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Far and Near



     


     


    We didn’t know what to expect,


    Upon our arrival.


    We’d been through so much.


    All we wanted was survival.


     


    The island was beautiful,


    A haven for all.


    Then the ugliness came,


    Putting our backs to the wall.


     


    Our teams did the fighting.


    They cleared the ground without fail.


    Traumatized,


    Not all lived to tell the tale.


     


    We were attacked repeatedly.


    Eagles took each blow.


    Ancient threads glowed bright,


    And now we know…


     


    She can be hurt.


    She can be defeated.


    If we all stand together,


    The war won’t be repeated.


     


    If we keep dividing,


    We’ll go into hiding.


    Freedom will disappear,


    Destroying the future far and near.


  


  
    
​Chapter One



    That’s Not Good Enough


    Pitcairn Island


    January 24th


     


     


     


    1


    Angela shoved the oar at Charlie, sliding over. His fear for Tracy would lend him strength. The smoke coming from the cruise ship wasn’t slowing, but those two explosions were all they’d heard. Angela was grateful Courtney hadn’t taken a rifle instead.


    “How did this happen?” Marc wanted to know how Courtney had pulled it off. “We keep the weapons room locked!”


    Angela’s anger rose another notch. “She stole the keys from Peter while he was sleeping on duty.”


    “He’s out of the Eagles!”


    Angela nodded. “She covered her thoughts like we’ve accidentally taught all the normals to do. Kenn’s rejection flipped her.”


    “She has to die, Angie.”


    Angela spotted a tiny speck of color in the water and concentrated. Bring her to me.


    The ocean shifted against them. It made the rowing men work harder, but they didn’t protest.


    The waves rose. The water pulled an orange piece of debris toward them.


    “That’s Courtney!”


    Angela ignored Conner’s shout. She glowered at the panicking woman now trying to swim away from them. She considered all the options as she waited for the waves to bring Courtney closer.


    “No!” Courtney flailed as she neared the lifeboat of furious people. Water sloshed over her face, sapping her strength.


    “Anchor me!” Angela lunged over the side.


    Marc grabbed her ankle to keep her from going all the way over, approving when she snatched Courtney’s hair and shoved the terrified woman under the water.


    Angela held her there, rage burning. She felt Courtney go limp and pulled on the mass of soggy hair.


    Marc and Conner got Courtney into the boat, expecting a body.


    Courtney coughed up water, rolling over.


    Angela grabbed her hair again and slammed the woman’s face into the wooden bench seat. Then she did it again. Blood and screams spewed as Courtney’s nose broke.


    The men kept rowing, approving when she did it a third time.


    Angela stopped as Courtney sagged. She didn’t care about the blood or the baby now. She leaned back and began gathering energy so she would be able to help their injured people. She regarded Greg with smoldering eyes. “Take her to the beach. Look after the kids and our captain.”


    Greg nodded. He wanted to go with Angela, but he knew better than to argue.


    Angela inspected their ship, grateful to see it wasn’t sinking or tilting to the side. She leapt up and grabbed the ladder as soon as it came into reach.


    Greg waited until they were all out of the lifeboat, then used an oar to push away. He sat on the center bench to row, anger blazing. He watched Courtney for signs that she was waking. If she did, he had a boot ready to kick her back into the darkness. He didn’t know why Angela hadn’t killed her, but he suspected Courtney was going to wish she had.


    Angela waved Marc toward the bridge. “Connect Grant and Shawn. Get me a damage report.”


    Marc hurried to the bridge.


    Ivan stayed on Angela’s heels as she ran down into the ship. Smoke enveloped them.


    Charlie and Conner stayed behind Ivan as he followed her, both trying to connect to their loved ones.


    A crush of bodies fought against Angela and the others as they tried to get below. “Go to the top deck and wait for orders!” Angela shoved her way through, not answering their cries or shouts. Many of the people were soaked, telling her the sprinkler system had activated.


    Angela skipped the elevator and flew down the steps. They had no way to know if the elevators were safe. She shoved into an employee hall as more soaked, coughing, crying people flooded toward the top deck, filling the hallways and stairs.


    “Can we get the windows open?” Ivan’s throat was already itching from the smoke.


    “Not until we make sure the fire’s out.” Angela ran faster, feeling panic now. “We have injuries. I want all of you on that.”


    Charlie’s heart evened out as Tracy finally answered. “Tracy’s in the mess, with Candy. Most of our people are going there.”


    Conner let out a breath. “Thanks.” He hadn’t gotten an answer. He didn’t have a full physical bond yet to rely on.


    Angela shoved against the employee door to the lab hallway. The charred, cracked barrier crumbled under the pressure, spilling her into chaos.


    “I’m out!” Kenn strained, body starting to wither as he knelt next to Tonya. “Help me!”


    “Jenny! Stay with me!” Kyle struggled to push healing light into Jennifer’s bleeding body.


    “One each!” Angela directed Charlie and Conner toward the women. “Ivan, help the medics.” All three medics were down.


    Angela went to Leeann, who was lying near the stairs. She shot a thin stream of healing energy at the girl, aware of the mother cat howling. She didn’t spare energy on the two motionless kittens. Nothing would bring them back now.


    Leeann opened her eyes and began to cry.


    Angela joined Ivan, helping the medics while scanning the damage. Jayda and Debra had shields over the two fires, smothering them. One was in the lab. The other was at the entrance to the infirmary. Both of the fires were almost out, but the shields were full of smoke that would finish filling this hallway as soon as they were lowered.


    Eagles arrived with fresh extinguishers and began spraying the tiny sparks and smoldering debris around the edges of the shields.


    “Let go!” Neil sprayed at the base of the fire by the infirmary as the two women let go of their shields. Wade sprayed the lab flames. Thick smoke filled the hallway.


    Charlie used his wind gift to push the smoke up the stairs.


    “Check for more fires!” Angela caught Ray and Daryl. “Then get all the windows open.”


    The two men hurried off.


    “Angela!” Kenn bellowed through the noise. “I need you!”


    Angela left the medics in Ivan’s hands and hurried to Kenn.


    Blood was pooling around Tonya’s legs. Kenn looked up in desperation. “I can’t stop it!”


    Charlie shook his head. “Me either.”


    Angela paled. “I don’t have a lifeforce to give.” She ran names through her mind. “Conner!”


    Conner shoved up from Jennifer, ignoring Kyle’s growl. He staggered over to Tonya and began bringing up a lifeforce.


    Jennifer coughed, rolling over to breathe as smoke tried to refill her lungs.


    Kyle gathered her into his arms and took her to the employee hall so she could get a clear breath. “Jenny! Are you okay?”


    Jennifer groaned. “I think so.” She examined her body, lids shutting against tears as she felt the belly bump. I haven’t lost the baby. “Thank you!”


    “Thank Conner. He stopped the bleeding and healed your burns.” Kyle sat her in a dusty chair and leaned against the wall, body weakened. He’d drained himself trying to save her.


    “Give her another one!”


    “It won’t help!”


    Kyle listened to Kenn and Conner, hoping they could save Tonya.


    “What happened?” Jennifer coughed out more smoke.


    Fresh rage flew through Kyle. “Someone blew up the lab. You were hit in the blast.”


    Jennifer stiffened. “Tonya was in front of me!”


    Kyle nodded angrily. “She’s in trouble.”


    In the hallway, Angela and Conner strained to heal Tonya, but blood kept pouring from the lacerations. Glass from the lab had impaled her in the neck, stomach, and chest. Angela understood they weren’t going to be able to stop her labor. “Concentrate on the wounds!” Most of Tonya’s body was cut or burnt. “Jayda! We need a stretcher! And an incubator!”


    Jayda hurried into the heavily damaged infirmary, hoping the ones they’d used for Samantha’s babies were okay. Glass crunched under her feet.


    She found one still in the far corner. “It’s okay!”


    Ed picked it up, coughing lightly. “Where do I take it?”


    Jayda pointed. “The office at the end of the hall!” That office had only suffered damage to the outer walls and door.


    Jayda hefted the stretcher and ran by the medics who were slowly recovering with Ivan’s help. He was healing all three of them at once.


    Marc hurried toward Angela, anger growing at the sight of their injured people and the damage. The lab was a total loss, and most of the infirmary was destroyed. Marc joined Angela and Conner. “Shawn says it’s just this part of the ship. None of the monitors are showing any other damage, but he wants Grant to verify things are okay.”


    “Later.” Angela leaned out of the way as Jayda and Ed sat the stretcher next to them.


    Marc helped Kenn get Tonya’s bleeding body onto it. He sent strong blasts of healing energy as they worked.


    The two volunteers lifted it and took her into the office at the end of the hall.


    “You can’t stop it, can you?!” Kenn was panicking. “Who did this?!”


    Angela didn’t hide her thoughts. She was too angry and already getting tired. “Courtney.”


    Mutters and gasps went through the witnesses.


    Kenn punched a charred wall. “Damn her!”


    Angela went into the office, shoving her sleeves up. “We have to help Tonya. She’s giving birth.”


    Kyle came to the employee door. He gestured to the gawking Eagles. “Do a complete walkthrough.”


    Angela knelt between Tonya’s legs, glad the redhead’s injuries were finally healing. Marc’s power was doing more than hers or Conner’s had.


    Marc didn’t stop until every burn and scratch was gone, but there was nothing he could do to stop Tonya’s labor.


    Jayda hurried in with more equipment from the infirmary. She plugged the incubator in and opened packages, mind flying. Courtney’s betrayal was a shock. “Will there be a trial?”


    “Not now.” Angela put a hand on Tonya’s rock-hard stomach. “Tonya? Honey, wake up. I need your help.”


    Kenn held Tonya’s hand, fury growing. “I want Courtney executed when she’s captured.”


