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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!

With the bulk of his team down, Terk tries to establish a new base, while struggling to heal the team through the special connection each has. Damon is concerned about finding Tasha, one of their admins, and keeping her safe. But, without any secure place to take her, Damon’s making do with the little they have—whether she’s happy about his plan or not.

Tasha, barely surviving an assassination attempt, is not sure who to trust. When Damon comes to check on her, she can only hope her instincts and her heart are right about him. This man meant everything to her for the years they’d worked together, but he’d always kept her at arm’s reach. Now to learn that he and Terk are the only fully cognizant members of her old team, she wants to help but doesn’t want to risk her life … again.

Still struggling with their new reality, both Tasha and Damon need to find out who did this to them. It’s the only way to get their lives back—and to have a future together …

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


Chapter 1
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Ice poured herself a coffee and sat down at the compound’s massive dining room table with the cup. When her phone rang, she smiled at the number displayed. “Hey, Terk. How’re you doing?” She put the call on Speakerphone.

“I’m okay,” Terkel replied, his voice distracted and tight. “Barely.”

“Terk?” Merk called from across the table. He got up and walked closer and sat across from Levi. “You don’t sound too good, brother. What’s up?”

“I’m fine.” Terk paused. “Or I will be. Right now, things have blown to shit.”

“As in literally?” Merk asked.

“The entire group, … they’re all gone. I had a solid team—seven like me—and they’re all gone.”

“Dead?” Ice’s jaw dropped in shock.

Several others stood to join them, gathered around Ice’s phone. Levi stepped forward, his hand on Ice’s shoulder. “Terk? Are they all dead?”

“No.” Terk took a deep breath. “I’m not making sense. I’m sorry.”

“Take it easy.” Ice’s voice remained calm and reassuring. “What do you mean, they’re all gone?”

“All their abilities are gone,” he stated. “Something’s happened to them. Somebody has deliberately removed whatever supersenses they could utilize—or what we have been utilizing for the last ten years for the government.” His tone was bitter. “When the US gov recently closed us down, they promised that our black ops department would never rise again, but I didn’t expect them to attack us personally.”

“What are you talking about?” Merk asked in alarm, standing up now to stare at Ice’s phone. “Are you in danger?”

“Maybe? I don’t know,” Terk replied. “I need to find out exactly what the hell’s going on.”

“What can we do to help?” Ice asked.

Terk gave a broken laugh. “That’s not why I’m calling. Well, it is, but it isn’t.”

Ice looked at Merk, who frowned as he shook his head. Ice knew he and the others had heard Terk’s stressed-out tone and the completely confusing bits and pieces coming from his mouth. Ice spoke next. “Terk, you’re not making sense again. Take a breath and explain. Please. You’re scaring me.”

Terk took a long slow deep breath. “Tell Stone to open the gate,” he said. “She’s out there.”

“Who’s out there?” Levi asked, looked outside, and shrugged.

“She’s coming up the road now. You have to let her in.”

“Who? Why?” Ice asked.

“Because … she’s harnessed with C-4.”

“Jesus.” Levi bolted to display the camera feeds on the big screen in the dining room. “Is it live?”

“It is, and she’s been sent to you.”

“Well, that’s an interesting move,” Ice noted, her voice sharp, activating her comm to connect to Stone in the control room. “Who’s after us?”

“I think it’s rebels within the Iranian government. But it could be our own government. I don’t know anymore,” Terk snapped. “I also don’t know how they got her so close to you. Or how they pinned your connection to me,” he added. “I’ve been very careful.”

“We can look after ourselves,” Ice replied immediately. “But who is this woman to you?”

“She’s pregnant,” he explained, “so that adds to the intensity here.”

“Understood. So who is the father? Is he connected somehow?”

There was silence on the other end.

Merk said, “Terk, talk to us.”

“She’s carrying my baby,” Terk replied, his voice heavy.

Merk, his expression grim, looked at Ice, her face mirroring his shock. Merk asked, “How do you know her, Terk?”

“Brother, you don’t understand,” Terk stated. “I’ve never met this woman before in my life.” And, with that, the phone went dead.


Chapter 2
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Damon Wilcox stared as Terkel slowly lowered his phone, his attention still on the screen in front of him. That was a hard conversation. Damon could only imagine the reaction on the other end of that phone right now. “What do you think they’ll do?”

“I think”—Terkel raised his gaze to look at Damon—“No, I know that they’ll let her in.”

