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Chapter 1: Strangers Meeting

	 

	Boris liked America. When he was younger, he had visited his cousins at Coney Island, wandered the curious streets of New York City, and been promptly sent back to Belarus when he was arrested for petty theft. His short time in the city, and in the country in general, had left him with a strong desire to return. As a young man with a terrible education and a mean streak, he had learned he could do well in the military. The armies of the former Soviet Bloc states were brutal institutions where strength and violence ensured a place of primacy.

	Boris had done well.

	After eight years in the military, he had been approached by a former sergeant who was familiar with Boris’ capacity to cause physical pain and his distinct lack of morals. The sergeant convinced Boris to work for Alfor, and when Boris agreed, the sergeant was able to expedite his release from the army.

	Here I am, Boris thought, lighting a Marlboro and inhaling deeply. Smoking American cigarettes, standing on American soil.

	I will not be foolish this time, he thought. When this job is done, I will slip away quietly. Perhaps to Chicago. I will buy an ID. I will become American. They will not find me.

	With a final drag on the cigarette, he put it out in the snow and exhaled the smoke slowly. He had to complete a task for Armand before bunking down for the night.

	Alfor had been miserly in sharing information about the current job.

	Doesn’t matter in the end, he thought cynically. So long as there’s enough money, people will not ask. What do they care? It is not their own lives they gamble with.

	Boris approached the long, wrought iron fence carefully. His eyes darted from tower to tower and he wondered why they were empty. Beyond the bars of the fence, he saw gas streetlamps in front of houses. The lights cast a strange, off-yellow glow onto the snow, a sight which made him uncomfortable.

	He shrugged the feeling off and moved closer to the fence. Soon, he was within a few feet of it, gazing at the strange little village beyond it. Three prisoners in the village?

	As the question crossed his mind, the back door to a low, single-story home opened up. A tall, thin woman stepped out, and Boris found himself grinning at her.

	Oh, so this is what the client wants hidden, is it? Boris moved closer to the fence, the young woman noticing him in spite of his attempt to move quietly. He hesitated, straightened up, and said in English, “Hello.”

	She smiled at him, a look both beautiful and seductive. “Hello to you.”

	Boris dragged up what little English he knew, asking, “How you, this day?”

	“I’m fantastic,” she said, taking a step closer, her hands held coyly behind her back. “What brings you here?”

	“Work,” Boris replied proudly.

	“Are you new?” she asked politely. “I don’t remember seeing anybody so hot here before.”

	Boris chuckled. “I new. Yes. Started today.”

	“I love your accent,” she murmured. “You’ve got a great voice.”

	“You like?” he asked.

	“What language do you speak?” she asked, and he heard a hitch in her voice.

	“Russian,” he answered.

	“Can you say something?” she asked, a coy smile on her face.

	Laughing, Boris did so. The young woman looked ecstatic.

	“You like?” he asked in English.

	“Yeah, I like it a lot,” she answered, smiling. “What did you say?”

	“Is secret, about you,” he replied with a conspiratorial wink.

	“Did you?” she asked with an arched eyebrow. “You should whisper it in my ear.”

	He laughed and stepped close to the fence. So, too, did the young woman. She turned her head so her ear would face him, and he leaned in. As he did so, the young woman’s hands flashed. Something heavy dropped him to the ground with a crack against his head. He rolled, his back coming to rest against the wrought iron bars. Boris felt his left leg spasming uncontrollably, and he tried to reach his phone, but his hands wouldn’t respond to any of his commands.

	The young woman’s voice came from behind him as she spoke in a sweet, lilting tone.

	“You have a wonderful voice,” she said cheerfully. “I don’t want it to ever go away.”

	Fingers colder than anything he could remember crept around Boris’ throat. They closed in around his trachea and what felt like needles of ice were driven through his flesh. The young woman’s grip tightened, and she said, “They’re right here. Did you know that?”

	Boris tried desperately to draw his sidearm, but he couldn’t reach it. The weapon was trapped under him. He tried to speak, but he had no strength to do so.

	“Yes,” she whispered. “I love the way they sound.”

	Unable to stop her, the young woman shifted him, so he was no longer facing away from the Village. Instead, he was able to see her as she rested his head against one of the iron bars.

	Boris tried to ask what, but the young woman’s hand squeezed suddenly and pulled back with a tremendous force.

	Pain exploded in his neck and sent him spiraling into darkness.



