

[image: Cover for Shane]



Shane


The Mavericks, Book 12

Dale Mayer

Books in This Series:

Kerrick, Book 1

Griffin, Book 2

Jax, Book 3

Beau, Book 4

Asher, Book 5

Ryker, Book 6

Miles, Book 7

Nico, Book 8

Keane, Book 9

Lennox, Book 10

Gavin, Book 11

Shane, Book 12

Diesel, Book 13

Jerricho, Book 14

Killian, Book 15

Hatch, Book 16

Corbin, Book 17

Aiden, Book 18

The Mavericks, Books 1–2

The Mavericks, Books 3–4

The Mavericks, Books 5–6

The Mavericks, Books 7–8

The Mavericks, Books 9–10

The Mavericks, Books 11–12


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.

Her kidnappers demanded Shane arrive. Finding out his best friend was held as a pawn just pissed him off. Finding out rescuing her was a test made him seriously angry. He hates being used. These men mean business though, as Shane finds a body count too high for comfort.

Shelly knew Shane would come for her. No way he wouldn’t. She was lucky to have Shane there for her, especially when learning a second woman had been kidnapped and held for over six months. The simple rescue of Shelly turns into something more to find this second woman.

But is there one killer boss out there or two? As the pair try to secure their own freedom, it gets even murkier, until finding a way through is paramount. Otherwise no one gets a happy ending.

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


Prologue
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Shane Andrews opened his apartment door, walked inside, and tossed his duffel bag down. He headed to the fridge, pulled out a cold beer, and stepped out on his small deck. He popped the top and took a long refreshing drink. That had been one hell of a job in Hawaii. A lot of healing needed to happen now for that family. Not only did the parents have to heal but the children and the grandchildren were involved as well. He didn’t understand Melinda being so self-centered, so selfish that she would put her parents and her sister through so much, just to make sure she got what she wanted.

Melinda had been a piece of work. That she’d been a suspect right from the beginning didn’t surprise Shane, just because her attitude had been so off. But the fact that Steve had been a willing party to it all was too much, especially considering that he was a navy man Shane should have been able to trust.

He rotated his neck, stretching out some of the kinks. It had been a long two days. He was home now and needed a few days to regroup. At least he hoped he got a couple days off. He’d taken an extra day to stay with Gavin and the family to tie up things and to get all the facts straight.

Now that Shane was home, he didn’t know quite what the next few days would bring, but he was up for it. At least he thought he would be. It was a hell of a deal joining the Mavericks, but he was pretty happy with his decision. If ever somebody needed to be stopped, it was Melinda. He hadn’t expected this to be the level of the work he would be doing. Still, it was what it was.

As he sat here, his phone buzzed, and he smiled when he saw it was Gavin. He hit the Talk button. “I’m home, safe and sound, bud. No need to worry about me.”

“Hey, I just wanted to make sure you were looking after that leg of yours,” he said.

“Yep, we’re all good.”

“Good,” he said. “How do you feel about New York?”

“Why in the hell would I ever want to go there?” he asked.

At that, Gavin laughed. “Remember Diesel?”

“Diesel Edwards? Yeah, I remember. What about him?”

“He’ll be waiting for you there at the airport.”

“Shit, am I leaving already?” Shane asked, as he looked at his beer.

“Absolutely. Well, in about three hours,” he said.

“Wow, not even enough time to do a load of laundry.”

“Sure there is. If you just put down that beer, get up off your ass, and get your clothes in the machine,” Gavin said, laughing, “you can drink it while they wash.”

“So, what am I doing in New York?” he asked, as he walked to grab his bag of dirty clothes and did exactly that. With the washing machine started, he grabbed his beer and looked down at his phone. “What is it you aren’t saying?”

“It looks like a hostage situation has gone down in a big telecom building,” he said.

“What’s that got to do with me?”

“Well, Diesel is already in position, or he will be soon. He’ll pick you up at the airport. You are going into the tunnels and coming up through the basement.”

“What the hell does SWAT have to say about that?”

“Well, they’re hoping this might be right up your alley.”

“Why is that?”

“Because, uh, … because one of your best friends is in there.”

At that moment, everything inside Shane froze.

“Shelly?” He remembered her saying she had a brand-new job in New York. “I know she just moved there, but what’s she doing in the telecom building?”

