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About This Book


Welcome to a brand-new series from USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer, where dark-ops SEALs have special senses and skills, needed to solve intrigue, betrayal, and … murder. A series with all the elements you’ve come to love, plus so much more, … including psychics!

Stubborn was something Rick had been called a lot. Independent. A loner. All true but, once a powerful healer connects to bring him back from the brink of death, Rick is in danger of losing that control and that privacy he so values.

Cara understands Rick’s need to be alone, but it’s not possible any longer, and that isn’t something she’s ready to tell him. That and the value of the connection they now share is something he has to find out for himself.

And the sooner, the better, as the attacks on the team continue, their temporary headquarters under surveillance, and their much-vaunted skills nowhere in sight …

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


Prologue
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Rick Hucklebee struggled with his consciousness.

Something was here; something was eating at him, and he could feel it.

Danger everywhere.

Somebody was trying to hold him down, and he cried out for help again and again, but he just didn’t seem to get any answer. And suddenly there was Terk.

“I’m here, Rick. Calm down. I’m right here.”

Rick took several gasping breaths. “Dear God, what the hell is going on?”

“The team was attacked,” Terk replied. “You need to rest and recover.”

“Am I alive?”

“You are.” Then Terk hesitated and added, “You are alive but still unconscious.”

At that, Rick stared at the man in front of him. “But I can see you.”

“I know you can. You were always good at that.”

“Says you,” he murmured. “What do you mean, the team was attacked?”

“You heard me. The team, everyone, was attacked, and we all have been struggling to get back to normal. You’ve been in a coma, part of it self-induced, part of it medically induced, so you could heal. Now we need to carefully bring you back out, but you’re fighting everything we’re doing.”

“Of course I’m fighting everything,” he murmured. “I don’t understand how any of this could happen.”

“None of us do,” Terk admitted. “The bottom line is, you’re alive, and you’ll be with Cara.”

“I’ve felt somebody around me these last few days,” he noted, “but the feelings have been getting stronger and stronger.”

“Well, people are definitely around you,” Terk confirmed. “Have you felt anything dangerous?”

“Yes, that’s what I’m trying to tell you.” He gripped Terk’s hand. “I don’t know what it is or who, but, every time I try to move, I can’t. It’s like being locked up in a prison.”

“I know,” Terk murmured. “Take it easy, and I’ll help bring you back—as soon as it is safe for you. Just give me a little bit of time.”

“A little bit of time?” Rick asked. “How much? I need out of here.”

“And you’re coming out,” he replied firmly. “You’ve trusted me up until now. Don’t lose that faith.”

“No, no, … of course not.” He took several calming breaths. “Just get me up now,” he demanded in a hard tone.

At that, Terk smiled. “Open your eyes.”

Slowly Rick did as asked, seeing Terk standing here, with Calum beside him.

Rick stared at them for several moments, waiting for his consciousness to slowly filter in. “Jesus. Am I ever glad to see you both.”

Cal reached out, obviously caught up in emotions, and gripped his buddy’s hand. “The feeling is mutual, man. I’m so damn glad to see that you’re awake.”

“What the hell happened?” Rick murmured. But his voice was a croak, sounding nothing like it was supposed to. He tried again. “What happened?”

“Too much.” Terk nodded. “At least too much to explain all at once. Listen. We need you to recover slowly and to get back on your feet.”

“There’s no such thing as recover slowly in my world,” he snapped. “You know that.”

“You might find things are a little different now.” Terk searched Rick’s psyche, aura, and expression.

Rick stared at him. “In what way?”

“You may have lost a few abilities,” Terk replied, “or you may have gained something. I don’t know.”

Just then a voice that Rick knew drew closer. “I really think this is a bad idea.”

“You might,” Terk agreed, “but he’s awake, so there’s not a whole lot we’ll do about it now.”

Rick stared at the woman beside Terk. “It’s been you.” He frowned at her, his tone almost surly. “You’re the one who’s been looking after me.”

She nodded. “I have. Terk hired me.”

“I feel like—” And he stopped, shaking his head. “I know it sounds stupid, but I feel like she’s involved.”

At that, Terk stiffened. “Involved in what?”

“I don’t know.” Rick studied her.

Terk turned to look at her. “Have you had any other visitors?”

