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About This Book


Hayden arrives in New York to continue the investigation into Arlene Cuddy, a former university hire involved in kidnapping college students. After Arlene’s escape from the authorities, Hayden must not only recapture her but shut down what appears to be a global sex trafficking ring that dabbles in politics and blackmail too. At least so far.

Andrea Galanis, a budding journalist, never imagined her life would spiral into a whirlwind of danger and intrigue. When a criminal network targets her, she must rely on Hayden, a former Navy SEAL and old friend, to navigate the treacherous waters of kidnapping and extortion on a worldwide scale.

As Andrea and Hayden unravel a web of deceit stretching across elite universities, wealthy countries, and powerful families, she must confront her own past, while living under her influential father’s shadow.

With lives hanging in the balance, can they outsmart their enemies and find a future together, even when every decision could mean life or death for them—and for the other victims too?

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


Prologue
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Hayden walked out of Rubin’s apartment, handed over Arlene’s half-brother, Brandon Ashkon, to the special agents waiting outside, and thanked them for taking him away. A big grin formed on Hayden’s face as he headed to his car. He glanced back up at Rubin’s apartment and quickly phoned Mason. “You called that one,” Hayden noted, still chuckling.

Mason, with amusement in his tone, said, “It was pretty obvious which way it would go down. I called it as I saw it.”

“Maybe, but I don’t think Rubin was that close to seeing it. He was sticking to his don’t get involved as she’s part of the mission rule.”

“He just needed a little bit more time.”

“He’s got more time now,” Hayden pointed out, with a chuckle. “Tricia will lock him down before he goes anywhere. She was so quiet and almost invisible when we first rescued her, but wow.… That changed quickly. While poor Rubin was sticking to his ethics, she was plotting behind his back.” He burst out laughing. “They were a joy to watch. The confusion in him and the building attraction in her just got stronger each day.”

“Yeah,” Mason agreed. “Tricia Forman is a force. I’ve spoken to her father finally, and he’s also talked to her for a brief moment. They are to meet up this coming weekend, if she can convince Rubin to go with her. Her father is determined to thank the young man who saved his daughter.” Mason snorted. “I did tell him it was a team effort, but I gather Tricia was very vocal about Rubin’s part in her rescue over everyone else, including you.”

Hayden laughed. “She seems to come from the heart though—at least where Rubin is concerned.”

“Oh, she does at that. She’s very concerned about making sure that Rubin will be looked after, which is a good thing.”

“Maybe, just not exactly what I was expecting out of my old pal,” Hayden admitted. “Now, will you send him off right away to tie up all the loose threads on this one?”

“Nope,” Mason stated. “However, I will send you.”

“Oh, great,” he muttered as he turned on the car engine. Before he drove out, he looked at his phone, and something clicked in his brain. “What’s going on?” he asked, on full alert now.

“You remember Arlene?”

“Brandon’s half sister, the woman involved in Tricia’s kidnapping?” he replied. “You guys picked her up.”

“Yep, and she slipped through much of what we threw at her. And now she has arrived in New York City, and some people are concerned that she’s still after Tricia. I will bring Rubin up to speed in a little while. He needs to be on his guard. That’s also why I’m leaving Rubin where he is.” Mason sighed. “For the moment, I need you in New York to see what you can come up with. There’s a good chance we’ll be transferring Brandon there too depending on the information he shares and the fact that they want him for their own cases. They were pretty excited when they found out he was in custody. I believe he and his sister have been breaking all kinds of laws.”

“That’s a pretty sweet deal you are giving him. Now he gets to hole up, after rescuing a beautiful young woman, and you’re giving me this old battle ax Arlene to deal with, who apparently has a big grudge on for a lot of rich people.”

“Not necessarily,” Mason countered. “Part of the reason I need you over there is someone from that university apparently had her suspicions about Arlene and called me to say something wrong was going on, asking that we take a closer look at Arlene.”

“So this woman, she knows who she’s messing with?”

“Nope, she has no clue. I recognized her family name though. So I want you to head out there, talk to this young woman who is looking to get into trouble without even thinking about it,” he explained, his tone weary.

“We can’t have that.”

“Nope, we can’t. Her father is one of the big Greek shipping magnates, and he does have a tremendous amount of firepower behind him. So, if anything happens to his daughter, we’ll have an international incident.” He sighed. “Let me rephrase that,… another international incident.”

Hayden winced. “Right. We can’t have that, can we?”

“Hell no. So over to you. Let me know when you land.”