	
Chapter 2: Explanations

	 

	Armand sat in the comfortable chair, a glass of single malt scotch on the table in front of him. David was across from him, wearing a pressed, well-cared-for black fatigue uniform. Armand examined him closely, trying to discern whether or not the man was joking with him.

	Taking a sip of the scotch, he decided David wasn’t.

	Replacing the glass on the table, Armand said, “I don’t believe in ghosts.”

	“I didn’t either,” David replied evenly, “and you are more than welcome to your opinion. However long you might wish to hang on to it as well. It won’t be long.”

	Armand shrugged. “I don’t make the decisions. Someone further up on Alfor’s proverbial food chain made this call. So long as we’re all getting paid, I’m more than happy to patrol this little Village.”

	“You’re not going in, not yet,” David said. There was a tightness to the man’s voice, a subtle sign that David was rattled.

	Armand had the feeling he didn’t get rattled often.

	Curious, Armand asked, “Why not? We’re here to patrol the interior and the exterior of the Village.”

	“We’ve lost control of the interior,” David explained. “It has to be secured before it can be patrolled.”

	“How did you lose an entire Village?” Armand asked politely. “Your initial intelligence report stated you were responsible for the monitoring of three prisoners.”

	“Ghosts,” David stated.

	Armand scoffed, finished the scotch and shrugged. “Whatever you wish. As an aside, David, I thought we were going to be engaging in something a little more…lively.”

	Armand chuckled at his own bon mot, but the laughter faded away as he took stock of David’s serious expression.

	“I want you to understand something very basic, and very essential,” David said in a smooth, even tone. “I have lost a lot of good people to what you don’t believe in. You can either learn from our mistakes, or you can get tossed into an incinerator when you’re dead. Now, we’ve secured a large section of the former barracks for you and your troops. Your primary task is to track down, engage, and retrieve a former inmate of this Village.”

	Armand raised an eyebrow and remained silent.

	David continued. “We will have your uniforms ready and your weapons prepped by the morning. The Humvees will be roadworthy as well. When all your gear is squared away, we’ll take a ride around the Village, and I’ll point out some areas of interest.”

	“Excellent,” Armand said, getting to his feet. He offered David his hand and smiled as he shook it. “This will be easy, David. Do not worry. My men are the cream of the contractor community in Europe. Guarding several prisoners and, well, some ghosts, shouldn’t prove to be particularly difficult.”

	David’s smile was tight and pained.

	“Mine were the best the U.S. had to offer,” David replied, and showed Armand the door.

	 

	***

	 

	David closed the door, returned to the table, sat down in the chair he had so recently vacated, and thought, I am alone.

	The few people who had signed their extensions prior to the fire in the Village had taken the ‘extenuating circumstances’ clause and left with bonuses paid out of David’s own pocket. Mentally, Professor Worthe was hardly in a condition to authorize any sort of expenditures.

	No, David thought after a moment. I’m not alone. Erica Schomp is here.

	He didn’t know what drove the nurse. There was no sense of vengeful wrath about her slight form. She was merely sad and still devoted, like David, to the great man and his cause.

	David picked up the bottle of scotch, poured himself a drink, and held the glass pensively for a moment. Where does this leave us?

	The phone in the small conference room rang, and David stood up, answering it by the second ring.

	“David,” Professor Worthe said.

	“Sir?”

	“Would you do me the kindness of attending to me in my private study?” The tremor in the professor’s voice caused David to wince.

	“Of course, sir,” David replied. “Is there anything in particular you need, or will you inform me when I arrive?”

	“When you arrive,” Professor Worthe answered.

	“Very good, sir,” David said. He hung up, drank his scotch, then left quietly. He walked as quickly as he could and entered the Professor’s study after a perfunctory knock.

	Professor Worthe, his hair unkempt and his scraggly beard giving him the appearance of a man suffering from the mange, sat in an overstuffed leather chair. A battered blanket was wrapped around him, the man’s eyes glazed.

	What’s Erica giving him? David wondered. Then, a far more frightening thought crossed his mind. What if she’s not giving him anything?

	Professor Worthe smiled weakly at him and motioned for David to take a seat.

	“I called you in to discuss the apprehension of the child,” Professor Worthe said.

	David managed to hide his surprise. “You wish for me to attempt to take him, sir?”