    Marc agreed. “She was already caught. We’ll handle it.”


    Kenn glared at Angela. “Fry her.”


    Angela concentrated on the baby that was starting to emerge. “Save your energy. If its lungs aren’t ready, we have to try to help.”


    Tonya screamed as she woke, pushing.


    Angela caught the tiny bundle in one hand. Her heart thumped when it didn’t move.


    Ed handed her the nasal aspirator.


    Angela quickly sucked out the fluids to clear the baby’s mouth and nose. She took the blanket Ed shoved at her and began gently rubbing the tiny infant.


    The baby twitched.


    Everyone with energy left directed it at the little boy, all praying for him to cry.


    Tonya screamed again as the placenta passed, but she held out her hands. “Give him to me!”


    Angela handed the child over, hating the limits of her power.


    Tonya instinctively nuzzled the baby. “Momma’s here. Talk to me!”


    The baby’s skin began to warm; it turned red and flinched. A weak wail came from its lips.


    People cheered and clapped.


    Tonya fought the pain and fear to keep encouraging her newborn. “Breathe! Let me hear those lungs.”


    The baby gave another weak cry, fists clenching.


    Tonya smiled through the tears. “That’s my boy.”


    Angela cut the cord and tied it off as Jayda pushed the incubator closer.


    Kenn gently took the boy and placed him in the machine that would help him breathe and keep him warm.


    Ed used light fingers to attach the oxygen cannula to the preemie’s nose. He’d studied this part for Samantha’s delivery. He refused to think about his brief moment of asking Courtney to dinner. It didn’t happen!


    Kenn increased the heat, mindful of the warnings about descendant children needing extra warmth.


    Angela worked on Tonya. “She’s bleeding too much.”


    Marc directed the last of his energy toward the redhead, determined to save her too.


    Peter rushed into the office and put a hand on Marc’s shoulder. He’d just found out who was injured.


    Bright streams of energy flew into Tonya.


    Angela sighed in relief. “It’s slowing. Keep going.”


    Gabe heard Kenn’s mental shouts. He ran in and joined Peter in sharing energy.


    Both men stared at Tonya in horror. Even with the healing, it was obvious she was on the edge of death.


    Angela massaged the uterus to contract it and help slow the bleeding. She packed towels between Tonya’s legs, then checked her pulse. It was there, but weak.


    Kenn took Tonya’s hand. “Come on! You can beat this!”


    Tonya’s lashes fluttered and shut.


    Kenn leaned down. “Tonya! Wake up right now!”


    Tonya’s lids flew open. “Hate it…when you yell at me.”


    Kenn grinned through his fear. “Stay awake. Keep fighting.”


    “We need blood.” Angela grabbed a needle setup from the kit Ed had brought in and ripped it open. “Conner!”


    Conner knelt so Angela could stick him.


    Tonya shivered as cold waves filled her limbs. “The baby!”


    “He’s breathing and his color is starting to look good.” Jayda was staying by the incubator.


    Tonya shivered harder.


    Angela shoved the needle into Tonya’s arm. “Clench your fists, Conner. The blood will flow faster.”


    Ed went into the damaged infirmary, searching for their coolers. He retrieved a bag of blood that was O Negative, a universal type. Then he started digging though the mess for another IV setup. When Conner ran low, he wanted to be ready.


    Tonya tried to focus on Angela. “Will you…”


    Angela checked her pulse again. “It would be my honor. What’s his name?”


    “Kenneth Adrian Harrison.”


    Angela immediately went to the incubator and inspected the infant with the last of her energy. Dark blue light sank into the crying boy.


    “Thank you...” Tonya’s head fell to the side as her lids shut.


    “No!” Kenn drew on his reserve and his demon. Save her!


    You can only do this once. Are you sure, Master?


    Do it now!


    Blinding light filled the room.


    Angela stumbled out into the hall, proud of Kenn.


    Charlie pushed by her and went to help.


    People came to Angela, offering energy and anger.


    “Who did this?!”


    “Why did this happen?”


    Angela sucked in the energy, leaning against the wall. “I want you all on the top deck for fresh air.”


    Most of the crowd in the hall went toward the steps.


    The three medics stayed sitting along the wall, still injured. Ivan’s power had healed the glass wounds and many of the burns, but not all of them. He’d refused to drain himself in case Angela needed it.


    Pam pushed through the crowd and ran to Morgan. She used their mate connection to share energy and finish healing his wounds.


    Morgan put a hand on Harry’s leg and Terry’s arm. “See if we can share. The others are all out or about drained now.”


    Pam pushed more energy. Bright light flowed through Morgan’s link and into the two grateful medics.


    Ivan came over and put a hand on Angela’s wrist, able to feel her need. He helped her up the stairs, keeping people from shoving her or bumping into her. He knew what was about to happen. He approved completely. She deserves it, Boss. Don’t you dare feel bad.


    Angela connected the entire hive as she reached the top deck. It was the first time she’d ever done it with all of them.


    On every level of the ship, people stopped, turning toward her.


    On the beach, Greg and Trinity rotated toward the ship. So did Cate and Cody.


    Grant observed in concern, not sure what was happening. Courtney’s bloody body was on the ground near his feet. She hadn’t woken yet.


    All of the descendants on the beach nodded at Angela’s single mental question.


    “Guilty,” echoed from them at the same time. They retreated from Courtney.


    Greg tugged on Grant’s arm, pulling him back. “You may not want to watch this.”


    Grant figured it out next. “She earned whatever she gets.”


    Angela fired a mixture of Cate’s death spell that she’d copied, combined with her fiery fury.


    Flames shot through the air and zeroed in on Courtney. They slammed into the unconscious woman.


    Courtney woke up screaming as fire covered her from head to toe.


    Angela’s fury lifted the woman into the air so even those on the top deck of the ship could watch her burn.


    Courtney’s shrieks filled every mind.


    Most of them listened in satisfaction. The sound of justice was sweet.


    In the office near the infirmary, Marc glared at Peter. “She stole your keys while you were sleeping on duty. You’re out of the Eagles!”


    Kenn looked over, icy rage filling him as Peter stared in horror. “That’s not good enough.”


    Kenn drew his gun and shot Peter in the head.
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    On the beach, Adrian came from the tall grass to handle the body. Courtney hadn’t lasted long, but the smell of burning flesh was awful and they needed to be careful not to set their island on fire. He began kicking dirt over it.


    Trinity stayed next to the quiet twins.


    Greg joined Adrian, but he stayed focused on the ship. “Was that a gunshot?”


    Adrian nodded. “They’re handling it.”


    Greg frowned. “You still have a link to Angela.”


    “No, to Marc.” Adrian kicked more dirt over the smoldering pile. “Kenn shot an Eagle for dereliction of duty. Marc isn’t sure if he should let it go or arrest Kenn for it.”


    Greg was relieved Angela wasn’t involved. “You had us remove them sometimes, if the offense was bad enough.”


    Adrian gently took ahold of a hot ankle and tugged, hoping it didn’t rip apart. “Marc believes Peter deserved it, but he doesn’t want people to think it’s okay to kill whenever they feel like it.”


    “It’s not, but Kenn is an Eagle. We have more authority.” Greg wasn’t surprised it had been Peter, though he was curious what price Kenn would pay for it. Greg helped Adrian drag the reeking corpse toward the water. The animals would get a crispy meal this time.


    “He’s about to…” Adrian turned toward the ship as Marc put out a call to the hive this time.


    Greg observed, longing to be connected. One more week!


    “Agreed.” Adrian came out of the daze, glad that Marc had handled it that way. “They all agreed he was right to do it. Kenn’s off the hook with Marc.” Adrian retreated, watching the water start tugging on the body. Small flares of steam rolled up at the contact. “I hear you’re going to be one of us.”


    Greg scowled. “Who told you? No one’s supposed to know.”


    Adrian regarded his former Eagle. “It’s in your mind, loud and clear. Shut that down or you’ll lose it before you get it.”


    Greg nodded curtly. “I will.” He cleared his throat. “Well?”


    Adrian shrugged. “I have no issues with it, but my opinion doesn’t count for much anymore.”


    “It does to me, and to the boss.”


    Adrian didn’t answer. He walked into the tall grass and vanished.


    Greg scanned the people on the beach, not sure what he should do now.


    The weeds parted near him. Dog came flying onto the beach. Can’t leave you humans alone at all! He went to Greg and peered up. I’m ready to help.


    Greg blinked at the clear communication. Dog didn’t usually speak to him.


    Grant gestured. “I need to return to the ship.”


    Greg slowly acquiesced. “We all do.” He waved. “Get in the lifeboat. The boss needs us.”


    No one argued, but the adults dreaded seeing the damage Courtney had caused. The kids were happy they’d gotten to come to the island for a little while, but they were also disappointed the wedding hadn’t been finished.


    Cody patted Cate’s arm as she settled next to him in the boat. “We’ll try again when things calm down.”


    Cate smiled. “Good. I like her.”


    Cody chuckled. “So does Daddy.”


    Grant slid in next to the twins as Dog leapt into the center of the boat and Trinity took the end. “You guys say the word and we’ll do it right then. Everyone wants them together.”


    Greg waited to feel jealousy at that statement. When nothing came, he let out a breath. I made the right choice to let them charm me. I hope it holds forever.
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    “That isn’t going to hold much longer.” Theo gently probed the charred, flaking wall next to the lab. “I suggest tearing it out so it doesn’t collapse when someone leans against it.”


    “I agree. What else?” Angela ignored the mess, the noise, and the lingering smoke in the air as she and Theo examined the damage. It had only been an hour and not all the smoke had cleared yet. The mother cat was still letting out eerie howls. Marc and most of the others were walking the ship to check for more explosives that hadn’t gone off yet. Ivan was 10 feet away, watching everyone who came near this hall with suspicion.