Chapter 1
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Hayden Waterford frowned at his phone, as Mason remained silent on the other end. Hayden looked around aimlessly, then muttered, “Right, international incidents. Good God, we are screwed on this. Nothing’s breaking. Rubin’s got Tricia, but we still don’t know who’s ultimately pulling the strings. After all, Tricia wasn’t the only college student to be taken, this time or previously, that we know of so far.”

Mason agreed. “Remember Sam Hicks and Shirley Boston?”

“That’s right. Sam and Shirley were taken with Tricia. Sam had been badly beaten, her arm and her leg broken, but the kidnappers killed Shirley.”

“Sam’s recovering,” Mason noted, “but her father is suing the university. Shirley’s mother is part of that lawsuit as well. We’ll see how that works out, but those legal matters take time. Meanwhile get to New York City.”

“And how does this new woman fit in?”

“Apparently she knew Lena, Tesla’s assistant, and called her to raise questions about Arlene and another missing student, Cleo Thornton. She may have been the first kidnap victim of this same group of traffickers, at least through this university. So Lena told Tesla, and Tesla contacted me to say that this was coming down the pike to us. While we have boots on the ground, Tesla is gonna do some research to find out more about Cleo. Maybe poke her nose more visibly into the university. I’ll leave that up to her. And, since you’ve just gotten off the related job and are familiar with the players—”

“What about the other team members?” he asked.

“Already en route. You’re the one who’s behind schedule.”

“Great,” he muttered, “that makes me even happier.”

“Of course it does,” Mason replied, a note of amusement churning through his tone. “As long as you realize why you’re going there, it’ll be pretty easy for you to catch up.”

“That part doesn’t sound great either.”

“Oh, it’s not so bad. Keep this young woman out of trouble and pick up Arlene—or the battle ax as you so eloquently described her—who is obviously involved in a bunch of issues here. So, it’s a twofold mission. Trent has the young woman’s file for you.”

“Does this extra party see herself as some amateur detective or something?” he asked wearily. “Why else would she even think about getting involved?”

“I don’t know,” Mason acknowledged. “You can sort that out when you get there.”

Hayden groaned. “She could be completely loopy. You know that, right?”

Mason’s tone hardened. “Loopy or not, she potentially comes with major consequences for us all if we fail to contain her. See that she stays out of trouble and doesn’t step into something she can’t get out of. Same goes for Arlene, who is not our run-of-the-mill criminal.”

Hayden knew Mason was right. “So we will pick up Arlene and also handle this other woman. Otherwise her father will be down our throats. And how will that likely come about? Will he invoke some personal army? What’s his deal?”

“That I can’t tell you,” Mason shared. “He’s known to be involved in all kinds of things, many that are generally shady. However, he seems to keep himself on this side of the law but just barely.”

Hayden heard a clear element of distaste in Mason’s tone. “So, nobody has anything criminally concrete against him then.”

“No. Plus he’s not a US citizen, but his daughter is. Her mother was American. Thus our worried informant appeared there in New York City, eagerly trying to track down your battle ax. Stop her from getting in trouble.” With that, Mason disconnected.

Hayden tossed his phone onto the seat cushion beside him and swore.

This time when he looked up at Rubin’s apartment—where he’d been sitting outside, watching the place—Hayden’s expression was anything but congenial, as it had been in the first go-round. “Good timing for you, buddy,” he noted to no one in particular. “I get to go chase after a battle ax who traffics kidnap victims, plus deal with some debutante who seems to think that she’s Nancy Drew or whatever her name was in that book series.”

He shook his head and put the car in Drive, heading toward his own apartment, where he would pack up and head out. “Just what I need,… another babysitting gig.”

Hayden was already late to join the party. With the rest of his team already there, Hayden got even more pissed off. He was always playing catch-up, with the other guys ahead of him, something he did not appreciate.

So, when he landed in New York City some six hours later, he was tired and grumpy. Despite the fact that he’d napped a little on the flight, he needed a few hours of real sleep. That may or may not be in the cards, considering what Mason had told him about this job.

Still, Hayden would do what he needed to do. If that meant chasing down Arlene and keeping Nancy Drew in line, then that’s what he would do. As he got out of the airplane and walked across the tarmac, he saw Trent waving at him. Hayden smiled, picked up his pace, and greeted him. “Hey, glad to see you.”

“Good to see you too. I hear Rubin is looking after Tricia for the next little while—”

“While we confirm that this old battle ax doesn’t get wind of where Tricia’s at,” Hayden noted, his tone sharp.

