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      Army helicopter pilot Anton Bowman could always see more than everyone else. Even as a kid, he could send his vision out to look around in places his body hadn’t actually gone.

      Katie Whitfield embraces her lonely status as an outsider. Her livelihood as a wildlife tracker across the English countryside keeps her content and well clear of her uncaring family.

      Both their lives change when the gifted members of the Shadow Force: Psi team travel to England as part of a security test. A test that uncovers unexpected dangers to both the UK’s network of undersea cables and to their hearts.
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      Seven steps.

      Six.

      Five.

      Anton felt as if he was climbing to the gallows.

      At the head of the stairs, he cracked his forehead on the doorframe to his room. As Ma used to say, “Probably knocked more sense outta ya than inta ya.”

      “Sure thing, Ma.”

      And he’d remembered to duck for this one. It was just that doors in a five-hundred-year-old Cornish inn were even lower than most. Old houses, like his parent’s North Carolina farmhouse, were a real problem for a guy who was six-five. He’d cracked his head on the back kitchen door so many times that Pa had nailed a doubled strip of old blanket on both sides because he never seemed to learn.

      Anton collapsed kitty-corner onto the bed and groaned.

      Despite all his years flying for the Army, jet lag always kicked his ass, and this trip had been no different. Besides, when he was flying a helo, he wasn’t jaunting through six time zones in a single day. But good old San Antonio, Texas, now lay a quarter of the world away.

      On top of that, dudes his size were not designed to be folded up into airplanes for twelve hours.

      Just to continue his losing streak, he’d lost the front-seat toss for the five-hour drive from London to Cornwall. Of course, that was kind of a given, as Jesse’s wife Hannah was the best driver the team had, so the cowboy always claimed the navigator seat. Watching the crazed English drivers race by on the wrong side of roads so narrow that they barely deserved the name, Anton had almost been glad to be in the back with the rest of the team.

      It wasn’t even coming up dusk yet, but he didn’t care. They’d eaten something he didn’t remember in the inn’s pub, and now he could just stretch out and pray that his body recovered sometime this decade.

      Seven p.m. local meant it was only one in the afternoon in San Antonio, so his mind was wide awake. Or was it one in the morning?

      Didn’t know. Didn’t care.

      With nothing left to do but ache, Anton decided it was time to put himself back on the winning side of the coin. And, at that moment, that meant the best place to be was anywhere else, so he went “lookabout.”

      His semi-sister always called it “going walkabout” like in that Australian movie she’d watched when they were kids. But it was his vision, so it was “lookabout” no matter what she said.

      He closed his eyes and let his personal, private magic trick slip out of the room—his out-of-body vision went sightseeing while his body lay there unkinking.

      Anton mentally strolled his vision through the closed door, down the stairs, and peeked in on the rest of the Shadow Force: Psi team. Yep, they were still downstairs in the pub. They’d claimed they were going exploring through the town, and the April evening was nice enough for it, but not a one had moved so much as a muscle. Lame-os.

      He hadn’t been in the mood to really notice earlier, but the pub looked majorly cozy, old-style Cornwall.

      He had to laugh; his semi-sister Michelle was leaning half asleep against Ricardo. It was still weird thinking of them as a couple, but since they’d married last month and he’d stood as best man, he’d better get used to it. It had given him the oh-so-sweet opportunity to threaten Ricardo with utter mayhem if he made Michelle unhappy. Of course, based on growing up with her and being Ricardo’s best man and all, he’d gotten to threaten Michelle with the same. Two for the price of one, which totally made it worth the price of admission.

      The other three team members looked equally hammered. Easy bet he’d crashed only minutes before they would. Sure enough, Jesse and Hannah made excuses that Anton couldn’t hear. He often wished that his hearing would go for a stroll with his vision, but it never did. Instead his ears were still back in the room listening to the occasional pop from his abused vertebrae.

      The way they were holding hands as they headed for the stairs, without seeing him, told him that they had other ideas about how to cure their jetlag. Must be nice.

      One more flip to the wrong side of the coin; he hadn’t found a lady to do the horizontal tango with in far too long.

      He looked away to give them their privacy, because it so wasn’t envy. Really not.

      Only Isobel found her feet and headed out on a walk. She had on her winter jacket. Spring here in Cornwall was in the fifties, still colder than a San Antonio winter. Of course, April was already kicking out dailies over ninety back in Texas, so it was kind of a relief.

