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Prologue
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A week later, Kanen Larson studied Deli and Jackson, cuddling on the couch, wondering how Mason’s magic could have spread for so long and so far. Kanen was happy for his friend. Hell, Kanen was surrounded by men who were so damn blissfully happy it was almost enough to make a guy sick.

But Kanen wasn’t jealous—that wasn’t part of who he was. Maybe envious. He wouldn’t mind finding his soul mate. … But it wasn’t why he was here. It wasn’t why he was friends with all these men. They were good men—the kind of men to call on when in trouble. The best kind of men to spend time with, whether at work or when it was time to play. He was blessed; and he knew it. These were great guys. And the women they’d met, wow, they were something else. Talk about raising the bar.

Mason had started everyone down this path. They were all helpless to do anything but follow him. And the thing was, not one of them seemed to mind.

Jackson looked at Kanen and raised an eyebrow.

Kanen just shrugged. “You two look good together.”

Jackson smiled, wrapped his arm around Deli’s shoulder and hugged her up close. “Feels good together too,” he admitted.

Just then Kanen’s phone rang. He pulled it out and saw it was his friend Laysa, calling from England. He lifted the phone to his ear and, in a happy cheerful voice, called out, “How is Laysa doing? Trying to whip all those little kids into shape, make them sit up and pay attention?” he teased.

A broken sob was his only answer. He straightened. “Laysa, what’s wrong?”

Another sob came and then an attempt to speak. But nothing came out.

“Take it easy. It’s all right. I’m here. What’s the matter?”

Her voice broke as she whispered, “Kanen.”

“Yes, I’m here,” he said. “What’s the matter?” He could see Jackson staring at him, a frown forming between his eyebrows. Kanen shrugged, not sure what was going on yet. What he did know was Laysa didn’t get upset over the little things in life. He hopped to his feet and walked around on the living room carpet. “Laysa, talk to me,” he urged. “What’s happening?”

She cried again, her tone raspy as if she’d been crying a lot. And it was a tone he recognized. Her husband had been one of his best mates when they’d both served in the navy together for years. But Blake had been killed almost a year ago, and Kanen had talked to her all the time in the beginning to deal with that loss. She’d had a tear-soaked voice all that time then too. But he’d never heard her like this. “You need to tell me what’s going on,” he urged quietly. “I can’t help you if you don’t tell me.”

Suddenly she shrieked, then sobbed loudly.

“Laysa,” he cried out in horror. “What’s happening?”

A stranger spoke in a deadly voice. “Laysa can’t talk right now. If you want to see her alive again, I suggest you listen very carefully.”

Kanen’s heart froze. His chest seized. What the hell was going on?

He spun to look at Jackson, who even now stood in the middle of the living room, his hands planted on his hips over a wide stance, ready to jump in and help. And he didn’t have a clue yet what was going on.

“Who is this?” Kanen barked. “What did you do to Laysa?”

“Did you hear me?” the man mocked. “You need to listen to me. And you need to do exactly what you’re told to do.”

“What do you want?” he asked. “If you hurt Laysa, I swear to God, I’ll hunt you down like the dog you are,” Kanen growled.

“But that won’t really work for me.”

“You have no reason to hurt her. Laysa would never hurt a fly.”

“No, she probably wouldn’t,” the man said with casual negligence. “But you, on the other hand, Kanen, would do a lot to save her.”

Kanen stared at the phone. He held it out between him and Jackson. It was on Speaker as it was, but the two of them hovered over it. “How do you know who I am?”

“Oh, I know a lot about you. You’re one of those who thinks you’re better than everybody else. Asshole SEALs. But Laysa’s husband never made the grade, did he? He was just a lowly seaman.”

“He was a naval officer,” Kanen barked. “He was happy to be who he was.”

“But he’d have loved being a SEAL with you,” the man said mockingly. “But, of course, you didn’t stay behind with him, and he couldn’t stand up with you, so you moved on ahead of him.”

“What’s this all about?” Kanen asked, trying to calm down. The shriek that Laysa had let loose earlier had chilled Kanen to the bone. It was obvious she was in bigger trouble than he had originally thought. “What’s this got to do with any of us?”

“Blake has something of mine. And I want it back,” the man said. “I’m starting to wonder if he planned to keep it—without my permission.”

“Impossible. Blake was one of the best men I ever knew,” Kanen said. “Besides, he died nine months ago. Whatever he knew died with him.”