“It’s a risk for all of them,” he reminded his old friend.

Terkel nodded. “Yes, it is, but I have faith in who they are as people. That woman didn’t deserve what those assholes did to her.”

“We don’t even have a name, do we?”

“Celia,” he noted quietly. “That’s all I know.”

Damon nodded slowly. “And while they are looking after her”—he watched as Terk started texting on his phone again—“where do you want us to start?”

Terk looked at him, the briefest of smiles on his face. “You need to focus on regaining your abilities. Of everybody, you’re the one who appears to have most of them. Or at least didn’t lose them all.”

“No.” Damon frowned at that and stared off in the distance. “I can feel something.” He paused. “I don’t know what it is—maybe a block, maybe a burn or a scar through my sight or something. I don’t know. But I can sense something foreign.”

“Foreign? As in something inside you?” Terk asked sharply.

Damon sighed. “I can’t explain it.” He looked at his friend curiously. “And you don’t have any disruption in your talents?”

“No, but I was off-line, doing some … maintenance,” he noted, for lack of a better word. “That’s when I noticed you guys were all slowly going down.”

“Yet we weren’t even all in the same place when this happened,” Damon reminded Terk. “We were spread out all over town, like always when we’re busy.”

“I know,” Terk agreed. “That’s why I’ve always kept you guys on my radar, on a mental map of sorts.”

Damon nodded. “I get it. I know all about that system. We’ve used a similar one to keep track of people, while they are out on jobs.”

“Exactly, and it’s a mental system, so, therefore, when I sense something happening,” he explained, “I shut down my own senses.”

At that, Damon’s gaze widened.

Terk nodded. “I know. Don’t think I didn’t feel like I was betraying you. Believe me when I say, it wasn’t an easy decision, but I knew I had no choice.”

Damon immediately shook his head. “Hell no,” he argued. “Self-preservation is always at the top of all our priority lists. What I was reacting to was the fact that you could sense it happening. That was huge.”

“Only if I could have sensed it enough ahead of time to do something useful. And I really think it was due to the disconnection that I noticed.”

Damon got up and paced the small room, empty except for the table and the electronics. It was a warehouse storage compound. In their warehouse, they had one fully concrete room to themselves. Nobody else in this area knew who they were or what they were doing. But the concrete had been important for their own abilities, a place where they might actually relax. It should be steel, six inches of thick steel and concrete. But they didn’t have that resource available to them anymore.

They used to be part of a special black ops team, working for the US government. The program was being disbanded, and, on the last day, a lovely coincidence was that everyone, not Terk, but the seven other men on the team started to experience agonizing pain and a complete wipe of their senses. Or at least Damon assumed it was complete. From what Terk had said, it sounded like it was, as Damon knew two of the men were in comas, two of the men were coming back out of a similar state, and two were … presumed lost on the ethers. Terk, as the boss himself, was in the best shape of all. Wade was, in a way, fighting hard to heal and to regain some consciousness, like Damon had been not too long ago. “I’m not sure why I didn’t get hit as hard as the others,” Damon murmured. “My instinctive thought was because I wasn’t as much of a danger.”

Terk snorted. “You guys are all dangerous to anybody who knows what we can do.”

“And yet we aren’t terribly powerful.”

“We’re more powerful as a team,” Terk acknowledged quietly. “But still individually, you each have specific talents.”

“But individually, we all have the ability to connect or see or feel or sense various things at a very long distance. And most of our work has been done on government jobs.” Damon shook his head. “I still can’t believe our government disbanded our group.”

Terk stiffened, turned, looked at his friend. “I have to suspect that, due to the timing, they’re the ones behind this.”

Damon slowly nodded. “I wondered if you would come to the same conclusion as I did.”

“Absolutely,” Terk snapped. “But it’s only guesswork at the moment. A gut feeling. We need to investigate. Plus, the department wouldn’t have done this themselves. They’d have contracted the job out. But who and how?”

“Whatever they did, it’s continuing to affect the team.” Damon studied his friend, then decided to ask the question in the back of his mind. “So you have an ability to filter into each and every one of the team’s psyches?”

“Sometimes to transmit messages, sometimes just to check up on their health,” Terk admitted. “I can do a bit more, but it’s limited.”

“I’ve always known that to some degree,” Damon admitted. “We’ve discussed it slightly but never in detail.”

“And that was partly on purpose,” Terk stated, “because it seemed like I was pushing the line by getting into their heads at all.”

