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About This Book


What happens when the very men—trained to make the hard decisions—come up against the rules and regulations that hold them back from doing what needs to be done? They either stay and work within the constraints given to them or they walk away. Only now, for a select few, they have another option:

The Mavericks. A covert black ops team that steps up and break all the rules … but gets the job done.

Welcome to a new military romance series by USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. A series where you meet new friends and just might get to meet old ones too in this raw and compelling look at the men who keep us safe every day from the darkness where they operate—and live—in the shadows … until someone special helps them step into the light.

When four members of one family-owned corporation are kidnapped off the streets in Honolulu, Gavin’s intel says this is a corporate espionage case … but is it?

There’s not much to like about this case. Too many people are involved, … including an old friend of Gavin’s. But, as Gavin digs deeper into the motives of the suspect pool, events get uglier, and bodies start to fall.

Rosalina has no idea how she ended up in this nightmare, but all she cares about is her ailing parents who have been separated from her and her sister. Even when she and her sister are freed, Rosalina finds no sign of their mother or father. Trying to rescue them means deciphering friend from foe …

It comes down to the wire as this close family corporation falls apart, revealing the core of darkness inside, … and leaves Gavin and Rosalina struggling to stay safe as enemies work to take out them both.

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


Prologue
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“Are you sure I can’t look now?” Helena complained good-naturedly, her eyes shut.

“No,” Gavin said. “You don’t get to look at anything right now.”

“That’s not fair,” she said. Gavin had her in the passenger side of his Jeep. They were heading to Lennox’s, and Lennox and Carolina were expecting them.

“And we would have been here a long time ago,” Gavin said, “but you’re the one who wanted to stop and get flowers.”

“Of course I did!” she said, as her arms tightened around the big bouquet. “It’s my first visit to Lennox’s house.”

“Hardly a visit,” he said. “You’re moving in.”

“I am,” she said, a blissful smile on her face.

Lennox was, indeed, a lucky man, Gavin thought. He didn’t know how the hell these two had finally gotten past their differences, but they had, and that’s what counted. And now here Gavin was, taking her to Lennox’s house, while she took her first step into their future. Gavin pulled up to the front, parked, and said, “Now I’m coming around to your side.”

“Okay, okay,” but she hopped out impatiently and waited for him to grab her arm. As they got to the sidewalk, he said, “Now you can open your eyes.”

She looked up to see the stone-and-cedar Tudor house in front of them for her very first time, one that Gavin had seen many times. “Oh, my goodness,” she said, “it’s gorgeous.”

The door opened, and Lennox stepped out. She cried out, handed off the flowers to Gavin right before she raced forward. Lennox opened his arms, and she dashed into them. Lennox picked her up and swung her around in his arms.

Gavin stood back and smiled up at them. “You two look perfect together,” he declared.

“Good,” Lennox said. “It’s taken Carolina and me a couple days to get everything ready.”

Gavin nodded. His phone went off just then. “Hang on. I’ll be there in a minute.”

“Don’t bother,” Lennox said. “I can tell you all about it.”

He looked at his phone and back at his buddy and asked, “What is it?”

“The next job,” Lennox said. “I’ve got your orders here. I was going to hand them to you before the call came through, but you guys were late.”

Gavin laughed. “Am I going alone?”

“No,” Lennox said, “you’re going with a friend. You just don’t know which one.”

“And you?”

“I’m running ground crew,” Lennox said with a grin. “I get to stay here with my beautiful Helena.”

“Okay, that’ll be pretty sucky on my part but perfect for you. Do I get to come inside for a bit before I head out?”

“Sorry, bud.”

Just then a military vehicle pulled up to the front of the house.

Lennox held out a brown envelope to Gavin and then pointed. “That’s your ride.”

“What about my gear?”

“It’s all waiting for you.” Lennox turned Helena around and said, “Say goodbye to Gavin.”

She lifted a hand, confusion on her face.

Gavin smiled and said, “I’ll be back.”

“We’ll wait for you,” she said.

He shook his head. “Don’t bother. I won’t be back for days yet. Have a good one.” And he hopped into the truck and headed off. He had the brown envelope from Lennox, but that’s all he had. He looked at the driver and asked, “What are your orders?”

“I’m taking you to the dock,” he said. “A destroyer’s waiting for you.”

“Any other details?”

“None,” he said.

“Fine, let’s go.” Gavin was headed somewhere; he just didn’t know where yet. And maybe that was okay too.


