

[image: Cover for Steele Trap]



[image: Steele Trap by Dale Mayer]



Books in This Series:

Steele Trap, Book1

Hard Knox, Book2


Table of Contents


Cover

Title Page

About This Book

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Epilogue

About Hard Knox

Author’s Note

About the Author

Copyright Page


About This Book


Terk, driven by good intentions, crafts a defense system—powered by the energy of his team and their families, ensuring its purity. Designed to repel the enemy or to at least alert them of an approach, the system is now active. Yet, as with all energy, it grows, transforms, and, as Terk is discovering, evolves—just not in the way anyone anticipated…

Cyan, after years of planning, finally makes her unannounced visit to Terk and his team. Not specifying her arrival date and time leaves her to face unexpected barriers. Locks and unfamiliar woods stand in her way, and she curses her lack of foresight. As she navigates the dense forest, she encounters Steele, the man who helped her save several lives eight years ago. Shocked and intrigued, she struggles to maintain her distance, her heart racing with unresolved emotions.

Steele, disoriented and lost, wanders through the woods, trapped in a surreal dreamscape. His memory is a blur, and he senses an unseen threat closing in. Confusion and fear grip him as he battles an invisible enemy, unaware of Cyan’s presence and the connection that binds them.

When Steele is ambushed, Cyan comes to his rescue. Now, both are targets, desperate to reach the safety of Terk’s place—a goal that proves far more elusive than they imagined.

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


Prologue
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Terk moved cautiously through the dark but electric dreamscape, a sense of urgency tugging at him, something vital yet elusive. It danced just beyond his grasp, his mind struggling to pull him back, even as his consciousness whispered, Wait, wait. We haven’t quite got it. The entire purpose of the Beacon is to reach out to energy workers, letting them know that we’re here and inviting them to become a part of the community.

Normally he slept soundly, but lately something in the air felt off, inexplicable.

Only those with skills like his could even begin to understand, yet this particular feeling seemed more significant than any from before. It involved him, his family, and their safety. The warnings were enough to make him cling to the dream, trying to hold on to the end. Yet it slipped through his fingers. Suddenly someone shook him awake, and he turned to see his beautiful wife, concern etched on her face. He frowned. She mirrored his expression.

He sighed, rubbing his eyes. “Whatever that dream was, it’s important.”

“Maybe,” she replied softly, “but you’re scaring the crap out of me.”

He blinked, surprised.

“You were making wild noises and thrashing in bed.” She gestured to the tangled bedcovers around his legs.

He groaned, untangling himself, then flattening against the pillows. “Sorry,” he muttered, scrubbing his face as the wisps of the dreamscape had already drifted away. “I wish I knew what the vision was all about.”

Celia asked him, “Can you go back in with more detachment?”

“No, not likely,” he muttered. “Not when it’s important, not when it concerns our safety.”

Her eyes widened, studying him. “Is something coming after us?”

He pondered her words. “That’s not quite right, but something is definitely different.”

Moments later, Damon, Wade, Gage, Calum, Rick, Scott, and even Brody chimed in on their family channel, where they all could communicate together.

“Something weird is happening,” Brody announced.

Rick interjected, “I think a full alert needs to be sent out.”

Terk swung his legs over the bed, sitting up swiftly. “Go back to sleep,” he told his wife.

She raised an eyebrow, shaking her head. “Not if we’re in danger.”

“I don’t know if we’re in danger. I just know something’s off.”

“Good enough for me,” she declared, reaching for her robe and following him to the door. He frowned, but she nodded. “I’m going to the babies.”

His expression softened. “And stay there, please.”

Her eyebrows shot up again. “If you’re this worried, maybe we should warn everyone.”

“All I can say is, something’s wrong,” he repeated, wrapping her up in a warm, caring hug. “It’s not time for that level of panic yet.”

Their voice channel suddenly buzzed with chatter, all filled with urgency.

“Meeting in the dining room now,” Terk announced, silencing the clamor.

They had another shared wavelength for group communication via projected telepathy—a broadcasting of their thoughts to reach them all when needed in times of uncertainty—which could also shift to an audible conversation, which overwhelmed Terk as he headed to the kitchen, where he brewed coffee. It would take multiple pots to satisfy everyone who would soon gather in the big formal dining room. Plus, visitors were common these days.