“I don’t know about that. I don’t think anybody hated you for it, and I did speak with a couple of them because they could sense when you put in the messages that you were also taking a look around. And your telepathic abilities have always been phenomenal.”

“That was a two-second mental check, like, ‘Hey, on a scale of one to ten, how is this guy doing?’ And then getting a response and getting out.” Terk smiled.

“Even in mine?” Damon asked, a sharp look at his friend.

“Even yours,” Terk agreed with a nod. “We are part of a team, and keeping the team safe, healthy, and functioning is always my goal.”

“And, because we understood that, it was fine,” he agreed. “Can you communicate with any of them now?”

“Wade, yes, but he is not capable of responding, yet I sense brain activity. As for the others, I know they’re there, but I’m not getting even that.”

“Are you getting any response?”

“Like a life-support system,” Terk noted. “Other than that, not a whole lot.”

“Well, that’s a start. We have to make sure that we keep them safe.” Damon frowned. “But that kind of security may need to be physical,” Damon said. “Keeping them safe on the energy level is a different matter, not to mention we don’t know what happened in the first place. We have to stop a second attack.”

“And that’s what I’ve been trying to do,” Terk confirmed quietly. “I know it’s like closing the barn door after the fox got in,” he admitted, “but I’ve got a psychic guard around each of the team members. Less around you because you are recovering.”

“And Wade?”

“On a scale of one to ten, I’d say his health is at a five, so 50 percent. If I can even get that inched up to 52 to 53 percent, he’s heading in the right direction. The problem is, I can’t maintain this level of energy around everybody alone.”

“And I can’t help you and be on the hunt,” Damon replied.

“I know, so somehow we have to sort our priorities.”

“No.” Damon shook his head. “Somehow we have to get help.”

At that, Terk raised an eyebrow. “I don’t know who you’re expecting to come help us. We don’t have any government-sanctioned assistance anymore, and very few can help at this level.”

“I know, and that just sucks too because we need resources.”

“Money is not an issue,” he reminded him. “We have plenty of that.”

“And that’s a damn good thing,” Damon noted, “because we need it all. Particularly with this kind of a security issue.”

“No, I hear you,” he agreed. “I’m just not exactly sure where to turn.”

Damon hesitated for a moment. “What about your brother?”

Terk looked at Damon sharply, then frowned. “If I asked, he would come,” but his reluctance was very telling.

“You don’t want to put him in danger, do you?”

“Of course not,” he admitted. “My brother and I have always been close, but, more than that, not many people out there understand or even accept me for who and what I am, like my brother does.”

“But you’re twins too, right?”

“We are.” He nodded. “With one very important difference.”

“He has no abilities?”

“None. We didn’t even realize I did, until I hit about nine or ten.”

“Huh. What if he has abilities now?” Damon asked. “And, if he does, and they’re latent, that’s an entirely different issue.”

“Very latent. He’s never been tested and has never shown any interest in being tested.”

“Yet, as long as he’s been supportive of you, maybe we can utilize that.”

“And again, it would not be my choice. Anybody who even has any inkling of what we’re doing still doesn’t understand the kind of predators that we’re dealing with. How could anyone? Although my brother would more than most.”

“Do you think somebody else can do what we do?” Damon asked instantly.

“We took care of that—right? In Iran? But, if there was one group, maybe there are others.”

“I’m not sure.” Damon slowly reached up to rub his temples.

“And because my energy is split, trying to individually funnel a guard around our team, I don’t have the power I need to defend you and me properly.”

“And that is not acceptable,” Damon snapped. “I get we have to save everybody, but you are the strongest of us all. We must have you at the forefront of every investigation in order to make it all work.”

“Well, that’s the theory,” Terk agreed, “but each and every one of us will have to pull a little bit more, if we can.”

“You know we might need to bring in Wade, regardless of whether he’s fully healed or not.”

“And that could kill him,” Terk replied instantly.

“It might.” Damon hesitated. “Look. I know. I don’t want to do it either, but, if he can do anything, even if just run basic comms for us, so that we can get out and start hunting, then he needs to.” He could see that Terk was torn. “Maybe think about it from his perspective. Right now you’re saying he’s completely useless, even though so many other people out there would say that, even without his extra abilities, he is a hell of a better man than most.”

