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About This Book


Wallace wasn’t sure why he’d answered Jonas’s call to discuss setting up a unit akin to Terk’s remarkable team. Perhaps it was curiosity or something more. But, as soon as he lands in England, he’s thrust into a crisis. One of the MI6 research applicants has vanished, and Jonas fears the worst. Then Wallace hears her name …

Amy, an old friend of Terk’s, had been swept into peril without warning. Captured—with no clue as to where she was, why she was taken, or by whom—she manages to send a desperate message to Terk. Only when she connects with him mentally does her panic transform into steely determination. Whoever is behind this will pay. She wasn’t alone anymore. She has powerful allies. Allies who, even now, were racing to her aid, … she hoped.

For Wallace, finding Amy becomes an urgent mission, and ensuring her safe return is a close second. But what seems like a straightforward rescue quickly spirals into a tangled web of danger and intrigue. Amid the chaos, an unexpected connection sparks between them again, adding a layer of complexity to their perilous journey, as the stakes become more personal than ever.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Terk looked up with interest as the newcomers arrived at the dining room table. He recognized the appetite for a fulfilling relationship and the cementing of their energy-worker bond, and he nodded. “Welcome,” he greeted them. “Your rooms are ready, whenever you want to take your luggage up. If you’re staying here, that is, as I understand Morrison has a place close by.”

Sadie sat down across from Terk and reached out for a handshake, as she smiled. “Thank you.”

He gave her a gentle smile in return, shaking her hand. “What are you thanking me for?” he asked, amusement rippling through his tone.

“I don’t know whether it should be for giving me a place to stay, for the support I’ve needed, for the help with my brothers, or for tossing Morrison in my direction.”

“For all that, you are welcome. Besides you have talents that could use some honing and ones we want to learn more about, so it’s a good trade-off.

She realized for the first time that there really was a profound sense of connection and community here. But she would learn more, and she would understand more.

Just then Terk’s phone rang. He groaned as he reached for his phone and asked, “Jonas, what’s up?”

“I need two men right now,” he snapped, “as in today.”

“Depends on where you are.”

“I’m in London, and I need somebody right now.”

“As in twenty minutes from now?”

“Preferably ten minutes from now,” he added urgently. “I have one guy here who told me to call you to get backup, but I don’t know if he’s one of yours or not.”

“Who is it?” Terk asked curiously, as he looked around the dining room table, knowing that most of his men were here, though a few were still off on jobs.

“His name is Wallace.”

At that Terk stiffened. “Wallace Cremayne?”

Muffled voices came from the other end of the call, and a new voice came on board. “Hey, Terk. Wallace here. Jonas has a problem.”

“Jonas always has a problem,” Terk noted. “What are you doing there?”

“I came over because they wanted to talk to me about bringing up a unit similar to what you were doing for the CIA,” he explained. “They figured that you were too big and too government-shy to want to do it.”

“So, they contacted you?” Terk asked in amusement. “I guess they didn’t look into your history too much.”

“Nope, they sure didn’t, but, while we were here, one of the researchers that they were also trying to hire has disappeared.”

At that, Terk closed his eyes, pinched the bridge of his nose, and got straight to the point. “Don’t tell me it’s Amy.”

“Yeah, it’s Amy,” Wallace confirmed. “Amy Connelly. I’m going after her, but I don’t know what we’ll need. Jonas is asking for two backups, but, honest to God, if I even had one, I would be happy.”

More chatter came in the background, and then Riff joined the call.

“Hey, Terk. I’m here in London already, so I can handle this. You guys enjoy setting up home for the latest newcomers.” And, with that, Riff was gone, and the call ended.

Terk stared down at the phone and then looked at the others gathered at the table with him. “That was interesting. Riff’s in London, where Wallace was doing something for Jonas, but apparently Amy’s disappeared, and we need all hands on deck for this one.”

“Amy?” Several of the women looked at each other, then back at Terk.

