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They moved her twice in the last week. Ever since the Buffalo fiasco, April had not called a single location home for more than a month. Lately, however, they pulled her from one spot to the next at any given moment. If the weather turned a certain way, she thought they might come for her—to take her to the next so-called safe house. 

None of them were safe for April. They’d been designed by her, under the direction of others, so that her overseers were safe from her. The keypad, properly installed on an innocuous-enough building, allowed the space to be retrofitted to suit her needs and those working in the complex. Then, when uprooted—as seemed to be the case of late—the keypad was simply removed and the place reverted to its non-essential state.

April had called it practical beyond measure. They deemed it necessary for her protection. It was yet another lie on top of the decades of statements made by politicians and businessmen. The lock provided them access to April from any point on the map. All her equipment, and all her technology, was within their grasp to be mass-produced depending on their quarterly projections. 

When they came for her this time, she realized something had changed. Moving was a hassle. It slowed the timetable. It delayed progress on every conceivable level, and it disrupted what little sleep she was allowed because of the nature of her work.

“We’re leaving?” April asked as the soldiers escorted her from the home in a quiet neighborhood north of Chester, Vermont. The sound of crickets filled the air. “What happened this time?”

“Doesn’t matter,” one soldier declared. His name was Oscar Valdez, though he preferred Oz. She knew this, but never let on the level of information she kept on her captors. It only ever upset them, and she didn’t need any more drama. “We’re heading out. Get in the transport.”

“Can’t believe we’re doing this again,” the other grumbled. Stephen Keller was a squirrelly little kid compared to the senior officer. April had seen him on more than one occasion torturing the rats in the lab for the fun of it. “How do they keep finding us?”

“Shut the hell up and get inside,” Oscar snapped. He held tight to his automatic rifle, prodding her along with his free hand. “New safe house is being set up as we speak.”

“Hopefully it’s a room with a view this time,” she remarked.

“Not likely.”

They rounded the transport for the back. April could never occupy the cab with the soldiers. If they had their way, she would never be seen, merely smuggled from place to place wearing a hood over her head. They hated the sight of her. The problem came from more than ageism, though her elderly status came with its own concerns. No, the truth was, her very presence inspired nothing but fear and doubt. 

Their fear came from ignorance—one perpetuated by her overseers. Few realized who she really was, or what role she played in the operation. They only knew of her vital nature to the project, and that she was to be protected at all costs. Liking her went above and beyond the call of duty. None of them ever even asked her for a name.

The second they reached the back of the transport, Oscar fell. The shot was silent, a puff of air that escaped on the wind. With little more than a stumbling step, he dropped to the pavement. 

Stephen moved for him, turning him over on his back. The bullet had pierced his neck, and he bled out instantly. “What the—”

Another shot ended the man’s question. Stephen collapsed over the corpse of his superior. 

A figure stepped out of the shadows. He wore black from head to toe, including a mask that kept all but his striking green eyes covered. “Are you okay?”

“You just killed my escort.”

“Your guards, you mean.”

April cocked an eyebrow. “Somehow, I don’t think your intentions are any better.”

“You’d be wrong,” he said. He held out his hand. “I’m getting you out of here.”

He grabbed her by the wrist and ushered her down the block. Their pace started briskly, but her steps could not keep up. Her bones didn’t work that way anymore, weighing her down more than ably assisting their departure from the scene. The masked man recognized the old woman’s discomfort and slowed to a point, but never stopped completely until the safe house was out of sight. When they reached his car three blocks out, she pulled away.

“That’s about far enough.”

“I’m trying to help you,” he said. “We have to keep moving.”

“Not we,” April replied. “You’re going to let me go.”

“What?” the masked figure exclaimed. “Not a chance.”

“Then you’re no better than those two,” she said, hitching her thumb back the way they came. 

“I...” he paused, unsure what to say. He ran his hand over his head, an instinctual movement he stopped once he realized he couldn’t reach his hair. His hand shifted to his pocket for a set of keys. “Fine. Here.”

It was her turn to be surprised. “What are you doing?”

“We can’t stay out in the open.” The man glanced around the street. “More soldiers will be en route when you don’t make your rendezvous. I can’t be seen here and neither can you. If you’re not willing to come with me, then this is the next best thing.”

April took the keys in hand. “You know who I am?”

“I do.”

“And you’re still willing to let me leave?”

His green eyes offered a sincere and caring look. “If you’ll take this as well.”

He handed her a cell phone, a burner as the kids liked to say—or, so she imagined, considering she’d never had the pleasure of their company while locked away. 