“He absolutely is,” Terk noted quietly. “But I also know that the more he drains his energy, the less he’ll utilize to help us, and, with his energy drained, it will stop his healing. Not to mention he’s slowly waking, but he’s not conscious. And yanking him out of that state could kill him.”

“Dammit,” Damon muttered because Terk was correct. But when did this stop and start being something that they could utilize in a different way? “We have to do something,” he replied. “We’re sitting ducks right now.”

“We’ve already been taken down,” he stated. “What we have to do is keep anybody from finding out that we may not recover from this.” And then he stopped and whispered, “Not all of us, but maybe a few of us.”

“Do you really think not everybody will recover?”

“I don’t want to say,” he murmured. “But, in some cases, we’re definitely on low life support.”

Frowning, Damon stared at the table and the tablet of notes. “Where do we start?”

“I’d say Iran, in the cell that we shut down, doing the same kind of work as we are doing, but of course for the other side.”

“And how many other sides are there now?” Damon snapped bitterly. “It seems like we’re up against the Russians and the Chinese all the time. Now you’re saying Iran.”

“And I can’t say for sure it’s them. It could all be connected.” He took a slow deep breath. “And it could be connected to our bosses.”

Damon leaned back, dropped the pencil. “I know, and that means that we need to investigate them and Iran, while keeping an eye on China and Russia. And we don’t have anybody to help us do that.”

“I can bring in some help,” Terk replied. “I don’t think our three admins are doing anything right now. We all went our separate ways that night, with the expectation of the team getting in touch in a few days. Only we never got that chance.” He cast Damon a raised eyebrow.

Damon realized who he was talking about. “Interesting.” He hated the idea. He didn’t want her in any more danger than she already was. “I’m not so sure that that’s even a wise idea.”

“But at least they understood what we were doing, and we still need people to run searches and people to do tracking.”

Damon frowned, still not liking the idea. “You mean Tasha. She was good at that.”

“I’ll contact her. I think they’re still working for the government though, and, if we don’t want the government to know that we’re alive and well …” Terk raised his eyebrows.

Damon shook his head. “Tasha was given her walking papers the same day the government shut us down.”

“Why?” Terk asked in surprise.

“Mostly I think because of the connection to us.”

“Has anybody talked to her since? I haven’t.” Terk looked at Damon.

“Neither have I.” Damon immediately snatched up his phone. “If they killed off our abilities, hoping that they would completely close down the department,” he noted with emphasis, “what are the chances that they did something to permanently injure her?”

“Well, they sure as hell better not have. We had three great hackers, IT staff. Let’s see if we can find any of them.”

“I’ll check in with Tasha.”

Terk nodded. “I’ll contact Wilson, and then we’ll have to look for Mera.”

“Yes, and, if any or all three of them want to come back and work for us while we sort this out, we need them. That just brings back one other issue.” Damon turned toward Terk. “When we got shut down, they removed our access, I presume?”

“Yes, access to databases, access to security, access to everything.”

“What about the bank accounts?”

Terk gave him a ghost of a smile. “Yeah, that’s not happening.”

“Will they accuse you of stealing?”

“I highly doubt it because they didn’t know about it in the first place.” He was torn on that because, of course, that was in theory how it was supposed to be. “It was access we had before anyway.”

“What are the odds that this annihilation was actually done because of that money? How much money are we talking about?” When Terk gave him a ballpark figure, Damon whistled silently. “We could have all been targeted just to get access to the money. Hell, they hide our budget from Congress so nobody without the highest of clearances knows what we’re up to. This money is dark. Someone steals it, and who’d be the wiser? If it would never openly go into the government coffers because they didn’t know about it, because it was hidden money, maybe someone did know and decided to get it for themselves.”

“It’s possible, but they could have done that without taking us out,” he reminded Damon. “We would never have known once we were ousted.”

“No, that’s quite true. But still, it makes me suspicious.”

“Anytime big money’s involved, it makes us all suspicious,” he murmured.

“Yeah, that is very true.” His fingers were already redialing Tasha’s number. But, so far, no answer. He bolted to his feet. “I don’t like anything about this. I’ll run over to her place.”

“If she’s still there. Remember. The bosses knew that we had some abilities, but they didn’t really know all of what we did.”

“No, they knew exactly what we did. They just didn’t always understand the nuances of how we did it.”

“Okay, good enough,” Terk agreed. “I don’t have a problem with that definition. Use your connection with Tasha to bring her back.”

Damn it. How did he know? Terk was like that. He knew things—that no one should know. Damon pocketed his phone and shook his head at that. “I just want to make sure that I find her alive.”