      Anton followed her for a bit. The place had a harbor about the size of five Dixie cups. The town wrapped around it in a broad crescent, and a big granite seawall curled in from either side like a dragon’s jaw. Cute as hell.

      He lost Isobel in the evening light when he wasn’t paying attention. How he did that with one of the most beautiful movie stars anywhere in a town as small as Mousehole, Cornwall, was a mystery, but he did.

      Maw-zel he reminded himself. That’s how the locals pronounced it, which was too bad. Mousehole was a good name and he’d have fought to fix that…if he was a local and not here on a secret mission. At its core, the town was pretty much three streets deep and ten very narrow blocks wide. It snugged up against a small harbor and a looming curved breakwater of neat-laid massive stone block.

      But he didn’t want to explore the town. If everything went according to plan, they’d be here for a week with plenty of time to poke around.

      No, what he wanted to do was get a jump on Ricardo. If a guy couldn’t get back at a guy for marrying his semi-sister, the least he could do was out-sneak him.

      So, while Ricardo was probably escorting Michelle upstairs for a quick nap, or a slow tumble (which shit Anton definitely didn’t want to be thinking about), he caught a ride out of town.

      He couldn’t move his out-of-body vision any faster than he could move his own body—which was a pain in the butt, except his butt was still back in a nice soft bed at the Ship Inn. With enough details, and if it wasn’t too far away, he could jump to a place…with help. Photos didn’t work; someone had to be describing it who was actually there. Once he’d been there, he could get back and pick up at that point, but only for a few hours. If he missed that window, he had to start all over again.

      Lookabouts had been a very slow process until he’d figured out how to hitch a ride.

      Anton found a car headed west out of town and slipped “aboard.” It was faster than walking, mostly.

      Everything was so damn green. San Antone was already cooking its way over to a soft tan, April just a prelude to the midsummer brown. Here it was like somebody’d dumped the entire US Army’s supply of camo greens over the countryside. Everywhere he looked, something else was in bloom or growing up between other things. It reminded him of his parent’s farm along the North Carolina shore. He missed that green sometimes. Didn’t miss the farming much, but missed that look and smell of honeysuckle blooming on the night air.

      After a while, the road offered tantalizing views of the sunset sea—in microscopically brief flashes. Mostly it wove over rolling hills as a single lane pinched between towering hedges. Not that the traffic was one-way. These English drivers could actually pass each other with only a little hesitation, but that was because most of the cars were VWs or MINI Coopers.

      The frequent Range Rovers caused some trouble.

      But when a truck or bus came by, there simply wasn’t enough room. Everyone slowed to a crawl, pushing into the hedges to get by.

      For once he was glad that his hearing didn’t come along for his travels. It was easy to imagine the sharp scree of hard-pressed branches scrubbing against paint. It explained why the entire passenger side of the rental SUV had been so scuffed up. In fact, most cars and trucks in Cornwall seemed to be messed up along the left side and now he knew why.

      It took a couple of hops, but he made it the fifteen kilometers west to Sennen Cove in under an hour. He could have run it almost as fast, but it was strangely taxing to “run” his vision. He preferred to walk or ride.

      He hopped off near the Land’s End Airport. England ended just a kilometer or so down the road. Next stop, other than the Isles of Scilly, was the Bahamas. Wouldn’t that be sweet. Stretched out on the beach with a long lady, their dark skin a sharp contrast to the white sand and turquoise water. But no. They were in the cool damp of an April evening in Cornwall. He could even feel it invading his room at the inn because he’d left the window open to the sea salt air.

      From the airport where he hopped “off” the car, his destination of Sennen Cove was a couple hundred meters across the countryside, but he didn’t mind the walk at all. So different from wide prairie lands around San Antonio where the team was sort-of based. Once away from the hedged roads, the softly rolling land here had a comfortable openness with a surprising lushness.

      After he’d “walked” across the middle of the runway, he was in Cornish farmland. Small fields with piled stone walls spread in every direction except for a little bunch of trees that looked so perfect that they might have been planted. England was even more tame than his parents’ farm outside of Shallotte. Close by the sea and South Carolina, it felt closer to Cornwall than San Antonio.

      After a decade of flying helos for the Army’s 10th Mountain, and whatever strangeness the last year in San Antonio with Shadow Force: Psi had been, home was still the family farm. Especially at times like this. He missed it like a hole in his heart.

      It was a beautiful night traveling through the Cornish countryside, but he could almost be walking the thick, warm nights back into the Green Swamp Preserve with Pa. Pa wasn’t much of a talker, but their after-dinner strolls had been a fixture of his youth.