She shook her head. “No, I told you that. We’ve also got cameras all over the place. We also know that, when they come out of the coma, they’re very disoriented.” She glared at Rick. “So I don’t know what you mean by involved, but I’m certainly not involved in anything untoward. I’ve been here for the last several weeks, looking after you.”

Terk reached out a hand and gently patted hers. “And it’s appreciated. He’ll need to stay here for a few more days, at least, in order to get his head together.”

“Like hell.” Rick drew back the blankets and tried to sit up. And blinked.

He was in a room, white, with no carpet, some wood flooring, but he was alone. The room was empty. He turned his head around and stared. “Hello,” he cried out, and almost instantly the sickroom door opened.

And that same woman walked in, took one look at him, and raced forward. “Lie down,” she barked. “Take it easy.”

He stared at her in shock. “Where’s Terk?” he asked. “I was just talking to him.”

She stared at him. “Nobody’s here but you and me,” she murmured. And then she helped him lie back down again. “Please relax. You’ve just come out of a coma. You need to rest.” She immediately slapped a blood pressure cuff on him and started going over his vitals.

Nothing she did could change the shock in his head. He wasn’t alone; he hadn’t been alone. Everyone, including her, had been here.

So what the hell just happened?


Chapter 1
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Rick opened his eyes yet again, feeling that same strange parallel-universe feeling. He was pretty damn sure he’d had everybody in his room not very long ago, and yet he couldn’t remember what the woman’s name was, which was also an indicator of where his brain was at. When he mentioned it again, the woman had said it was just the two of them for the last couple weeks. He struggled with that because it was the opposite of how he felt. As he shifted in bed, his wasted muscles groaned and complained at any movement.

Rick muttered to himself, “Get used to it. We’ll be back on our feet and damn fast. Whether you complain or not.”

At that, the sickroom door opened again, and the same woman walked in. She smiled when she saw him sitting up. “Hey.”

“Hi.” He hesitated for a moment, then blurted out, “I’m sorry. I don’t remember your name.”

She nodded, as if that were the most common thing in the world. “My name is Cara.”

He asked, “With a C or a K?”

She laughed. “Does it matter?”

He shrugged. “Maybe not, but it helps me place you in a spot in my head.”

“With a C,” Cara replied.

“Ah. Your mother was a romantic, many times over,” he noted, with a wry smile.

“Oh. Interesting.” She looked at him for a long moment.

He felt the intensity of her gaze, as it swooped over him. “I’m fine, you know.”

“Good. In that case, you’ll get up and move around a little bit today, right?”

He nodded. “Of course I will.”

She smiled at that. “I like the enthusiasm, but we need to make sure you don’t overdo it.”

“Overdo it, hell,” he snapped. “I’m not staying in bed, and I need to get ahold of Terk.”

“You can call him,” she offered instantly.

He looked around for a phone and then realized that’s not what she meant. He studied her closely. “What do you know about that?”

“Know about what?” Cara asked in a seemingly innocent tone.

But Rick knew a whole lot else was going on here. Almost immediately Terk’s voice blasted in his head.

I hired her. Be nice.

Rick groaned, as the telepathic communication caused an intense pain, almost made his body shake. “And that was Terk right there,” he muttered.

She laughed. “Yeah, he has a tendency to come in like a sledgehammer, doesn’t he?”

At that, he could only look at her, … speechless.

She shrugged. “What? You think you’re the only one?”

“No, … I know I’m not the only one.”

“Good,” she replied, “then it won’t do you any good to sit here and to act like you don’t know what I’m talking about, when I said you can call him anytime.” At that, she chuckled. “I’ll go get you a cup of coffee, and then we’ll sit down and discuss what you need to do to get your body into better shape.” And, just like that, she was gone.

Holding his head, he whispered to Terk, Turn down the damn volume.

That’s on your side, Terk noted, with amusement. And, by the way, welcome back.

Yeah, Rick winced. Hell of a welcome. Where am I?

Manchester, for now.

What the hell happened?

Too much, Terk replied in a clipped voice. Four of you are up and about, but we’ve still got team members down. You’re the fifth to wake up.

Well, that’s good, Rick noted, and then he stopped. What about the others?

They’re not quite there yet, Terk murmured.

The whole team?

Yep, Terk confirmed, all attacked, all down. Not one of you back to normal.

Normal? Rick repeated, with a bitter laugh. Did you think we were ever normal?

Nope. None of us are, he agreed in his usual tone, never any deception in his answers. And that’s why we do what we do. With that, Terk was gone.