Entering the big dining room with a full pot of coffee, Terk found his team awaiting him. He set the first pot on the coffee service area. “I don’t know what to tell you, but something’s…” He shrugged. “Something’s off.”

“Yeah, it’s not just off,” Rick noted, “it’s bizarre.”

Surprised, Terk considered the Beacon’s energy source, which came from Terk and his team. “That’s one word for it. Also… we might have an unexpected visitor.”

“Not a friendly one, if this is the reception we’re getting,” Wade added.

“I’m not so sure,” Rick countered, glancing at Wade. “Something is here, but… It sounds insane, but part of the threat—interference, energy, whatever—doesn’t feel human.”

The others stared at Rick.

Calum sank into a chair, holding an empty coffee cup. “Not human?” he repeated. “Meaning the Beacon itself?”

Rick sighed and turned to Terk.

“I don’t know yet,” Terk replied. “I’m getting strange vibrations.”

“Me too,” Brody confirmed.

Terk noted all the men gathered here. Their wives were with their babies, prioritizing the children’s safety. When he mentioned it, the men nodded.

“That’s what we want, right?” Brody asked.

“It is.”

“And if an attack is coming?” Calum asked.

“Where, why, how, and what’s the purpose?” Terk asked the team.

The others were uneasy, reading each others’ thoughts, especially Terk’s.

Calum added, “I don’t like what you’re suggesting.”

“Maybe not, but…” Terk shrugged and explained his dream. “I was close to finding out, but then I woke up.”

“It’s the Beacon,” Rick declared again, turning to Terk. “I’m sure of it. Something’s going on with it.”

The others closed their eyes, Terk included, all checking the Beacon. He blocked out any distractions and connected easily. Then he had built it, so he should have easy access. “The Beacon is there. It’s functioning. Although…”

“Yes, it is functioning but not well,” Rick insisted. “Something’s wrong.”

Terk wasn’t sure wrong was the correct word here. He sensed something he’d never felt before. Had never considered it a possibility. Still, his initial diagnostics confirmed everything was clear.

Calum added, “Rick’s right.”

“It’s working, but not as intended,” Terk stated, turning to his friends.

Calum shrugged. “It sounds crazy, but I think it’s been tampered with.”

“Nobody can touch it but those of us in this room,” Terk noted. “We’ve added in fail-safes. And we’ve put all our energies into it, making it,… we thought,… foolproof.”

“Yet, with more outside interest as our company grows,” Calum suggested, “something’s happening. I sense foreign energy.”

The others nodded.

Brody agreed, “Yes, foreign energy.”

“Not sure if it’s good or bad. Is someone hurt?” Terk asked. “Is someone calling for help? Because that’s a different issue altogether.”

Scott interjected, “The Beacon hasn’t functioned at this level before. Maybe someone can’t navigate it.”

A soft knowing laughter echoed throughout the room.

Everyone stiffened, looking around.

“Did you hear that?” Calum asked in shock.

Terk nodded slowly. “I did.”

“Was that the Beacon or some foreign energy?” Calum asked.

Terk felt Calum’s question was rhetorical. Meanwhile, his mind raced. Was this an attack or something else? “I’ll check the grounds. We built up the security around the castle because we needed to—but the woods?… That’s a much harder area to keep track of.”

“I’m coming with you,” Calum offered.

Terk nodded. “Sounds good. We need others to stay here and to remain on watch.”

“Absolutely,” Rick declared. “I’ll stay.”

“And I’ll join Calum and Terk,” Wade volunteered.

Terk turned to the two men. “Be ready in five. The rest of you check the perimeter and the control room. Stay in touch.”

Terk left, quickly grabbed his shoes and a coat, reassured his wife, and stepped outside. As he moved, a sense of urgency pressed on him, like a closing window of opportunity. But, for what, he wasn’t sure. It felt like his dream all over again, with that elusive knowledge slipping away.

Calum joined him, just as that same soft laughter rippled through the blackness of the night. “Did you hear that?” he whispered to Terk.

“I did, but I feel something else out here.”

Calum added, “Not sure I like this.”

Terk agreed.

The laughter rippled again.

“It’s likely the Beacon is off.” Terk frowned. “I know we keep saying this.”