      He shook his head to clear it, and almost lost the connection to himself. He was still stretched out at the Ship Inn along Mousehole’s waterfront, but he’d rather be here.

      Especially because he could pre-scout the mission before the others. That way he’d know more about what was what than Ricardo.

      He was going to bypass the cluster of trees when he spotted the heat signature of a pair of footsteps across the field. Much like his helicopter’s night-vision gear, his lookabout vision expanded into the infrared.

      The two sets of footprints sure weren’t walking side-by-side like a couple of teenagers looking for privacy. In fact, they were single file, almost as if one was being driven unwillingly.

      He thought of how he and his team had saved Ricardo’s ass eighteen months ago—tied up and being tortured in a Honduran drug camp.

      Yeah, definite detour time.

      He shifted to a jog and followed the footsteps toward the trees.
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      Waiting is.

      Katie Whitfield had to remind herself of that, especially with clients like this one. When she was on her own, it was never a problem. Waiting was a wilderness tracker’s natural state. Even when the wilderness was the tame Cornish countryside.

      Be still.

      Observe.

      Then be still some more.

      Accept that the mind was the very slowest of all the senses.

      Eyes, ears, smell, taste, touch all offered immediate information. But even a mind trained to the task took time to process that information and find the thread that didn’t fit.

      Tonight, the thread that didn’t fit at all was the man lying on his stomach among the bluebells to her right and a pace behind. It was terribly distracting.

      The quest was easy because she’d long since tracked their quarry to this copse of trees below the airport.

      Badgers naturally paired with beech trees and bluebells. They all three liked dry, chalky soil. And badgers also liked steep banks that faced southwest.

      What made this particular colony special was the presence in the clan of an erythristic badger with his rare rust-red coloring.

      Chas Thorstad was the third wildlife photographer she’d led to the site in the last six months. The Guardian, BBC, and now this twit. Even the chap from The Guardian had more of a clue about how to handle his gear than Thorstad.

      He moved quietly enough, unlike the first two photographers she’d led here, with all the woods-sense of a pair of humpback whales. But his gear far outclassed him. She liked the Sony a7S II and wouldn’t mind having one if she had a couple thousand pounds lying around looking for something to do. However, his monster lens, which probably cost ten times more than the camera body, would be better suited for photographing small planets than badgers at close range.

      Maybe it was spite, but she actually led him right to the edge of where, even a meter closer, they’d be disturbing the badgers. At this distance his lens would let him photograph their teeth or maybe just one tooth at a time.

      He didn’t complain. Or change lenses.

      There was something off about him. But he hadn’t quibbled over her fee—which had doubled as soon as she saw his equipment.

      She eased out her night monocular, which had set her back a whole hundred pounds. It gave her a beautiful view of the badgers’ sett—their home was clear beneath the low-hanging beech trees despite the late evening light. Seven thirty-centimeter holes had been dug back into the hillside. This was a good-sized clan of at least ten individuals, and their tunnels would penetrate as deep as eighty meters into the hillside.

      A black-and-white triangular head popped up from a hole, glanced in their direction for a long moment, then went about its business. The evening hours in April were a busy time for badgers. It was nearing the peak of their mating season, which meant a lot of grooming, play, and sex. It was also when the cubs would first venture to the entrances. She made a mental note to come back next month when they began exploring beyond the tunnels under their parents’ watchful eyes.

      What was so special about this site was that the biggest boar…

      “There,” she whispered to Chas.

      Weighing at least fifteen kilos, despite it only being spring, made him exceptionally large by badger standards. His face was red-and-white rather than black-and-white. His body was rusty rather than the normal gray.

      He glared down at their position.

      Perhaps she’d pushed them a little too close. The size of a small pit bull, a roused badger could be far more dangerous. Not only did it have a vicious bite, but its long claws could easily slice through clothes and flesh.

      She held her breath for a long thirty seconds before he huffed at them, then turned left to greet one of the females. A pair of cubs plowed awkwardly into his side. He briefly played with them, then returned his attention to the female.

      “Tell me you got that,” she whispered to Chas.

      “Uh, yeah,” he spoke too loudly and the badgers scattered back into the sett’s holes, herding the cubs ahead of them.

      The big erythristic male glared at her one last time, perhaps debating between ducking out of sight versus coming down the slope to shred them up a bit. If it came after them, she would make bloody certain she outran Chas Thorstad. She had no problem throwing him to the wolves, or rather to the badgers, to secure her own escape.