Rick shifted, so he was sitting up in bed. It felt weird. His body felt weird; in fact, it felt like his core muscles had taken a holiday. Everything was off-kilter and out of sorts. When Cara returned with a cup of coffee in hand, he smelled it before she ever got to him. “Is there ever a smell,” he murmured, as she placed the cup on the table beside him, “that evokes such an amazing response?”

“Yes, fresh bread.”

He looked at her, startled.

She grinned. “I do like my fresh bread.” And, just like that, she headed for the door.

“I thought we would sit here and discuss some things.”

“Yeah, but you’ll need coffee first. Let me know when you’re ready for a second cup.”

He sent a message to Terk. Who is she, and why did you choose her?

She’s special, Terk came back. Besides, you’ve worked with her a time or two before.

No, I haven’t, he replied immediately.

Terk smiled. Well, let’s just say, she’s been a big help with this.

It’s not like you to prevaricate, Rick murmured.

It’s not like you to need answers, when the answers are right there in front of you.

At that, he froze. Do you think maybe I’m not remembering everything?

Like I said, things are a little shaky when you first come back out. It was the same for everyone, Terk murmured. Take it easy, hold back on the judgment, and see what comes up. Remember. Your initial reactions may or may not be something you can trust just yet.

That won’t go over well, Rick muttered. Things are already far from normal.

Of course not, Terk replied immediately, but it is what it is.

That was such a Terk comment.

You don’t have to be so fatalistic about this.

Were you hurt? Rick asked.

Not nearly so badly as the rest of you. At least I don’t think so. He stopped and added, The pain for me was more knowing the entire team was down, then trying to provide what everyone needed.

I can’t believe I haven’t been awake all this time. You’ll have to catch me up.

We will, once you’re capable of handling that, Terk noted.

Handling what?

There have been a lot of changes on the team, he replied. Our support group had been under attack too, and we’ve sustained some losses. As soon as you and Cara determine that you’re equipped for this, we will fill you in on a conference call, if nothing else.

Do the guys know I’m awake?

They’re all being told now, Terk confirmed.

And the others?

Everybody is different. They’re all coming back slowly. For a while there I was afraid that someone wouldn’t.

Do we know what happened?

A well-executed cyberterrorist attack. We have no idea beyond that.

He had to stop and think about that for a moment. So we were targeted.

Hell yeah, we were targeted, Terk snapped, a bitter edge to his voice that was impossible to ignore. We are still being targeted. And where it goes from here, we still don’t know.

Have you tracked anyone down?

All kinds of people, he replied. We’ve got a lot to discuss, and it will take you some time to assimilate. I don’t want to put either of us through more than we need to, so I’ll get back to you later, and we’ll go through it all, when your brain is alert and functioning. And, once again, Terk was gone.

It was a hard thing for Rick to admit that he still needed healing time. But if Terk said this had been the same for everyone, then, hell, maybe it made sense. As he sipped the coffee, he tested out his body, disgusted to find that he was weaker than a baby.

When Cara returned, he looked up at her, nodded. “Thank you for the coffee.”

“Ready for a second cup?”

“Always,” he replied immediately.

She laughed. “I hear you. Just something about coffee.” Then she disappeared and soon returned with a pot.

“Okay. Now that we have my second cup,” he began, “what can you tell me about what happened?”

“I can’t really tell you much about the originating incident,” she replied. “All I can tell you is that Terk contacted me and said that somebody on his team was in trouble.”

“Why you?”

“I don’t know.” She shrugged. “Why you?”

He winced at that. “If I knew that answer, I’d be a much happier camper.”

“Well, I presume it’s my skill set,” she noted. “So, as soon as you are back up and healthy, I can leave.”

And, at that, he didn’t know what to say. “Leave?”

“Yep, you are in a small apartment—my office, you may call it—all on your own,” she explained. “I’ve been under strict orders to do my best to keep you alive but also to not let anybody know where we are, keeping our location completely hidden. So I’m not exactly sure what kind of problem your team is involved in, but I’ll take Terk’s word as gospel any day.”

“It’s just a little shocking to wake up and to find out all this shit has been going on.”

“Absolutely,” she agreed.

He wished he could remember anything about what had happened. He studied her, seeing the long classic lines, high forehead, heart-shaped face, and long brunette hair, tied back into a braid. “Are you a nurse?” he asked curiously.