“What is this for?” 

“Susan Metcalf has been looking for you for a long time.”

“Susan...” The name conjured up a memory she hadn’t thought of in years. “You work for her?”

“Of a sort,” the man said. His grin showed even through the mask. “She’s been trying to help you.”

“I appreciate the effort,” April said. 

“You’ll talk to her?” he asked. “Trust her?”

“Trust, I’m afraid, will take quite a bit more than I’m willing to give. But I will talk to her.”

“Reach out when you’re safe,” her masked rescuer said. “Call and we’ll be there.”

She turned for the car and opened the door. “What about you?”

“I’ll be fine. But where will you go?”

April slipped into the car and closed the door. Rolling down the window, she smiled at the man. “I have some ideas.”
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Chapter Two

Five Days Later
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She came to the small town in Maine for a reason. April sat in the corner booth of the Blue Hill Diner, a small out-of-the-way place on the outskirts of town. A thin strand of steam rose from the cup nestled between her hands. The warmth ran up her arms and filled her.

The waiter returned to top off the cup. She accepted the gift with a nod of gratitude. When he was done, he grabbed the empty pie plate from the table and took it back to the counter. 

April could still feel the late-night dessert working its way down. It was one of her favorite treats, but the dish came at a cost. At seventy-six years old, everything came at a cost, but sugar was one of the worst offenders. She justified the slice of rhubarb by drinking decaf without the added flavor that came with her usual creamer—at least for the first cup.

At her age, justifications typically fell on deaf ears and were summarily ignored.

Outside, the night sky beamed brightly. Stars filled the darkness. They shined down on the suburban town. The view relaxed the sleepless visitor, who sipped at her coffee and stared at the quiet of nature outside the diner.

Others did the same—the usual crowd for this time of night, by all appearances. Customers were easily recognizable by the staff. They shared stories, and passed along the nightly gossip, ready for distribution from the workday. Once the conversation ended among them, they turned to the night for solace. Only one ignored them all, and she was the reason for April’s visit.  

Madeline Greer.

She sat at the opposite end of the diner. Her dinner remained untouched, along with the milkshake dripping from the side. Madeline hunched over the table and the schematics spread out across the surface. She pulled at her curly blonde hair, twirling her finger through thick strands as she bit her lower lip. Frustrated grunts slipped out, drawing the attention of those around her every once in a while, but mostly she remained separate from the world—lost in her work.

April beamed at the twenty-year-old’s dedication. She shuffled to the edge of the booth. Collecting her coat, April slipped it on. With her coffee in hand, she made her way over to Madeline’s table.

“Stupid piece of crap,” the girl muttered. She folded up the blueprints into a massive pile and pulled them off the table.

“What do you call it?” April asked from the end of the booth. 

“Huh?” Madeline turned, surprised by the new presence. She patted the schematics at her side. “This? It’s nothing. You wouldn’t understand.”

April set her coffee down and settled into the seat across from the young lady. She had a full view of the entire restaurant, including the front door and the street outside. Madeline gave her an irritated glare. While April took a sip from her drink, the young woman said nothing to rebuke her approach.

The cup returned to the table, and April clasped her hands together. “Well, dear, it looked to me like a dual-charge resonating battery cell.”

Madeline’s mouth fell open. She blinked rapidly to process the claim. “How did you know that?”

“Smart girl like you should know better than to judge appearances,” April replied with a wry smirk. The young lady ran her hands through her hair, falling back against the worn cushion of her seat. April leaned closer. “You never answered my question, though. What do you call it?”

“The Infinity Cell,” she said, chuckling as she did. “Stupid, I know. What I should call it is a failure.”

“Why?”

Madeline jammed the blueprints into the front pocket of her backpack. “It doesn’t work.”

“It looked like it should.”

Her eyebrows shot up. Curiosity, though, gave way to her frustrations. “Yeah, well, tell it to my prototype.” The large pocket to the rear of the pack opened, and Madeline pulled out a small device. “It’s not much to look at.”

She set the item between them. April hesitated, her hand open. “May I?”

Madeline nodded, and April took the device in hand. It was a mass of wires between twin battery cells. Though small, the apparatus was actually larger than it should have been to work out the kinks of the design. 

“It should operate simply,” Madeline explained. “Flip the switch and the second cell provides a continuous loop of self-sustaining energy for the first to draw on as needed.”

April inspected the switch. A thin green wire ran between the two batteries. “Something is interfering between the pair.”

“How did you know that?” Madeline grabbed for her milkshake and took a long drink through the plastic straw. “I mean, I barely figured that out.”