Chapter 1
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Gavin Werkster dropped his duffel bag on the bottom bunk before jumping up to the top, where he laid down to open the envelope Lennox had given him. The trip from Lennox’s house to the docks and out to the USS Gettysburg had been fast and furious, but he was here now, and he still had no clue where he was going or what he was doing.

Before he had a chance to even open the envelope and dump out the contents, the door opened, and a man walked in and did the exact same thing Gavin did. His duffel bag hit the bottom bunk, and he jumped up onto the top bunk opposite Gavin. Then he rolled over, looked at him, and said, “What the hell, Gavin. You want to explain why I’m here?”

Gavin’s jaw dropped. “Shane?”

His old buddy grinned somewhat sheepishly. “Yeah. It’s me. Not exactly sure why I’m here or even how.”

“Well, unless they shanghaied you somewhere,” Gavin said, “you probably have about as much understanding of what’s going on as I did before the last job.”

“You helped out Lennox, correct?” Shane asked.

“Yep,” Gavin said. “So you know Lennox?”

“I did a tour with him, yes. But I haven’t seen you in what, three years?”

“At least that,” Gavin said, as he sat up and reached across, and the two men did a forearm shake across the aisle. “Damn good to see you.”

“It is,” Shane said cheerfully.

That was the thing about this guy. He always had a positive and optimistic attitude; in fact, sometimes he was too damn cheery. But Gavin had always appreciated it, since some guys were such serious downers. But not Shane. He was a fun guy to have around. “Do you have any clue what’s going on?”

“Not much,” Shane said. “Lennox told me that you had the deets.” He motioned to the envelope Gavin had in front of him. “So what are we doing?”

“A businessman and his wife have been kidnapped, apparently. That’s as far as I’d gotten.” He sat up straighter, and, grabbing the envelope, he said, “Let’s take a look.” He pulled out several stacks of paper, took half of it, and handed the rest of it off to Shane. “When I worked with Lennox, I had more details than he did.”

“A file was supposed to come with me,” Shane said, “but it didn’t make it.”

“Paper copy?”

“A USB,” he said. “So Lennox told me to just talk to you.”

“Great,” he said. He pulled out his phone and quickly sent Lennox a text. Shane’s here. But he didn’t come with anything.

He came with enough, Lennox replied. Check your phone. I’m uploading information.

Gavin watched his phone downloading every link as it came through, since he didn’t know when they would lose internet. At the same time he kept looking through the physical file. Most of it was background information into the family members, but no red flags popped at Gavin’s cursory review. So the paper intel was bulky but provided little to pursue.

“So the businessman, his wife, and two daughters were on a trip through Japan,” Gavin continued, as he shared what bits he knew with Shane. “They moved on from Japan to Hawaii.”

“Sure, that makes sense,” Shane said. “And then what?”

“Then they dropped off the face of the earth,” Gavin said. “Last-known sighting was at the Marriott in Honolulu.”

“Well, it would be pretty easy to disappear in that crowd,” Shane said. “Talk about a major tourist draw.”

“Exactly.” Gavin nodded. “The question is, did they disappear willingly or were they ‘disappeared’ by somebody else?”

Shane cracked up at that. “Well, chances are it wasn’t by choice,” he said. “Do we have a clue where we’re going?”

Gavin went on. “I presume we’re heading toward Hawaii, but who the hell knows. They went missing two hours ago.” He stopped and shook his head. “No way.”

“No way what?”

“Seems like the report of them going missing coincides with the kidnapping event. How did we get that intel so fast? I’m not seeing anything about that in this packet.” Reaching for his phone, Gavin quickly sent a text asking Lennox. The reply message came back immediately.

Daughter called 9-1-1, and they could hear her screams on the phone.

So why the hell haven’t you got somebody local there?

We do, Lennox texted. Don’t get comfy.

Gavin snorted at that. Great. I’m already what, seventy miles from the coast?

Yep, you are. Flights will be picking you up pretty quick too.

Not even time for coffee?

Hell no.

Gavin stared at that and shook his head, but then he got a knock on the door. Immediately the two men hopped from their bunks, grabbed their bags, and collected the paperwork from the file that they still hadn’t had a chance to read fully. They followed the seaman at the door. Still trying to download as much of the material as Gavin could onto his phone, he and Shane continued up to the deck, where the helicopter awaited them. They were quickly loaded and immediately took off out over the water. Gavin sent one message to Lennox. In the air.

For this leg, yes, Lennox replied.

Gavin shook his head and pocketed his phone. Looking at Shane, he said, “If nothing else, the methods of travel are pretty interesting.”