	“Goodness no,” Professor Worthe said with a dry chuckle. “I want Alfor prepared for an insertion and a grab. When do you think a reasonable time might be to request such an action?”

	“Any time, sir,” David replied. “They are professionals. No, let me correct myself. Any time after tomorrow morning. We’re waiting for their equipment and weapons to be fully prepped, sir.”

	“Excellent,” Professor Worthe said, nodding. “Tomorrow it is. You’ll take point on bringing them to the Village, though?”

	David nodded.

	“Good. Very good,” the professor said, smiling. “Have they given you any grief about the ghosts?”

	“They don’t believe me,” David answered.

	“Of course they do not,” Professor Worthe murmured. “Well, if they disbelieve you, I want you to allow them to do what they feel is necessary. Warn them, but do not try and stop them when they attempt to breach the wall. Is this understood?”

	“Yes, sir,” David replied.

	“Excellent,” Professor Worth said. The energy seemed to drain out of the man, leaving him silent.

	Concerned, David asked, “Sir, would you like me to fetch Nurse Schomp for you?”

	“Hm? Oh, no, no. Thank you, though, David,” Professor Worthe said with a wan smile. “I do not believe there is anything that can help me at this point. I must see the experiment through. It must reach its conclusion and yield the information and data I require.”

	“Of course, sir,” David murmured. He stood up. “Sir, I’ll be near my phone at all times. Let me know if there is anything I can do for you.”

	“I will, David, thank you,” Professor Worthe said, and closed his eyes.

	David hesitated a moment, then he turned and exited the room as silently as he could. The great man, he knew, needed to rest.


Chapter 3: Nothing to Fear

	 

	No one moved at the end of the Village near the gate. The two Humvees jammed against the wrought iron gate prohibited it from being opened. At least, while Alex was awake.

	The dead listened to the child, and to no one else. They waited on him, eager for his words. Worry ate at Marcus. There was no way to know how the dead would react to Alex’s absence. Marcus didn’t know if they would continue to defend the Village, or if they would abandon them to their fate. There was, as far as he was concerned, a disturbingly fair chance the dead could turn on them while Alex slept.

	Marcus glanced at the boy, who lay on his side, curled up on the couch and asleep. His worn copy of The Hobbit was held tightly in one hand while the other was less than an inch from Marcus’ hand. Marcus felt sleep tugging at his own eyes, clouding his thoughts and making rational thought difficult.

	He worried about the boy and Joyce. She was gone, into the depths of the forest around the Village. Gone without a way to contact them if she succeeded in escaping.

	Not entirely true, he thought wryly. Should a rescue team arrive, we’ll know she made it out.

	Which brought him back to Alex, and the worry gnawing at him. The boy seemed to be far too comfortable with the dead.

	Will he prefer the company of the dead to the living when he grows up? Marcus wondered. Sighing, he returned his attention to the confined world of the Village. His eyes locked onto a shape standing near a single-story ranch several houses down on the right. As his eyes focused, he saw it was a young woman. Or rather, the ghost of a young woman. She was tall and painfully thin, her dark brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, accentuating her high cheekbones. The ghost wore a pair of light gray leggings and held something in her right hand.

	Frowning, Marcus squinted, trying to get a better look at the item. As he did so, the young woman turned slightly to face him, the action allowing Marcus to see the object clearly.

	It was a hatchet. A small, black and yellow hatchet, the head of which glowed dully in the morning light. The young woman raised the tool to her shoulder, rested it there, and glanced around. Her attention settled on 114 Broad, and she smiled. She offered a pleasant wave to the house, then she turned around and entered the ranch, closing the door behind her.

	“Who is she?” Alex asked, the sound of the boy’s voice causing Marcus’ heart to slam against his chest.

	“Alex,” Marcus said, clearing his throat. “I didn’t realize you were awake.”

	“I am,” the boy said, stifling a yawn. The child had quietly gotten into a kneeling position beside him. “I’ve seen her before, but I didn’t know if you knew her.”

	“I don’t,” Marcus confessed. “I don’t believe I’ve ever seen her either. Did she have the hatchet when you saw her before?”

	Alex shook his head. “Where’s Timmy?”

	“I think he’s trying to build some sort of containment box in the basement,” Marcus replied. “We don’t want another episode like the one we had with Christopher, where the item tears through a bag.”

	“No,” Alex said solemnly. “We don’t.”