“Yeah, Tricia was supposed to be in New York City—except for her plans for Rubin. I heard something about that,” Trent teased, his grin a mile wide.

Hayden noted that Trent appeared rested and a little more chipper than usual. Out of the corner of Hayden’s eye, he noted the other members of his team joining them—Oakley, Julius, and Kane. With a head nod shared all around, they walked to the nearby hotel, where the team would stay.

Trent added, “Seems Rubin has it bad, and Tricia does too.”

Hayden nodded. “Just seeing the two of them together is pretty funny.”

“I’m glad you had a chance to see it. We were already heading over here, while you guys were heading to California.”

“Yep, that one was a bit of a wild chase,” he shared. “I’m just glad that we got Tricia out safely from her second kidnapping event because it was looking dodgy for a while. Now I hear I’ll be babysitting again.”

“Yeah, for some reason Mason put you on that one,” Trent noted, with a shrug. “Not sure why, but maybe you have the potential for the… golden touch, you know?”

“I don’t have any potential golden touch,” Hayden declared, with a headshake. “Maybe there’s some other reason.”

“We don’t get to question our elders,” Trent quipped. “Right?”

“I don’t know what elders you’re even talking about,” Hayden replied, with a sigh, “but that’s all right. So, have you picked her up, this Nancy Drew person? Have you questioned her or anything?”

Trent smirked at the nickname. “No, and no. She’s not really answering anybody’s phone calls. For all we know, she’s gone off the deep end and is tracking down the old battle ax on her own.”

Hayden stopped in his tracks and frowned at the whole team. “So has anybody had any contact with her? Any eyes on her? Do we even know if she’s okay?”

Trent shook his head. “Nope. We hoped you were incoming with some good news.”

“I don’t have any news at all,” he declared in frustration. “I literally just found out about this damn assignment not even seven hours ago.”

“Yeah, well, we aren’t much ahead of you, so we’ll all catch up together.… You are snappier than usual today. What’s up?”

“I haven’t slept in a while for one thing,” he shared. “I had been keeping an eye on Rubin’s place for the last couple days. So, nobody’s been briefed on this one then?” he asked them all.

Everybody shook their heads.

Hayden shared, “I got bare bones intel from Mason. So here we are. Gotta unearth our own info. So, first things first, we need to find our Nancy Drew.”

Trent tilted his head, grimacing. “That might not be as easy as we’re thinking. She’s a bit of a… wild card.”

“According to whom?”

“Her father.”

“So, her father already knows she’s involved?”

“Yeah, sounds as if he’s part of the reason why we’re here,” Trent indicated. “Chances are, he knows a lot more than we do right now. In his own words, get his daughter back. Oh, and out of trouble before she brings more chaos on us all.”

“Great,” Hayden muttered, staring off in the distance. “Even dear old dad’s worried.”

Trent gave him a one-arm shrug. “Maybe dear old dad is always worried. We can never assume that a parent is 100 percent correct, not even about their own daughter. Although daughters versus sons could be an interesting comparison.” Trent frowned at Hayden. “Do you have sisters?”

“Nope, sure don’t,” he stated, stifling a yawn. “I was an only child, and my parents died young.” He just left it at that.

Trent nodded. “I get it, but I do have sisters, and they are a law unto themselves—not necessarily in a good way.”

Hayden shook his head, sighing loudly. “In this case, it doesn’t matter what way she is. We just can’t have her creating some major incident, which appears to be what Mason’s concerned about.”

“Yeah, I heard her father’s some big shipping magnate. Therefore, he has lots of business contacts worldwide, though not sure what that’s got to do with us or some international incident.”

“My instructions were to get his daughter out of trouble, so that could literally be the issue, not letting the daughter’s escapades color the father’s reputation or whatever,” Hayden noted.

Trent shrugged. “Ours were to keep her away from the battle ax.”

“Is that what we’re all calling Arlene now?” Hayden asked.

Trent smirked in response.

Hayden had used the nickname on the spur of the moment, but that had now become code for everyone on his team when referencing Arlene. Hayden asked, “Okay, so does anybody know where the battle ax is?”

Trent spoke up. “She’s staying here at a nearby hotel. We have her location and will soon be en route to pick her up.” He barked out a laugh. “So, you’ll need to go after the troublesome daughter.”

Hayden groaned at that. “Why me on this one?” He grunted. “Bloody hell.”

“No need to be prickly now, as it’s all good,” Trent noted, followed by a laugh. “Maybe you were assigned this gig because you did such an exemplary job looking after Tricia in her time of need.”