    “We should take out the entire lab structure. The infirmary can be repaired.” Theo stopped to make notes in his book.


    Angela waited, slowly recovering her energy. All around them, people were cleaning up the debris while stealing looks into the office where Tonya was resting next to the incubator. Morgan was in the chair next to them. Kenn was leaning against the rear wall of that office, glowering at anyone who dared to come inside.


    The cleaning crew had removed Peter’s body and was now attempting to scrub his brain from the door. Despite Marc getting a consensus that she should excuse his action, Angela hadn’t made a final choice yet.


    Kenn felt it. He was tense as he waited for her decision.


    Angela entered the infirmary, aware of the weary, weak medics gathering the supplies they deemed could be saved. Camp members had come to help. The infirmary was full of people, but none of them spoke or smiled. Everyone was upset about what had happened. So am I. I should have known this was coming. I could have prevented this tragedy.


    Jennifer appeared, face and arms still streaked in ashes and blood. “Where do you want me?”


    Angela pointed. “In that chair with a pen and paper. The medics will call out items we need brought up from the cargo bay to replace what we lost here. As soon as I recover, you’ll get another healing session. So will the medics.”


    “Okay.” Jennifer went to the chair and eased down, hurting. She’d been healed, but that hadn’t removed the soreness or the aching lungs from all the smoke.


    Kyle gave Angela a nod of approval as he went by the destroyed infirmary on rounds. He didn’t look into the office at Kenn, but he planned to speak in support of the man if Angela decided he should be punished. I would have done it too if I’d been close enough.


    Angela caught the thought. She sighed. Punishing Kenn would backfire. Everyone thought he’d done the right thing. And Peter knew not to slack off on duty. Angela wanted to let it go. It wasn’t like everyone was going to start executing people for minor crimes. Peter’s mistake had been huge. But Kenn has to tell Tonya. I won’t do that, and I doubt she’ll be as forgiving as the rest of us.


    Angela knew Tonya had hidden feelings for Peter. She hadn’t been sure what kind of feelings they were, but she’d recognized their spark. She’d been proud of the redhead for never giving in. Now that Peter was dead, those feelings might come out.


    Kenn was monitoring Angela for a clue to how she was going to handle him. As he caught her thought, Tonya’s lashes fluttered and she groaned.


    Kenn sighed. It doesn’t matter if Tonya hates me for it. I’d do it again in a heartbeat. He’s no longer here to endanger her or anyone else.


     


     


    4


    “She missed the vital areas of the ship.” Grant recorded numbers on his clipboard, heart finally easing into a normal rhythm. “We got lucky.”


    “I still don’t understand why she did it.” Ray had been sent to guard the bridge, by Marc. He hadn’t argued despite the drama over mates guarding mates.


    “I heard Kenn told her no about leaving Tonya.” Grant shook his head in disgust. “Like that was ever going to happen.”


    Ray didn’t mention the past, but he couldn’t help thinking about it. Kenn had been a giant asshole a year ago. Back then, he might have tried to keep both women through force, while still pursuing Angela. Ray was proud of the Marine for his strength to change.


    Grant sensed it. He glanced over.


    Ray refused to apologize or explain how he felt. It wasn’t love or even attraction. It’s respect. Kenn earned it through hard work. And he saved my life at least once. I owe him a little consideration.


    Grant sighed, returning to his clipboard and numbers. “When they come for an update, you can tell them we’re fine. Theo and his crew are already drafting plans to fix the damage.”


    “Theo’s solid.” Ray scanned the island that was waiting for them. He wanted to walk on land so much he could almost feel it under his boots. Ray kept his expression blank and acted like an Eagle. I want the same respect Kenn has. I have to keep earning it.


    Grant wanted to know what Ray was thinking, but now wasn’t a good time to be caught digging for personal information. He was surprised Marc had sent Ray up here. He was also happy. Ray made him feel safer.


    Both men turned as the elevator dinged.


    Wade stepped out, nodding to Ray. “I’m your relief now that the threat’s over.”


    Ray moved toward the steps. “Where do they want me?”


    “In the damage zone. Everyone down there needs a break. Boss said to pick the one who looks the most exhausted and switch out.”


    Ray went down the steps and vanished into the ship.


    Grant felt Wade’s sharp eyes go over him, the bridge, and settle onto the deck below for a complete sweep before lifting to the island. Grant relaxed a little more. Wade also made him feel safe. Most of the Eagles do. It’s nice. I hope Courtney is our last traitor.


    Wade nodded but didn’t speak. He was furious, and feeling guilty because he was glad it hadn’t hit Samantha and her newborns.


    On the deck below, Panaji and the fishing crew pulled up the lines they’d had in the water overnight. They were all full and the fish appeared healthy, but they still began running tests to confirm it. The fish would all go to the cooks as long as they tested negative.


    Wade kept track of their expressions as he stood watch, curious about the results. He was glad when the fishing crew all relaxed or smiled. They didn’t need any new problems right now. Clearing the island and setting up a base camp would take all of their concentration and energy, not to mention rebuilding the lab and infirmary.


    Wade scanned the ships around them. I wonder if we can use one of the labs or infirmaries on those ships. He didn’t think those would be better equipped, but it would be a while before theirs was ready again and they had people who needed real medical care now. Wade made a mental note to mention it to the boss. Angela might have already considered it, but he wanted to be sure. The guilt he felt over his involvement with Courtney would now be with him forever. He had to do everything he could to make up for it.


    Wade thought of Samantha sitting in the crowded mess with Charlie and Tracy. The teenager was on a break. No one had argued when he chose to spend it with Tracy. Wade liked him being close to Samantha and the boys, who were being passed around the room right now. The camp was easily distracted anyway, but newborn twins were a novelty in Safe Haven.


    Wade scanned the beach. He spotted the lump in the water, heart clenching. I’m sorry I didn’t do more to help her.


    Grant felt the wave of regret. He guessed the problem without a mental gift. “Let it go, Wade. It’s over now.”


    Wade shrugged. “Not for me.”


    Grant hoped hearing the truth would snap Wade out of his ugly thoughts. “She made her choice. Just be glad she didn’t include Samantha in the blast.”


    “I am.” Wade did try to let it go and pay attention to his duty. But I’ll think about it again later, I’m sure. He scanned the beach a last time and then turned toward the ramp to keep track of the people who were still coming up for fresh air. I wish Adrian was here. Talking to him used to make me feel better.


    Wade sighed. But he also made his choice and everyone was hurt in that blast. There’s no going back.


    


  


  
    
​Chapter Two



    Walk the Line
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    “Why did Angela include Adrian in the choice to execute Courtney?”


    Jennifer regarded Trinity, who was gathering the few sooty medical blankets that had survived the fires. “Angela hates to remove any of our kind. It feels disloyal to her. She wanted a complete consensus.”


    “But Courtney wasn’t one of us.”


    “The baby was.”


    “Oh.” Trinity stepped over blood drying to the floor. The cleaning crew was on a break to recover their stomachs after handling Peter’s body and the mess. All of them had been green around the gills. “Did anyone vote to spare Courtney?”


    Jennifer shrugged. “Not that I heard. You’d have to ask the boss to know for sure.”


    Trinity made a face. “That won’t happen.”


    “Why not?”


    “I don’t want her to think I’m disloyal.”


    Jennifer leaned against the chair and smiled at Conner as he went by with a fresh load of supplies. “The boss wants us to have compassion, and to question the things that happen. She knows blindly following anyone, even her, is bad for our future.” Jennifer swept the infirmary, unable to believe it had been pristine just two hours ago. Smoke-layered walls and debris-littered floors met her gaze in reproach. The ship wasn’t happy with this latest damage, but Tonya was too weak to communicate.


    “What do you think will happen to Kenn?” Trinity hadn’t wanted to ask, but the desire to know was bigger than the urge to mind her own business. She was still shocked by the damage down here. Almost nothing was salvageable, and the smell of smoke was so strong it was turning her stomach.


    Jennifer stared at the office. Kenn was still splattered in Peter’s blood, and anger. It oozed off him in thick waves that were keeping everyone tense and quiet. The rest of the ship was loud with chatter and voices raised in anger at the latest attack, but this hall was almost silent.


    Jennifer was aware of Kenn listening to their conversation. She refused to let him off the hook. “It doesn’t look bad right now, but she may change her mind and make an example of him. We don’t need vigilante justice, even if the person deserved it.”


    Trinity shook out another blanket. “You agree? Peter deserved to die.”


    Jennifer yawned tiredly. “Doesn’t matter now.”


    “It does to me.”


    Jennifer frowned at the sweaty, wrinkled woman. “Why all these questions? And why ask me?”


    Trinity dropped the dirty blanket into the industrial hamper Neil had sent up with the rookies a little while ago. “You’re on the new council.”


    “Ah. You want to know what laws we’re making, and if any new ones might come from this.”


    Trinity nodded.


    Jennifer shut her eyes and didn’t answer.


    Trinity kept working. She wasn’t upset that Jennifer didn’t want to talk or think about it right now. But we can’t avoid it much longer. This will make other people ask these questions too and we need to have answers ready. They’re not going to be satisfied with silence.


    “Angela knows that.” Jennifer shifted in the chair, spine starting to hurt. “I need to go lie down.”


    Kyle appeared in the charred doorway. “Boss said you’re in the office next to Tonya so we can watch you.”


    When Jennifer got up and went toward that room, Kyle kicked into full worry mode again. Jennifer didn’t do anything without arguing. Kyle hurried to get a cot so she could rest.


    Conner put his load of supplies in Tonya’s room, not looking at Kenn, then went to the next office. He sat in the corner and rested his head on his knees. Please don’t let Jennifer go into labor, too. I’m not ready.