He nodded. “Somebody I knew as a kid. You guys probably don’t know her, but Merk and I do. Damn, I’ll need to tell Merk. If Levi’s got anybody to help, maybe we can get him to pinch-hit, as needed.” Then he frowned and tapped the table, as premonitions started filtering through his brain. “Well, shit, she’s been kidnapped, and they want her to do research for them, but I don’t know who it is. I’m definitely feeling …” Then he frowned. “I feel as if Asia’s coming into this somehow.”

“From London to Asia?” Celia asked.

He shrugged. “Or big money, as in China maybe? I don’t know.” Terk shook his head. “But they need help, and we need to help them now.”


Chapter 1
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Wallace Cremayne studied the huge MI6 offices, as he waited impatiently for Jonas to return. He checked his phone once again to see whether anybody had had any direct communication from Amy or had found any indirect messages buried in the internet. He shook his head.

Wallace had already spoken with Terk’s brother, Merk, asking for his help—and the loan of Levi’s satellite—to scour social media and the dark web, looking for any communications that even eluded to a psychic researcher being for hire—or kidnapping someone with energy-working abilities. That would be a big ongoing project, so nothing had been found yet. However, if anything popped up, they would let Wallace know immediately.

Before Merk ended the call, he suggested, “Could be big money financing the kidnappings of these gifted people. As Terk mentioned, could be anywhere in Asia. Could even be foreign governments. For that matter, could be our own government. We all know what happened to Terk and his team.”

Wallace groaned when hearing that.

Merk continued. “So, do what you do best. In the meantime, we’ll look for cryptic language that may lead to Amy.”

Wallace again checked his phone and sighed.

He and Amy had connected after landing in London, once they realized just what the British government wanted them to do for MI6. They stayed in contact, until she failed to show up this morning.

He’d waited for her and then asked Jonas about her, who suggested she must be running late. Yet, when she didn’t show up hours later, Wallace went to the hotel to see what was going on, hoping that nothing had gone wrong. He hoped to find her there, ready and waiting. Instead the hotel shared that she hadn’t returned the previous night and that her security key hadn’t been used since Wallace had last seen her. So somewhere after eight o’clock—when they finished a business dinner with several others, then dropped her off at her hotel—she had gone missing.

Considering her hotel room was on the third floor—and she hadn’t made it past the front entrance—was beyond concerning. The added fact that nobody knew she was missing until now also meant that whomever or whatever had happened in between gave the bad guys a major head start, definitely leaving the good guys at a disadvantage.

Wallace stood up as soon as Jonas appeared, introducing the man with him as Riff. He had offered no other name, which was so damn typical of people in this field, particularly when they were more like Terk than Jonas. They all headed into Jonas’s office, as Riff argued fiercely with Jonas. Finally Riff just slashed his hand out in a motion, suggesting that the conversation was over.

He turned to Wallace. “You ready to go?”

Wallace nodded. “Past ready. Do we have a destination?”

“The hotel.”

“But we checked there,” Jonas snapped at Riff again.

“Of course you checked,” Riff muttered, his tone flat, “but what you look for and may or may not find is nothing like what we’ll be looking for.”

Jonas hesitated, eyeing them. “You really think you’ll find something?”

“Yes, we do, but we have to get there first, and you need to clear it, stat.”

“It’s cleared,” Jonas confirmed, his tone grumpy, “but I don’t have time to run around and do this.”

“It’s better if you’re not with us anyway,” Riff stated. “So, stay here and do what you do. We’ll follow up.” With a smile, he added, “We’re taking the government rig though. It does give us a little bit of panache.”

“Not really.” Jonas groaned. “It will probably bring you nothing but trouble.”

“You could be right,” Riff agreed, with a cheerful smile, “but we need wheels now.” And, with that, he gave a nod to Wallace. “Let’s get out of here.”

They quickly walked away from Jonas, knowing that he knew how to play the game. Even if Jonas struggled with somebody else calling the shots, he wasn’t questioning them, … at least not much.

Riff took the driver’s seat. As Wallace got into the passenger seat, he asked, “Will this backfire on us?”