	The boy stood up, stretched, and gave the ranch one last look. “I think we need to watch out for her, Marcus. She feels worse than the others.”

	Marcus nodded as Alex left the room.

	Yes, Marcus thought. I do believe you’re right.

	Slipping his left arm out of its sling, he massaged the shoulder, rotated it as best he could, and then stood up. He glanced at the ranch once more, shuddered, and left the room to make coffee, and to forget the young woman.

	 

	***

	 

	The driver of the Humvee said something in a language David didn’t understand, and Armand jerked his head to look out the window at the iron fence around Worthe’s Village.

	“What?” David asked. “What’s wrong?”

	Even as the words left his mouth, his eyes found the cause of the commotion. A man lay stretched out against the fence, the crisp white snow stained with the body’s blood.

	The Humvee rolled up and came to a stop a few feet away from the corpse. David piled out of the vehicle with Armand and the two others. In front of them, on his side with his forehead resting against an iron bar, was a man dressed in civilian clothes.

	David opened his mouth to speak to Armand, then closed it sharply. Armand’s face was one of anger, and he looked at David, demanding, “Who did this to Boris?”

	David took several steps closer and saw the injuries for the first time. Someone had split the dead man’s skull open, and then they had torn his trachea out. But there seemed to be more missing than only the trachea.

	The snow around the body was churned where Boris had struggled, but there was nothing on the other side of the fence. Nor were there any prints around the corpse other than the dead man’s.

	“Did one of the prisoners do this?” Armand demanded.

	“Do you see any evidence of another person?” David asked in return.

	“Don’t tell me any ghost did this, David!” Armand snapped. “I don’t care if there is evidence or not. Ghosts can’t hurt people.”

	“Fine. I won’t tell you,” David replied evenly. “But I’ll show you if you like.”

	Armand glared at him. “How?”

	“The cameras are always running out here,” David answered. “Twenty-four seven, three hundred and sixty-five days a year. We’ll go back to the compound and get a look at what took your man’s trachea. Then, when you’re satisfied, you can explain to me why in the hell he was out here alone.”

	Armand shot him a look equal parts fury and embarrassment. “We need to get him back to the compound, and then his body shipped home. He has a mother.”

	“No.” David cut the man off without any pretense of politeness.

	Armand’s expression became one of surprise.

	“You signed the contract,” David explained. “All of you did. We even made certain you understood what the clause meant before you signed it. If you die here, your body gets burned. Right down to ashes.”

	“His mother,” Armand began.

	“We all have mothers,” David said evenly. “More importantly, your mothers didn’t sign the contracts. You did. If this is going to be a sticking point, Armand, I will explain to the CEO of Alfor about the new problem and request you all return home. There are, quite literally, hundreds of organizations we could contact. Yes, Alfor is the finest, but the second best wasn’t that far behind.”

	Armand’s jaw twitched, his Adam’s apple rose and fell several times, and when he finally spoke, it was between clenched teeth.

	“How do we transport the body?” Armand hissed.

	“Hood,” David answered. “We’ll tie it down. Ride’s short enough, and he’s stiff enough. It’ll be fine.”

	Neither Armand nor his men made any response. Instead, they gathered up their dead colleague and silently strapped the body to the hood. The cold and rigor mortis made the corpse difficult to maneuver. In the end, they were forced to break both of the corpse’s arms before they succeeded in securing him.

	David climbed back into the seat, made himself comfortable, and ignored the dead man tied down like a prized deer.

	Maybe he is, David thought grimly. Maybe this is what they need to make this real to them.

	 

	***

	 

	Erica Schomp considered speaking with Professor Worthe about her concerns. Then, after a short time, she cast those ideas away.

	She had seen the professor at breakfast and realized he needed a powerful drug cocktail to get him functioning properly again. The requests were made, but they were done under pseudonyms. She didn’t want anyone tracing the medications to Professor Worthe, or have anyone pay too much attention to where the drugs were shipped to. The compound was a far cry from anything remotely similar to civilization.

	Jane is dead.

	It was a cold voice which uttered the sentence, and Erica recognized it as her own. She had been battling with herself for hours. Part of her wanted to run away. A small portion demanded she remain loyal. The smallest aspect of her personality screamed for revenge.

	The blame lies solely on the shoulders of Professor Abel Worthe, Erica thought bitterly. There was nothing to be done about it.

	Jane had known the risks.