      The boar chose to duck out of sight.

      Katie suspected that if she came here again, he’d pick up her scent and chase her off right away.

      She should have tripled her bloody fee.

      “Well, they won’t be back for a while,” she pushed up to her knees and turned.

      “Doesn’t matter. I have what I need.” Again, he was holding his camera oddly, as if he’d been taking pictures of something else entirely.

      “Good, then let’s go.” The sooner she was done with Chas Thorstad the happier she’d be. Halfway to her feet, she hesitated and looked around.

      Something, like a guy staring at you across a pub, prickled over her skin.

      Darkness.

      She raised her night-vision monocular and scanned again.

      Nothing.

      There were only the two of them.

      They started tramping back to her aging MINI Cooper parked by the beach at Sennen Cove.

      But she couldn’t get over the feeling that someone was watching her.

      Ten meters down the trail, she hesitated. It felt as if someone was waiting—right in front of her.

      Bracing herself, she walked forward and…the feeling was gone.
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      The pounding on his door snapped Anton’s mind back into his room at Ship Inn.

      “What!”

      He hadn’t wanted to lose that vision.

      Whoever she was made looking a real joy. But there was something more. The way she’d acted. Almost as if—

      “Get your ass up, you lazy dog. If you fall asleep now, you’ll be toast tomorrow.” Michelle blew into the room like the whirlwind his semi-sister was. He was impressed that she’d knocked at all.

      Michelle Bowman was five-ten of maddening redhead—her skin as light as his was dark. They had the same parents, kind of. Ma and Pa had married, divorced, then married other people. Each having a kid, which had then blown up both of their second marriages. So they’d gotten back together and remarried when both Anton and Michelle were three. Yet she insisted that they weren’t stepsiblings. Her answer to what they were kept changing, but for now Michelle was his semi-sister.

      Ricardo offered a quiet grimace of apology as he entered behind his wife.

      What Anton wanted to do was go watch that woman in the woods some more.

      It was hard to tell in the dark, but he was pretty sure that her hair, falling in a thick ragged cut down past her shoulders, was strawberry blonde. No more than five-seven to his six-five, her head had passed below his chin when she’d walked up to him on the trail. But it wasn’t how fine she looked lying on the ground with her jeans tight around her that had captured his attention. Okay, not only that.

      He’d liked watching her watch the badgers. Smooth and quiet. A stillness about her that his semi-sister would never understand. She—

      “Up, up, you lazy sod,” Michelle slapped a hand hard against his gut. His childhood’s worth of training had his gut muscles already clenched in protection, but it still stung.

      “Dammit, Missy. Can’t you let a man rest in peace?”

      “A man, sure. But you’re not a man, you’re my demi-brother.”

      “Demi-brother?” Despite knowing there was no hope for her going away, he kept lying there just to mess with her.

      “Yep! Like not even worth paying full price for.”

      “You do know—” Anton turned to Ricardo. “She does know that I can still beat the shit out of her. Right?”

      Ricardo held up his hands saying to leave him out of whatever mess this was. Hard to blame the guy. Anton had no idea how he did it. Couldn’t pay him enough to be married to Michelle, even if she wasn’t his demi-semi-whatever-sister. The woman had no idea what it meant to just chill. He supposed that it was the final proof that Delta Force operators were just way more patient than Army Black Hawk pilots.

      “Now!” Michelle ground out at him.

      Not wanting to get kicked by her Crayola-red cowboy boots, he shoved to his feet and went to stretch—banging his knuckles painfully on the low ceiling.

      “Never learn, do you?” Michelle swung out the door and led them downstairs to the pub. He ducked to clear the door jamb and followed. The dinner crowd had faded into convivial groups chatting over a pint and a slice of apple pie or cheesecake.

      “Now this is my kinda place.” He’d been too lagged during dinner to really notice it. Hell, he couldn’t even remember what calories he’d shoveled down a couple of hours ago.

      The pub was a combo of ancient stone and a white-painted heavy-beam ceiling. The room narrowed toward one end until it held only one round table. Someone with a sense of humor had hung a big picture of the view from an old sailing ship’s bowsprit at the wall behind the table. It definitely felt as if they were on a ship. A double handful of tables lined port and starboard of the room. The stern was a well-equipped bar with eight taps and an impressive little whiskey collection.

      “Oh yeah,” Ricardo agreed just loudly enough to be heard over the quiet conversations. No sports screens. No sea shanty group for the tourists. Just folks enjoying each other’s company. More than half looked like locals, two with dogs asleep at their feet.