“Not with Jonas, never,” he replied, with a shrug. “Jonas has to play within the parameters of his government job,” Riff explained. “We don’t and we won’t. Jonas is well accustomed to keeping us out of trouble, yet he also knows that this deal is bad news for everybody. Once it gets ugly, there really are no happy endings, not until we get to the bottom of it. He will do everything he can to cover us, but he can’t just give us a government vehicle. However, if I took it? … That’s a different story. Same thing regarding clearance to get into the hotel. Great if we have it, but, if we don’t, we’ll take it anyway.” He glanced at Wallace. “Jonas can cover us for what we’ve done but can’t give us permission for a great deal of what we do because it’s beyond the scope of what his mandate will allow.”

“Right.” Wallace gave a headshake. “Government and all.”

“Absolutely,” Riff confirmed, with a smirk. “Government and all. It’s tough on everybody, but we all play it this way because we have to.”

Wallace understood that.

“What the hell is this I hear about you coming over to MI6 for a job?” Riff asked him curiously.

“They dangled in front of me this concept of setting up something similar to what Terk had going with the CIA,” he shared a bit sheepishly. “So, I came over to check it out. Amy was brought in for interviews as well. I don’t really know for sure, but, at this point, I’m wondering if we were set up.”

Riff fell silent as he considered that. “If somebody was curious as to what you guys were up to—and especially if they didn’t know that you had these kinds of abilities—coming in for this MI6 job interview just made an announcement to the big wide world.”

“Yet nobody was supposed to even know about the interview or the job, not to mention what the team would do. Neither was there any public knowledge as to what we can do.”

“But it’s government,” Riff noted, with a headshake. “Which really just means, everybody in the government knows.”

“It’s supposed to be Black Ops–level containment,” Wallace grumbled.

“And to a certain extent it will be. However, if they’ve got somebody against all this or somebody being paid to find out information, then this intel is huge,” he muttered. “You can’t ever trust the government.”

“No, but I was thinking that Jonas’s group might be different.”

“Was it actually Jonas who brought you over?”

Wallace frowned, then shook his head. “No, you’re right there. It wasn’t him. It was implied, and I inferred, that he was involved, but nobody ever came out and stated it was his deal.”

“And because they didn’t say that outright, I wouldn’t trust it,” Riff pointed out.

“Damn,” Wallace swore under his breath.

“How well do you know Amy?”

“I used to know her very well,” he shared, with a smile. “At one point in time we had a bit of a thing, but neither of us were ready for commitment back then. When I realized she was here for her interview, I was happy to see her again. I got pretty excited. She’s quite powerful in her own way, but I’d heard that she had been severely ill not all that long ago. So, if she was here, I took that to mean she was back on her feet, including with access to her abilities.”

“What abilities?”

“Remember that I haven’t seen in her years. Last I knew of her skills, I would call her this navigation efficiency expert. Don’t know what she calls it. She can look at a map and can pretty well plan out where to go, how to go, and has a great deal of success in getting there without traffic lights, delays on planes, and anything going awry.” He shrugged. “It’s marvelous. Not necessarily the most useful thing in terms of government programs though because I believe it only works if she’s doing the traveling.”

Riff took his gaze off the road to glance at Wallace. “That would be freaking awesome if each of us could do that.”

“It would. She and I both left the USA at the same time for this interview, and she got to England a hell of a lot faster than I did. Jonas did look a little confused at the initial meet.”

“Of course, being Jonas,” Riff muttered, “he’s also got to keep his own agenda moving forward.”

“Does he have his own agenda?” Wallace asked him.

“They all do. That you can count on. One way or another, they all do. As far as government types go, we trust Jonas as much as anybody, but when push comes to shove? … I don’t think we’ll ever get precedence over his work. So, keep that in mind. If it’ll get him in trouble, there is a limit to things he can help you with.”

“Of course there is,” Wallace noted, with a wry tone. “There’s always a limit. It’s just never quite the same as what we think the limits should be.”

“Right.” Riff gave him a wry smile. “Not a surprise when you put it that way. It’s just one of those things we have to look at.”

“Okay, I got it, but meanwhile …”

“Exactly, meanwhile, we need to find her.” Riff shifted lanes, merging smoothly into traffic. “We went years searching for energy workers before we had anybody who even came close to being skilled, and now it seems as if, everywhere I turn, I’m coming up against them.”