“She was a new hire about forty-five days ago,” he said. “Didn’t you hear about it?”

And, of course, he had, but he had completely forgotten. “Why do you think she’s involved? That’s a huge building.”

“Because the kidnappers said she was. And they are hanging on to her until you arrive. So get your ass out there.”


Chapter 1
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Shane disembarked from the plane carrying his duffel bag over his shoulder and tried to work around what had to be several thousand people between him and the exit. They all had to get past the luggage turnstiles. Finally catching a break as the crowd parted, Shane worked his way through, headed for the exit. Once outside, he stopped and took several long slow deep breaths. The air here was never the same as it was back in California. New York always had more smog, a heavier atmosphere, and that smell. Mostly traffic exhaust, as far as he could ever tell. Then that sense of being rushed.

He walked to the curb, where he took a closer look at the vehicles up and down the street. Diesel was supposed to be here waiting for him, at least that’s the last word he’d gotten from Gavin. Just as he was about to turn and look back the other way, he heard a shout. He spun and looked on the far side of the street down about ten cars to see a tall beef of a man standing outside his truck and waving at him.

Checking the traffic, Shane quickly dodged through the oncoming vehicles and headed toward his old friend. As soon as he got there, Diesel’s grin flashed.

“Damn, man,” Diesel said, “it’s good to see you.” The two high-fived each other, as Shane tossed his duffel bag into the open pickup bed, then scrambled into the passenger seat.

“Why does it always take chaos or something like this to bring us together?”

“Well, if we had any more chaos,” Diesel said, “we would be damn near living on top of each other.”

“Isn’t that the truth,” Shane said, grumping. “I just finished a big case with Gavin,” he murmured, “and was hoping for a few days off.”

“You’d have gotten it,” Diesel said, “except for the fact that the kidnappers have a friend of yours.”

“I know. I can’t believe she got herself into trouble already,” he said, shaking his head. “I swear. Every time she turns around, she somehow manages to find some.”

“Sounds like you know her pretty well.”

“I do,” he said. “We’ve been friends since kindergarten.”

At that, Diesel burst out laughing. “Seriously?” He looked at Shane, thinking he was exaggerating, but Shane was serious.

He nodded. “I’m not kidding. Man, that woman could get herself and anybody nearby in trouble so fast that you didn’t know what hit you.”

“How is she at getting out of trouble?”

“She’s got some uncanny luck,” he said. “I mean that too. How else does she manage to get somebody like me for something like this?”

“Well, this case might not be a very good example.”

“Okay, fine,” he said, “but it wouldn’t matter. Something or someone else would have come to her rescue.”

“Interesting,” Diesel said. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you mention her.”

“That’s because we don’t come in contact that often,” he said, “but she’s one of those long-term friends you can pick up a phone and call out of the blue, no matter how many years have gone by.”

“Those are the special ones.”

“Exactly,” he said. “So I’m still figuring out the background. Did you get any news from Gavin on it?”

“The kidnappers aren’t talking. It sounds like maybe they’ve got some beef with you, and either they snagged her after finding out who she was or gave her the job down there in the hopes that you would visit, but, when you didn’t appear fast enough, they orchestrated this scenario to get you here.”

“Jesus. Who have I pissed off lately? Well,” he said, laughing bitterly, “who haven’t I?”

“Right,” Diesel said. “No shortage of people on the wrong side of our world.”

“What about Hawaii? Do you think it had anything to do with that?” he asked Diesel. “How much do you know about that case?”

“I only know the quick version,” he said, “but Gavin doesn’t seem to think it’s connected.”

“Well, I’ll go with his gut on that for now,” he said.

“What kind of work does Shelly do?”

“Project management,” he said. Then he chuckled. “Shelly is really good at ordering people around.”

Diesel shook his head. “I’m glad you say that with a smile on your face, but I can’t tell if you’re teasing or not.”

“No, she’s very good at telling people what to do and where to go,” he said, “but maybe she’s tempered that for her work. I don’t know. She was always a fairly reckless kid growing up, and we got along famously. I’d push. She’d shove, and we’d end up on the ground, wrestling and pulling each other’s hair. She never wanted to be treated like a girl, and, at the same time, she’s the most feminine-looking angel you ever saw.”

“She sounds like a tough little nut.”