She nodded. “I am. I normally do specialty nursing for long-term care patients. But, when Terk called, I came.”

“You must be good friends.”

“He knew my brother,” she noted quietly.

He looked at her in surprise.

“Maybe your team did too,” she added. “I assumed as much when I came running, but it wasn’t necessary. Either way, if Terk needed me, then I was here.”

He frowned. “Are you sure I’ve been alone this whole time?”

She gazed at him with a wide-eyed stare. “I’m not sure what you’re asking, but I certainly haven’t let anybody else into the apartment.”

He nodded at that. “Okay. Any chance of getting some food?”

“Now that is a good sign,” she noted. “Food is a very necessary component to you getting out of here. You’re also not going anywhere without Terk’s permission.”

At that, he gave her a flat stare.

She smiled. “You can argue with me all you like, but you’ll need to take it up with the boss.”

He nodded. “Don’t worry. I will. When it’s time for me to leave, I’ll be gone.”

“Great. Just don’t do it in such a way that you get me in trouble, okay?”

He shook his head and grinned. “Terk would know the difference.”

“He would, but it would still make me feel guilty, like I couldn’t do my job.”

“I’m pretty sure that never happens.”

“Not often,” she said, with a bright, cheerful smile. “I can see now that you are healing in leaps and bounds. It looks like my job is nearly over.”

“And then what?” he asked.

“Not sure.” She shrugged. “Maybe I’ll head back stateside.”

“Is that where you’re from?”

“I have distant family in California, but no one close is left.” she murmured.

“Well, I’m sure that, after looking after me for all this time, you’re more than ready for a holiday.”

“You weren’t half bad.” She laughed. “I mean, you were in a coma most of the time, after all.”

“Well, there is that,” he muttered, “but I’m guessing this next phase might be rough.”

“Depends on how difficult you’ll get.” She gave him a flat stare.

He just glared right back at her.

She smiled. “Glare all you want. It won’t make a whole lot of difference to me.”

He nodded. “No, I can see that, but I’m not particularly sure that anything I say will make a difference.”

“It will, just maybe not the way you think.”

He wasn’t sure what to make of that, but she immediately got up. “I’ll go see what we have for food.”

“Do you do the grocery shopping?”

“Yes, and then somebody delivers it.”

He nodded. “Yeah, the government is pretty good on the logistical support end of things.”

She looked at him. “My understanding is that the government is not involved.” And, with that, she disappeared.

He frowned at that and sent another telepathic call out to Terk, but he wasn’t answering. Finally, feeling frustrated, Rick rummaged in the bedside table and found his phone, smiling to see it plugged in and fully charged. Grateful to have that much of his digital world intact he phoned Terk.

When Terk answered, he told Rick, “You’re on Speakerphone.”

“Great. Who’s there?” he barked.

At that, several voices called out.

Some Rick recognized. Wade, Gage, and Damon for sure. “God damn. It’s good to hear your voices.”

They all replied at once, with words of support.

“Now, what kind of a shitstorm have we got ourselves into?”

“Well, you chose the right term for it,” Terk murmured. “We’re still not exactly sure what we’re really into.”

“Yeah, I get that. I sure wish I was there. Send somebody over to get me. I can heal up there as well as I can here.”

At that, Terk interrupted with a chuckle. “Not yet. Not until you can get up, walk around, take care of business, and do a full workout, before you can come here.”

“Why the hell is that a thing?” he snapped.

“Because,” Terk started to reply and then stopped.

“Because why?”

“Well, I would say, because we needed all able-bodied males we could get, but the truth is, we have an awful lot we’re looking after here, and we can’t really afford to take on more at the moment.”

“Ouch,” Rick said. “Talk about hitting hard.”

“No choice,” Terk stated cheerfully. “We’re in the midst of a shitstorm, as you know, and it’s not likely to get better anytime soon. So we really do need you back on your feet, and we need you here, but we must have you able-bodied and strong first.”

Not a whole lot Rick could say to that.

“Don’t feel bad, man. We’ve all been through it,” Gage admitted.

“Yeah,” Damon added. “Take your time, and don’t push too hard.”

Rick replied, “Well, I expect to be there within a few days.”

“And, if that’s the case, you’re more than welcome,” Terk noted calmly. And hung up on him.

Rick was getting really damn tired of that. On the other hand, he also knew that Terk meant what he’d said, and, if they needed help, he certainly wouldn’t compromise their situation by giving them another person to take care of. As long as Rick was here, he supposedly was safe, but safe from what?

