over onto the shoulder, that would clear the road for
other traffic.”

“Okay.” Jennifer did as she was told
and then got out of the car to wait.

Another ten minutes passed before one
of the Division P security people showed up, a man named Connor
Armstrong. She was relieved that someone she knew had been sent.
Armstrong had been working security since before Jennifer had been
recruited by Division P more than year ago.

“Ms. Sebastiano! Nightengale sent me to
get you. This way please.”

Jennifer fell in step beside him. “So,
we’re walking? Not that I don’t need the exercise but…”

“Everybody that’s not hurt is doing
fire and rescue assignments. There’re vehicles blocking the road.
Ambulances are being let in one at a time, as fast as we can clear
them to transport some of the wounded. Nightengale said he thought
it would actually be faster to just walk. It’s only a quarter
mile.”

“I know. I’ve walked it many times. I’m
just …worried.”

“I’m so sorry. This has been a total
shit storm today for everyone here. Have you heard anything about
Valentine’s condition?” Armstrong asked.

“Not much. I talked to Danny for about
two minutes.” Jen dug her fingernails into her palms, not wanting
to overthink the fact she knew nothing about her other
partner.

“I assume Vithoulkas is with Valentine,
taking care of him.”

“No. Peter’s… all I know is that he’s
injured badly. Danny didn’t tell me any more than that.”

“Oh.”

There was too damn much speculation and
apprehension in that one syllable. As Jennifer and Conner neared
the enormous complex building, she could see what obviously looked
like medical triage set up in one corner of the left hand parking
lot. She began to run.

Trevor was bent over someone on the
ground. Craig was occupied doing the same thing, over top of
another figure.

Jennifer got close enough to see Peter.
He had been stripped and the lower half of his body was covered
with a mylar blanket. An oxygen mask hid his nose and mouth, while
an IV line snaked from his arm. The other arm was splinted and
heavily wrapped. Trevor had his hands on Peter’s head. She dropped
to her knees beside Peter. Danny lay a couple of feet away. Craig
was bandaging Danny’s thigh.

Peter was so still, too
still.

Trevor looked at her. “I’m glad you’re
here. Maybe you can settle down his nervous system while I work on
stabilizing him.”

Jennifer nodded. She put a hand on
Peter’s chest. His pulse was a faint thud against her palm. Danny
moved his hand from where his fingers lay against Peter’s arm to
touch Jennifer’s hand. She met his gaze and squeezed his fingers.
Oh God, he was almost as shattered as Peter. It was all she could
do not to sob. This was just impossibly hard. Peter felt… barely
there, his normal buzzing flow of energy absent. Danny was only
somewhat better. She could feel his disorientation, like a trapped
butterfly, struggling. She could also tell he’d been given pain
meds. She’d had them often enough herself that she knew the signs.
“Danny, talk to me. What the hell happened?”

“A bomb went off. I don’t really know
the details. I think it must’ve been somewhere in the vicinity of
Andrew’s office. Peter was the closest.” His voice dropped to
barely audible.

“Is Bottman dead?”

“I don’t think so,” Danny said. “I saw
him sitting up in the hallway at one point.”

Craig interrupted. “Bottman is being
taken care of by a couple of paramedics I think. I’ve always
thought it was ironic that though he’s the director of an agency
full of psychics, he’s headblind. He can tolerate their touch. ” He
pointed down the line of injured all being treated by local EMS
personnel. “I’ve got Danny as physically stable as is going to
happen right now. Since you’re here, I’m going to go check on the
director and some of the others.” Craig got up and walked toward
the far end of the triage area.

Jennifer changed positions to sit
between Danny and Peter, so she could touch them both without
stretching. “Why was Peter closest? For that matter, why were
either of you in the director’s office?”

“Staff meeting, me, Peter, Andrew and
Stephen. Budget people were supposed to show up later.” Danny
rubbed his thumb along Jennifer’s hand.

“Is Stephen okay? I talked to him on
the phone for like two minutes, but he didn’t say if he was hurt.”
Jen squeezed Danny’s fingers gently.

“He helped get me bandaged up enough to
get out of the second floor hallway. I have no idea where he is
now.”

“I guess I can assume he’s not hurt too
badly.” Jennifer considered Stephen a friend, and with what little
emotion she had left, she worried for him too.

Another voice spoke off to her left.
“God… where do you want me first?”