      The table in the bowsprit end of the room opened up. Michelle had the wits to snag it even though others were open. There he could stretch out his legs without tripping up the waitress every time she went by.

      Ricardo lagged behind to order the first round at the bar.

      “You ready for tomorrow, Missy?” Anton asked after they sat.

      “You ever going to stop calling me that?”

      “Not as long as it pisses you off.”

      “It does.”

      “My point.”

      She sighed and leaned back in her chair. “Tomorrow? What do I know about submarine cables?”

      “A lot less than you’ll know in a couple days? Don’t worry, I don’t know shit about them either. That’s Hannah and Ricardo’s department.” And…aw, crap. He’d gotten distracted by the fine blonde lying in the woods. In just an hour or so his connection to the place would have faded, and he’d have to retrace the whole damn route to go lookabout there. Double crap on white bread! No one-upping Ricardo tomorrow.

      Ricardo showed up with three beers. He pushed a pale ale toward Michelle and took an amber for himself. He passed a stout to Anton.

      Michelle looked down at it. “That beer’s darker than you are, little brother.” She might be seven inches shorter than he was, and about as big around as his thigh, but she’d been born to Ma ten days before he’d been born to Pa’s in-between-wife, and had never let him forget it.

      He held it up to the light and she was right. It was pitch black. “Good thing I got me such a sweet heart.”

      Michelle sneered happily and the three of them clinked their glasses together.
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      “You owe me the bloody fee and you know it.” Katie had only one other client ever stiff her, a lawyer. “Are you a lawyer?”

      “No, I’m a photographer.”

      “Well, whatever you are, you owe me my fee, Chas Thorstad.” She thumped a fist on the Ship Inn’s bar for emphasis.

      “I don’t have the money, Katie.”

      Katie wondered if it would be worth hitting a client, knowing it meant that she would never be paid. He was a good hand taller that she was and strong; if she hit him, it wasn’t likely to turn out well. Of course, most of the folks in the Ship Inn pub knew her and—

      Chas seemed to levitate into the air until his feet were dangling near her knees. She stepped back to avoid being kicked as he struggled.

      “Lady says you owe her a fee, my friend.” The voice behind Chas was deep and dangerously soft. “Seems to me she earned it.”

      Katie looked up, way up, to see the person holding Chas aloft by his jacket collar. He was a giant of black man. His white t-shirt said, “BBQ Pit” in dripping red-sauce letters. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him. His biceps barely seemed to bulge as he held Chas aloft.

      Chas aimed a vicious elbow strike behind him, which didn’t work well with his jacket pinning his arms. It didn’t matter as it bounced off the giant’s shoulder.

      The giant shook him once—hard.

      Chas stopped struggling.

      Still not setting him down, he reached out Chas’ wallet and handed it over. “How much does he owe you?”

      She opened the wallet and riffled through the thick wad of pound notes. Screw it! She took her triple fee, then handed the wallet back. That would pay rent on her room for next month.

      The giant stuffed it back into Chas’ pocket, then tossed him negligently aside. His aim was perfect.

      In midflight, Chas squeaked in panic. Then he slammed against the front door and tumbled out into the street. A brief salty wind blew in from the harbor. Then Clive, still smelling of his day working the fish nets, shut the door and muttered, “Eejit. What a tuss.”

      “You okay?” Then the giant looked down at her and his eyes went wide. “Holy shit!”

      Katie knew she wasn’t the sort of woman that men said such things about.

      Still, he kept staring.

      “Do I know you?” She’d meant to thank him for his help, but he was somehow familiar. Not that she’d ever seen him before. There was no possibility of forgetting such a man.

      “Yes. No. I know…” He stumbled over his words, shook his head like a wet terrier, then tried again. “I definitely…uh, would remember you.” His words didn’t sound quite truthful. The first part was okay, it sounded like a sincere compliment. But there was something gone awry in the latter part of that short sentence.

      His familiarity bothered her. It was recent. Not the sight of him, but the…feel of him? Now she was getting into her best friend’s Earth-Mother interconnected-universe crap. Dora would already be going on about souls meeting and—

      “Uh, look. Glad I was able to help. If you want to join us, me, my friends…” he nodded toward a couple at the bowsprit table. “Well, anyway. It’s a pleasure to actually…uh…meet you in person.”

      “In person compared to what?”

      He looked at her wild-eyed, grunted something, then picked up the three pints James had pulled for him and hustled off to his table.