Jackson stared at Kanen, a question in his eyes, but Kanen had no clue who he was talking to. It was Laysa that he cared about. This asshole was already dead. He just didn’t know it yet.

“Blake had something of mine that I want,” the man repeated. “It’s my insurance.” He gave a harsh laugh. “So it’s only fair that, if you want to see Laysa alive again, you’ll find that item Blake was holding for me. Maybe he gave it to you?”

“What is it I’m looking for?” Kanen asked cautiously.

“Oh, no, no. It’s not that easy,” he said. “Laysa doesn’t appear to know anything. I have been trying to convince her that she should tell me the truth, but it seems like she doesn’t really want to talk. So I thought maybe her husband had given it to his best friend, … but, of course, you won’t give me what I want without a little persuasion. I’m sure holding Laysa will make you more cooperative.”

Jackson sat down hard on the couch. Kanen sat down a little slower beside him. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kanen said in confusion. “Blake didn’t give me anything to hold for him. I hadn’t spoken to him for weeks before his death.”

“Well, that’s just too bad then, isn’t it?” the man continued in a gentle conversational tone. “Because, if you don’t bring me what I want within seventy-two hours, Laysa will pay the ultimate price.” The phone went dead.


Chapter 1
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“What the hell is going on over there?” Kanen asked. “I need to bug out. If I can’t talk Mason into the transport dropping me off near London, then I’m on the next commercial flight.”

“I didn’t know Blake. What was he like?”

Kanen turned on Taylor. “He was a good guy,” he said defensively. “He’d never have done anything illegal—not knowingly.”

“I didn’t say he would have,” Taylor said calmly, holding out a hand, palm up. “But remember that we don’t know everyone the way we think we do, and we can’t be sure what was going on in Blake’s life at the time of his death.”

“I’d swear on my honor that Blake would never have done anything criminal.”

“It doesn’t have to be criminal,” Nelson said quietly, facing the two of them. “A friend may have asked him to hold something. Or gave him something innocently, without Blake realizing it was important. Like a code or a key to a safe-deposit box or something like that.”

“We need to wrap our heads around the fact that,” Kanen said, “Laysa apparently is being held against her will, beaten for information she doesn’t have, and her captor is damn short on patience.”

“You care about this woman?” Nelson asked.

Kanen ran his hand through his hair. “I’ve known her for decades. We were all friends growing up together. She ended up marrying Blake. They were happy,” he admitted. “I’ve become closer to her since Blake’s death but as a friend. She just needed to know somebody was there for her after Blake was gone.”

“That’s huge,” Nelson said. “Losing anyone is terrible—but a spouse? … That’s got to be a special kind of terrible. She must appreciate that you helped her through that.”

Kanen hoped he had been of some solace to her, but, right now, his mind was caught on something else. “Did that asshole go through her Contacts list and find me, or did he already know who I was?”

“Or she told him,” Nelson said. “I’ll play devil’s advocate here for a moment. Can you trust her? Do you believe she would be a part of this? That maybe she herself is looking for something Blake left behind?”

Kanen stared at Nelson blankly as Laysa’s cries still rang in his ears. No way was that terror faked. “No. You’d have to meet her to understand. She’s a lot of things, but a liar, thief or just plain petty? No, she’s not any of those.”

Nelson and Taylor looked at Kanen for a long moment, as if trying to read the truth in his face. Then they both gave nods.

Now that they believed him, Kanen let a whoosh from his chest. He sat down on the bare cold ground as he dialed Mason’s number. When he heard Mason on the line, Kanen explained the situation.

“Location?”

“Ipswich, England.”

“How long has she been there?”

He racked his brain, trying to think. “Four years maybe.”

“Who does she work for?”

“A preschool. Can’t remember the name,” he said.

“When did Blake die?”

“September ninth of last year.” His tone turned dark. “He was in a car accident.”

“Was it caused by another person?”

Kanen froze. He slowly turned away when he answered, as if Taylor and Nelson couldn’t still hear his side of the conversation. “No, the police said it was an accident. He ran off a cliff. Possibly avoiding some debris in the road or maybe an animal.”

Silence followed.

Then Mason asked in a soft voice, “Do you still believe that?”

“Shit.” Kanen tried to think, but his mind wouldn’t obey his orders. “At the time it seemed strange because he was one of the better drivers I’ve ever known. He loved speed, and he used to race cars. That was one of his hobbies. He was hoping to have his own race car someday. He was a pro at the wheel.”

“He still could have been going too fast, taking a corner too quickly,” Mason said calmly. “That doesn’t mean anybody else was involved.”