“Yes, she was, right up until her mother died from breast cancer,” he said quickly. “After that, she became a different person. As if all that fighting and bickering may have been to prove herself to her mother or something. I don’t know,” he said. “Her father died when she was about five, somewhere around the time that I met her. She was a really sad little kid back then. I befriended her, not sure exactly why, but something about her caused my heart to ache. We’ve been buddies ever since.”

“But only buddies?”

“Yep, only buddies,” he said. “I’ve called her up a number of times to commemorate when I’ve broken up from relationships, and she’s done the same. We’ve often killed a case of beer or crushed some Häagen-Dazs in memory of the relationships that no longer were.”

“I’m surprised you guys didn’t get together,” Diesel said.

“We discussed it once,” he said, “and, in all honesty, we decided we needed our friendship more.” He grinned at Diesel. “So that goes to tell you how well we communicate.”

“That’s amazing,” he murmured. He wove through traffic, taking the vehicle from one end of town to the other.

“So what the hell is going on with this communication company? What do they know about me?”

“I don’t know. Check in with Gavin to see if they’ve got any updates. My understanding was that the kidnappers said they would talk to you and only you.”

“They didn’t say what they wanted, huh?”

“Nope. Everybody’s in the dark about that.”

“Great,” he said. “These deals are always the craziest, no idea which way to go or where to run.”

“Exactly, which is why they think you’re arriving in six hours on a different flight.”

“Nice. So we’ve got a six-hour window then.” Shane rubbed his hands together. “Are we well equipped?”

“Anything you want, you better speak up,” Diesel said, “because six hours won’t give us that much time. But, generally with Gavin, whatever we need, we’ll get.”

“I hope so,” Shane said, “because I don’t want to go into something like this without hefty firepower.”

“No, I agree with you there. Especially not knowing just what we’re up against.”

“Yeah, and that’ll be a little hard to figure out.”

“Absolutely. Give Gavin a shout, and see what he knows.”

Shane pulled out his phone and quickly sent off a text to Gavin. “Do we have a hotel yet?”

“Yeah, we’re heading there right now,” Diesel said. “It’s a small three-star hotel around the corner from the communication office.”

“Perfect. Any tunnels under there?”

“Yeah,” he said, “but just the underground city tunnels. The ones that feed in and out to access the sewer lines and subways.”

“Great,” he said. “We’ll need some extra protective gear then.”

“Absolutely. Make a list of everything you want, including the firepower.”

Almost in delight, Shane pulled out a notepad and wrote down what he thought he would need. When he was done, he read it aloud to Diesel. “I’m not even sure we can carry all this stuff.”

“Well, not only carry it but we may have to squeeze into some pretty narrow places,” he said. “I don’t know what it’s like down there in sewer city.”

“It’s tight,” Shane said. “I’ve been in a couple, but not New York’s though.”

“We’ve got the maps already. So we’ll just make a quick stop at the hotel to check in, drop off our stuff, then pick up what we need and move out.”

“Good. Hopefully Shelly and I will be sitting over a steak later tonight.”

“Well, that would be ideal. I’m not sure if I, uh, if I’m welcome to join you or not,” he said, “but a steak sounds like a pretty decent way to end the day.”

“Absolutely,” Shane said. “Besides, you never know. You guys might hit it off.”

Diesel looked at him, smiled, and said, “We’ll see about that.” As they pulled up to the hotel, he said, “Go ahead and check in, Shane. I’ll go switch to a different vehicle, and I’ll be right back.”

“Okay. What name is the reservation under?”

“Mine,” he said.

With that, Shane hopped out, grabbed his duffel bag, and walked inside. As soon as he was in the hotel room, he brought out his laptop and quickly opened up the Mavericks chat box and typed in the list of needs he had made. The response came back quickly.

Two hours.

Shane replied immediately. Make it an hour and fifteen. We’re short on time.

He brought up the online map of the underground tunnels they would need to access in order to get into the telecom building and figured it would take them about an hour to navigate that too. Which meant they were really pushed for time. He took a quick shower and got out just as Diesel arrived.

“The equipment should be coming in less than an hour,” Shane said. “I figure it will take us an hour to navigate the tunnels and up into the building. What we need to know is where exactly they’re holding her in there.”

“And that’s a possibility,” he said. “We’re expecting a phone call from them.”

Shane looked at him with surprise. “From the kidnappers?”

“Yes.” Diesel checked his watch and said, “In about five minutes.”