“Yeah, and see where that got me?” he muttered.

Trent snorted. “Exactly. Babysitting somebody else.” The guys all had a good laugh over that.

Yet, at the end of the day, if babysitting was his assignment, Hayden would do it regardless. Some of these jobs sucked. That was just a fact of life. “Fine. I’ll work on tracking her down. Do we have any idea of her last location? Anything to give us an idea of what she’s doing?”

“Causing trouble,” one of the guys supplied.

“Yeah, besides that,” Hayden muttered, with a smirk, just as they arrived at their hotel. Soon they were in Trent’s hotel room. Trent handed Hayden a file. “This is the relevant info we have on Nancy Drew, redacted.”

Hayden raised one eyebrow at the reference to redacted.

Trent shrugged. “With the international elements involved, it was deemed required—by our elders,” he quipped.

Hayden shook his head, then read through the brief info. He found it hard to keep his eyes open. Frowning, he turned to the members of his team. “Right,” Hayden muttered. “I’ll go crash for four hours because I really need it. Then I will get on top of this.”

He grabbed the first bed that he saw and dropped and crashed. When his phone buzzed a few hours later, he rolled over with a groan, waking up as he reached for his phone. Mason had sent a text message with a first name and a phone number.

That’s all I have right now, but it should be enough to put you in contact with her. She might know you.

Hayden stared at that. When the fog cleared up, Hayden texted back, What do you mean, she might know me?

But no answer came.

“Damn it.” Hayden didn’t know many women who’d gone to boarding schools, with ties to shipping magnates or with sufficient connections to mobilize Mason for protection. Any that he might know would be a work connection, not a social one. None named Andrea.

Mason never replied. Hayden shook his head and knew better than to ask again.

With his mind spinning, Hayden got up and headed to the kitchen, dialing the number Mason had given him as he walked. When a very low, harsh response came from the other end, his heart froze. “Who’s this?” Hayden asked. He was expecting Andrea, the loose cannon daughter, not some guy.

The man spoke again, his tone cold and hard. “If you’re looking for her, too damn bad. You’re too late.” And then he disconnected.

Hayden swore as he stared down at his phone, then quickly texted Mason, who followed up with a phone call almost immediately.

Mason shared, “I just got that number. It’s the last number she had called from.” He sounded a whole lot more worried than he had before.

Hayden added, “Get me a location off that number if you can.”

“When was the phone call made?” Mason asked.

“Just a minute ago. When were Tesla or Lena last in contact with… Who is it? Andrea?”

Hayden heard voices in the background, and then Lena came on the phone.

“Hey, I only heard from her once, and it was,… gosh, maybe sixteen hours ago,” she told Hayden. “I’ve been trying to get a hold of her ever since. This is the number that she called me from. Did I just hear that you called that number and somebody else answered?”

“Yes. And the message was not one we want to hear. And it most definitely wasn’t her.”

“Damn,” she muttered. “She has another phone. Let me see if I can find it.”

“Why does she have two phones?”

“She says it’s protection in case things go south while she’s working the streets, usually solo. She brings food and water to the homeless and tries to get them to shelters at night or when the weather is really bad. She distributes blankets too when it’s cold outside. She also heard about the missing students from the same university she went to, which offered that semester-abroad program in London. So she’s been following up on that too. I told her not to but she wouldn’t listen. She took a couple classes in journalism in college, was on the school paper. Here’s her other number.”

He wrote it down. “So she’s a journalist for a living?”

“No. She’s a wannabe journalist,… but a full-time do-gooder, trying to find her place in the world,” she shared. “She’s all heart but not necessarily streetwise. She gets into a cause and goes all in. She’s big on helping at soup kitchens, at animal shelters, et cetera. She heard something about female students going missing, and that was all it took. She was all in.”

He snorted, and Lena sighed, adding, “I know you guys don’t agree with those choices, but I don’t know anyone who has been able to convince her otherwise. Not even her father. I’ve known Andrea for a few years, after Tesla did a talk at the university. We met her at the mixer afterward and hit it off. She’s crazy and wonderful but a bit scattered as to a true career direction.”

“Oh, Lord. A do-gooder. We can’t have her involved with these people.” Hayden couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “We’re dealing with human trafficking, for God’s sake.”

“Oh, I hear you,” Lena noted. “Doesn’t mean Andrea will stop looking into this.”

“Of course not,” he muttered, with a headshake. “When does anybody ever listen to us? We’re just trying to keep her safe.”