“Anything but commercial works for me,” Shane said. “I’m too big for those damn tiny airplane seats.”

As he said it, Gavin eyed Shane’s 250-pound frame with broader shoulders than his own. “Haven’t ever considered what a commercial flight would be like for you.”

“Absolute hell, that’s what,” he said. “Absolute hell. But, hey, I’ve done it before, and I’ll do it again.”

“Good to know,” Gavin said, “because, in this business, it seems like it’s nothing but craziness.”

“Exactly.” Shane resumed looking through the material and said, “So the father was there for a business meeting on medical implants and prosthetics. He’s a doctor, a researcher, and a scientist. Looks like his wife works with him in the same field.” Shane continued to read out loud their biographies. “Both are in their sixties with two adult daughters. One is missing a leg and wears a prosthetic, which started them down this path. The other one is a scientist and a doctor and a researcher in her own right,” Shane said, with an eyebrow raised.

“More brainy people,” Gavin noted, as he studied the water under them. “What the hell is going on in the world that all the brainiacs keep getting into trouble?”

“The problem is,” Shane said, “that other people want use of their brains.”

“Good point,” Gavin said, as he looked at the images in his part of the physical file. “Standard gray-haired male professor and matching wife,” he said. “Nothing very distinguishable about either of them.”

“Nope. The one daughter appears to be twenty-two, no, forty-two, sorry. She’s divorced with two children and went on this as part of a family trip. Her fiancé and children are in Honolulu and are safe.”

Gavin frowned. “Interesting that the four of them were taken but not the extended family.”

“Wrong place at the wrong time, maybe,” Shane wondered.

“Yeah.” Gavin’s gaze fell on the image of the other daughter. “So, the second daughter looks quite a bit younger.”

“Thirty-one,” Shane read off his stat sheet. “Scientist in her own right and also working in the family business.”

“But not the daughter who’s missing a leg?”

“No. Not from what I’ve got here anyway.”

“She’s also very striking,” Gavin said.

“Yeah, nobody’ll miss seeing her walk down the street.”

“Beauty and brains,” Gavin said. He faced Shane. “We’ve had several cases where those two were combined already.”

“So, in this case, was she the target, and everybody else was collateral damage, or were the parents the intended targets? They own a significant interest in Trident Corporation. Like 33 percent of the shares, technically 16.5 percent for each of the parents.”

“Anybody own 51 percent?” Gavin asked.

“Just checking,” Shane replied, and then he whistled. “Each of the daughters owns 10 percent as well, giving the immediate family a controlling interest.”

“Well then, 53 percent of the company. The major shareholders.”

“Not exactly,” he said. “The rest, the 47 percent, is in a family trust, granted by the paternal grandfather. With funds not to be released until two years after his passing.”

“Is that normal?”

Shane gave a one-arm shrug. “I wonder if this could be more of a business play.”

“Hard to say,” Gavin replied. “For all we know, somebody just knows they have lots of money, and it’s a simple ransom deal.”

“Who would pay it if the entire family is kidnapped? Do they have other grandparents still alive? Siblings?”

“I’ll ask for more data,” Gavin said.

Shane asked, “I understand there’s a chat system too?”

“Yes. But I’ll give you a number, and you can text into that.” Gavin quickly gave him the number he used for information gathering. “Just be aware that whatever you ask for tends to come.”

Shane looked up, an eyebrow raised. “So, like a whiskey at ten o’clock for a nightcap?”

“If they can get it to you, they will,” Gavin said, in all seriousness. “So we try not to waste it on trivialities.”

“Message received,” Shane said. “But since when is a nightcap trivial?”

Gavin shook his head, but he couldn’t tear his gaze from the image of the beautiful woman in front of him. She wore a white lab coat, and her arms were crossed over her chest, as if impatient for someone to take the picture so she could move on. Instead of a flirtatious look in her eyes, he saw more of an intelligence, questioning the wisdom behind wasting five minutes of her time to do this photo op. Or maybe it was just her reaction when someone took her photo. He shook his head. “There’s a definite tilt to her jaw that means she’s not the easiest to deal with.”

“Who?” Shane asked, looking up. But then he caught Gavin staring at the image.

“Her name is Rosalina Rennert,” he said.

Gavin continued to go through the paperwork until he understood exactly what had happened in Honolulu. But, regardless of the stacks of paperwork he had been given in the envelope, the relevant information was very slim. The family had gone out for dinner, and, on the way back to the hotel, all four had been shanghaied into a van.