“Good, let’s get set up for that then.”
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Shelly Berkshire glared at her kidnappers. “He won’t come. You know that, right?”

They ignored her, just like they had ignored her every other time that she’d brought it up. She’d been initially terrified, but, as soon as she realized they were after Shane, her anger grew. Of course their comment about her being his doxy set it aflame.

She hoped Shane didn’t come. It seemed like he was always bailing her out of these things. Although she hadn’t done a single thing to bring this one on, so it wasn’t her fault. She figured somebody hated him already, and they were using her for bait somehow. She watched the clock, knowing a phone call was supposed to happen. And she would probably speak, would be proof of life.

If she knew anything about Shane, he would make sure she was okay. The problem was, she needed to have some message ready in order to give him some help. Even if they got into the building somehow, it was massive, and she couldn’t tell him a whole lot, not with her kidnappers listening in.

She had thought about it long and hard, thinking about where they’d been all their life and how she’d ended up in this stupid scenario. She knew the job offer had been too good to believe. Although nobody would have expected her boss to take a bullet between the eyes, as these guys came through the building. Assholes. She didn’t know who else or how many other people had been killed in the process, but what was driving her nuts was why they had chosen this route to get her. And it drove her crazy. Not only was she a sitting duck and completely in the middle of this but all of it was done to hurt Shane. And that was horrible. He was her best friend and had been since forever.

Just then the two gunmen got up, synced their watches, and made a phone call to somebody else.

Her heart slammed in her chest. This was it. Then they came over and, grabbing her under each arm, half-lifted and half-carried her to the boardroom, sitting off to the right of this room. It was a conference room with just tables and chairs. A laptop was brought up, which she kept her eyes on, before she realized that a video was on a larger screen up in the front. And, sure enough, there was Shane. She feasted on his familiar face and gave him a teary smile in return.

“Are you okay?” he asked gruffly.

She nodded; her heart warmed that he would actually come. “You shouldn’t have come. You know that, right?”

He gave her a lopsided grin. “If our positions were reversed—”

“I’d leave you in the mess you made,” she said.

He burst out laughing, until the laptop was jerked away from her face.

“Now that you know she’s alive,” the gunman said, “we want you here, and we want you here in the next forty minutes.

“I can’t make that,” he said. “Make it two hours. That’s the soonest I can get there. I’m sure you’ve already figured out that I’ve just now landed.”

“Forty minutes should be enough time.”

“No way,” he said, “so it’s two hours or nothing.”

“Well, maybe it’ll be nothing then,” the one man snarled. He slammed Shelly’s head into view again. “We don’t have to wait for you to hurt this one.”

“Well, I suggest you don’t,” Shane said, his voice turning hard. “Even the slightest bruise on her skin, and I’ll make sure it’s ten times worse on whoever gave it to her.”

The man laughed. “We don’t care what you think you’ll do. We just want you here.”

“Got it,” he said. “Two hours.” He looked back at her and asked, “Shelly, are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” she said, then she took a deep breath. “Remember back at Smithville?”

She didn’t get a chance to finish. Her head was jerked off to the side again, and a hand clapped over her mouth.

“That’s all she says,” the man growled. “Now hurry up and get here.” And, with that, the screen went black. As soon as it did, he turned and smacked her hard across the face.

She cried out at the stinging blow that sent her head snapping to the side.

“I don’t know what you were trying to do,” he said, “but no more tricks. I mean it.”

She didn’t say anything, her head still ringing from the pain. She wanted to slap him back even harder. She had some self-defense skills, but she was up against at least two of them, if not four, the others off somewhere else, and they were each very well-armed, and she wasn’t. She wasn’t averse to taking a chance if there was any hope, but these guys looked to not give a damn if they killed her or not. “You still haven’t explained why you’re doing this,” she murmured.

“Don’t have to explain anything,” he snapped.

She nodded. “No, that’s true,” she said. “You don’t, but it would sure make it easier for me to understand what’s going on if you would. That’s all.”

“He did something wrong. He needs to pay for it,” the other man said, and it was the first time she had heard him speak.

She looked at him in surprise. “He did?”

He looked at her, nodded, and said, “You seem surprised.”

“I’ve never known him to hurt anybody,” she said quietly. “He’s the opposite.”

“Not in this instance,” he said.