    Kyle nodded. He felt the same way.


    Jennifer eased onto the cot as soon as Kyle got it set up, groaning.


    Kyle’s heart thumped. “Try to relax. Think about how great it will be to get off this ship.” Kyle covered her with a blanket. He wasn’t sure what else to do.


    Jennifer dropped into sleep quickly, body relaxing.


    Kyle stayed next to her cot and wished John was still with them.


    Kenn suddenly remembered the radio calls. Damn it! He went to the exit. “Boss? You around?”


    Coming out of the elevator, Angela heard the tone and sighed. “When?”


    “A month, maybe less.”


    Angela fit it into the timeline in her head, heart thumping. So much for peace.


    Kenn snorted. “We can’t even get that from our own people.”


    “True enough.” She leaned against the blackened office wall, gaze going over the woman on the cot and the incubator. “Go get your gear. I’ll stay with them.”


    Kenn hurried off even though he didn’t want to be away from Tonya and his son for even a minute. With his gear, he could crash right next to them on the floor. He had enough survival equipment to last for weeks if he had to. Angela was making sure Tonya would be protected while she got the ship covered and then went to clear the island.


    Kenn nodded at the well wishes and shock from people about what had happened, but he didn’t slow to talk. His mind kept showing Tonya’s body being blasted toward him in the explosion. It was easily the most horrifying thing he’d ever witnessed. It will be in my dreams for the rest of my life. Nothing will ever erase that feeling, not even a charm.


    Angela stayed in the office doorway, blocking the view as Morgan did a fast exam without Kenn hovering.


    Tonya didn’t wake; the baby didn’t move.


    Angela studied him, glad his breathing was steady, but she didn’t like how still he was. She carefully slid the incubator closer to Tonya’s cot.


    Morgan nodded in relief. “It’s normal delivery bleeding now. I think she’ll be okay.” Morgan went to wash up. He yawned, sucking in the acidic taste of smoke. He was used to long shifts and short sleep now, but it still caught up to him once in a while. He was anticipating a snooze in his cabin, preferably with Pam. She was on the top deck, helping other Eagles make sure everyone was accounted for.


    Angela placed Tonya’s hand through the opening in the incubator so the redhead was touching the baby.


    The newborn immediately twitched toward the contact.


    Angela adjusted the blankets so Tonya’s arm was supported and covered, then she returned to the doorway to wait for Kenn. Two lives left us today and one joined.


    A long yowl caught her attention.


    Angela sighed. Four lives. Thanks to Stanley, the mother cat was now in a carrier with her remaining kitten, but she wasn’t settling down. Half her fur was singed off. Harry had tried to sedate her and do a real exam, but he couldn’t get close enough without being attacked. If not for Stanley putting the bodies of the two kittens in the carrier with the single survivor, the mother cat would still be staggering this hallway, shedding burnt fur and misery.


    The male cat hadn’t been spotted since the explosion. Dog was searching for him now. The wolf’s howls upon finding out the cats had been hurt had been awful. She’d given him the job of finding the other tabby to get a break from the noise.


    Angela motioned at Stanley as the howls grew louder. “Bring the cats in here.”


    Stanley lifted the carrier warily, flinching at the howls and claws swiping at him through the gaps.


    Angela took the carrier and sat it on the chair by Tonya’s bed. “Go get something to eat. I’ll call you when I need you.”


    Stanley left, eager for the break. He’d stayed busy carrying supplies and cleaning areas after Theo said it was safe to do so.


    The mother cat’s yowls faded into low cries.


    Angela sent a calming spell that allowed the cat to quiet completely. It began to lick the surviving kitten.


    Angela slowly opened the carrier and gently removed the two little bodies.


    Morgan came over with a bag and took them from her.


    Angela shut the carrier and wiped away tears. All deaths hurt her, even the animal kind. It was the one thing she still couldn’t handle without crying. Each soul is precious to me. When that changes, I’ll know my humanity really is gone.
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    “They’re gone. We can use the beach for a little while.” Quinn was thrilled to be on the island. His bruises and migraine didn’t matter. The breeze was light and the sun beaming on his skin was warm. It felt like a new beginning and he was eager to extend that feeling. Even the sun-burnt weeds around the cabin porch waved invitingly. All he was missing was a strong cup of coffee and sex to start the day.


    Tommy kept digging in his kit. “I can’t find my roll of toilet paper.”


    Kendle stirred the fire to bring it back to life. “Use leaves.”


    Adrian rubbed his smooth skin, grimacing at the nick. Sadie had shaved him with shaky hands and a pounding pulse that had drawn his attention repeatedly. He glanced at her now and found her staring at his chest. His threadbare shirt allowed a good view of his body.


    Sadie blushed as she realized he’d caught her.


    Adrian leered. He liked the attention.


    Kendle rolled her eyes.


    Tommy swept the landscape, enjoying the cawing of birds and the sound of the water hitting the shore. Now he was off ship, the ocean was beautiful again.


    Adrian sank down on the top step of the porch. “I’m hungry. Who’s cooking first?”


    Sadie made a face. “I’ll go last. I can watch you guys.” Sadie had abandoned her worn jumper for a pair of Adrian’s pants tied around her waist with a vine. She’d cut off the top of the jumper and kept it. They’d used the bottom half to start their morning fire. That was now blazing back to life under their mostly empty coffee pot.


    Kendle thought of the storage space under the cabin, heart hurting. Luke had kept clothes in there, along with weapons and other gear he hadn’t wanted cluttering the cabin that didn’t have much shelf space. I’ll get into it later and change clothes. She glanced down. I can’t wear this forever. It has a bullet hole in it and blood dried in layers. It was also starting to stink.


    Quinn frowned. “No one wants to walk on the beach?”


    Adrian grimaced. “You do realize it smells like fried traitor right now?”


    Quinn’s face fell. “I forgot.” He stomped into the cabin and slammed the door.


    “What do you see in him?” Sadie didn’t like Quinn so far.


    Kendle didn’t answer. She waved at the fire. “You’ll cook first. Get the pot we used last night and clean it. Then fill it with the water we boiled this morning.”


    Sadie scowled but didn’t argue.


    Tommy held up a magazine. “You good for a walk?”


    Adrian nodded. He caught the magazine and slid it into his gun. Peter’s gun. Adrian sighed at the whisper, standing. Peter was another problem he’d missed. It sucks that I only had a few months of greatness.


    Kendle began directing Sadie through a meal, but she winced at Adrian’s thought. She hadn’t been there, but even after all his betrayals, people in Safe Haven still wanted to believe he could do it again. It must have been amazing.


    Tommy walked into the jungle without getting distracted. Angela wanted them on the other side of the island as soon as possible. Tommy wanted to make sure that happened. If they got comfortable at this cabin, they would put off moving and then Marc would return as Angela’s enforcer. Marc might not kill Adrian or Kendle, but he and Quinn would be fair game.


    Tommy took out the small map he’d copied from the few going around the cruise ship. “We should reach the ocean in an hour or less.”


    Adrian laughed.


    Tommy snickered as he realized why that was funny. The ocean was an hour in any direction. The island was small. “Fair enough.”


    Adrian let Tommy lead, legs a bit shaky. They didn’t like being on land even though they’d spent most of their life there. His stomach was also upset. “First stages of land sickness.” Adrian drank from his canteen, hoping the water would hurry things along.


    Tommy didn’t mention his own issues with that while they were in Port Stanley. “I don’t feel it.”


    Adrian’s voice was slightly bitter. “You’re 20 years younger than I am.”


    Tommy grinned. “Yeah. It’s great.”


    Adrian snorted. “You’ll get to see what it’s like.”


    Tommy shrugged, voice lowering. “Maybe, if I live that long.”


    “Why wouldn’t you?”


    “Well, some of my most recent choices point to insanity.”


    Adrian chuckled, nodding. “I get that.” He sobered. “But I’m still grateful, and honored.”


    Tommy didn’t respond to the blast of familiar pleasure that he’d been craving for months. He walked straight down the faint path… Path? There haven’t been people here for at least six months. How is there a path at all?


    Adrian felt Tommy’s tension and went into full alert. “What is it?”


    “Someone else is on this island.” Tommy pointed at the path through the weeds that had obviously been used recently.


    Tommy tried not to get angry when Adrian only shrugged. “You knew Kendle was lying.”


    Adrian shook his head. “I suspected.”


    “Why didn’t you tell anyone?”


    “Why didn’t you tell them you and Quinn were jumping ship?”


    Tommy sighed. “I didn’t want the drama of anyone trying to talk me into staying, because it didn’t matter. Nothing was going to do that.”


    “Same answer. I didn’t want Marc’s scorn or disbelief, and it didn’t matter. We weren’t going to change our minds and go somewhere else. I also had faith that Angela suspected the lie as well.”


    “She did, but Jennifer knew it for sure. She has some odd connection to Kendle. She can get into her dreams.”


    Adrian realized Tommy didn’t know about dream walking. He considered telling the man.


    Angela’s frosty blue eyes popped into his mind.


    He grunted, obeying the unspoken order. She didn’t want more descendants knowing that was possible.


    “She doesn’t trust us.” Tommy knew Adrian was holding back something important, but he didn’t dig for it. All our secrets come out in the end. I’ll find out when I need it.


    Adrian smiled. He’d missed Tommy’s easy, go-with-the-flow attitude.


    Tommy stiffened as Adrian’s approval blasted him again. “Don’t do that.” It made him feel guilty now.


    Adrian stepped by him. “I’m going to be myself now. People will get used to it, get over it, or get pissed, but that’s not my problem anymore.”