“I think the more you have to do with Terk, the more you see them,” Wallace suggested, with a smirk. “In Amy’s case, I wasn’t even sure where her abilities were at, after her illness.”

“Why would being sick affect your abilities?”

Wallace looked over at him. “When you think about it, not being sick means you’re at full energy.”

“Good point,” Riff replied.

At the hotel, they parked away from the heavy traffic area and hopped out. As they walked inside, Riff suggested to Wallace, “You can go to the reception desk, if you want, but I’m heading straight to the room first.”

“Then I’m with you,” Wallace replied.

They bypassed the front desk, and nobody stopped them.

Riff shrugged. “That’s fairly typical. As long as you act like you know what you’re doing and where you’re going, nobody really gives a crap.”

“Yet we have a missing woman,” Wallace muttered. “Shouldn’t somebody care?”

“Somebody should care, but too often nobody does,” Riff stated. “Remember that.”

Feeling as if he had just heard some lecture on the underbelly of the universe, Wallace nodded and kept on walking. In a way it was true, and a sad truth, since so often people didn’t care. As long as you acted with authority and intent, nobody questioned you. But now that they had a missing woman, surely he and Riff should talk to people, to potential witnesses. Yet Wallace presumed MI6 had already done so. Or MI5, depending on where they thought this kidnapping was going.

He frowned at that and asked Riff, “Is there any coordination between MI5 and MI6?”

“Sometimes.” Riff gave him a lopsided grin. “How much coordination and communication do you think there is between any two government departments?”

Wallace sighed. “You would think there would at least be weekly meetings or something.”

“Nope, not happening. On the other hand, if Jonas is spearheading the investigation, then rest assured that we will get the cooperation of both.”

“Even though he’s MI6?”

“Yep, absolutely.” Riff smiled. “We do have some advantages to having Jonas on our side of the table.”

“I would think so, but it needs to be a big-enough advantage to make a difference,” he murmured. “We really do need a break on this.”

At the door to Amy’s hotel room, Riff stopped, looked around, pondered.

“What are you thinking?” Wallace asked him.

“I’m wondering when her room was last cleaned and if they saw anything.”

“Chances are, it wasn’t cleaned because she wasn’t due to check out yet, but …”

“Right, but we can’t count on that.”

“Nope, we sure can’t,” Wallace confirmed. “I can track down maid service—unless it’s the same people who worked yesterday …”

“Exactly,” Riff agreed. “Let’s check out the room first.” And, with that, Riff let himself into the room.

A moment later, Wallace realized that Riff didn’t have a key, and Wallace saw no lockpicks used either. He tucked away that bit of information in the back of his head. As he walked into the hotel room, they both stopped, and Wallace frowned. “Cold, empty, no energy at all. Is this even her room?” he asked, curiously looking around. “It doesn’t feel like her room.”

“I know. It doesn’t feel like anybody’s room.” Riff frowned, as he looked around. “If this was her room, I don’t think she ever stayed in it.”

“I agree with you there,” Wallace replied. “And, if it wasn’t her room, then why were we told it was?”

“Exactly.”

Frowning at that, he turned to Riff. “I’ll head back down to the front desk and double-check the information we got.”

Riff just nodded.

Wallace quickly headed for the elevators, and a few minutes later was at the main reception area. He explained to the desk clerk just who he was and why he was here. He explained how there appeared to be some mix-up, and they were given the wrong room number.

The woman frowned at him. “That’s what I have on the registry.” She clicked on the computer keys, bringing up the registration.

“Then she obviously changed her room,” Wallace suggested.

The woman shook her head, while she read the notes on the computer, then exclaimed, “She did. You’re right. I am so sorry for the mix-up.”

“Good, so what room was she in then?” he asked, sounding harsher than he intended.

The clerk checked a few other screens and then replied, “Fifth floor. Room 512. I’m so sorry for the mix-up.”

“Was a reason given for why she changed rooms?” He studied the clerk. “Did you ever see her?”

She shook her head. “No, I haven’t seen her myself. So I haven’t checked her in or out.”

“Right now, as far as we’re concerned, she’s missing.”

“But maybe she’s in the other room.”