Jen looked up to see Dr. Mason Flynn
drop his back pack on the ground and squat down beside Trevor. She
allowed herself to breathe a tiny fragment of relief. A healer for
a healer. It was probably the best possible care for Peter. Not
that Trevor didn’t have a level of healing Talent, but Mason was as
good as Peter.

Trevor said, “I am seriously glad to
see you here Flynn.”

“I came as soon as I could. It takes a
little time to get here from Beach General.” Mason stretched out a
hand and touched Peter. “How long since the blast?”

“Roughly ninety minutes. Let me get out
of your way.” Trevor scooted back. “I got to him in about fifteen
minutes. Danny had him in his arms. I didn’t detect any spinal
damage but inside his skull…”

“Yeah, there’s a small subdural
hematoma under the fracture. He hasn’t regained consciousness at
all since the explosion?” Mason asked.

“No, but I wonder if psi shock is
complicating the whole thing despite Danny being present, because
he himself is injured.” Trevor stood up.

“Mmm, could be true.”

“And I don’t have… I couldn’t do
anything more than stop the bleed,” Trevor admitted.

“You probably did ten times more than
traditional medical care could without opening up his skull.” Mason
sat down beside Peter and began running his hands down Peter’s
body.

Jen blurted out, “Does he have brain
damage?”

“That’s a complicated question. Give me
some time,” Mason said.

Jen nodded, swallowing hard, knowing
that if anyone could fix Peter, it was likely to be
Mason.

Trevor grabbed a water and a protein
bar. “Give me a couple of minutes to wolf this down, and I’ll see
what I can do for Danny.”

“I’ll be okay. Take care of the
others.” Danny said.

“Shut up and don’t be stupid,” Jennifer
snapped.

Trevor put a hand on Jen’s arm. “Be
calm. He needs you to keep it together.”

“Sorry,” Jen said. Lord, it was hard
not to fly into blind panic. She threaded her fingers through
Danny’s. “Let Trevor do his thing. Mason’s working on Peter.” What
they really needed was about three maybe four healers of Mason’s
caliber on standby, but healers were rare to start with. Trevor’s
talent was probably only about as third as strong as Peter’s or
Mason’s. He could suppress pain, control bleeding and do a little
true reconstructive healing.

Jonas Nightengale came striding toward
the medical area. He knelt down near Jen, addressing her, Danny,
Mason and Trevor. “We borrowed a few DHS people and a couple of
dogs to search the residential/medical wing. I have hopes that
it’ll be cleared within an hour so you can use the clinic. Our
security has already been through. So far, it looks clean, but we
want to be absolutely sure.”

“What did you sense?” Danny asked. “And
is Vaughn on site?” He referred to one of the two precogs on
staff.

“Yeah, Vaughn’s around. He’s the one
who picked up on the second device and notified me,” Jonas
answered.

“What area did the second one damage?”
Trevor asked. “Are we going to get another wave of
casualties?”

“No. It never went off. Shea Bradshaw
disarmed it. Yay for EOD techs. After we got everyone out of the
second floor, I went back and did a cursory examination of it. As
far as I could tell, there were only the two, or maybe more
precisely, one person assembled two devices. That doesn’t guarantee
that there weren’t more bomb makers.” Nightengale’s psi Talent was
the ability to glean information from objects that had been handled
by other people.

“Okay, have you talked to Andrew?”
Danny asked. He rubbed a hand down across his face, obviously
fighting to be as coherent as possible.

“On my way, but I’m going to have to
separate him from the civilians at the other end of the triage area
to brief him.”

“Uh, yeah, true.” Danny’s eyes closed
for a long second before he continued. “Let me know how coherent he
is when you get a chance.”

“I will,” replied Jonas. “But
truthfully Danny, just let me and the security staff handle this.
You’re in pretty rough shape.”

Jennifer mouthed a silent thank you to
Jonas. She was all too familiar with Danny’s assumption that he was
capable of doing everything no matter what the circumstances. Jonas
gave her a nod and departed.












Chapter 2

September 8 3:10 p.m.

Danny jerked awake and squinted upward.
His head hurt as well as numerous other parts of his body. There
had been an explosion…Hazy, garbled, half memories surged up. It
shouldn’t have been possible to fall asleep lying on the ground in
a parking lot with dozens of people moving around. So maybe he
hadn’t so much fallen asleep as passed out.

“Danny?” Jen came into view, kneeling
beside him.

“Yeah.”

“They’re getting ready to move you
along with Peter and a few others back into the building. It’s been
cleared and deemed safe.” Jen brushed her thumb along his
cheekbone.
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