Fuming, he managed to get up and to get to the bathroom on his own, just now realizing how many bodily functions he hadn’t controlled before. As he studied his sickroom, when he got back in it, he saw all kinds of equipment, then realized that Cara had literally done everything for him, utilizing IVs, catheters, and anything else that was needed.

When she walked into his room a little later, he looked at her sheepishly. “I’m sorry you had to do all that to see to my care all this time. I hadn’t realized, until a few minutes ago, just how involved that must have been.”

She looked at him in wonder. “I’m not sure what you’re talking about, but, as a nurse, it is something I’m quite used to doing.”

He nodded slowly. “And I guess that helps.”

“What’s the matter?” she teased. “Not used to being down and needing medical assistance?”

“No,” he snapped. “Not used to being down and out, not used to needing a nurse, not used to needing anything, in fact.”

She laughed. “I definitely get the impression that you are one of those strong guys who doesn’t ever want to see themselves in anything other than peak form. But, when you’re in a coma, medical interventions are the norm,” she stated calmly.

He nodded slowly. “I’m just realizing that now.”

“I’m glad you were able to go to the bathroom on your own. That’s a huge step.”

“And food?” he asked hopefully.

“Yep, that’s coming too. It will be ready soon.”

He wouldn’t dwell on the fact that she had been forced to take care of his personal needs. He was grateful that she had the skill to do so because obviously he hadn’t been capable, but that still burned him. He didn’t know what had gone on before that landed him in a coma for weeks, but he was bound and determined to find out.

When the phone next to him buzzed, he looked down to see a text from Terk.

This is a reminder that you are still in grave danger. No contacting anyone, no letting anybody know what’s going on.

He frowned at that but responded in the affirmative and then sent a follow-up. More explanation is needed.

The response, when it came, was disappointing. When you’re back up and running.

He swore at that because he was pretty damn sure that Cara would be the one who made the decision about whether he was back up and running or not. When she returned with a sandwich and a bowl of soup, his stomach grumbled loudly.

“Another good sign,” she stated automatically.

He nodded. “I am hungry.”

“And that’s good. Let’s see if we can get you eating at the table. Sit down and let me set this up for you.”

He pulled himself from his bed and took a few steps to the nearby chair, where he sat down slowly, feeling the weakness in his body. “How long before this fatigue goes away?”

“You just woke up,” she reminded him. “The fact that you’re even mobile is huge. Don’t expect too much out of your body just yet.”

“I expect the max,” he stated in a hard tone, “and I’m not staying here while we’re in danger and all my friends are too.”

She nodded. “I get that. I really do, but there’s got to be a level of common sense here.”

“And you won’t let me get away with it if there isn’t, right?”

“Absolutely.” She handed him the tray. “Hold this.” Then she walked over to the corner and pulled out a TV table. She set it up in front of him.

“I could have walked out to the dining room, you know,” he added mildly.

“Maybe,” she murmured, “but, for this first time eating, let’s keep you where I have an eye on you and where you’re not too far from the bed.”

He would follow along for a bit, but obviously she didn’t know that he was generally strong and healthy, and this type of behavior was quite irritating to him. At the same time, she was doing her best and would have to report to Terk, which Rick understood wouldn’t be easy for anybody. Soon she had the table set up, with the height adjusted to her satisfaction. “Go ahead.”

He nodded, then picked up the spoon and tasted the soup. It tasted fresh, with a deep flavor, and was quite tantalizing. He stared at her. “Did you make this?”

She nodded. “I like to cook.”

“Well, I’m definitely happy to reap the benefits,” he murmured.

She chuckled. “I don’t usually have to cook for anybody else.”

He quirked an eyebrow. “I suppose your patients are usually just fed through tubes, huh?”

“Lots of times,” she agreed cheerfully. “If I’m lucky, they get out of the coma though.”

He frowned. “I guess the alternative is no fun.”

“Nope, not for any of us.” She gave him a ghost of a smile.

He nodded. “Did I have any physical injuries? Outside of being a little uncoordinated, it doesn’t feel like I’m hurt at all.”

“A concussion,” she replied. “You had a bit of a head injury that has healed nicely since your accident, but what we just don’t know is if there’s been any damage on the inside.”

He opened his mouth and then closed it, before returning his attention to the soup and taking another sip.