“Would you not have had that information to give the cops in the first place?” he asked, getting frustrated.

She frowned and nodded. “We should have, yes. So I don’t understand why we didn’t.”

“And that is my concern. If 512 is her room, then why did everybody else get sent to a different room? This can’t be a simple mistake.”

“I see a notation that her room was changed at her request, but I don’t see a reason why.”

“Not that a reason is necessarily an issue, but the fact that she made a request and that you gave it to her is good. Yet, when the cops contacted you, they should have been directed to the new room that she was checked into. The fact that the cops weren’t given that info raises questions, serious questions.” Wallace sighed. More research to do, including deep background checks into all the employees in this hotel, whether part-time or full-time, then cross-referencing their friends and family. Levi and Terk may both need to be on this project.

“I don’t know why, sir. You are absolutely correct, but I can offer no explanation.” She kept apologizing over and over, but the conversation wasn’t going anywhere.

He finally held up a hand to her. “Stop. Our people will check into that. Can you just give me the correct room key? I need to check that room.”

She seemed distraught as she handed over the key.

Wallace headed to the elevator, already texting Levi and Terk with his latest need for more research. He went straight up to the fifth floor, now texting Riff about the room change and to meet up here.

At the door to Amy’s actual room, Wallace used the key and let himself in. Inside the room, he noted the energy. Unfortunately it was all the wrong kind. Because this room hadn’t been mentioned initially to the cops, the assumption had been made that Amy had been missing since she had been dropped off. However, now it seemed more likely that she had had a visitor, who had completely destroyed the room, looking for something or just wanting to destroy things.

He phoned the front desk and asked when the door to 512 had last been opened.

After a few keystrokes, the clerk stated that the room was opened at 11:15 last night. When he asked when it had opened afterward, she replied in a concerned voice, “I don’t have anything else here, not until you just entered the room only minutes ago.”

“So, you’re saying that it was opened at 11:15 p.m., and I presume she left at that hour and was she alone?”

“I don’t know,” the clerk admitted, her tone nervous. “All I can tell you is that, according to the computer, the room was accessed at 11:15 p.m., and that’s all.”

“And to access security camera footage?” he asked.

“You’ll need the manager for that.”

Thanking her, he ended the call.

The only way a kidnapping could happen was if Amy had opened the door to somebody, who promptly knocked her out. Then propped open the door, so her intruder could destroy the place—or could make it look as if they were destroying it. Thereafter, the kidnapper picked up Amy and took her away, letting the door close at that time.

If that was what really happened—and it was a big if—this sucked.

As he stood here, Riff walked in behind him and whistled. “What happened here?”

“At 11:15 last night somebody accessed her room, but the door hasn’t been opened since then, not until I came in just now.”

“We think she opened her door willingly?”

“If it’s just the one time instance—and that’s what the desk clerk is saying—then Amy obviously let somebody in, or at least opened the door, thinking it was somebody she needed to talk to.” Wallace gave a wave of his hand. “What we’re looking at then is that somebody possibly came in at that time and snagged her but destroyed the room to make it appear that a burglary or an argument or something happened here. Then they somehow managed to get Amy out of here at the same time.”

“So, we also need to check the elevators at that time period,” Riff suggested, looking around. “We need to see who may have knocked her out and took her away.”

“That’s what I’m thinking,” Wallace said, staring at the room. “Definitely energy is here, but it’s just not energy I like.”

“There’s nothing about it I like,” Riff declared. “This feels as if there was a struggle, a woman fighting for herself, for her life, and I won’t say she lost her life, but she certainly lost her freedom.”

With that, Wallace turned and headed back downstairs, looking for the security camera feeds from last night. It took a little bit longer to get a manager and to get the clearance to bring up that footage. As soon as they had it, he watched as a cleaning cart rolled down the hallway, and the maid in a uniform stopped at Amy’s door, as if to hand over extra towels, and the laundry hamper was pushed in. When it was pushed back out again, it headed back down toward the same service elevator and then disappeared.

When he asked for cameras for the service elevator, it was a no-go. “Sorry, we don’t have any of those,” the manager replied. “They’re literally just for workers.”