    If the old Adrian came back, it would cause more drama. Tommy hoped it happened. If Angela is busy keeping Marc and Adrian from killing each other, she won’t have time to torment Kendle.


    “What do you have planned for keeping Kendle from doing the same to her?”


    “Grieving process, sex, marriage, kids, and then survival lessons.”


    “That was fast.” Adrian lifted a brow. “Whose kids?”


    “Her own, of course.”


    “Kendle can’t have kids. She was abused and damaged.”


    Tommy stepped over a snakeskin in the path, mentally shuddering. “Marc healed her last night…”


    Adrian considered it, becoming curious. “Do you know or hope?”


    “Hope, but it’s also logic. They have an amazing bond and he has amazing gifts.”


    “Interesting.” Adrian liked having someone smart to talk to. “What about her breaking his lock so easily? Doesn’t that mean he’s not strong?”


    “I think their bond made it possible. I also wonder if he pulled his punch at the last minute because it was her.”


    “I doubt either of those are true.”


    Tommy slowed. “Why?”


    “William told me locks on adults are almost impossible. They never last.”


    “But Marc didn’t lock her. He stripped her.”


    “Did he? If that were true, her witch would have been cast out.” Adrian tried to fight the feeling of horror as he remembered Jennifer yanking his free.


    “Then he lied.”


    “Yes.” Adrian swatted at a cloud of gnats as he hurried through the small swarm. “To her, so she wouldn’t try to break it. At least, that’s my suspicion.”


    “That makes sense.” Tommy was now convinced that he was right about Marc healing Kendle completely. “He would know having a kid would keep her busy.”


    “True. And maybe even teach her to be kind and let go of hatred for the good of her baby.”


    “Interesting.”


    Adrian inhaled deeply, loving the scent of fresh earth that filled his nose. But it isn’t home. It doesn’t smell like America. “There are charms to help with it.”


    “No, thanks.” Tommy pointed at the edge of a cliff coming into view. “Are we there already?”


    “I don’t think so. It’s only been about 15 minutes.”


    The two men approached the cliff alertly, scanning the red clay walls lined in green foliage. The path led to here and then vanished. They didn’t discern a road or a way up the rocky cliff from this side.


    “Where did they go?”


    “No idea.” Adrian scanned again, heart thumping as adrenaline filled his veins. “We’re being watched. I can’t find them, but I feel it.”


    Tommy instinctively swept the ground. He spotted a small mound of dirt and bent down.


    Adrian drew his gun.


    Tommy grunted, prying. A square section of earth slid aside as a hatch came up. “An underground tunnel!” Tommy took the flashlight from his toolbelt and shined it into the hole. “Should we go down?”


    “No.” Adrian relaxed as the sense of being watched faded. “We have plenty of time to explore.”


    “And you think we need more backup.”


    “Yes. After the stories Kendle told, I don’t think two Eagles are enough for this job.” Adrian stepped around him and moved along the cliff. “Let’s find out what’s on the other side.”


    Tommy let the hatch shut and followed. “Should we tell Angela?”


    “Yes, though she may already know. Marc went exploring last night. He might have felt them.”


    “Felt who?”


    “The people still living here. You’re right. We’re not alone here.”


    “Does that change things?”


    “Maybe. Angela might decide to move to a different island.”


    The jungle around them moved with life. Bugs and smaller animals darted away from them. Birds hopped from branch to branch, chirping. It was a sensory shock to both men after months of only water and the walls of their ships.


    “Or she might clear this one, right? If the people are dangerous.”


    Adrian didn’t pause. “Unless they attack her camp, I doubt she’ll go that way. Angela has had enough of killing to clear our path. She’ll probably move Safe Haven.”


    “Will we go with her?”


    “No. Kendle won’t leave now that she’s here, and we’re all outcasts. Whoever lives here now will have to learn to share.”


    “What if they won’t?”


    Adrian didn’t answer.


    Tommy scowled. “You’re not allowed to make that choice, are you?”


    “No. We can’t clear the islanders unless the alpha orders it and she won’t. Even if it’s self-defense, we can’t kill them.” Adrian holstered as his own words sank in. “We need to train daily in restraining and maybe even in hiding.”


    “Are you planning to obey every order you’re given?”


    Adrian sighed. “Yes, and so will you. Any deviation from the line we’re walking will result in pain for those we love. Sometimes, it’s better to give in than to fight back.”


    “I don’t agree with that. I never will.”


    Adrian shrugged. “You’re young. Things are always black or white in youth. With age, comes wisdom.”


    “And cowardice.”


    Adrian’s jaw clenched. “Protecting your loved ones isn’t cowardice, Tommy.”


    “But you don’t love Kendle. You’re protecting yourself.”


    “Sadie’s death would hurt me.”


    Tommy gawked.


    Adrian flushed. “What? She grew on me.”


    Tommy laughed. “It’s ironic.”


    Adrian nodded. “Yep. Fate likes moments that match or link, especially if they contradict what you think you believe.”


    Tommy considered his own actions again and feelings. He sighed unhappily. “I’m not sure I made the right choice.”


    “And it’s ironic because now you don’t have a choice but to follow through?”


    “Oh, shut up!”


    “Okay.” Adrian stopped as he reached the end of the cliff. Glistening water peered back at him.


    “This is a small island. I can’t believe we reached the other side already.”


    “We didn’t.” Adrian pointed. “Part of it washed away. Or maybe the cliff fell.”


    Tommy realized he was right. The ocean was lined here with small islands of sand in ragged circles that faded into the water.


    “Mark it on your map. We might explore it later.”


    Tommy spent a minute putting the fallen cliff and the tunnel hatch on his map.


    Adrian swept the piles of sand, searching for a direction. He found one, but it made no sense. The piles appeared to be lining the coast instead of being random. “It’s almost as if someone was trying to expand the island on this side.”


    Tommy stored his map and pencil. “Any idea why someone would want to do that?”


    “Not yet, but I’m working on it.” Adrian turned toward the path they’d used to get here. “Ask me again in a day or so.”


    “I will.” Tommy felt Adrian working. He automatically fell into the guard place. He watched the birds and small animals in the trees, and the tall grass that swayed in the light breeze. He didn’t feel anything dangerous this time.


    Adrian let his mind work and his feet walk, no longer shaky or nauseated. He was working on a mystery that felt important and an Eagle was guarding him. For this moment, he was happy.
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    Gabe smiled at Tonya as she fought to keep her eyes open. “He’s fine. Go to sleep if you want. No one’s getting in here unless we say it’s okay.” Kenn had put him on duty here so Angela could go back to work and he could go get Tonya a tray from the mess.


    Tonya didn’t see Kenn. She let her lids shut, exhausted. Kenn was probably in the bathroom or checking in at the guard post 20 feet down the hall, but she still didn’t feel safe. I almost died. Courtney almost killed me and my baby. How rude!


    Tonya shifted restlessly, aware of her mind trying to tell her something. She was still rattled; it was hard to think. I’m glad Kenny wasn’t hurt… Tonya’s lids flew open. “He’s dead.”


    Gabe froze as her head swiveled and her haunted orbs focused on him. What do I say?


    Tonya read his mind like a laser, cutting through his blocks until the sound of a gunshot echoed in both their thoughts.


    Tonya saw Peter’s body slide down the wall. She glanced toward the spot where it had happened, but she couldn’t view it through the door. Peter’s dead. Kenny killed Peter.


    Tonya shut her eyes as panic flew through her mind. He’ll be executed. This is all my fault!


    Gabe watched helplessly as tears began rolling down Tonya’s pale cheeks. He stepped to the exit and looked for help.


    Tonya let the tears fall, unable to do more. Her body felt like she’d been dropped from a cliff. But her heart thumped steadily, glad it had worked out this way. Peter was no longer around to get between her and Kenny. Neither is Courtney.


    “Tonya?” Morgan eased into the room, drawn by Gabe’s frantic wave. “Are you okay?”


    Tonya didn’t move. “Tell him I’m sorry.”


    Morgan frowned along with Gabe. “Tell who you’re sorry?”


    “Kenny.”


    “Okay. What are you sorry for?”


    “His arrest.” She forced more words out as exhaustion began to shut down her control. “We’ll get him out of jail. Tell him!”


    Morgan put a calming hand on her forehead, soothing her while checking for a fever. “Kenn’s not in jail. He’s bringing food from the mess.” Morgan realized she’d passed out. “When she wakes up, make it clear he hasn’t been arrested.”


    Gabe blew out a noise of derision. “Maybe he should be.”


    Morgan tugged Tonya’s blanket up and stepped over to check on the baby. “Get out.”


    Gabe held up a hand. “You can’t order me to go. Kenn put me here.”


    “I’m saving your life, Gabe. Get out right now before he comes back and finds out you’re conspiring to get her through his arrest.”


    Gabe paled. “You can’t know that!”


    “But I can. I’ve watched it happen in Safe Haven for a year now. You’re no different than Adrian or Peter, and maybe no different than James either. Get out. Don’t come back.”


    Gabe stomped from the room. Damn it! How do I stay close to her now?


    “You don’t.” Kenn stepped from the elevator and pressed his gun against Gabe’s forehead.


    Gabe froze.


    “Well.” Angela walked calmly down the smoky hallway toward them with dozens of witnesses on her heels.


    She had been assigning jobs for the day while staying close to this area in case she was needed. Her next chore would take her away from here. She still had to go settle the camp. Despite the day’s tragedies, work was always waiting. “I see I should have made myself clearer.”


    Kenn fought with himself, wanting to pull the trigger and end his charade of being one of the good guys.


    “Is it a charade?” Angela stopped next to him. “Are you still the same man who conspired against Marc to hurt me?”


    Kenn winced at the reminder of his mistakes, his crimes. His arm slowly lowered. “No.”