Lena chuckled. “Not everything is as black-and-white as you guys think.”

“No,” he replied, “it’s often way the hell worse. Get me a location on this second phone and text me that address. I’m already in the vehicle, about to leave.”
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“Shit, shit, shit.” Andrea Galanis crept along the back wall of the huge warehouse, filled with machinery. For the first time in her life, she was absolutely terrified.

Somehow she’d gotten into something way the hell over her head. And now, having escaped from her captor but not from the warehouse, she was really frightened and didn’t have a clue what to do.

She’d already lost her phone to the huge, burly asshole, who seemed to have nothing but nightmare scenarios for her on his mind. And she wouldn’t stick around for more of that shit, not after he’d been distracted by a phone call. That opportunity had been too good to pass up. Thankfully he hadn’t tied her up as well as he’d thought, so she had booked it while she had the chance. Yet she was still in the warehouse, and so was he.

When her backup phone rang, she scrambled to get it out of her pocket and shut off the ringer, so her kidnapper wouldn’t hear it, yet it had already given away her location.

Even as she heard footsteps coming, she quickly sent a text for help. Whoever was on the other end of the phone, sent back a simple text reply.

Location?

She replied right away, knowing she didn’t have much time. Warehouse in Georgetown. Close to old gas station. An old commercial district existed here, before the area became zoned as residential. Mostly empty buildings at this point, while the city decided what to do with them.

After that came no further texts, for which she was damn grateful. She set the ringer to Vibrate, which could still give her away. She adjusted her volume as low as it could go but had no idea if that had anything to do with the Vibrate function. Then she slipped off this wall and hid behind the various machinery on the floor, knowing this asshole would be trying to find her as fast as he could.

And, damn, he’d already gotten very close. She heard his deep rumbling voice.

“You won’t get away from me, bitch. You think I don’t like this part? I live for it—knowing that you’re petrified, oozing those sweet juices. I can smell the fear in your pores,” he spoke menacingly.

His voice was thick, heavy, and—she hated to confirm it—filled with desire, as if this were the part that he really enjoyed. And that sparked far too many questions in her mind.

Had he let her go on purpose?

Had he set up a scenario so she could get away, just so he could come after her?

Was she being hunted for real?

The thought of being the prey to this predator made her sick, and yet it was all too possible. Whenever you had some creep like this one, the possibility of truly getting free again was slim.

She knew she shouldn’t have come down here alone, after receiving that earlier message that Cleo was possibly here—or at least someone with information about Cleo. Andrea should have asked for more clarity. Still, she had been on her way back downtown anyway to drop off food and water to the homeless. So she swung by here. Yet her decision to come here had been a bad idea, as she found out a little too late.

As she entered the dark warehouse, before she could call out to Cleo or anybody, she overheard a conversation in progress.

“Cleo’s trouble. Get her gone. We’ll take care of Andrea. Europe is dropping us like we’re kryptonite. We must prove ourselves, or we’re done on this side of the pond. And you know the money is over there.”

Andrea had been targeted by these guys. That made things even worse. And the mention of Cleo tied these guys to that student’s disappearance as well. Yet the get her gone part could have different meanings, depending on which asshole was talking and which asshole was reacting.

While she had been listening intently to their conversation, one of the guys snuck up on her, surprising her, and quickly tied her up. She didn’t have a whole lot of options right now.

Yet currently just this one guy remained. The other two had left, telling the Hulk here to confirm that Andrea couldn’t talk. And now the cat-and-mouse game that he was playing made her realize what a fundamentally stupid mistake she had made.

And yet that bloody Arlene and everything she was involved in was just so wrong. Well, supposedly was involved in. Yet Andrea trusted her gut. She knew Arlene was up to no good. Andrea still hoped to prove it. How was Andrea supposed to help anybody if she never took a chance? Plus, it always seemed that everyone waited around for somebody else to do something. And so, here Andrea was, wanting to do something.

And yet, in her current situation, that something part may not be happening. Pissed off, frustrated, and angry at the way things were turning out, Andrea slipped around another piece of machinery, looking for a way out, a way past this asshole.

He laughed and called out, “Nice try.”

And this time his voice was too close. Just when her heart was beating out of her chest, and she could barely breathe, he made a lunge. Thinking she was caught, she soon realized that he thought she was on the other side of this tractor. She quickly and quietly slipped around the next couple tractors, as he started to swear.

She began to think that he might have some hearing issues with his left ear. Keeping that in mind, trying to stay on his left side, she circled around until she returned to where she had been picked up by him in the first place. And now was beside the front door.