“I know. Yet,” Kanen said, his free hand fisted, “I don’t know what to believe now.”

“You can deal with that later. Right now, I can contact some people in England. I’ll get back to you in five.” Mason hung up.

Kanen stared at the blank screen on his phone and then checked on flights to Ipswich or London or wherever would get him to Laysa the fastest. By the time he had the data he needed, Mason called.

“MI6 will be waiting for you, no matter where you land.”

“Great.” Kanen gave a harsh laugh.

“Yeah, they aren’t happy to hear one of ours is coming to town either,” Mason said. “You know we can’t do much from this end without their knowledge.”

“You could ask them to assist us instead of hindering us at every turn,” Kanen said. “Blake was a former US naval officer with an honorable discharge. I don’t care if somebody from NCIS joins me or one of our own unit, but I have to go.”

“How early can you get there?”

“If I go commercial, I won’t land until sometime after ten tomorrow morning.”

“I’ve got time off coming,” Nelson said.

Taylor spoke up too. “Me too. I’m coming with you.”

Mason’s voice came loud and clear through the phone. “Hold on to that thought, guys. I’ll call back in a moment.” And once again he hung up.

Kanen addressed Taylor and Nelson. “I’d love to have you two join me, if Mason can afford to cut all three of us loose at once. I don’t need an entire team. It’d be nice to have at least one guy for backup. Two would be great.” Kanen’s phone pinged with an incoming text.

Formal request coming from the US government to MI6, asking for their assistance.

A second text read Don’t book any flights yet.

Kanen grinned. “Mason doesn’t want any flights booked at this time. What do you bet Mason snagged the navy transport for us?” Kanen heard another ping on his phone, a text update. Transport on stand-by for you. Working out logistics. Will call with names of your team in five. With confirmed pickup time in next text or two.

Kanen nodded and waited to hear who would be going with him.

When Mason called back, he said, “Okay, I’ve got Nelson joining you for sure. Among his other skills, he’ll be especially good for logistics, having spent a lot of time in England. I need to lock down another, someone with some techie leanings too. I’m hoping it will be Taylor, since he’s with you as well and has already volunteered.” And Mason was gone.

“Nelson, you’re approved for this technically off-duty mission. Thanks for lending your expertise. I’m all for it,” Kanen said. “Taylor, you’re next in line for approval.” Then Kanen frowned. “Even if we get the transport, when will they pick us up?”

Taylor shook his head. Nelson gave a one-shoulder shrug.

Kanen snorted. “We’re farther than we should be for being only an hour out. Let’s head back, double-time, see if we can reach the base of this mountain at top speed without incurring any injuries.”

After about a mile of sideways jogging down the mountain, Kanen stopped.

The others did too, staring at him.

“I think I should contact Charles.”

Nelson frowned. “Don’t know Charles.”

“Charles is in the underground line of our work, helps us out when we’re overseas,” Taylor explained to Nelson, then turned to Kanen. “Maybe wait for Mason to let you know if you’re going as a civilian or as a SEAL. If this will be as official visit, then it’s hotels all the way. Otherwise, Charles should have the space.”

Nelson added, “Ipswich is only like seventy-five miles from London. But, if Charles resides in the capital city, we’d be closer to Laysa if we book into a local Ipswich hotel.”

“As long as it happens now, I’m good. Maybe on the navy transport, I can sneak into the country. That way, this asshole can’t track me. At least not initially. Might give me some time to sneak up on him.”

Taylor grimaced. “If he’s a professional hacker, he’ll know, transport or commercial. He may have a source in MI6 who’ll give you away. I figure Laysa’s captor will somehow have immediate notification when you arrive in the country.”

“And, if he’s such a pro, he’ll get into all the databases he needs.” Kanen snorted. “Hell, it’s probably even easier to do now than it was before.”

“Either way,” Taylor continued, “we must assume he will know before you enter the country, finding your flight info or whatever. If booking a hotel, make it look like you arrived, then sneak out, in case somebody is waiting for you.”

Kanen swore. “Right. Even if I just switch rooms, that could help me lose anybody on my tail.”

“Now you’re thinking. Plus Charles is a great source of all things that you might need for supplies,” Taylor said in a low voice, raising one eyebrow in way of question. “You can always contact him after you speak to Mason.”