    “Good. I didn’t like him at all. The new you is much better.” Angela glared at Gabe. “Get lost.”


    Gabe took off at a fast pace.


    People got out of his way, giving him wary looks. They wondered what he’d done to provoke Kenn’s reaction.


    “Kenn?”


    Kenn braced as he holstered. He knew that tone. “Yes?”


    Angela took the tray that had been in his other hand this whole time. “That was your last pass. Walk the line or Tonya will be a widow before you ever get married.”


    Eagles and camp members glared at Kenn in support as Angela went into Tonya’s room with the tray.


    Kenn went into the lab to discover if any of Tonya’s books could be saved. He didn’t care about Angela’s threats, though he knew she would follow through. All I care about is Tonya and our son. I’ll kill anyone who tries to come between us.


    Kenn blocked his thoughts and started salvaging books from the twisted cabinet. I’ll follow Neil’s example. I just won’t get caught.
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    “Where is she?”


    Ivan pointed. “Herding.”


    Marc entered the loud dining hall and swept the 200 people who were talking about the attack while watching Angela. Marc proceeded through the crowd, searching for anger, for threats, and leftover resentments. He’d just finished a round of the top deck. Things were calm up there. He was hoping to find the same down here.


    Laughter filled the room, coming from those in the front.


    “Switch!” Angela’s voice echoed sharply.


    People in the front immediately slid to the side so those right behind them could move up. Those in the rear followed, now taking the second row.


    Marc observed as the first front row people formed a conga line and went around to the rear amid familiar chanting. How does she get them to do things like that?


    Angela rushed forward and grabbed Gus’s arm. She used all of her body weight and jerked him.


    Gus yawned, not moving.


    The crowd laughed again.


    Angela straightened. “Gonna keep working on that one.”


    The mess was full of camp members who’d been rattled from their beds by the explosion. Only a few people were sitting at the tables and counters. Most were gawking out the tiny windows at the island or watching her. Angela saw they weren’t covered in soot or wearing wet clothes. She assumed they’d run from the danger. That’s why you aren’t Eagles yet. That’ll change in time. “Switch!”


    The crowd rotated again, also using a conga line. As soon as the next row was in place, Angela ran at Gus again.


    Gus enjoyed standing pat and not budging from her attempts, but he wasn’t comfortable. He looked sharp in his Eagle jacket and black pants, but he didn’t care for being the center of attention. He stood stiffly and waited for the end of this impromptu display so he could go hit the bathroom. He hadn’t had his morning time yet.


    Angela laughed with the camp and waved. “I’m done with that for now.”


    Gus grinned and headed for the door.


    People quieted as they sensed Angela was going to get serious. The sound of repairs and adjustments to their normal lives echoed from other decks.


    “The medical bay, lab, and that entire hallway is off limits to everyone until we finish repairs. We’re switching to a temporary infirmary setup on a different deck. For now, call on the radio and we’ll come to you.” Angela hated that, but it would take time to transfer their medical area. “You already know who set the bombs and what the punishment was. You also need to know Peter was executed for his part in it. Though he didn’t encourage Courtney, he made it possible for her to do it.”


    “Is that a new constitutional law?”


    Angela froze for an instant. Damn you, Courtney! She shook her head at Ralph. “I don’t have an update about that yet. Let me get you all settled on the island first.” Angela smiled hopefully, like she wanted to do it. “Unless you want to delay that while we do the laws first?”


    Groans and anger flew at her.


    Angela shrugged. “I assumed you would want the island first and laws second. Glad to know that was right.”


    She waved at Marc as he made it through the crowd. “Today is our first walk of the island in the daylight. We have to know what we’re dealing with. Marc is leading that run. I’m staying here. I’ll be doing rounds of all areas and groups. It’s time to get me that list of what you need when you go ashore to set up your area. If I already gave you a time limit for your lists and plans, you’re probably going with Marc during one of his many trips back and forth to get our base camp set. Get ready. You’re on standby for his call. If I did not give you a time limit, I will today on rounds. You’ll probably go ashore with me on one of my many trips while Marc has duty over the ship. Get ready. You’re on standby for my call.”


    Marc hated it that Angela was still disheveled. He knew it bothered her. Her hair had come loose of the bun and was hanging around her soot-streaked face. He wished she could rest, shower, change and eat before starting all this, but leaders didn’t have those options during busy days, let alone on days where their camp had been attacked. Marc needed the same things, but it really didn’t bother him to appear in front of everyone in a sweat-stained shirt, sans deodorant, with ashes on his arms from helping their injured people.


    Angela regarded Marc. “The mess has food packed for your first venture over, but you’ll need to let them know what you want for lunch. Send a gopher.”


    “I will.”


    “No camp members are going over today unless you’re on one of the project lists I just mentioned. As I come by on rounds, I’ll assign you a job or location. Eagles will deliver the gear you need to be ready. I will stop by every area of the ship at some point today and tonight. I suggest you plan to be in your cabin or job area so I can find you.” Angela consulted her mental list while people nodded, grumbled, and yawned. “After breakfast, the mess will be closed for the next eight hours so we can do a complete inventory on food. We don’t want to run out. I need to make sure we’re still good for the rest of this year. We’ll be doing a cold lunch delivery. Make sure you clean up your garbage. Now that we’re near land again, we can attract all sorts of bugs. Nothing draws flies like rotting food.”


    Angela’s voice hardened. “Only Eagles may take their weapons to the island.”


    Immediate protests filled the room, bringing a new level of noise. A sharp lance of pain sank into her temple and slowly faded. Angela didn’t argue. It was nonnegotiable. She also didn’t explain. The Eagles would make sure people knew why, but later, so she didn’t have to answer the complaints right now. She spoke up as the noise faded. “Marc and I will now pick our teams for the day. Look sharp, Eagles.”


    Eagles in the crowd now stepped forward. They came through every space and group, revealing themselves to the camp. Only a quarter of the Eagles were in uniform or on duty at any given time. Almost all of them were here now, ready to protect leadership if the camp rioted again.


    Marc had been ready for this for weeks. He hadn’t expected to do it in front of the camp. “I need Theo. He can tell us if the town structures are safe or if we have to repair them before use.”


    “Fine. I get Grant.” Angela took out her notebook and flipped to the day’s page so she could make notes. “He’ll tell me how unloading has to happen with the heavier items.”


    Marc nodded. “I’d like Kyle and Neil. They’ll supervise everything I get started.”


    “I get Jayda, Brittani, and Ed. Same reason.”


    Marc now retrieved his book. “I want Ivan and Greg as your guards.”


    Angela snickered. “Sorry. I already assigned them to you.”


    “Fine.” Marc smirked. “You get the Jr. Eagles–all of them.”


    The camp clucked and groaned as they realized Marc meant the troublemakers as well as the well-behaved kids.


    “Agreed.” Angela wrote it in her book and scanned. “Samantha gets Wade. Tonya gets Kenn. The medics get each other. I want them in pairs so they can observe each other and the patients. I’ll send them volunteers throughout the day.” Angela closed her book, aware of disappointed Eagles. “Conner and Charlie will share point.”


    Eagles also recorded the assignments so they could pass on the information, but also so they knew who was supposed to be where and at what times. Knowing who to report to mattered.


    Marc finished writing, then inspected his list. “I want Zack’s boys for my gophers. Ray is the first boat ramp guard, with Zack after him. They’ll switch every four hours until you send them a two-man relief crew who will do the same overnight.” Marc spotted Allison in the crowd and knew Zack would get the message. They were currently sharing a cabin in bliss. Zack’s sons were in the cabin next to them. Thanks to their medical issues, and Zack letting them know he was a descendant, Zack’s sons were obeying everyone right now. Marc wanted to take advantage of that while it lasted.


    “Agreed.” Angela gave him a bright smile, then faced the camp. “If you still don’t know what you should be doing, it means I have you on a different job or chore. Fall in with me as I do rounds and we’ll sort it as I go.” Angela tapped her watch. “I’m starting from right here in about 10 minutes.”


    “I’ll make sure everyone who isn’t here knows where we want them today.” Marc leaned down and kissed her cheek, catching the corner of her lip.


    Angela groaned lowly at the feel.


    Marc strutted toward the exit.


    Ivan and Greg followed, both glad to be getting off the ship in this first day of work.


    Kimmie came to Angela’s side and began scanning the leaving crowd for the rest of the Jr. Eagles. “Will Leeann get to help?”


    Angela shook her head. “Morgan wants her on bed rest for a full day.” Angela smothered her fury. Kids being hurt makes me want to fry people alive.


    “You did that.”


    Angela snorted. “Oh, yeah.”


    “Do you feel bad?”


    “No. I should, but I don’t.”


    Kimmie glanced up at her. “Is it because you’re byzan?”


    Angela sighed, mood sinking. “It’s because I’m a killer. It’s easier to remove the problems and deal with the guilt.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    Angela forced a smile. “Me too. Adrian told me I would get to this point. He was right. It’s not a hard choice anymore.”


    “It’s okay. We won’t let you become a monster.”


    “Good.” Angela walked toward the opposite door than Marc had taken. “But don’t ever warn me again or you’ll lose the advantage. Just do it and know that it was needed.”


    Angela stopped near the guards as a large group pushed toward her. Eagles and camp alike wanted to know what she had planned for them. Angela got out her smaller assignments book and flipped to the right page. “Marc might want to handle a few defensive plans for the island today. He’ll definitely set up a perimeter around our main working area. I need a few Eagles to go to the weapons room and organize it. You might be there for hours.” Angela scanned and pointed at the raised hands and fingers. “Great. Jeff and Pam are supervising. Nothing goes out unless it’s approved by Marc.”


    Angela continued as those people left. “Our garden center will be busy over the next week. I need half a dozen organizers to see what all we have that’s ready for planting and where we are on everything else.”