Terk’s smile fell away. “Yeah, I hear you there.” Just then he got a text, and he frowned. “I need to handle this.”

As Damon went to walk out the door, he turned back to Terk. “Anything I need to know?”

“Not necessarily. My brother is about to call.”

“Ah, well, let me know, and don’t forget we could use the additional manpower.”

Terk eyed him knowingly and then slowly nodded. “It is what they do. So maybe. I’ll talk to my brother and see.”

“Remember. They’re already involved. She’s there.”

“You go look for Tasha. I’ll talk to my brother.”

With that, Damon exited. Outside, he hopped into a black truck—nondescript, beaten up, slightly dirty, with nothing to cause any attention. He drove out of the huge compound of warehouses and headed to the address he had on file for Tasha. He didn’t bother calling again. Besides, this would need to be personal.

It didn’t mean it was still the current address though, and that was a bit of a concern. They’d never gotten personal on the job, and he had deliberately kept it much less than personal. Mostly because of the heavy attraction. Personal relations on the job never worked out. However, they weren’t on the job anymore, and that was even more dangerous because whatever the hell had happened had affected their whole team.

Only two days ago this had all come down; Damon had barely even surfaced when he found out that Terk was alive, and so they immediately banded up to try to find the rest of their team. What they’d found had been horrific.

The phone call to Levi’s team, warning them about Celia’s arrival, had been heartbreaking when all of them had realized what was going on. And even that knowledge came from Terk’s psyche. And, of course, the text message saying that she was carrying something special had Terk sending out a probe and finding out the truth; she was carrying his child.

When he realized it was his own child, they had just sat here in stunned fury, realizing just how much somebody was playing games of life and death with the next generation. And one of the reasons why Terk’s team had been disbanded was all over the arguments inside the government of how dangerous the group was. It should have been an easy job to shut down their operation, but now it looked way too much like the government had plans to shut them all down in another way too.

Yet why Celia? Surely that didn’t play into the government’s shut-down orders?

Damon understood, he really did, because to anybody in black ops oversight, who knew what Terk’s team could and would do was terrifying. But, if they thought they would shut down and injure this entire team, like they had in an attempt to cover the behinds of some bureaucrats, they had another think coming. That would never be something this team agreed to.

Terk was the most powerful of them all, and yet, at the same time, he was also the most exposed because he had family. It was one thing to have a team like they did, but, with families to intimidate or to use as blackmail threats, it became a whole different ball game.

Especially now with this woman and Terk’s unborn child.

Damon had no family. He had been abandoned at birth and had no clue who anybody was. He was raised in foster homes until he was old enough to join the military, all the while realizing something very strange was going on, so he cultivated it. Only when Terk had showed up at his door about eight years ago and had suggested that Damon come to work for him did he realize anybody else like him was out there. Since then, the two of them had been like brothers.

That it was possible that not all of them would regain their senses or potentially even survive was just devastating. Every one of them had a different ability, and some that they shared. Most of them could see either a location or people somewhere else, could communicate from another location, often on the other side of the world. Some of them could do so much more. And the longer they worked together, the more their individual skills improved.

That was one thing Damon could do. As long as he had something from that person, just a picture even, he could connect to wherever they were, sometimes talk to them, although they weren’t necessarily amiable to psychic communication. Most of them thought he was speaking inside their head and thought they were going crazy. He’d learned a few tricks to help them believe, but it made his job that much more challenging. But, if he could get them to provide information to help a rescue go down, it was all worthwhile.

However, once the government found out more of what they could do, there had been a big push to annihilate the program. And maybe the team itself, in order to have their gifts no longer available to be exploited. And, of course, that was just the brass speaking.

Damon had always wondered whether his job would end in a good way or he would get out of this industry in a box. He finally figured out that it would be in a box, and whether he liked it or not didn’t really matter because, when you knew the stuff that he knew, nobody out there would let him live.

Particularly when it came to the government.

He had absolutely no doubt in his mind that his own government was behind the attack on them. But proving it and getting payback or at least stopping somebody else from trying a repeat attack was a whole different story. The biggest problem would be finding out how this was done. And how could he protect himself and his team from a future attack?