As soon as she could, she stepped right up to the door. She tried to remember whether it squeaked or not when she first came in here. She had no idea. Regardless, squeak or not, with one last glance around, she opened the door and bolted outside, hoping to get as far away as she could. She made it outside, and, instead of crossing the street, she took the corner of the building, knowing that the Hulk would probably take off in some direction, without giving any thought to which way she had gone. She would use that to her advantage, or at least she hoped so.

As soon as she turned the next corner, now at the back of the warehouse, she ran as fast as she could down the block, which was hard in the dark, especially when barefoot. She stumbled once and barely caught herself, then kept on going full speed, until she slammed hard into another body, who picked her up and slapped her up against the nearest wall, a hand over her mouth, as he whispered something to her. She frowned, thinking she recognized his voice.

He repeated the message. “Did you hear me? Calm down, no shouting, no screaming. I’m here to help.”


Chapter 2
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“My name is Hayden Waterford. I’m here to help.”

Andrea blinked through the darkness. “Hayden?” she cried out, thankfully muffled by his hand over her mouth. She pulled her mouth free and frantically asked, “It’s you?”

He studied her in the dim light. “Do I know you?”

She felt a lurch in her heart at his words. “Yeah, you do,” she snapped. Then she remembered. “Although you knew me as Ann.”

Just enough grief filled her tone that he had to pause. “Ann? What the hell?” Then, as if mentally shifting out of the shock, he snapped, “I don’t know what the hell this is all about, but we have to get you out of here, and right now.”

She followed his lead as he quickly pulled her through the maze of the warehouse district. At one point in time, she felt the creepy guy, who she thought of as the Hulk, coming up behind her, and her fear overwhelmed her. She’d never felt anything like it before. Hayden wrapped her up tight and pulled her into a dark alleyway. Against her hair, he whispered, “Shh. Not a word.”

She didn’t need to be told, but just knowing she wasn’t alone was huge. As soon as she could, she breathed ever-so-slightly.

He nodded, pulled his hand from her mouth, and whispered, “I’ve got a car. Let’s go.”

She followed him to a vehicle, though he didn’t give her much choice. As he went to put her into his vehicle, she balked. “I have to get my car.”

He frowned at her and asked, “Where is it?” He nodded at her reply, adding, “We’ll get it tomorrow.”

His tone was final, and it was clear that he wouldn’t brook any argument on that. Frustrated, but understanding to a certain extent, she got into his vehicle, and he quickly pulled out and got them away from that warehouse area.

As he drove, she looked at him and asked, “Did you really not recognize me?”

He glanced over at her. His gaze narrowed as he took another look, and she saw the moment recognition hit. He swore.

“Not quite the reaction I was hoping for,” she muttered.

He snorted. “And yet you know perfectly well it’s the one you’ve been expecting.”

“Maybe. It’s been a long time.”

“Yeah, it has been, but considering you’re using a different name, maybe not long enough,” he confirmed, swearing again. “Did you know I would be coming?”

“No, I didn’t know, but Lena mentioned Mason, so I mentioned your name. Still, I knew it was a long shot. Back then you were doing some special ass training and gone half the time. Still, I figured it couldn’t hurt to tell them that I knew you at one time. I apologized for causing anybody any trouble and just asked that, if you were around, maybe you could give me a hand. I figured you might want to help an old friend.” She tossed her dark auburn hair out of the way. “Guess I was wrong.” She looked ahead, hating that the tears were trying to choke her. Surely it was a stress reaction, not about him. Just the stress.

He glanced over at her and added, “We’ll deal with that later.” He took a quick left turn. “First off, do you know who these guys were and what they were up to?”

“Not them necessarily,” she began. “I got a text message to meet somebody in the warehouse. That it had something to do with Cleo and the missing girls. Initially I wasn’t planning on going. No, that’s dangerous. If they want to talk to me, it should be in the daytime, blah, blah, blah.” She waved her hand animatedly. “And then I got the idea that somebody’s life could be in danger, so I should probably go.”

“Bloody hell,” he muttered.

“That about sums it up. So, I don’t know where my brains were at that moment, but my thought process was right, at least in terms of motivation.”

“You just didn’t carry your thought process through far enough.”

“Potentially,” she noted.

“Did you see anybody else there? Anyone who could be in trouble?”

“I didn’t really get a chance to see anything, except that I know the chump left in charge of looking after me was told to not let me talk
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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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---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
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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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