Finally she asked, “What is it you’re trying to ask but don’t want to?”

He hesitated, then looked at her. “Was I checked over by a doctor?” She gave him a flat stare. He shrugged. “Believe me. I trust Terk as much as anybody else in this entire world, but I’m also not a fool, and I know that sometimes we just can’t get doctors involved because there’s just too much … weirdness going on with us,” he said, for lack of a better way to say it.

She nodded. “I believe somebody did do the initial check on everybody.”

“Okay, great.” He felt a touch of relief at that thought, then he shrugged. “It shouldn’t make any difference. I’ve certainly seen crappy stuff happen, even with doctors involved.”

“Doctors are not infallible,” she noted immediately.

“No, they sure aren’t,” he murmured. “What will you do when you’re done looking after me? Because obviously I’m awake now and getting much better.”

“Are you trying to tell me that I’m fired?” She laughed.

His grin was lopsided at best. “Nope, not at all, but you can bet that I’m bound and determined to work my way back to joining the rest of my team.”

“I got that,” she noted, with a grin, “and that’s good. It also is good to see you eating.”

“Did you think I wouldn’t be able to?”

“Well, getting food in is one challenge,” she explained calmly. “Seeing how your stomach handles it is the next, and, then of course, it’s got to come back out again.”

“Any reason to consider that there would be a problem anywhere along the line?” he asked cautiously.

“Nope,” she replied, “but that doesn’t mean there isn’t something we don’t know about yet.”

“Well, let’s hope it’s all fine. Anything else doesn’t sound very appealing.”

She broke off into peals of laughter. “Nope, it sure doesn’t, but the bottom line is to ensure that you’re as good as you can be, before you head off into the crazy world out there.”

There wasn’t a whole lot he could say to that either. He got down three-quarters of the soup, then set it off to the side. “If I finish that, I won’t have room for the sandwich.”

“You’ve already eaten more than I thought you would anyway,” she confirmed.

He gave her a flat stare. “Hey, I told you that I was hungry.”

She left the soup on his tray. “I’ll leave that there, just in case you change your mind. Who knows? Maybe you won’t like the sandwich.”

He laughed, took a bite. “It’s a sandwich, and, in my world, that means food and sustenance, which go together. I need to get my health back as fast as possible, so I can return to my world.”

“Don’t be too eager,” she murmured.

He shook his head. “All my friends are in danger,” he said quietly. “How am I supposed to stay here and rest, knowing that?” She couldn’t argue with that, and he was grateful when she didn’t even try.

She picked up the empty dishes when he was done and disappeared.

“What am I supposed to do now?” he cried out.

“See how your stomach handles digesting your food. If it comes back up, you let me know.”

He stared down at the bed and around him. “It better not come back up,” he muttered to nobody in particular. “That is absolutely the last thing I want to imagine right now.”

But he was blessed, and everything appeared to stay down. A few hours later, he still felt pretty decent. He got up and wandered around the small room, feeling confined already. He opened the door and stepped out into the main part of the apartment. He was dressed in a pair of jogging pants and a T-shirt. That was something. As he walked out, he found her at the computer.

She looked up, nodded. “I wondered how long it would take you to emerge.”

“Apparently I was being too circumspect though, because I stayed in my room.”

“I was hoping you’d have a nap.”

“Not happening, at least not right now.”

“Got it,” she murmured.

He sat down beside her. “I’m feeling good.”

“Good,” she murmured, studying him. “If you’re asking for permission to get out of here, the answer is no.”

He glared at her. “You can’t keep me here as a prisoner.”

She returned his flat stare with one of her own. “I wasn’t planning on it, and it’s not me who you have to answer to.”

He frowned, looked around the room, and called out to Terk, “Wherever the hell you are, I want to leave.”

Almost immediately his phone rang. “Good timing,” he muttered, casting a sideways look at her, but she ignored him completely. So either she didn’t know anything about the extent of the weirdness between all of them on the team or she knew enough to keep her mouth shut about it. Either way, he appreciated the privacy on her part.

As soon as he answered the phone, Terk said. “I understand you’re eating.”

“Yes, I’m eating, and I’m doing well. It’s time to pick me up and to get me back to the land of the living.”

“You do remember why you’re there, right?”

“Of course I do,” he replied in exasperation. “You also know that I won’t be of any value sitting here.”

“That’s not true,” Terk argued cautiously.