	Erica winced at having to think of Jane in the past tense. She stood up, went to her small kitchenette, and started the water for coffee. Her phone buzzed, and she picked it up without looking at the caller. Swiping the call open, Erica said, “Hello.”

	“Nurse Schomp,” a voice whispered.

	It took her a moment to realize it was the professor.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked sharply.

	“I’m feeling rather ill,” he said. “I was wondering if you might help me. I’m in my private study.”

	“What do you need me to bring?” she asked, turning the heating element for the coffee maker off.

	“Perhaps some tea,” he whispered. “I haven’t truly eaten yet this morning, and I’m feeling decidedly under the weather.”

	“I’ll be there shortly,” Erica replied. She went into her bathroom, splashed cold water on her face and stood there for a moment before drying off. Silently, she walked back to the kitchenette, reached up into a cabinet, and took down the locked case which contained the heaviest medication in the facility. She had samples of Risperdal, large doses of Zoloft and Depakote, plus a variety of opiates.

	For a short time, she stared at the various drugs, a sudden urge to take them all herself washing over her.

	Stupid, she thought.

	Erica unlocked the case and selected what she needed.


Chapter 4: Preparations

	 

	“I don’t know anything about her,” Timmy said, filling his coffee mug before returning to the table.

	Marcus sighed. “A shame. I was hoping for a bit of intelligence beforehand in case we have to face her.”

	“That’d be nice,” Timmy said, sitting down and rubbing at his eyes.

	His son, Marcus realized, looked as though he hadn’t slept well in several days. Marcus thought about asking if the man was feeling ill, then decided against it.

	Above them, Alex laughed happily.

	The sound brought a smile to Timmy’s face.

	“Kid’s happy at least,” Timmy said.

	“He is indeed,” Marcus replied. “You know, he once told me this is the happiest he has ever been. His home life was, well, to be perfectly blunt, horrific.”

	Timmy shook his head. “It must have been hell if he’s happy here. I saw his teeth and nose. His dad?”

	“Step-father,” Marcus answered.

	“And Mom?” Timmy asked, sipping his coffee. “What did she do?”

	“Nothing,” Marcus said bitterly. “Evidently, the woman saw no issue with what went on.”

	Timmy seemed on the verge of saying something more, then he shrugged and took another sip.

	Alex entered the room and waved at both men.

	“How are you, kid?” Timmy asked.

	“Good,” Alex answered. He wandered to the back door, peered outside, nodded, and turned back to face Marcus. “I spoke with Philip this morning. He wanted to know if we had seen the new soldiers.”

	Marcus was certain Timmy’s surprised expression mimicked his own.

	“New soldiers?” Marcus asked.

	“Yeah,” Alex said. He walked over to a cabinet and took down a power bar. The boy frowned at the flavor, but he opened it anyway. Before he bit into it, he added, “Philip said the girl, the one with the tomahawk, she killed a soldier last night. The others took his body away.”

	Timmy muttered and swore under his breath.

	“Did he say what the soldiers were wearing?” Marcus asked.

	Alex frowned, considered the question, chewed his food and finally said, “No. But he did say they weren’t wearing the black clothes.”

	“Do you think they were really soldiers?” Timmy asked Marcus.

	Marcus offered a bitter smile in return. “If there is one thing I am certain of, Timmy, it is our dead friends’ ability to recognize a soldier when they see one.”

	Timmy grunted with acquiescence and let the subject drop.

	The room was silent for several minutes, then, when Timmy finished his coffee, he said, “Listen. I’m going out to do a little recon, see if she decides to come out.”

	“Be careful,” Alex said. “The girl, she’s really, really bad.”

	“The one with the tomahawk?” Timmy asked, grinning, and putting his mug in the sink.

	“Yup,” Alex said, finishing the power bar. “Philip says the Huron don’t like to be near her house. It scares them.”

	The boy exited the kitchen, leaving Marcus with an unpleasant, sinking sensation in his stomach

	 

	***

	 

	They stood in the morgue, two men on either side of the corpse and Armand across from David.

	“Tell me, Armand,” David said, looking down at the mangled neck and skull of the Alfor employee. “What was a member of your team doing out near the Village last night?”

	“Boris was scouting the Village out for me,” Armand said, a quiver of rage lurking beneath the words.

	David didn’t respond to the emotion. Instead, he asked, “Why was he scouting it out, Armand? Did you doubt the intelligence report I provided Alfor?”