    While Angela picked people, the two door guards moved closer. Over 100 people were still bunched around her, waiting for orders. It made the guards nervous.


    “Before we can start most of our food production areas, we need to run tests to make sure it’s safe. Panaji is in charge of that. He’s already started. He needs a dozen people to carry equipment, record results, and help with testing. He’s covering shoreline fish, water, and air today. Who wants it?” Angela was encouraged when camp hands went up for that chore despite the work and boredom involved. She quickly picked them, hoping they would leave right away and reduce the crowd. She was starting to sweat from all the body heat. And someone either has gas or they didn’t brush their teeth for the last year. “Many of the normal classes are running today. If you’re scheduled for something right now, go see if it’s running. I’ll talk to you when I stop by on rounds.”


    Another group left, disappointed.


    Angela inhaled, stomach clenching again at the heat and odors. She leaned against the doorframe, hoping a draft might come in. “We will be clearing and cleaning any town structures Theo deems safe to use. That means I need an island cleaning crew of at least two dozen.”


    Only a few hands went up. Angela noted them and sweetened that pot. “This crew will stay together longer than any of the others. You’ll vote in a leader and report to them on everything.”


    A few more hands went up now.


    “You’ll also help me supervise housing. When I assign people, you’ll settle them in. Over time, this group will be our den mothers.”


    Hands went up all over the crowd.


    “Temporary team leader is…” Angela chose from the people who’d volunteered first, pointing. She continued as that group left. “I hope to be relocating our animals to land over the next few days. I need a dozen strong, steady hands to evaluate, prep, and help move our livestock. We don’t have a dock or a crane, so this will be the hardest moving job we’ve done yet. No matter what, I need those animals to make it to land alive. Who wants it?”


    Water lapped calmly against the boat, giving a false sense of security. Everyone thought about how hard it would be to unload everything without a long dock like they’d had back in America.


    Eagle hands went up all through the crowd, as she’d known they would. The Eagles wanted a challenge and the possible rewards for accomplishing it.


    “Unless you have something harder, I’d like a slot on that chore.”


    Angela nodded at Gus. “Good. Who else?”


    Debra appeared at her side; she held out a mug and a cinnamon roll.


    “Thanks.” Angela took the hot chocolate, stomach churning. “You eat the roll.”


    Debra shrugged and took a bite.


    Angela held the travel mug under her arm and finished writing while scanning the remaining crowd. She’d gotten through half of them, but more had come in, drawn by people passing word of her location. “We’re filling one of the topside swimming pools today.”


    A loud cheer went through the room. It was the one entertainment they hadn’t gotten to enjoy on the top deck yet.


    “I need a group to clean it and fill it according to the manual we found. Then it has to have chemicals added and sit overnight. Every evening, the pool gets emptied and cleaned. We’re using salt water. I refused to waste fresh water on it.” Angela spoke louder to be heard over the now chatting camp members. “It’s hard work. I’d like a dozen volunteers. Ian is in charge and waiting for you near the top front swimming pool.” Angela recorded the few volunteers. “Everyone wants to play, but not do the work. How is that right?”


    Her mutter got more hands to lift.


    Angela picked the people she knew would follow through. Several camp members had a bad habit of volunteering and then canceling or not showing up when it was time to work. “I’m going to start rounds now. Feel free to stay with me or wait in your normal areas until I get there.” Angela stored her book. “Last thing is my right hand for the day.” Angela scanned and smiled at the guy sitting alone at a small table in the corner. “Stanley.”
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    “She picked who?”


    Daryl chuckled. “Stanley.”


    “Well, that’s her mistake.” Brittani slid the freshly packed packs onto the counter and counted them. “Eighteen. We’re good.”


    Daryl sat on the stool, gazing at her in open desire. Brittani was already dotted in flour and other food items. The kitchen crew had been here before the explosion, getting things ready for a day on the island. Her parents were also splattered in food. Her two brothers were delivering instead of cooking today, so they were clean. The smell of fresh bread was thick. Daryl inhaled deeply, trying to rid his nose of the lingering smoke from the explosions. “You look beautiful this morning.”


    Brittani blushed. “Thanks.” She gave him a fast leer, then began removing her apron. “I’m done here, Mom.”


    Thelma grunted, working with a large pan of biscuits.


    Brittani turned back to Daryl. “Where are you at for the day?”


    “Marc has me, but not for a little while yet. I thought I’d spend that time…” Daryl grinned. “With your dad.”


    Dwight came from the pantry, drying his hands. “I’m ready.”


    Brittani glanced between them. “You and my dad together? For what?”


    Daryl got up and kissed her cheek. “Have a great day.”


    Brittani watched as Daryl and her father left the mess. “What’s that all about?”


    “You, of course.” Hannah snickered at Brittani’s scowl. “Have you decided on the location for your wedding?”


    “Location?”


    Hannah gathered five of the food packs for delivery. “Here or on the island.”


    “Oh.” Brittani shrugged. “I hadn’t thought about it.”


    Hannah missed the nervous tremor. She headed for the exit. “Okay. See ya.”


    “Yep.” Brittani fingered the ring on her hand. She assumed Daryl was informing her father they’d married in secret. Which means it’s my job to tell the other half of that couple. “Uh, mom? Got a minute?”


    “No.” Thelma glared at Brittani over the pan of biscuits. “You can tell me about your marriage later. I have work to do right now.”


    Shit! Brittani didn’t know what to say.


    Thelma slammed the tray onto the stove harder than she needed to. Biscuits flew out.


    Brittani hurried over to get them. “Are you mad?”


    “My only daughter got married without me there. Why would I be mad?” Thelma stomped into the pantry.


    Brittani decided it was a good time to go see if Angela was ready for her.


    Thelma stayed in the pantry until she knew she wasn’t going to cry. When she came out and saw Brittani had left, it was easier to be mad than sad. “You wait until your father hears about this, young lady!”
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    “Say that again.”


    “It’s only been four days.”


    “I don’t care how long it’s been. I care that you didn’t put up a fight.” Samantha crossed her arms over her chest. “The garden is mine!”


    Samantha hid a wince at a leftover cramp. The medics had told her that would happen off and on for the next month, but it still sucked.


    Wade smiled at her. “Everyone knows that, but you have to take some off time now and recover.”


    “I want to talk to the boss.”


    Wade shrugged. “She’ll be by on rounds. You can yell at her then.”


    Samantha grunted. “Won’t matter. She won’t change her mind.”


    “Nope.” Wade was glad. He didn’t want Samantha on a working schedule yet. “You have twins who need you right now.”


    Samantha knew he was trying to make her think of the kids and herself, but she couldn’t help feeling left out. “I’ve worked on that garden for months. And before we got on this damn boat!”


    Wade gawked openly. He’d rarely been around her when she was mad. That’s sexy.


    Samantha flipped him the finger.


    Wade chuckled. These are the moments worth dying for.


    Samantha softened, unable to remain furious with Wade gazing at her like a love-stricken puppy.


    Tap-tap! Ralph poked his head inside the large, cluttered cabin. “Everyone okay in here? Need anything?”


    “We’re good.” Wade kept gathering diapers, wipes, and a fresh change of clothes for the baby who had wet through his current outfit.


    Ralph regarded Samantha.


    Samantha flushed as she realized the older man had a great view of her thigh. She had the baby between her legs and the sheet had ridden up. “I’m fine.”


    Ralph grinned at them. “The boss will be by on rounds. Feel free to tell her I’m doing a marvelous job as den mother here.”


    Wade laughed. “You want this job?”


    Ralph nodded, smile fading. “I hope she lets me keep it.” He ducked out.


    Samantha knew Wade would mention it to Angela. She didn’t need to tell him to. He was an Eagle. He already knew.


    The hall outside their cabin was full of people coming and going. It sounded like Ralph was ordering a full clean of the area before Angela’s arrival. Some of those people peered in and said hello, but none of them stopped. They were all busy. Like I should be. Samantha’s anger returned.


    “Apparently, I’m supposed to be your guard and slave. I thought we could add in escort if you want to walk around a bit. The book says walking is fine, just no lifting anything other than the babies.”


    “I can go for a walk?” Samantha brightened. “Top deck. I want to see the island without a tiny port window getting in the way.”


    “Deal. Finish feeding little Jeremy, and I’ll get his brother changed.”


    Samantha switched the baby to her other breast, observing as Wade deftly removed NJ’s diaper and replaced it. Though she’d been watching for the last four days, it still surprised her that he was good at it. She and Neil weren’t yet. They fumbled, dropped the diapers, and fretted the entire time. Wade pulled it off and replaced it in seconds. He makes us look like amateurs. “Where’d you learn to do that?”


    Wade tensed for a split second before shrugging. “Girlfriends, family.”


    “Babies of your own?” Samantha thought she’d already asked him and received a negative answer, but she wanted to be sure.


    “No, not mine.” Wade swaddled NJ in the thick receiving blanket and gently placed him back in the bassinet. “My brother had a baby at 14. The girl’s parents gave it to him at the hospital and took her away to live somewhere that the stain wouldn’t show.”


    Samantha felt bad for the girl and Wade’s brother. She also felt a chill at the anger in Wade’s voice. “I’m sorry. That must have been rough on everyone.”


    “It was. My brother had no business with a baby. He lost custody to the state, but not before I got attached. When they took him away, it was like I’d lost a little brother.” Wade slipped on his boots and sat in the chair to lace them up. “My parents were glad the extra kid was gone. So was my brother. I cried for weeks. I was the only one who cared about that little life at all.”


    Samantha didn’t want to ask, but she felt she had to. “What happened to him?”