Kanen understood. He’d never met Charles, but Kanen knew lots of guys who had. Mostly men who worked for Levi. And everybody by now knew who Levi was and the team of ex-military he’d amassed around him. Kanen had spoken to Charles over the years; Kanen just hadn’t met him in person. And, as much as he understood Taylor’s suggestion to wait for Mason to get back to him, Kanen wanted to give Charles a heads-up. If for no other reason than to clear that To Do item off his mental list and to establish his local contact person. Plus, Kanen couldn’t traipse down this mountain and text at the same time.

He tapped his finger on his phone for a long moment, then typed a text to Charles, saying Kanen was in trouble and would arrive no later than tomorrow morning.

The response came back in less than a minute. I’m always here for you.

“Maybe double- or triple-book those hotel rooms,” Nelson suggested, “to delay that asshole a bit from finding you.”

Kanen heard Nelson, but, inside his head, Kanen was numb. He kept glancing at his watch, imagining how scared Laysa must be, how much pain she was in, what the asshole was doing to her and who the hell he was.
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Who the hell is this asshole? Laysa asked herself, yet again. He had been hysterical for the last couple hours. He had beat her first, asked questions afterward. But all of it was insensate nonsense. He seemed to be calming down a bit, if only because he got sidetracked by terrorizing Kanen for a bit on the phone.

He wore a black full-face knit ski mask, a muscle shirt and jeans, his jacket on the couch, with a suspicious gun-shaped bulge in one of its pockets. That she couldn’t see his face she’d taken great comfort in, thinking, if she couldn’t identify him, then maybe he wasn’t planning on killing her.

Now she wasn’t so sure. His jerky mannerisms made her afraid he had a bullet with her name on it. Not with that rage he couldn’t contain. Her body ached; she was already bruised from his initial blows. Although most had been centered on her torso, her jaw would bloom nicely soon.

That he’d pulled Kanen into this made it even worse. She doubted her friend knew any more than she did. She had a simple flat in Ipswich, where she’d lived with Blake. But she’d removed most of his personal items at this point. Kanen had helped clear out much of Blake’s things right after the funeral, as it hurt her too much to see them. She had even boxed up more personal items, but they had remained here, until she’d taken time later to go through them—Blake’s letters and cards to her and other memorabilia. What if she had already disposed of this thing her captor wanted so badly, not realizing how important it was, like some key that wasn’t familiar? What if she’d thrown it away?

Suddenly her captor looked around her apartment. He was not very tall for a man but lean and muscular. His arms showed ripped muscles. His hands were large, yet bony. He turned and looked at her. “Did you always live here with your husband?”

“Yes. Since we moved to England.” She remained in the armchair in the far corner of the living room. Every time she tried to get up, he shoved her roughly back down again.

“Do you have a storage unit here?”

“Not here in the building,” she said hesitantly, wondering at the look in his eyes, as if he were testing her. “One of those storage units at a yard full of them.”

An odd light came into his gaze, confirming her suspicions. “Where is it?”

She frowned. “On Bellamy Street. But I don’t remember the exact address. It’s one of those big-name storage companies with rows of units.”

“What number is your unit?”

“One-thirteen.”

“Is it locked?”

She nodded mutely.

“Where’s the key?”

“In the kitchen junk drawer,” she said.

He walked into her small galley kitchen. She could hear him opening and closing drawers. And then he walked toward her, shaking the container, the keys rattling inside. He held it out. “Which one is it?”

She took the container, stirred around the key mess. Spying the little silver key, she picked it up. The spare was on her key ring. She handed this one to him. “This is it.”

He studied her for a long moment, checked his watch, then said, “Stand up. We’re going for a ride.”

She stared at him, but she couldn’t move. He took a menacing step forward.

“What’s the matter, bitch? Didn’t you hear me?”

“Leave me here,” she said in anger. “I’ve done everything you’ve asked. Just leave me here when you go look at the stuff.”

He shook his head. “No, it could be a trick.”

“Like I knew beforehand that you would break into my home before I returned from work? That you would beat me up today, not tomorrow? Like I knew Blake had your stuff? Besides, what could I possibly gain by tricking you? Tie me up if you want. Just leave me alone and go check the storage unit.”

He stood for a long moment, as if weighing the pros and cons of leaving her tied up and alone versus taking her where she could possibly escape or attract attention. Then he gave a clipped nod. “I’ll do that. And thanks for the idea to tie you up.”

He disappeared into the kitchen and returned with the packages of straps she’d forgotten were there. She groaned when she saw them. “Please, not tight.”