“Shut up now,” the leader said, as he stood and looked at the other two. “Joe and Pete, you guys stay here, and don’t let her say another word. Not one.” They just nodded and took up positions in chairs near her.

Joe and Pete, huh? She looked at the leader. “Who are you?” she asked. “Shouldn’t I at least know who orchestrated the last few hours of my life?”

“You can call me Bruce,” he said, with a ghost of a smile. “And you might live through this yet,” he said. “You’re only a means to an end. We don’t have any beef with you. Best you not give us one.”

“So this is all just to get to Shane?”

“Absolutely,” he said, “and, after we’ve got him, you can leave. We’ll let you go,” he said. And, with a smile, he turned and walked out.

But absolutely nothing in that smile made her believe him. As a matter of fact, she was pretty damn sure he had lied. They wouldn’t let her go. No way.


Chapter 2
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Shelly settled back in the corner. She’d been allowed to move over there, so she could rest her head back. Other than that, she was left in silence. She wanted to ask a million questions, but there just didn’t seem to be anything she could do. Her mind spun endlessly, figuring out a way to get out of here. Just then another woman was shoved into the room with her. She looked up to see Mary, an older coworker, her face flushed and her hands shaking, as she fell slightly, catching herself on the table. Immediately Shelly hopped up and hurried to her. “Are you okay?”

Mary looked at her worriedly. “What’s going on?” she asked. “What do these men want?”

“They want somebody I know,” she said quietly. “Apparently they took me captive in order to bring him here.”

“Why?” Mary wailed. “I just saw Mr. Markham. He was such a nice man.”

“I know, and he didn’t deserve this,” she said quietly.

At that, Mary started to cry. “It’s just terrible,” she said.

“Did they say why you’re here, Mary?”

“No,” she said. “I just wanted to go home.”

“Did you ask to go home?”

“No,” she said. “I didn’t think they would listen to me.”

“Probably not,” she said, her tone sympathetic. “They seem to be pretty gung ho on getting what they want.”

“What is that though?” she asked. “They’re not saying anything.”

“No, and it makes it that much harder to deal with them,” Shelly said quietly. “I just keep hoping that something will happen, and we can get out of this nightmare.”

“I don’t know how,” Mary said. “I didn’t do anything.”

“Neither did I,” Shelly said.

“But at least you know somebody,” she said resentfully. “That involves you more than it involves me.”

Shelly stared at Mary in surprise. “It doesn’t involve me at all, Mary. It’s somebody I grew up with,” she said. “And, as a matter of fact, he’s putting his life in danger to come here.”

“Well, if he’s got a beef with these guys, it’s best that they sort it out themselves and keep us out of it,” Mary said, sounding bitter.

“Well, I’m not at all sure they have a beef with him,” she said, and slowly she helped the older woman to sit down in a chair. The woman was shaky and distraught. Shelly understood where she was coming from, but it still didn’t sit right that she would blame her or Shane. “Let’s give the police a chance to sort this out,” she said.

At that, Mary looked at her in surprise. “Do they even know?”

“Well, I would imagine so,” she said, frowning. Then she stopped and winced. “It would be bad if they didn’t.”

“Of course it would,” Mary said, “but it’s bad no matter what. They came barging in here and killed the boss.”

“And I don’t understand that either,” she murmured. “What’s the point?”

“No resistance, I presume. He was the boss, and we all followed what he said. Take out the leader, and nobody knows what to do.”

“Well, that’s true enough to a certain extent.” Shelly studied the older woman. “How many are at the office today?”

“Only twelve,” she said. “I wanted to stay home, but I came in, not realizing what a mistake that would be.”

“Have you not been feeling well?” Shelly asked the older woman.

Mary shook her head. “I haven’t been feeling well for days,” she said. “I’m just getting really tired and worn down.”

“The office seems like it’s been really stressful lately, hasn’t it?”

“That’s to put it mildly,” Mary said. “Ever since Donnie quit, it’s been pretty rough.”

Donnie was the CFO, and he’d quit several weeks ago, under a cloud that had cast a pall over the company. “I wonder if he has anything to do with this.”

“What would that have to do with your friend? Does he even know Donnie?”

“No, I don’t think so,” she said, quickly dismissing the idea. It was something she would love to pull out and pin on him, but it really would have nothing to do with Shane.

“What does your friend do?”

“He was in the navy,” she said.