“Of course it’s for workers, but maybe your workers are involved in this kidnapping ring. Did you consider that?” he asked in frustration. The manager frowned and shook his head. Wallace continued. “I’ve already got a team doing a deep dive into all your employees and their known associates. Meanwhile, you guys can explain to MI6 why you don’t have cameras in this area and why a guest the government brought in was kidnapped from your hotel at that hour, and you don’t have any record of it.”

The manager paled and panicked. “It is something that we’re in the process of getting,” he offered, “but nothing’s been set up yet.”

“Where does the service elevator go?”

“It stops at every floor, but it also goes down to the laundry area.” With that, the manager led Wallace down to the laundry room, part of the basement. Wallace sent a text to update Riff and harbored a faint hope that Amy might still be unconscious in a laundry hamper somewhere nearby. However, a thorough search of the area didn’t reveal such a simple answer. Riff showed up and joined them now that they were done searching. A grim expression on his face, Wallace looked over at his partner.

Riff nodded in concern. “Nothing is here, absolutely no sign of where she’s gone or when. We’ll head out to the parking lot, check street cameras, any hotel cams,” he added, turning to look at the manager, who shook his head. Riff turned to Wallace. “We’ll have to check anything around that 11:15 p.m. time.”

Taking their leave, they returned to their vehicle and phoned Jonas, wanting access to local street cams, hoping to use Jonas’s supercomputer.

Jonas sighed. “Sure, I can get you access, but the kidnappers may have avoided being seen on any of them already. Considering Amy had appointments this morning with MI6, we would know to worry when she didn’t show up. Still, taking her at 11:15 p.m. gave them at least a nine-hour head start, which was probably planned.”

“Do we get access or not?” Riff asked.

Jonas groaned. “Yes. I’m just telling you that it’ll end up being a waste of your time. Still, give me some time to set up a secure spot for you to work from, where no one will bother you or will know what you’re doing either. I’m sure you’ll find something useful to do in the meantime.”

“Definitely something is going on here that we aren’t seeing,” Wallace declared, “and we need to. Otherwise there’s a chance Amy won’t see the light of day again.”

With that, he ended the call.
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Wallace and Riff remained in the MI6 rig, in the hotel parking lot, planning out their next move. “I presume Terk has been in contact with her,” Wallace shared with Riff.

Riff quickly dialed Terk and asked him, putting him on Speakerphone.

“Amy has no idea what happened, no idea where she is, even wondering if this wasn’t some twisted job interview to see what she could do.” Terk’s tone was hardened with disbelief.

At that, Riff’s eyebrows shot up, and he stared at Wallace. “I might have thought that myself, if I was locked up as she’s apparently been.”

Terk agreed. “Especially when she was picked up from her room, doesn’t know who took her, doesn’t know anything about it. So far, she’s met one captor, and they are feeding her, but she’s lost time, so they’re obviously drugging her,” Terk shared.

Wallace sighed. “That makes sense, and it also keeps her compliant, dulls her gifts.” Wallace hated the idea, but what if she was right about a twisted job interview? The thought pissed him off, but it was all too possible.

Terk added, “She’s waiting for somebody to arrive but doesn’t know who or what to expect. For the moment, they’re treating her okay. She believes she’s in London—or at least that’s what she was told. I’ll stay in touch with her for as long as I can and will keep you updated.” Then Terk ended the call.

“If they’re not lying to her and if she really is in London, that would be a very good thing,” Riff replied, with a nod. “Terk does have a locator on his staff, so I bet he’s getting Langdon in on this.”

“If a locator does just that, then I would imagine so,” Wallace said. “Yet you never really know because not everybody can turn it on and off all the time. Plus, certain buildings can block our energy.”

Riff nodded. “In addition to your two points, in this case, where we have so much added pressure as one of our own was taken, our energy work doesn’t always hold up to the stress factor.”

Wallace faced Riff. “How come nobody from the government has gotten back to us on the street cams? That seems a bit dodgy.”

“Because we asked for their help,” Riff replied, with a wry look. “Also because somebody in-house may be involved in Amy’s kidnapping. … You do know this would go a lot faster without them, right?”