Calum nodded. “Oh, I agree something is wrong. Not sure that’s the correct word for what I’m feeling though.” Then Calum turned to face Wade, noting the horror in his gaze.

“It’s wrong,” Wade whispered at their side, “but not how we’re thinking about wrong.”

Now that Wade had joined them, the trio set off toward the forest.

Without breaking stride, Terk asked, “Meaning?”

Wade winced. “I think the Beacon’s been hijacked.”

Terk stopped, as the truth slammed into his chest. “Dear God,… is it possible?” he whispered.

The other men turned to him, waiting.

Terk frowned. “Not so much hijacked. I think…” Taking a deep breath, Terk finally stated the truth out loud that had been ringing inside his head, one he was still struggling to wrap his mind around.

“I think the Beacon is evolving…”


Chapter 1
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Steele Romano slipped behind the trees and studied the massive property around him. He’d left his SUV on the roadside that led to Terk’s castle, when that roadway had suddenly become impassable. A thick impenetrable fog had him pulling off the road immediately, leaving his vehicle partially hidden in the trees.

Getting out and walking through the nearby woods—not coated in this weird fog—had been an instinct he couldn’t ignore.

He’d heard the call of Terk’s Beacon and had responded without giving himself a chance to question the urge. He’d been traveling through Scotland at the time, just completing a private contract and needing some R&R. So he turned his vehicle toward London, even as he’d tried to sort out what the Beacon’s call meant.

He couldn’t explain the impulse to follow the Beacon, the call that rang in his mind. And yet it had been something almost ingrained deep in his soul and impossible to ignore. He tried to convince himself that it was more out of curiosity than anything, but here he was, feeling both stupid for doing this but also unable to do otherwise.

In the far distance he saw the outline of what looked like a castle up ahead. What the hell? But it was also surrounded by the same thick fog. He laughed silently, sure his imagination was getting away from him. Yet a second sharper glance at the castle discounted that. Something was unworldly about the place…

But then his energy-working world was often the same. He lived with one foot in reality and one in the otherworldly, marrying the two together with a seamless confidence that took years to perfect.

He would have shaken his head, but the movement would have attracted attention. He didn’t understand what was going on here but knew he wasn’t alone. In fact, considering he’d followed the Beacon’s signal himself, there was a good chance others had too. But what kind of people had come? Would come? Was there a time limit on this thing? A shut-off valve? Yet energy never disappeared. It only changed form, and, with something like the Beacon, what form would that take?

Had Terk really thought through the Beacon concept—fully?

Obviously it was a signal.

Obviously people would respond.

But what filters had Terk set up to keep out the unwanted? He’d never known Terk to be anything but incredibly cautious and distant. He wasn’t a personal friend, more of a professional acquaintance. Yet Terk was the topmost energy-working expert to date. However, Steele also had images in his head of machines taking over the world, like so many movies of the past. Then other images of machines being hacked and taken over by the evildoers in the world. More movies about that too. He almost laughed at those thoughts, but really?… Could that happen here? A machine turned rogue? A machine in the hands of a maniac?

In the distance he watched a delivery truck drive up the road, past his own SUV, and into the fog—as if they didn’t see it.

And maybe they didn’t.

Maybe that fog was only for those coming in response to the Beacon. If it were possible to separate out the different types of visitors…

Then maybe the fog that he could see, while the delivery driver didn’t appear to, was a serious point of distinction.

It was odd, Steele considered, standing still, studying the energy around him. He felt no fear, uncertainty, or negativity in the air. The atmosphere was neutral. How did that work? If this was a pathway for those responders answering the Beacon, wouldn’t there be a warning in place for Terk and for the ones arriving?

Steele took in his surroundings again. It smelled like morning sun shining on pine trees, the ground covered in needles from last winter, mostly decomposed, giving the air an earthiness that was refreshing and very normal.

That alone made him leery.

He gave a silent laugh as nothing was normal about his life. Nothing was normal about the work he did nor the people he did it for.

That’s when it hit him,… about the oddness he sensed. He wasn’t alone.

His gaze drifted silently through the trees, the meadows, over the fence, and across what appeared to be a dip in the hills.

Somebody was out there, somebody silent, somebody watching. Had they also followed the Beacon’s signal? Did they know Terk? Maybe someone who didn’t know Terk had followed the signal anyway, but was being cautious about where they would end up.