“It’s your casing,” April said. She handed the device back to Madeline.

“It’s all I had,” she said. “The casing shouldn’t be an issue.”

“It is,” April said. “What you need is a lattice casing to aid in oxygen processing. It will make the cell more efficient as well.”

“That’s...” Madeline paused. She lowered her project to the table, then ran her hand along her chin. “Hell, that’s theoretical at this point. I read some studies about work being done at the University of Georgia. They haven’t finished testing it. Where would I even—?”

April held up a finger, and Madeline fell silent. The older woman removed a small sample from her jacket pocket.

Madeline’s eyes widened at the malleable yet durable material as it fell into her open hands. “Are you for real?”

“Your work is important, Madeline,” April said. “Never compromise on your ideals. Tell me you won’t.”

“How do you know my name?”

“I want to hear you say it,” April continued. Her hand took the young lady’s and squeezed. “Please.”

“I... I won’t.” 

“Good,” April said. “Now I need you to go sit at the corner booth on the far side of the room. Hide your gear in your bag. And do not look over here. Not once. Not even for a second. Do you understand?”

“What?” Madeline asked with concern. “Why?”

“It’s very important you do this, Madeline.” 

The young lady took the rare and valuable sample and slipped it into her bag. The casing joined the prototype, as did her blueprints. Shuffling to the end of the booth, she strapped the bag tight over her shoulder. Then she grabbed her untouched dinner and milkshake.

“Who are you?”

“Do it now, Madeline,” April said, pointing for the booth across the diner. “Quick as you can.”

She took a step, then turned back. “Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome. It was the least I could do after so many wasted years.”

Madeline followed her instructions to the letter. She took a seat at the opposite end of the diner so that her back was to April. A stray glance shot her way. April refused to acknowledge her, sipping her beverage and staring out toward the front of the diner. 

Lights flashed outside, the reds and blues of local law enforcement. Mutters broke out among the patrons; inquisitive looks joined her stoic stare at the vehicles quickly lining the street. 

Lowering her cup, April tugged at her left sleeve so that her coat fully covered her wrist. She clasped her hands before her and waited. She had been waiting for them ever since her escape. 

Her time had finally run out when the bell rang on the door to the diner. Two men entered, one equipped with a sling over his right arm. There was hate in his eyes. The other stood tall and confident. He led the pair into the restaurant and directly to her booth. 

She knew their names. She knew too much about the world, but when she saw them walk inside, their entire histories unfolded for her. Martin and Kanigher—agents for the NSA. 

“You boys took your sweet time,” she said as they loomed over her from the end of the booth. She offered the seat across from her with a smile. “Feel free to join me. I imagine we have much to discuss.”
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Kanigher waited for Martin to squeeze into the booth before joining him. Grumbles escaped his partner; the pain of his injured arm made Martin more irritable than usual. Kanigher had tried to convince the man to step back from work after Martin’s car accident the previous day, but he refused to listen. He had to be involved, especially after they finally located the woman they had been sent to find.

As soon as they sat, a waiter stepped over. He refilled the old lady’s cup of coffee, to which she offered a satisfied smirk. 

“Get you gentlemen anything?”

“Yeah,” Martin started. “I need—”

“In a minute,” Kanigher interrupted. Martin threw him a glare, which was promptly ignored until the waiter headed back to the counter. 

“What the hell?”

“It’s a minute, Martin,” Kanigher replied. His partner was definitely more ill-tempered. It grated on the senior agent. “You can wait.”

The bell on the front door rang. A pair of soldiers entered the diner and made their way over. Both were young men, struggling not to salute when they reached the booth.

“Local officers have secured the perimeter, sir,” the lead announced. Kanigher hated having a detachment assigned to his team. He preferred people he knew to the strangers that had been requisitioned from General Adams for their operation. Kanigher’s control over the mission, however, was limited. 

“Good,” Kanigher said. “Clear the place for us, please.”

Martin held them up with a raised hand. “After you grab that pot of coffee on the counter and the biggest cup you can find.”

Kanigher rubbed at his brow. “Painkiller’s wearing off, Martin?”

A semi had struck the van Martin had been in less than twenty-four hours earlier. Martin walked away with a bruised collar bone, two busted ribs, and a broken arm. The three other agents in the vehicle weren’t so lucky.

“Between that and the flight here,” Martin said with a nod. He pulled out a bottle of pills and popped the lid. “You don’t mind, do you, lady?”