The hotel security cameras had picked up the actual occurrence and had tracked the license plate, but the vehicle itself had been ditched a few blocks away, and they’d switched to a different vehicle with no license plates. Gavin suspected, very soon afterward, that vehicle had probably been ditched as well. In other words somebody was moving and moving quickly and efficiently.

“Well, I don’t have a problem going to Hawaii,” Gavin said, “but I would like to know the motive behind this kidnapping before I get there.”

“We should be there within twelve hours of when they were snatched,” Shane said, “and the Mavericks at command central are collecting as much information as they can get for us.”

“Twelve hours is too long,” Gavin chafed.

“Maybe,” Shane said, “but we’re moving as fast as we can.”

And, sure enough, they landed on another carrier and were moved to another helicopter. They pretty well were hopscotching their way from one to another. “We should be in Hawaii sooner than we expected,” Gavin said, looking at his watch.

“We’ve cut off a good two hours from a commercial airline flight,” Shane said. “Interesting mode of travel.”

“Yeah, just missing the food,” Gavin said. “As soon as we land, we’ll need a place to stay and food at some point.”

“The paperwork states we’ve got accommodations in the same Marriott. Plus we have a liaison set up with local police—someone from one of the military bases is waiting for us,” Shane said, frowning. “They’ll be attached to our mission.”

“I don’t like that,” Gavin said, as he stared at Shane, shaking his head. “Okay, the additional download is complete, or I just lost internet service. Let’s get through the paperwork first, share any usable intel. Then one of us can sleep for two or three hours while the other reviews the data on my phone. Then we’ll switch up, compare notes. See what leads we can find to pursue once we’re on the ground.”
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They approached the Oahu airport, off to the side where the private planes were. A large helicopter hangar was here as well. Gavin hopped out as soon as he could, then bent down and walked away from the helicopter.

“I don’t think we’re supposed to go in this direction,” Shane called out.

“I don’t give a shit,” Gavin said. He was a part of the Mavericks for a reason. No more ridiculous red-tape rules that made no sense. He enjoyed avoiding all that and getting down to work. Plus he appreciated his Maverick buddies, and they hadn’t been working with anybody else so far, and Gavin didn’t plan on signing up for that extra baggage to restrict him now. “Nobody attaches themselves to us or to our mission, much less dictates what we do.”

He could feel Shane’s surprise. Looking at his buddy, he said, “I just want to make sure that we’re free and clear to do what we need to do,” he said. “I can’t operate effectively with someone trying to tie my hands all the time.”

“They said you’d be difficult,” a voice called out.

Gavin turned to look, his eyebrows going up. “Steve?”

The man walked toward him with a lazy grin on his face, his hand outstretched to shake. The two men shook hands as Gavin introduced him to Shane.

“Steve Arbrey, what are you doing here?” Gavin asked.

“Whatever I need to,” he said. “I was told to meet you and to take you to your hotel first off.”

“Why can’t we go on our own?” he asked.

“Because I’ll debrief you,” Steve said, sounding exasperated. “You’re still the same go-go Gavin, aren’t you?”

Gavin shrugged. “Well, we’ve got a whole family missing,” he said, “and it doesn’t seem like taking our time is a very good option. We’re almost halfway into those first critical twenty-four hours.”

“Which is why I’m debriefing you on the way,” he said, as he pointed out a black SUV ahead of him. “Come on. Let’s go.” As they hopped into the vehicle, Gavin looked around and asked, “Why you?”

“Because Melinda is my fiancée,” he said. “And I damn well want to get her back alive and well.”

“Interesting,” Gavin said. “You know the military likes to keep you guys a hell of a long way away from any personal involvement in an investigation.”

“Yes,” he said, “but I asked to drive you in so I could talk to you and to give you some personals about the family.”

“Well then, let’s hear it,” Gavin said and put his phone on Record.

“The two daughters were raised almost as if separate families,” he said. “Melinda is early forties, Rosalina is early thirties. With a decade between them, the sisters didn’t have a whole lot to do with each other. There were a lot of problems and jealousy until they became adults and came together, working on a common goal, which is working for the company.”

“Problems in the company?”

“No. Not that I know of.”

“Either of them angling to take over the company?”

“No. Not that I know of.”

“Do you have shares in the company?”

“No,” he said, “but obviously Melinda does.”

“Yes. Each sister has 10 percent according to our intel,” Shane added.

“What are the board members like?” Gavin asked.