      She picked up her own pint of Mena Dhu “Black Hill” stout, and tossed James a fiver from her new-found wealth. She took a sip and let the toasted, dark-chocolate taste roll across her tongue.

      The giant was familiar. Recently, like…this evening.

      However, it had been only her and Chas out at the badger sett.

      She chatted with James long enough to find out about Tabby’s newest attempts to take her first steps. His little girl was apparently furious that her body couldn’t yet do what her brain could already picture.

      Then she turned, and down the length of the room the big guy was looking right at her over the rim of his glass of the same stout she was drinking. He snorted his swallow, choked, and the tall redhead leaned over to pound him on the back with an easy familiarity—though none too gently. Then she leaned against his shoulder obviously teasing him about something.

      Katie knew that she didn’t have much power over men. Definitely not like his redheaded companion must wield. She’d been fairly sure that he’d been flirting with her, if doing an even worse job of that than she would have. Why would he do that when he was obviously so close to the stunning redhead?

      Still, the fact that Katie was able to completely discomfit him, and that he’d helped her get paid, led her to nod thoughtfully to the end of James’ story, then stroll down to the table.

      “You the one upsetting Anton?” The redhead asked by way of introduction.

      “Apparently.”

      A holly-berry red cowboy boot shoved out the closest chair. “You just gotta join us. Always glad to meet someone who can mess with my demi-brother’s head. I’m Michelle. This quiet boyo, he’s Ricardo.” She leaned over and kissed him on the temple in a way that clearly stated, “This one is mine,” without appearing to be rude about it.

      Ricardo, a sleek Hispanic, tipped his beer glass to her in acknowledgement, then swept it ever so slightly toward the empty chair. Which still didn’t explain what the redhead was to Anton.

      “Demi-brother?” Katie sat before she had a chance to really think it through.

      “No, don’t—” Anton started, but then yelped. Katie had the distinct impression that Michelle had just kicked his shin under the table with the toe of those red boots.

      “Okay, demi is too much. What’s less than half?”

      Anton was still watching her a bit wildly. It was getting a little unnerving.

      “Less than a demi?” Katie sipped her beer slowly to draw out the moment. “How about a dram-brother?”

      “Like a dram of whiskey. How much is that?”

      “A dram is an eighth of an ounce.”

      “An eighth of a—” Michelle squealed. “That’s perfect! Everyone, raise your glass.” When they all had, she announced loudly enough for the entire pub to overhear. “To my dram-brother and the woman who messes with his head.”

      They all clinked glasses, even Anton, and drank to the toast.

      He didn’t appear the least put out by Michelle’s declaration of his unimportance.

      “Step-sibs,” Ricardo spoke for the first time.

      “Dram-sibs!” Michelle turned on him ready for a fight. “We’re nowhere near step-sibs. Thank God!”

      His response was to cup her cheek and kiss her very soundly. A choice that softened the hard-edged woman with a surprising abruptness.

      “Newlyweds,” Anton whispered in that lovely deep voice of his. His affection for both of the others clear in his tone.

      Now she knew where he was familiar from. “Tonight. You were…” But that was impossible. It had been only her, Chas, and the badgers. Yet, somehow, he’d been there.

      When she tried to look into his eyes, his gaze slid aside too fast.

      “You were there. How? I didn’t see you.”

      “Hey,” Michelle reentered the conversation by slapping her dram-brother on his shoulder. “Is that what you were doing earlier?”

      “Missy,” Anton growled at her.

      “Michelle,” Ricardo’s soft admonishment brought brilliant color to Michelle’s cheeks.

      “Uh, don’t mind me.” Then she concentrated on playing with her beer glass though her cheeks continued to flame as brightly as her hair.

      “How were you there and not there?” Katie turned back to Anton. The group had shifted from fun to suddenly tense in ways that she didn’t like one bit.

      “How did you know I was? Uh, I wasn’t…” Anton struggled.

      Katie pushed to her feet. She didn’t need these people. Didn’t want to know any more about—

      When she turned to leave, she almost plowed down a beautiful woman only a few centimeters shorter than she was.

      No, not just some beautiful woman. This was one of Hollywood’s hottest rising stars, Isobel Manella.

      “Holy shit!” She couldn’t think of what else to say. She’d never met a famous person before in her life. Now she knew exactly how Anton had felt the first time he’d looked at her by the bar. Though for the life of her she still couldn’t imagine why.
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

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

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

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

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

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

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