    “He was adopted by a rich couple and went on to become a lawyer. He didn’t have time for us and frankly, we didn’t deserve him. He was too good to be one of us.”


    Samantha realized Wade was letting her in on how he felt about himself and his family. She patted the bed she couldn’t wait to get out of. “Come tell me your family secrets. You’ll feel better and so will I.”


    Wade didn’t hesitate. He wanted these burdens off his soul and he knew Samantha would understand. “My family wasn’t good. For a while, I took after them in almost every way.”
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    “You seem…down today.”


    Marc knelt to retrieve a vest from the cabinet. “Do I?”


    “Yes.” Neil gathered magazines for their weapons. Neil felt cheerful, but he kept it inside so it didn’t bug Marc. Nothing was more annoying than to be around someone bubbly when you were having a rough day. Neil knew he should be angry like everyone else, but he was delighted that they were finally here. Nothing was dampening it. “Are you okay?”


    Marc strapped on the vest, then got another one out for Neil. “Bad dreams.”


    Neil frowned. “Visions or jumbles?”


    “Hard to say.” Marc put the extra magazines in his holding pouches while Neil put on his vest. “We were here, but it was the old world. Nothing had changed despite everything we did, everything we tried.”


    “I hate dreams like that. They make you feel like there’s no point in even trying to accomplish your goals.”


    Marc shut and locked the cabinet. “The worst part is that I know it could happen. After all we’ve been through, the whole damn world will probably end up exactly like it was before.”


    “People suck.”


    Marc nodded. “I used to believe most people are good and there really are just a few bad apples, but I’ve realized it’s the opposite. And there just aren’t enough good apples to conquer the rotten ones.”


    The camp hall next to them was full of busy people being led through chores by Ralph. Marc and Neil nodded at the busy man and got the same in return.


    “Maybe we’re not supposed to fight it. Like yin and yang–we can’t have one without the other.”


    “Yeah. That’s what scares me, Neil.”


    “Why?”


    “Because it implies we’ll never have peace, that it has to end this way every time. And that doesn’t make me want to keep fighting for either side. I’m sick of being lied to, of hoping for things that aren’t going to happen.”


    Neil had never been around Marc when he was like this. He’d witnessed anger, rage, and frustration, but depression was a whole new ballgame. He didn’t know what to say.


    Marc forced a smile at a group of happy camp members walking toward the steps to the top deck. Neil nodded at them. Neither man spoke until they were alone again.


    Marc didn’t want to continue the conversation–mostly because he didn’t want Angela to know he wasn’t having a good day. He’d kept it from her so far.


    Neil snorted.


    Marc chuckled. “Yeah, she does find out whatever we try to hide.”


    “It’s sexy that she’s so smart.” Neil frowned. “And a little emasculating.”


    Marc patted his balls. “That’s your issue, not mine. I’m all here.”


    Neil laughed.


    Marc did understand. He’d gone through his own issues over that. Now, he just respected her ruthless brain. “It eases.”


    “Tell yourself that.” Neil gestured. “Bad dreams fade. Depression eases. Life goes on.”


    Marc let out a shuddering sigh. “And sometimes it just gets worse until something explodes.”


    “Then you need to vent it.” Neil leaned in. “Adrian’s on the island, and I’d bet he could use a beating...”


    Marc’s laughter rang down the hall. “I’ll keep that in mind.”


    “You could also talk to your wife.”


    Marc’s expression immediately darkened. “I think that helped to flip my mood too. We get interrupted whenever we try to take time for ourselves. It’s like fate doesn’t want us to be together so it keeps throwing shit in our way.”


    Neil understood in a blinding flash. His voice lowered. “Don’t think like that–ever. She deserves you, not that traitorous piece of shit.” He clapped Marc’s stiff arm. “Come on. We’ll do a matchup tonight for you with someone. Or several someones. You do need the outlet.”


    Marc followed Neil, not arguing, but he doubted he could be provoked into coming out of his cage today. The tiger is in his own head right now. He isn’t coming out until he finds a solution or he’s sure there isn’t one to be found.


    “There’s another man who’ll need an outlet shortly.”


    Marc saw Daryl and Dwight coming down the hallway. Both men were walking with tense steps and no conversation.


    Marc gave Daryl a sympathetic look as he and Neil left.


    Daryl opened the door and held it for Dwight.


    Dwight entered the small lounge and went to the recliner. He plopped down and glared at Daryl as the man shut and locked the door.


    Daryl hated the tension. He tried to get it over with as quickly as possible. “Is it because I’m white or because you didn’t get to be there for the wedding?”


    Dwight snorted. “Figures you’d think that.”


    Daryl took the chair across from Brittani’s father. “I think you and your wife don’t like me.”


    “We like you fine.”


    Daryl frowned. “So what’s the problem?”


    “The problem is your lack of ambition.” Dwight leaned back in the chair, but he didn’t look away from his new son-in-law. “My little girl was making something of herself here! Now she isn’t even trying. You distracted her from what matters.”


    Daryl’s anger rose. “But you were okay with her and Gus. Hypocrite much?”


    Dwight blew out another snotty snort. “She wasn’t going to marry Gus! He’s the pet she adopted when they were kids.”


    Daryl opened his mouth to fire back.


    “Excuse me. I should leave.” Gus stepped out of the bathroom in the corner of the lounge. He walked by both men without meeting their eyes.


    Daryl sighed as Gus left without slamming the door. “Damn it.”


    Dwight nodded. “Yeah.”


    “I’ll talk to him later.”


    Dwight’s wrinkles bunched up as he scowled. “Leave him alone.”


    Daryl scowled right back. “I’ll do what I want!”


    “Why don’t you want to move up?” Dwight brought the topic back around. “Anyone can do shifts on guard duty.”


    Daryl’s defensive nature rose. He smothered it to respond with honesty. “I’m happy where I am, with who I am. I’m sorry if that isn’t good enough for you.”


    “It’s not good enough for my daughter!” Dwight pointed a long finger covered in tiny scars from grease splatters. “She’s distracted right now, but in the future, she’ll look around and feel chained to you as you are right now–hair messy, shirt untucked, no Eagle jacket on, and wrinkled clothes you probably slept in. She’ll realize she made a huge mistake and your marriage will end as fast as it started.” Dwight waved a hand. “Get on out of here and think about your wife instead of yourself. You’re a married man now. She’s supposed to come first.”


    Daryl tried to think of something clever to say. He decided it didn’t matter if it was clever as long as it rang true. “Brittani loves me and I love her. Butt out.”


    Dwight glared until Daryl got up and left. As soon as the door shut, Dwight grinned. “He still has a spine. Good to know.”


     


    “Gus! Wait up!” Daryl hurried down the hall as Gus stopped and turned. “I’m sorry, man. You weren’t supposed to–”


    “They never thought of me that way until you came along!” Gus swung.


    Daryl hit the floor a second later.


    Gus marched toward the stairs, big fists clenched.


    Eagles ran over to help Daryl. Marc got there first. He’d still been close by.


    Daryl peered up, vision blurry. “Marc?”


    Marc and Neil pulled Daryl to his feet. “Yeah, buddy?”


    “Tell her I want my own team and I want it right now.”


    Marc straightened Daryl’s wrinkled shirt. “She didn’t think you want that.”


    “I didn’t. I don’t.” Daryl rubbed his jaw, wincing. “But I need it.”


    Marc grinned. “Gus is advancing through training very fast.”


    “I think Kenn’s been teaching him shit on the side.” Daryl stumbled after Marc and Neil as they headed toward the weapons room. “Just for moments like this.”


    Neil laughed, nodding.


    Marc missed it. He was already back into his contemplations.


     


    “You shouldn’t do things like that.”


    Gus walked by Trinity without answering.


    Trinity followed him, not afraid. She knew he wouldn’t hurt her. “If you want her back, beating on her husband won’t help.”


    Gus stopped. He turned around, rage flaring again. “Her what?!”


    Trinity smiled innocently. “Sorry. I thought you knew. They got married a few days ago. That’s why she wasn’t around for a while.”


    Gus didn’t notice as Trinity went to her cabin.


    Trinity leaned against the door, evil leer coming over her face. “I always get what I want, Gus. And I want you.”


    Trinity got her kit from the closet and went into the bathroom to get ready for a long day of assisting Ed and Brittani as they ran Angela’s projects. She was eager to spend the time with Ed. He was a medic-in-training when he wasn’t working for the boss. He was a valuable contact. “It’s Brittani who needs to go back to the mess. I thought I could tolerate her. I thought I could fake it.”


    Trinity slammed the bathroom door. “I was wrong.”


    


  


  
    
​Chapter Four



    Move Faster
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    “Where does the boss want me?”


    “Right here in your cabin.”


    Tobias smacked the doorframe. “We haven’t done anything wrong. Why are we being treated this way?!”


    Conner stood straighter, eyes narrowing. “You and your wives reached a new level. You can’t be around Marc or Angela. You know that.”


    “Yes, but it doesn’t mean we can’t have jobs until we leave.” The busy hall behind Conner told Tobias a lot was happening right now and he wanted to be part of it. He’d called Conner over in hopes of a job.


    Conner paused, encouraged. “You’re leaving us?”


    Tobias nodded. “Your boss knows. We just want to be useful until then.”


    Conner inspected the cabin and the two women sitting demurely in the chairs on either side of the one large bed. Both females had sewing needles and were working on the same blue and white blanket. The neat cabin smelled like clean laundry and frustration.


    Tobias swept the handsome boy. The Eagle jacket didn’t have a name or patch, but it was clear it had been worn a lot. Tobias knew Conner had earned it and the scars he carried on his hands and arms, but he still didn’t like the teenager.


    Conner wondered why Tobias insisted on dressing like an old man playing golf, but he didn’t ask or comment on the odd plaid choices.
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