“Stuffy old white men,” Steve said. Then he laughed. “That’s according to Melinda.”

“Right, and how long have you known her?”

“Five years,” he said. “My brother was on a mission in Afghanistan and got his foot blown off. I met her through his treatments and the process of getting back on his feet with some state-of-the-art technology. He was part of a military program, testing out new stuff for Melinda’s company.”

“So Trident has defense contracts?”

“No, they have military contracts,” he corrected. “Nothing defense-related about it.”

“Ah,” Gavin said. “Interesting. So keep talking. What do we need to know?”

Steve filled him in on what he knew about the family, but it was all cursory boyfriend and peripheral stuff.

“Enemies?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Corporate enemies?”

At that, Steve shrugged. “A couple competing companies, sure.”

“Anybody competing for the same contract?”

“Not that I know of.”

“We need to find out,” Gavin said, looking at Shane, who was busy texting and sending messages. He nodded at his partner, then turned to Steve again. “Does anybody have a line on the men who grabbed them off the street?”

“No. We initially thought it might have been a terrorist group. But nobody’s recognized them.”

“Ransom note?”

“Nothing,” he said. “And no one has claimed responsibility either.”

“Which a terrorist group definitely would have. But, in this case, we’d also have bodies to show for it,” Shane chimed in.

“So, a private problem then?” Gavin asked Steve.

“It’s possible. The father has a brother, and the mother has two sisters. They’re all friendly enough. I can’t see anybody kidnapping them over something personal.”

“So, you are the fiancé of the one woman, but what about the other woman, Rosalina?” Gavin asked. “What about her relationships?”

“She was married to a doctor for a couple years. They divorced. She’s been single ever since,” Steve replied.

“Amicably divorced?”

“I believe so,” he said. “The ex-husband remarried and has a two-year-old.”

“So not still longing for her?”

“No. The divorce itself was a bit difficult, as I think all divorces are wont to be, but there didn’t appear to be any lasting impact.”

“Interesting,” Gavin said. “Are they designing anything new? Anything different or unique? Do they have a million patents pending on something that the world really wants and that people are trying to get their hands on?”

“Not a million, but they do have over a dozen patents pending,” Steve confirmed.

“That’s fairly standard for any R&D company,” Gavin said.

“They don’t believe corporate espionage or anything along those lines is a part of this,” Steve told them.

“They?” Gavin pounced. “Who is they?”

“The police,” Steve said. “I’m in contact with them because I’m related, of course, as Melinda’s fiancé.” With that, his voice dropped. “Jesus Christ, I hope you can find them.”

“We’ll find them,” Gavin promised, with a long exhale. “I just can’t guarantee what shape they’ll be in.”
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Rosalina Rennert woke up and looked around the small room she was in. She was seated on a chair, her hands tied behind her back, and both her feet were tied to one leg of the chair. Her sister faced her from across the table. The two of them stared at each other, wide-eyed and terrified. No sign of their parents. Rosalina wasn’t gagged; her sister was.

“I have no clue what’s going on here,” Rosalina whispered. “Do you?”

Her sister shook her head emphatically.

“Have you been threatened or blackmailed?”

Her sister shook her head again.

Rosalina closed her eyes, trying to think. She knew she had a lot of brainpower, but this kind of stuff was beyond her. She did much better with numbers, equations, formulas. Human machinations and betrayal were beyond her ability to comprehend. She liked things simple and clear-cut. Not this bullshit.

If the kidnappers had wanted something from them, why hadn’t they just said so? Instead, the two of them were sitting in this room for hours now. Her parents’ safety worried her the most. They were older, and her dad already had a bit of a sticky ticker. Not good. Stress was something he was told to avoid.

That was a joke. This trip to Hawaii was supposed to be a chance for the family to reconnect after the diagnosis on his heart condition. Her father, being a little bit more solemn these days, had decided it was time to cut back. And look what happened. They all decided to cut back and to take a holiday to bond as a family; instead Melinda had been separated from her fiancé and her children, kidnapped along with Rosalina and their parents.

At least their parents had each other, assuming they were even together.

This room was more like a detention center, with cement walls, a table, and a single door. No windows at all. She expected a two-way mirror, but there wasn’t even that.

They had barely arrived in Hawaii and had just started to destress and to spend some time with each other. Rosalina hadn’t really ever connected with Melinda’s kids before, so this was a chance to do that. They were from her previous marriage, though their father hadn’t been in their lives for a couple years now. Rosalina really liked Melinda’s fiancé, Steve, and was happy for her sister and proud of her for starting all over again. It was a really shitty time for something like this kidnapping to happen. But when would be a good time for a kidnapping, right? Though Melinda and Steve had been a couple for five years, they had just recently gotten engaged. Talk about a new beginning getting blown up in their faces.