He zip-tied her legs, one to each of the legs of the chair. And then her arms behind her. He glanced at his watch again, key in hand, and said, “I’ll be back in two hours.” He narrowed his gaze at her. “Make sure you’re here.” He turned and left.


Chapter 2
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The door slammed shut in front of her. Everything hurt, but she ignored the pain. She had two hours. He’d be back, and she’d be in deeper trouble than she already was. She twisted her fingers, trying to loosen one of her hands from the zip strap behind her. He’d pulled the strap tight, but she had balled up her hands into fists, trying to bulk up her wrists. It worked slightly, in that she had gained a little wiggle room within the tie.

Laysa continued to work her fingers until she got one hand through, then the second to slide out. Immediately she pulled her arms forward and rubbed her sore wrists. She rotated her shoulders, groaning at the pain from just being tied up that short amount of time. Both of her feet were strapped to the legs of the chair. They would be harder to release. The coffee table was beside her. She opened the drawer beneath it, hoping for something sharp. But, no, there was nothing.

She straightened up, and, holding the chair, she hobbled and hopped her way to the kitchen. Soon she had the zips cut. She replaced the chair where it had been. Grabbing her wallet and her phone, she took one last look around her small apartment and slipped into the hall. Afraid her tormenter would be standing outside the building, waiting for her, watching for her, she raced upstairs instead of down.

One floor up, she knocked on Carl’s door. He was a friend, but he also was a cop. When he opened it, she bolted in. “Close the door,” she whispered softly from the living room. “Hurry, shut it.”

When he did, he turned and looked at her.

His wife, Sicily, hopped up and asked, “What’s the matter, Laysa? Oh, my God! Are you hurt?” When Laysa choked up with tears and couldn’t respond, Sicily added, “I’ll get you an ice pack for your face.”

Laysa gasped and sobbed, partly in relief at getting free but also because she knew the guy would be back. She explained what had happened, taking the ice pack from Sicily with a small smile.

Carl was on the phone immediately, bringing in a team.

“Send somebody to the storage unit address I gave him,” she said. “He’ll be there. He should be there now.”

“They will send someone,” Carl said, then turned slightly to talk into the phone.

She glanced at her watch and nodded. “He’s been gone at least fifteen minutes. He could be there already.” She looked up at Carl. “Unless he knows I lied. I told him the correct general location. I just didn’t tell him the right number for the storage unit. And I don’t know why, but asking about this seemed like a trick question, or maybe he already knew about the storage unit. I don’t know. … Nothing there is worth worrying about. But, … well, they are Blake’s things. I don’t want a stranger touching them. If he knows I lied, maybe he wanted to follow me to see who I trusted?”

Carl said, “It doesn’t matter if he did. We’ll get him. Keep that ice on your jaw.”

Sicily patted the vacant seat near her and had Laysa sit on the couch beside her. “I’m so sorry. That must have been terrifying.”

Laysa nodded. She fumbled with her phone. “I have to tell Kanen that I’m safe.”

“Why would that stranger think Kanen would have something or would know more?” Carl asked. “Were Kanen and Blake best friends?”

Laysa nodded. “We’ve all been friends for a long time, but Kanen lives in California.” She held the phone to her ear. It rang, but there was no answer. Frustrated, she hit the Off button, wondering why it hadn’t at least gone to voice mail. She redialed and waited. After ten rings, the voice mail kicked in. “Kanen, it’s me, Laysa. I escaped. He will be looking for you. Don’t come here. Keep yourself safe. I’ll hide until the police capture him.” Then she hung up.

She looked at Sicily. “I’m still shaking so badly.” She held up her hand, and, indeed, the tremors made it difficult for her to hold the phone steady.

“Of course you are, my dear. Of course you are.” Sicily stood. “Let me get you a cup of tea. That’ll help.”

Carl returned after finishing his phone call. “Let me get some photos,” he said. When she balked, he added, “We need them for evidence.” He brought out his phone and then stopped, looking at her. “I have to ask, did he hurt you further? Did he rape you?”

She pulled the ice away from her face and shook her head violently. “Thankfully, no. He beat me up pretty good though,” she said, reaching to her swollen cheek and jaw. Now that she was safe, Laysa was more aware of her throbbing body. “I’m sure I’ll be black and blue everywhere tomorrow.”

He nodded. “After your tea, I’ll take you to the hospital, and we’ll grab any evidence we can from you.”

She winced. “You mean, like hairs or fibers?”

“Did you scratch him?”