“In that case, let’s do it without them,” Wallace stated.

“Good.” Riff snorted. “Let’s jump in and do this. I do better without any of them looking over my shoulder.”

Wallace glared at him. “If you had a better idea right from the beginning, why didn’t you say so?”

“I did, but you were still thinking this wasn’t necessarily a big deal.”

“Wait. I’ve always considered it a big deal,” he declared, staring at Riff. “Amy’s not here, and I assume it wasn’t her choice to leave, but I was hardly expecting a drugged kidnapping of a potential MI6 hire. That’s pretty brazen.”

“That’s the thing about government work,” Riff noted. “You can’t ever really count on anything. So you never know what to expect. I wouldn’t put it past MI6 to be putting her through a test. If that is not enough for you, look at the job you guys were being asked to do.”

Wallace nodded. “Not a bad theory,” he admitted. “I sure hope Amy’s wrong about that though because if we can’t trust Jonas …”

“Yeah, well, in a way, I would hope that she’s right because then, chances are, we’ll get her out of this in one piece. However, if it’s a private contract, and somebody else is looking at her skills, wondering what she can or can’t do, that’s a whole different story. If she fails, … who says she’ll get a free pass to just walk out.”

“No, they won’t take that kindly, will they?”

“They never do,” Riff said, his tone hard. “These people, if not MI6, will have a very different take on this scenario.”

“So, how do we find out if it is or is not an MI6 trial run?” Wallace asked, staring at Riff.

“I don’t generally deal with governments. I avoid them like the plague,” he shared cheerfully. “Mostly because of shit like this.”

“You think her theory has merit?”

“Of course it has merit,” he stated, frowning at Wallace. “Didn’t we just say that?”

“I guess it just feels wrong to think that the British government would do that.”

“Wrong maybe, but when it comes to Special Ops, Black Ops? … Hell no. They pull this shit all the time.”

Such vehemence filled Riff’s tone that Wallace had absolutely no doubt that, as far as Riff was concerned, it was totally possible. Still, it was a little unnerving to consider. Wallace wasn’t at all sure he was ready to jump on the same hating of governments bandwagon that Riff was on.

Riff grabbed his duffel bag from the back seat and pulled out his laptop. “Let’s hack into MI6’s street cams.”

Wallace nodded, grabbing his laptop too. Two hours later, he shook his head. “Jonas may be right. They avoided all the street cams.”

“And,” Riff added, “Jonas has still not called us back.”

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Wallace asked.

“Damn straight. Let’s go have a face-to-face chat with Jonas.”

Riff and Wallace left the hotel parking lot and shortly pulled into the parking lot below MI6 headquarters, parked, and headed upstairs. As it was, they stumbled on to Jonas, ripping into somebody in the hallway. As he turned and saw them, Jonas’s glare widened to encompass the two of them. “What the hell is going on here?” he roared.

Wallace’s eyebrows shot up. “I’m not sure what this is and what you think we’re up to, but we’re trying to find Amy.”

“Where is she?” Jonas asked.

Wallace shook his head. “It appears she’s been kidnapped. We’re not sure whether you guys had a hand in it or that was just a coincidence.”

From the look of complete shock on Jonas’s face, it was obvious that he’d never once considered such a thing.

At that, Wallace nodded. “I’m really glad to see it wasn’t you.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Jonas roared.

“Thinking of the job she was brought in to do,” he explained, “we couldn’t help but wonder if somebody in your office decided some test was in order.”

Jonas blinked several times, and then he slowly sagged onto the closest wall. “Good God,” he muttered, with a headshake. “That would be just beyond everything.”

“Sure, but it’s also not out of the realm of possibility,” Riff declared. “And we all know it.”

At that, Jonas shot him a hard look. “I sure didn’t have anything to do with it.”

“Maybe not, but that doesn’t mean the British government didn’t.”
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
    /    )    /    /     / |     /    )    /  /|     / |         /       |    /     /    )    /    '
---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
  /    /    /    /     /   |   /    |    / |/  |   /   |       /         |  /     /         /       
_/____/____/____/_____/____|__/_____|___/__/___|__/____|______/__________|_/_____/_________/____ ___
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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