“You further know I can be of more value,” he reworded it, “if I’m there with you guys.”

“I get that you want to be here,” Terk noted, “but that doesn’t mean it’s the right answer. Not now.”

“How can it be the wrong one, given everything that’s going on?”

“First, we have to find out if anybody knows where you are.”

At that, he froze. “You think I’m still in danger? But we haven’t had any attacks in all the time that I’ve been here. Why would you think one would come now?”

“Because I’ve been shielding you,” Terk replied.

He stopped. “All this time?” he asked in shock.

“Yeah, all this time, so believe me. I need you back up and running as much as you can be. Then I can stop the energy drain.”

“Good Lord. Are the others able to manage without you?”

“No,” he admitted, “at least that’s what I have to assume, just like with you. I’m not taking that chance.”

“How are you managing that? You can’t be a mother hen to everybody.”

“No, maybe not,” he replied, “but you all got hurt on the job, likely because of me. So, believe me. I’m not taking any chances.”

“Why do you think it’s because of you?”

“Well, because I set up this team for one thing. Plus, I couldn’t even save it when they shut us all down.”

“I’m not sure we were at the point of saving, but we had set up plans to check in with each other coming up soon,” he replied. “I was hoping we could get clear of the government and set up our own team.”

At that, Terk laughed. “Well, it might make you happy to know that’s what all of them are talking about now.”

“Good. Don’t you dare set up something without me.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Terk said, still chuckling.

“How are the others?”

“Everybody here is much better. They’ve all gone through what you’ve experienced as well, and hopefully they’re at the point where they’re holding.”

“I’m going stir-crazy here. So how about you fill me in, so I can at least work at wrapping my brain around it?”

“Fine,” he replied. “I’m putting you on Speakerphone though.” And, with that, Terk proceeded to fill in Rick on some of the headaches that they had been through. By the time that was done, with the help of others chiming in, Rick had been given the gist of it all.

He was stunned. “Good Lord.”

“Precisely. So, as you can see, even though you might think that you’re safe, we can’t be sure, and we must be certain that we get you back here without anybody knowing where you’re going.”

“Right.” He thought about it. “What about Cara here? Is she in trouble?”

“We have to get her out before it comes to that,” Terk noted. “So, the patience I’m asking of you is also needed while we arrange for her to be moved somewhere clear.”

“Got it. Any chance that they’ll try to follow her?”

“There’s always a chance,” he noted.

“Damn. This is one hell of a FUBAR.”

“It is, indeed, and, if I had any answers to give you, I’d be happy to share them, but I just don’t.”

“No, I get it,” he murmured. “Things are never that simple. Drones, huh?”

“They’ve appeared prominently several times,” he noted.

“Yeah, and they were used in Iran. Remember? Although they have become one of the more recently used weapons.”

Terk nodded. “We’re still looking into whether anybody from the Iran mission is still alive. I’ve got Calum building up his strength to do some remote viewing.”

“He needs a ground,” Rick stated immediately. “You know that was often my job.”

“I know it. That’s another reason for you to get your shit together.”

“Well, getting my shit together isn’t as big of a deal as you’re trying to make this out to be,” Rick argued, “and I’d do a hell of a lot better if I was there with you guys.”

“Maybe, let me talk to the rest of the team, and I’ll get back to you.”

Frustrated, Rick knew he had to let Terk do that because they were a team, and, when the shit hit the fan, you had to trust everybody, not just those you were expected to. Calum was good at remote viewing, but he couldn’t get the distance and lock on to a target unless he had a ground, and that’s what Rick usually did for all of them. When Rick was there, all of their abilities locked in with so much more power. Thus it made no sense to keep them apart at any time, but maybe that’s what this was all about. Protecting the team. Splitting up the team, making sure that nobody could attack all of them at once anymore.
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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.
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* 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 )



Contact_______________________________

info@dharmatype.com

Dharma Type (http://dharmatype.com)
  |
  |___ Flat it type foundry
  |
  |___ Prop-a-ganda
  |
  |___ Holiday Type
______________________________________



Copyright 2010, 2012 Adobe Systems Incorporated (http://www.adobe.com/), with Reserved Font Name 'Source'. All Rights Reserved. Source is a trademark of Adobe Systems Incorporated in the United States and/or other countries.

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and 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.


OEBPS/cover.jpg
Dale ” qyer

BOOK 05

B