“Did you recognize anybody?” she asked Melinda.

Again Melinda shook her head.

Rosalina wondered why she hadn’t been gagged, yet Melinda had been. No point in asking, as her sister could only nod or shake her head.

Studying the ties on her ankles, Rosalina noted they were zap straps or zip ties but slightly different. They were effective, and it would be hard to get free, short of cutting them. So she wasn’t going anywhere. She could jump and bounce her chair to maybe free her bound feet from the chair leg, but, even so, the door was probably locked anyway. Groaning, she glanced around and said, “A window would be nice.”

Just the sound of her own voice was helpful, but it wasn’t that helpful. She twisted her hands behind her, noting they were tied together but not tied to the chair. To get free, she realized that she could stand and slide her hands up over the back of the chair, but that wouldn’t help much. Her hands remained tied behind her. She could get them under her butt, in theory, but, with both her legs tied to one of the chair legs, that additional maneuver wouldn’t help her further.

Then she stared at her legs tied to the one chair leg and laughed. Now that she had her hands behind her back, she sat on her palms immediately and slid them through to the back of her knees, and then, in a swift movement, dumped her and her chair backward, then slid her feet and the ties on them down and over the chair’s leg. They were tapered, so it got easier as it went down.

With that done, she rolled over, quickly pulled her hands over her feet and could stand up with her hands tied in front now. Her sister’s eyes widened, and she stared at her in shock. Rosalina shrugged. “Not sure it helps much,” she said, “because I’m still tied up.” Rosalina hopped over and untied the gag on her sister’s mouth. “Don’t suppose you have anything sharp enough to cut these, do you?” And she pointed at the ties on her feet.

“No,” Melinda gasped.

When Rosalina studied her tied feet further, she realized, without the chair leg involved, the ties had loosened just enough so that she could shift one of the loops of the zip ties, and, just like that, one foot at a time, she was free. With her feet free, she went to work on her hands, trying a similar method. It wasn’t as easy, but she walked around, checked on her sister, and could untie her because she was tied with ropes. With that done, they got Melinda’s legs free. Still Rosalina’s hands weren’t free, but her sister was completely free.

“Oh, my God,” Melinda said. “Where did you learn to do that?”

Rosalina stopped, looked back at the chair, and shrugged. “You know how I always loved puzzles.”

“Those are hardly puzzles,” she snapped.

“No,” Rosalina said, “but, in this case, their solution was exactly what we needed.” She went back to chewing the heavy plastic on her wrists. It didn’t take long before it snapped. With their hands and feet free, she looked at the door. “So, what next?”

Immediately Melinda raced to the door. “We have to get out of here.”

“Oh, I agree,” she said. She picked up a chair and studying it for a moment, untwisted one of the legs until it came off.

Her sister looked at her. “What are you doing?”

“We need weapons,” she said. Handing the first chair leg to her sister, she then unscrewed two more. “Now let’s go,” she said, and her sister reached for the door.


Chapter 2
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The moment the unlocked door opened, Rosalina expected to face a guard or to be charged by somebody racing toward them. But, as they peered around the door, they saw nothing but a nasty dark-gray hallway, as if they were in the basement of some large building. Several ducts and HVAC system components lined the ceiling above them. She also saw several more doors. They slipped out, and she walked to the door beside them and opened it, only to find it was an empty room. They quickly checked all the other doors down this hallway, looking for their parents, but found no sign of anyone.

Each sister armed only with what they had, a chair leg and two, they headed toward the Exit sign.

“This looks like a big hotel,” Melinda said.

“It might be,” Rosalina said. “I don’t really care. I just want to get out of here.”

“You want out of here?” Melinda said. “My children and fiancé are back at the hotel.”

“For all we know,” Rosalina said, “we could be in the same damn hotel.”

They pushed on the Exit door, surprised that it allowed them to get out. One of those lever-operating systems, where you push it in, and the door unlocked and let them out. They raced up the stairs. On every floor they kept looking for another way out.

The next level was obviously a much lighter atmosphere. “It looks like we were three floors down from ground level,” Rosalina said. She headed out into an underground parking lot. Quickly they slipped through and were in the area where the vehicles were parked. Immediately they hid between two vehicles.

“How is it that we got out so fast?” her sister asked.
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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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