At that, Mary frowned. “What do they want him for then?”

“I have no idea,” she said. She sat back and yawned. “It’s really hard to just sit here and wait too.”

“Well, the rest of us were all sitting out there in the one room,” she said. “That’s not exactly a picnic either.”

Shelly smiled gently. “I know, and I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s going on, but I can only hope it’s all over with soon.”

“Ha,” Mary said. “I’m not sure we’ll ever get out of this.” She wrapped her arms around her chest and rocked herself gently on the chair.

“Have faith,” she said.

“What kind of faith?” Mary said suspiciously. “I used to go to church all the time,” she said, “until I lost that bit of faith too.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It sounds like you’re a lost soul right now.”

“I just wanted to go home, put my feet up, and visit with my cats!” she said.

“It’s been a tough adjustment since your husband died, hasn’t it?”

“Well, first my father, then my mother, and then my husband,” she said, “and all within eighteen months.”

At that, Shelly winced. “I’m so sorry. That’s got to be brutal.”

“It is. All I’d like to do now is go with them, but I can’t trust anybody to look after my cats.”

Shelly thought about that for a long moment. Is that all there was to life? To worry about who would look after your cats? Then again, she was a pet lover herself, and cats would be nice, especially now that she had a stable job. She almost snorted at that though, because she didn’t have a stable job at all. The way things were going, she probably wouldn’t have a job left by the time she got out of here. It was hard to say what kind of job she would end up with now. She shook her head, trying to clear it, but sleep and fatigue took over.

“Are you okay?” Mary asked.

“Yeah, just really supertired,” she said. “Nothing like being held hostage to raise you up and then drop you on the other side. I’m crashing, probably due to the adrenaline. I could really use a coffee.”

“Well, I need to use the bathroom,” Mary said, “but I’m not looking forward to asking for that either.”

“Not only that,” Shelly said, “they were here with me for a long time, and then they got up and left.” She checked the clock up on the wall. “It’s almost time.”

“Time for what?”

“For my friend to arrive. They said forty minutes at first, but he was still stuck at the airport.”

“You can’t get anywhere in forty minutes if you’re still at the airport,” she said. “Have you seen the traffic there lately?”

“I know,” she said. “So Shane said no way, but that he’d be here in two hours, and we’re coming up on that. So I suspect that, when they come back here again, it’ll be to haul me out.”

“Oh, my gosh, aren’t you terrified?”

“I don’t know about terrified,” she admitted, trying to hide how nervous she really was inside, “but I’m certainly not looking forward to this next step of whatever nightmare is going on here.”

“No,” Mary said, “me either. I just want to go home.”

Just then the door opened. Both women were momentarily startled and stared at the man who stood there. It was the one they had called Joe. He looked at Mary, then looked at Shelly and pointed. “You, come on.”

She hopped to her feet and said, “Mary here has to go to the bathroom,” she murmured.

He looked at Mary, then shrugged and said, “That’s nice.”

“Well, it won’t be nice if there’s an accident,” Shelly said. “The least you can do is take her to the washroom.” He hesitated for a moment. She shrugged and said, “I’ll sit here and wait.”

He looked at Mary and said, “You have to go, huh?”

She immediately nodded. “Yes, please.”

He nodded. “Come on then. You first.”

Then Mary stood, shot Shelly a grateful look, and said, “Thank you.”

At that, the older man sighed and said, “Hurry up. Let’s go.”

Mary moved out the door ahead of him, and the door swung shut immediately, leaving Shelly all alone.
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Geared up in a pair of overalls, Shane was already down in the sewer tunnels, standing just underneath the office building. “What the hell are we doing from here?” He studied the great big circular doorways that connected sewer tunnel to sewer tunnel, wondering how he was supposed to get through this next one because it wasn’t opening. He had C-4 in his backpack but didn’t want to take the chance of alerting any kidnapper that somebody was in the tunnels. He pulled his phone out and sent Gavin a message. Can’t open the last door.

Give it a minute. We’re working with the city right now.

He groaned and looked at Diesel. “They’re working on it, but we’re running out of time.”

Diesel nodded. “Maybe it’s just stuck. There’s two of us,” he said, “let’s give it a try. See if we can put our weight together and get this done. Otherwise we’ll have to blast the damn thing open because the kidnappers are expecting us at any moment.”
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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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