Steele knew very few people strong enough to send out a signal like this, and yet the signature of that signal, which had started as Terk’s, wasn’t something he recognized now, as if it had morphed into something different, and that was intriguing—yet disturbing at the same time.

Steele preferred to know who and what he was dealing with, especially with something like this, where it obviously had been tweaked to hide its ownership. Had someone in Terk’s orbit tried to take control of the Beacon? Had it been modified after initiation? It felt as if its creator—Terk—had put some cloaking on it, yet not enough to limit its reach, but just enough to still hide its identity and its creator’s signature.

Taking a few steps forward, Steele stayed in the shadows, moving silently in the dark. Just then something crossed his peripheral vision, just a drift, like a piece of cloud separated from the mother cloud, wafting toward him ever-so-silently.

Yet… someone else’s energy. A probe, as if checking him out.

He lowered to a crouch, watching as something once again drifted in, then away. He studied the area where he’d sensed the drift and found nothing animalistic about it. The wisp was incredibly hard to separate from the landscape, but it appeared to be two-legged, not four-legged energy. If four-legged, all was well, but, if two-legged, that usually meant trouble.

Steele defocused his gaze, opened his third eye, and looked around the area. Opening his senses like this gave him almost a fractal version of the real elements in front of him. Everything came with a distorted set of diamonds and triangles. Still, it allowed him to sense and to further pinpoint in a much clearer way when something different was within range—and his range depended very much on everything else going on in his world. If he was healthy, calm, and centered, that fractal image could end up being a whole lot more real than what he had expected.

He shifted his position. He didn’t feel like anything was behind him, but something triggered him to move. He flattened his back up against the trunk of a large tree to watch and to listen, his third-eye gaze still in fractal mode as he shifted from left to center to right.

Something disturbing was out here, and yet he couldn’t tell what. A cackle of noise came in his ear, and he could almost hear words, but it was muted, clouded, as if he were close to the true frequency but not quite tuned in. He closed his eyes and turned his antenna ever-so-slightly, trying to home in on the sound. For a moment he thought he heard a voice, and then it shifted again.

Frowning, he continued to tune the knob around the frequency, adjusting to whatever he needed to hear it better, clearer, and he got a simple warning. A weird feeling on the inside. He wasn’t alone.

He dropped down, frowned, searching the area around him, looking for anything to confirm that weird sensation. He’d felt compelled to come here, yet a part of him remained conflicted about it. He now had an ominous premonition.

He was nobody of note, in his opinion. He was nobody gone awry either. Amid his confusing thoughts, he felt a calmness here, a sense to this that he didn’t understand either.

People in his world were generally not calm. Then again, most people didn’t know about the work he did, how well he did it. Only a few energy workers like him were out there, and they were equally suspicious of anybody else like them. Steele couldn’t blame them.

Too often, when something happened, people, normal people, wanted to deal with things that required people, energy-working people, to handle some things. So Steele kept tuning to a different frequency, a different channel, so to speak, expecting chatter, people wanting to help—or people needing help. Yet Steele found nothing on the ethers—no talking, nothing shimmering on the sound waves.

He hated that because something was going on here, something that he didn’t understand. And what he didn’t understand, he didn’t like.
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Terk glanced at Calum, who was frowning beside him. Wade was on the other side of Terk, equally silent and concerned. The threesome stood at the tree line to the forest, hands on their hips, legs strong in a wide stance, as if standing against an enemy they could sense but not see.

“Someone is out there, but I’m not getting any signals as to who,” Calum muttered, his gaze searching the forest in front of them, his tone grim and frustrated. “Are we sure the Beacon is working?”

“Oh, it’s working,” Terk stated in a flat tone, “but I can’t be sure how effectively. I sense two people out there, maybe more.”

Wade just silently tilted his head.

Calum stiffened, then nodded. “This is exactly the shit we wanted to avoid by setting up the Beacon in the first place.”

Terk nodded. “And I would say it’s working,… just maybe not the way we thought it would.”

Calum shook his head. “Our work is… unusual. So we understand how hard it is to work in our field, amid the various abilities we all possess. Now we have added in an electronic system—that can’t work with our abilities—yet it seems to be adding more work for us, instead of saving us time. Not sure it’s worth it after all.”