“Not at all, young man.” Her tone was cool and collected, nothing like Kanigher expected, considering the flashing lights outside or the armed presence in the diner. She held no fear of them. “You should consider the rhubarb pie as well. It’s quite delicious.”

“Come here often?” Kanigher asked. He took a moment to glance around the room. Her familiarity, her comfort in the diner, unsettled him. Had there been a connection between her and the other patrons? Had there been a specific reason for her to walk through the doors tonight? 

One young woman at the far end glanced their way for a second before her eyes hit the ground. A soldier stopped in front of her table, his hand motioning for the exit. The woman stood, pack tight to her shoulder as she made her way to the front door. A sad look filled her eyes as they flitted in their direction. 

“See anything, Kanigher?”

Kanigher watched the young blonde vacate the premises, then shifted deeper into the booth. “Nothing to worry about.”

“You sure?” Martin said. “We can question them, see if they know anything?”

“No,” he answered sharply. “I think we have everything we need already.”

A cup of coffee arrived from the soldier. He passed it over to the waiting Martin, who took a swig. It dribbled from the man’s chin. He tried to wipe it away with his right hand. The pain caused him to curse under his breath at his own idiocy. 

Kanigher slipped from the booth and grabbed a napkin from the counter. While he was up, he reached into the glass display of desserts and removed a slice of rhubarb. He passed both over when he sat back down, then turned his focus to their guest.

“You know why we’re here?”

She cradled her steaming cup close. “To keep an old woman up past her bedtime?”

“Cute,” Martin said. “Real cute. How about we—”

“Martin,” Kanigher said, cutting him off. He ran a hand through his dusty brown hair. When he caught the elderly woman staring at the act, he stopped and let the hand fall to the table. “I’ve got this. Drink your coffee. Eat your pie.”

Martin took a sharp breath. He dug his fork into the pie. He bit into the crunchy crust; his eyes sparked wide from the taste. 

“It’s the sugar they use, I’ve been told,” the old woman said. “Finest in the state.”

“While we appreciate your knowledge of pies, we’ve come for information of a different sort,” Kanigher said. “We know who you are.”

“And I know who you are, Robert Kanigher. I know you very well.”

Kanigher’s eyes widened and his fingers tensed. He tried to ease up, but Martin read the concern.

His wounded colleague dropped his fork to the plate. “How does she know your name?”

The woman turned to him with a crooked grin. “The same way I know yours, Mr. Martin.”

Kanigher cleared his throat. “This doesn’t have to turn into a scene. We simply need you to come with us.”

“I don’t think so.”

Martin pushed away his plate. He tried to stand, but his legs were locked in the booth. Instead, he leaned as if ready to grab the woman. “Lady, this isn’t a negotiation. You are going to—”

“Eat your pie, Martin,” Kanigher snapped. He caught the man’s left arm and guided him back to the seat. He gnashed his teeth with each word, not caring for the man’s quick temper or his lack of professionalism wherever they went. “The adults are talking.”

“Use the napkin, dear,” the woman added. “You look ridiculous.” Martin grabbed the napkin and swiped at his lips. As he lowered it, she shook her head. “You missed some.”

Martin took another stab at cleaning his face, dabbing at his lips and his cheeks. 

“Nope,” she said. “Still there.”

Frustrated, Martin turned to Kanigher. He shifted close, his voice a whisper. “Did I... Did I get it?”

Kanigher sighed and rolled his eyes. “She’s messing with you, Martin.”

The woman laughed. “Most fun I’ve had in some time.”

Martin crumpled up the napkin and tossed it aside. What little patience he had disappeared. Kanigher didn’t need a repeat of recent performances. Hell, he didn’t need any of the aggravation that had come with this operation. He just wanted it over.

“Changes are coming,” he told the old woman across from him. He kept his tone civil and calm, which she appeared to appreciate as her laughter ended, and she settled in her seat to listen. “Changes for the group and for the way we operate in the world. No more sitting on the sidelines and hoping for the best. No more waiting to better people’s lives. We need you to help make that happen.”

“See?” The woman’s finger wagged before her. “You need me. That’s why you’re not ready.”

“Lady,” Martin said. “This is happening.”

Kanigher tried to calm his colleague down, but it was too late. Martin shook his head violently—unwilling to stay quiet any longer. “No, Bobby. I’ve heard enough. Now, you can either come with us willingly or not, but you’re coming either way.”

“Not.”

“I’m sorry?” Martin said, shocked at the reply.

“You very well should be,” the woman




















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE DSA SEASON TWO, BOOK ONE

WELLSPRING






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg
ELLSPRING





d2d_images/scene_break.png