She frowned, looking at her nails. “I certainly fought. I clawed at his muscle shirt. I don’t know if any DNA is under my nails or not. I did get a good slug into his shoulder or back, but I think it was just my fist, no claws involved. He was wily, staying just far enough away, except for when he hit me.”

“That may be,” Carl said, “but we have to try.”

She nodded but didn’t hold out much hope.

Sicily returned with the tea. “It’s not superhot. I wanted you to get some of it down fast.”

Laysa sagged farther into the couch, her mind spinning in fear. “I feel like I need to get out of this building,” she whispered. “I’m afraid you guys will be his victims too. I shouldn’t have come.” The more she sat here, the more worried she got. She slugged back several big sips of tea, put down the cup along with her ice pack and then bolted to her feet. “I can’t stay,” she cried out frantically. “He’ll be back. He’ll try to find me, and he said he’d kill me if I wasn’t there when he returned.”

Carl reached out and grabbed her. “Easy. I’ll take you to the hospital myself.”

She stared at him, loving the friendship and the stability he represented in her world gone crazy. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “This guy is really good. Like, seriously good. For all I know, he’s a pro, and I might be putting you in extreme danger.” She looked at the front door, then looked at them. Red flags popped up all over in her mind. “I have to go. Now.”

She bolted for the front door. She couldn’t understand her panic, but it rode her hard. Just as she reached the top of the stairs, she saw somebody coming up the stairwell from below. It was him. Now she knew why she was so terrified. He’d found her Contacts info for Carl and Sicily on her phone. Her attacker was coming up here after them.

She raced back to the apartment and motioned to Carl, then whispered, “He’s coming. He’s coming. He’s coming.”

Carl slammed the door, locked the chain on top and called the security office in the apartment building.

She curled up in the far corner of the living room behind the couch, shaking violently, her arms wrapped around her knees, her mind spinning, uselessly trying to figure out what she was supposed to do.

Sicily bent in front of Laysa, holding her hands. “Whatever it is, we can do this,” she whispered.

“What if he kills you?” Laysa asked painfully. “I’ll never forgive myself. Coming to you for help has brought him to you.”

Carl asked from the other side of the couch, “Did he see you?”

“I don’t think so,” she said, “but he would have heard the door, I’m sure.”

“That doesn’t mean he knows it was you though,” Sicily said quietly.

Just then a hard sound came; wood shattered, and a bullet careened through the front door to land in the opposite wall.

Laysa gave a broken laugh and whispered, “Well, that answers that question.”

Carl patted her hand, and she realized he was armed too. She stared at the gun in relief. “I didn’t know you were allowed to have guns at home.”

He shrugged. “Marksmanship is also a hobby. I do have licenses for them.”

“As long as they shoot real bullets,” she said, “I don’t care if you have licenses or not. I just don’t want to be taken by him again.”

Carl waited. She watched, worried he was too old for this young, fit madman. But Carl stayed well out of the way and waited. No second bullet came. Nothing. Not a sound. Carl leaned over the corner of the couch, as if to assess the doorway.

Laysa whispered, “Don’t go out there.”

He looked at her and then shrugged.

She shook her head. “He’ll be waiting.”

“The cops should be here soon,” Sicily whispered.

Laysa wasn’t so sure. It seemed like the cops were slow everywhere. But then again, Carl was one of their own. Maybe he commanded a faster response than other people.

Just then her phone rang. She tried to shut it down but realized it was Kanen. Keeping her voice low, she whispered, “Hello?”

“What the hell happened?”

Quietly she explained what happened and where she was.

“And the police are on their way? Tell me they will handle this right now,” he asked, his voice rising.

“Yes, that’s what Carl said.” She realized she’d forgotten to tell Kanen about him. “Carl is a cop.”

“Good. I’m on my way to Ipswich. I should be at your apartment building in a few hours.”

“No, no, no, no. You can’t come.”

He snickered. “Too bad. Two more guys are with me.”

She shook her head. “You have to look after yourself. He’s after me and you now. When you come, he’ll capture you too.”

“Let him try,” Kanen said, his voice hard, rough. “He’ll pay for hurting you.” There was silence, and then he asked, “Are you okay?”

She sighed. “I’m fine. He didn’t rape me. He didn’t really hurt me too badly, considering he could have killed me. Carl wants me to go to the hospital and get examined and have the hospital do a forensic something or other.” She was still so shocked that her words completely escaped her. “To make sure they collect any evidence there might be.”

“I agree. Make sure you’re never alone. If you need security until I get there, then you let me know. I’ll have somebody by your side.”
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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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