	“I don’t know you. Therefore, I don’t trust you,” Armand said indignantly. “I needed information from a source I did trust.”

	“You trusted Boris,” David said, turning his full attention onto Armand.

	“I did,” Armand replied.

	David nodded. “Because you trusted him, and not me, you sent him into what I informed you was a dangerous situation. No, let me rephrase that. I do believe, ‘lethal situation’ was the exact wording. Was it not?”

	David could hear Armand’s teeth grind together before the man answered, “It was, but to be perfectly honest, I didn’t believe you. The intelligence report you provided was vague, at best. I have read enough of such reports over the years to distrust them. As an aside, David, your report also stated, and I quote, ‘Three unarmed prisoners.’”

	“I also specifically stated they were dangerous. Regardless, you have lost a trusted member of your team,” David continued. “A man whose body is now going to be incinerated. Along with all the possessions he brought with him.”

	“What?” Armand asked, shaking his head. “They told us the contract stated for those killed in the Village!”

	“I’m sorry you were misinformed by your command. But you did sign the contract, did you not?” David demanded, his voice becoming low and strong.

	Armand nodded.

	“Let me inform you, in no uncertain terms, Mr. Assante,” David said, “that your contract specifically states the body of the deceased will be destroyed, along with any possessions he brought with him, as well as any equipment he used on a regular basis. There was no disclaimer that it was to only be in the Village. This is the last time I am going to say this, Mr. Assante. If you disagree with the contract your employer had you sign, and one which you should have read prior to signing, then I suggest you leave here immediately, with your team. There are other organizations. Am I understood?”

	“Perfectly,” Armand hissed.

	“Excellent,” David said, and he smiled, allowing the tension to ease out of his voice and vanish from his posture. “I am sorry you lost Boris. Truly, I am. We’re going to visit the command center. I want to show you the tape of his death, so you can see exactly what it is you’re up against here.”

	Armand nodded, and the man followed David out of the room.

	This is foolish, David thought. Armand needs to get the lay of the land quickly, and he needs to accept what it is he’s dealing with, or he’s going to have more dead on his hands.

	They walked quickly and quietly from the morgue up to the command center. David sat down in one of the empty chairs, scrolled through the various feeds until he found the right camera, and asked, “What time did he go out there?”

	“Nineteen hundred hours,” Armand answered.

	David found the time and played the video. They watched in silence as a girl approached the fence, then Boris walked up to her. They were seen chatting, Boris leaned closer, and the hatchet came down.

	Armand let out a torrent of curses in French as he looked both horrified and furious. Finally, the man looked to David.

	“What was that?” he asked.

	“She, I believe, is Kimberly,” David replied as the young woman vanished from the screen, leaving Boris’ torn corpse on the ground. “We acquired her close to the end of the Village’s establishment. This is the first time I have seen her out of her house. I didn’t realize how fast she was. Or how vicious.”

	“Damn it,” Armand muttered. “Damn it!” He shook his head. “Can that possibly be real?”

	“You just saw it,” David answered.

	“I’ve also seen what Hollywood can produce,” Armand snapped. He stepped back and shook his head. “What I have just witnessed should be an impossibility.”

	“Of course, it should,” David agreed. “But what is more probable right now? The fact that I created a movie monster to explain the death of one of your men, or that a ghost, something most people believe in, killed him?”

	“I don’t know,” Armand grumbled.

	David turned off the video. He stood up, faced Armand, and said, “Do you understand now, Armand, how dangerous this place is? Even through a fence?”

	“I do,” the man replied. He pinched the bridge of his nose, closed his eyes and said, “This is hard to accept, David.”

	“I understand,” David said. “But you need to accept it. Whether you believe or not isn’t important. Simply accept it.”

	Armand considered the statement and lowered his hand, his eyes grim.

	“Fine,” Armand said after a moment. “I don’t know if I believe what I just saw. But, I will accept the danger it presents. Tell me, though, how did you counter such attacks?”

	“With great difficulty, in the end,” David answered. “Come on. It’s time for us to get your team outfitted and ready.”

	“Excellent,” Armand said, glancing once at the blank monitor. “I would like to ensure no other deaths occur through negligence on my part.”

	So would I, David thought. In silence, the men exited the room, and David tried to forget all the deaths resting on his own shoulders.



	cover.jpg
PEEY

RON