“Maybe.” Yet Terk didn’t think so. “We created it from energy, and energy,… well, we have a lot of different strains, for lack of a better description. Like any recipe, you throw a lot of ingredients together, and, if you’re lucky, potentially after many trials, you end up with something terrific.”

“Maybe,” Calum muttered, “but this is hardly food, and it’s hardly something we have time to perfect.”

Wade had been silent this whole time, now finally speaking up. “The Beacon needs to follow our instructions or…”


Chapter 2
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Cyan Lowell moved swiftly through the trees, heading toward the castle, trying to avoid the other visitor in this crazy world.

She didn’t know who was moving down there, didn’t know if they were friend, foe, or something else altogether, but she got a suspicion of someone hidden—or trying to stay hidden—and that made her immediately wary. She’d sent out a probe to check the visitor’s energy, and what she’d sensed surprised her. She hadn’t been able to get a lock on it, but she might know that energy. Just not well enough to trust him,… at least not here in this scenario.

She’d sent a message to Terk months ago that she would be heading his direction soonish, but soonish had ended up taking a whole lot longer than she’d expected. He hadn’t responded other than to just acknowledge that she was coming, was welcome at any time, and, for Terk, that was enough. Most people would need more explanation.

Not him.

Terk read things, saw things, heard things, and understood things that most people couldn’t even begin to address. She lived in his world but separate, at least until he’d sent out this damn Beacon call. Now she’d followed the Beacon, curious to see what he was doing. Also wondering if he’d lost his mind…

They’d made a lot of enemies over the years, and she’d always been in the background, somebody off in the distance, sending him little warning messages, whenever she picked up something too real, too close, too much like the world she had left behind. He often asked her to work with them, and she always refused, stating she was done with that lifestyle.

He had smiled in understanding and had pointed out that it didn’t matter what she wanted. The world remained out there, and it wasn’t above taking prisoners. Either she looked after herself and joined up with those who could help or she stood alone in a world that quickly would be divided between those who could and those who couldn’t.

At the time, she’d laughed, not wanting to acknowledge the truth of his statement. Now here she was, moving through the darkness, aware that someone was out there, hiding in the shadows, and he… She froze, then nodded.

It was a male, though that wasn’t a big surprise with the males dominating the energy-working world. What was a bit of a surprise was her recognition of his energy. Not a lot else resonated and, in this weird space, definitely not much was clear-cut.

The women in this special energy-working world were usually outnumbered by the men, two to one—at least that had been her experience. Still, just because people had been gifted with these special abilities, it did not make them trustworthy. And the men she’d met in her line of work? Those with abilities were hunters, pure and simple. As if by instinct they understood how much of an advantage they had over others, even those who could work energy.

Like so many men, they went for the jugular. In most cases, they all had had tough experiences, with very little give or take in them. So Cyan came to slowly understand Terk and to accept that part of him over time. However, with Terk also came something trustworthy, an ethical standard that seemed lost in the greater world today.

Now, Cyan had obviously had a heavy history of her own tough experiences, usually where the world looked to be a stacked deck against her, with men as predators and the men with abilities as apex predators.

So who was in these woods with her?

She scanned her senses toward this huge mausoleum in front of her. She knew Terk was there, likely behind the castle’s stone walls. She also sensed young energy, as in very young, but the entire area around that castle quivered with energy that combined and joined into something completely unusual, hard to explain, and in many ways unbelievably powerful.

Also some powerful energies were outside the castle, ready to play against whatever Terk had created as a fortress. He’d created it, but she didn’t know if he had any idea just how vulnerable it truly was. She took several steps forward and ran into a wall of energy, literally a barrier or a blockade, some defense system. She almost smiled.

A test for her and for others? Or was this truly Terk’s way of keeping everybody out that he didn’t want in? Send out the Beacon signal, bring the people to him, then run them through a series of tests to ensure only the right ones made it in? She’d never seen anything quite like it, but that wasn’t enough to deter her. She wondered whether a defense system was behind this barrier that would result in her getting blasted by something, or literally just Terk’s way of saying, Hey, you want in? You’ll have to work for it.

She was up for it either way.

And, with that decided, she closed her eyes and got to work.


Chapter 3
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The world shimmered around Steele. It was late morning, but a darkness had settled in, as if the thick woods blocked all the sunlight from shining in. Yet the energetic crackle that he had never heard before filled the atmosphere all around him. The things going on in these woods made the hair rise on the back of his neck, and yet he was still fascinated.