He had an ability to help others and had utilized it to rescue many people. To think that somebody out there could shut them down on an energy level and could put them in a coma at a whim was scary. Whoever was capable of doing this had to be stopped, and unfortunately, in this case, Damon could only see that those people would have to be permanently stopped. There couldn’t be any other way because that threat would always stay out there on the horizon, and there would be no peace for Terk’s team ever. Not exactly something Damon was willing to let happen.

And, on that note, he headed down the street in his nondescript black truck, punched in Tasha’s address to his GPS, and followed it to his destination. There he stopped and stared up at the high-end apartment building, with full security features.

“Why an apartment?” he murmured. Except, given the work she did, maybe it was for safety. And then again, given the work she did, maybe she’d become a pain to the dark side. Was she even here? Or had she run to the Caribbean? He might not have answers now, but he would sure as hell find out.
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Tasha Millwork peered through the curtains, watching the road outside of her apartment building. She watched as Damon slipped from the truck, his gaze ever wary, as he casually walked down the block, crossed, and then slipped into the back entranceway of her building. She raced to the apartment door with an ear against it, then listened quietly as she mentally thought about him coming up the stairs and crossing the hallway. No doubt he was coming to her, but the question was, Why? She’d never had reason to distrust him; then she’d never had reason to distrust anything until two days ago.

Two days ago she realized she was being followed. The same night somebody broke into her apartment, and she thought she heard footsteps cross toward her bedroom and had just enough time to push aside the covers and disappear onto her balcony, right when the bullets fired into her bedding. And, with that, the footsteps had raced away. She hadn’t slept since. She also hadn’t changed the door lock. Which meant that they could come back at any time.

But all of her contact numbers in the government no longer reached anybody. No answer at the end of anything. She didn’t know what the hell had happened to her team either. She had known that they were due to be disbanded on that day and that was essentially the last day of work, but she had hoped to stay in touch with them, especially Damon. But given the circumstances, she knew it would take a few days; she’d been waiting eagerly, until bullets split her mattress.

Eagerness mixed with fear. Was he here to kill her? Or was he here to help her? She listened as the footstep strolled down the hallway—confident, sure, and powerful. When they stopped and knocked on the door across the hallway, she smiled.

When his low voice called out, “Tash, are you there?” her heart skipped a beat.

She looked down at her sweaty palms and wondered. Answering him could be the last thing she ever did. When she heard something at the other door, she peeked through the peephole to see him testing the knob, and, when it opened under his hand, he frowned, quickly glanced either way, and slipped into her apartment.

She swore. “I really should have fixed that damn door lock.”

When he bolted out a little bit later, he was on his phone, and his face was stark white.

She heard him call somebody.

“Her apartment has been ransacked,” he reported in a low voice. “Bullet holes are in her bed, but I found no sign of her and no blood. Kidnapped maybe?”

At that, she opened the door to the apartment across the hallway and poked her head out.

His gaze landed on hers, and he sucked in his breath. “No, I’ll call you back. She’s okay.” He quickly slipped into the opposite apartment, shut the door, and stared at her.

She watched the emotions he wore on his face, as he reached out, grabbed her, and pulled her into his arms. When he held her close, she finally relaxed and burrowed in deeper. Thank God he was here for her.

“Dear God, when I saw the bullet holes …”

She reached up, gently stroked his cheek, and, when she could, she stepped back and swallowed hard. “What the hell is going on? Nobody is answering any phones. Nothing works anymore.”

“I know. The entire team was attacked.”

She stared at him in shock and wavered on her feet. He instantly picked her up, carried her to the couch, and plunked her down on the first cushion. “Deep breaths.”

She tried hard; she really did, but it was almost impossible to breathe at all. “Are they … are they dead?” she finally got out.

He shook his head. “No, most are unconscious or struggling severely, two are in a deep coma,” he murmured, “and we have no way of knowing whether they’ll survive or not.”

“Jesus.” She closed her eyes and thought about the men she had worked with. “Do we know what happened?”

“No. … Terk is fine.”

She laughed at that. “Of course he is,” she said affectionately. “That man is invincible.”

“Not quite,” he argued. “I have to bring you up to speed on a lot.”

She slowly nodded. “I get it, but I also need to tell you what happened here.”

“Let’s start with you.”

She reiterated going to bed early but feeling off, and, when she heard somebody breaking into the apartment, she quickly pulled the pillows into the middle of the bed and, with the lights out, slipped onto the balcony. There, through the gaps in the curtains, she watched as the bedding bounced when the shots were fired into it. “I also heard some things getting tossed and turned, and then he was gone.”
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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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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 
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