How many more things could he learn from energy, about energy? He thought he’d seen everything, and yet, according to this, he’d barely seen anything. Had Terk created this as a warning system, or was this a locked door that somebody suddenly realized they knew the combination for?

It wasn’t just the two of them here because he felt as if he were inside a crystal ball, with many sets of eyes staring at him, studying him and his actions. The place hummed with energy, radiating power like he had never seen before. He felt the whole world had eyes on Terk’s little corner, as if to ask, Hey, what’s going on there? We haven’t seen this before.

Or maybe it was just paranoia.

He moved closer, gaining at least twenty feet, then stopped and slipped into the shadows again. Something was odd about the energy ahead of him,… and then he smiled.

Feminine energy.

That was something he didn’t see much of. It was not unusual for women to have energy-working abilities, but it was rare that they would be out in the dark woods, searching for trouble. Yet here she was. The fact that she was doing something with this energy, creating a doorway, both intrigued and alarmed him.

Did anybody know she was here? Did Terk care that she was outside his place, literally gate-crashing, so to speak? Or was this a test?

He frowned. If there was anything he hated, it was somebody in his world doubting his abilities, pushing him to prove that he could do what he proclaimed he could do, which was why he never spoke of his gift. If they wanted to keep pushing, they would find out the hard way, and it wouldn’t be anything they wanted to see.

He shifted to see the energy shimmer from a different angle. He watched in amazement as it seemed like the woods lit up with a warm glow from the inside. Of course it would be a warm glow, since feminine energy had a nurturing element to it.

There was something so procreative, healthy, and stable about it. It was also fascinating because the energy itself had a warm tinge, a luminescence, like caring. It was as if she knew where she was, who was behind that wall, and looking forward to seeing them.

His eyebrows shot up as he understood the truth to that.

She was welcome here.

And, with that understanding, he watched as she opened a gate in front of her.

Suddenly a shift came, and then a ripple shifted across the forest itself. He felt it like a scrape, his skin rippling in reaction to the movement. Very strange, yet not hard to deal with, not upsetting. Something inside him was happy to feel this, to acknowledge this.

He could see her energy—indescribably soft, delicate, yet also strong—and, given what she had just done, comfortable in this world.

A voice, ever-so-soft, whispered, “Hey, if you’re coming, get moving. I’m closing this gate soon.” With that, she suddenly disappeared in front of him.

Swearing under his breath, he moved up to where she was, only to have the energy wall close in front of him.

He reached out a hand, searching, seeking, and felt the electrical energy almost instantly rebuff him. He stepped back. He could open it, he knew, but why would it be closed to him? He needed to figure that out first.

He glanced at it sideways, nothing obvious to see, and yet he felt it, he sensed it. Something was different here.

He stopped, shifting back deeper into the shadows.

Across the hills, Steele noted the sun rising higher on the horizon, his mind buzzing with what he’d seen. It didn’t mean that she was in the castle. It just meant that she was closer, one step closer, as she had gotten through one of the defenses.

Curious. Interesting. Frustrating. Why would he care to be part of that? And why was this Beacon calling to him? That beat,… a drumbeat deep in his blood and in his soul, a sound that drew him like he’d never heard in his lifetime. Something was primal about it, an awareness that he couldn’t begin to describe, and yet it was there, pounding, burning deep against his heart. Looking for answers—and yet knowing there was still a big shortage of such things—he shifted deeper into the forest.

He closed his eyes and opened all his senses, yet all he got was a weird vibrational hum from the invisible wall in front of him. It grew louder and louder, as if knocking out his own sensibilities. Part of Terk’s warning system, no doubt.

As the humming got louder and louder, Steele clapped his hands over his ears. He tried to dim it, and yet there was no dimming this screaming monster.

It just kept driving through his brain.

Finally he shut off his senses, still only managing to muffle it. He curled up in a ball at the base of this tree, his hands still over his ears, trying hard to suppress the pounding. It took him some time to finally calm down and to close off somewhat, enough that he could function.

Just as he thought that maybe it would be okay, a voice filtered through his mind.

Who are you, and why are you here?

Before he could respond, a blow took him down and out.
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Terk jolted to his feet, his boot
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      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )
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