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	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the O.C.L.T. Series

[image: ]


There are incidents and emergencies in the world that defy logical explanation, events that could be defined as supernatural, extraterrestrial, or simply otherworldly.  Standard laws do not allow for such instances, nor are most officials or authorities trained to handle them. In recognition of these facts, one organization has been created that can. Assembled by a loose international coalition, their mission is to deal with these situations using diplomacy, guile, force, and strategy as necessary. They shield the rest of the world from their own actions, and clean up the messes left in their wake. They are our protection, our guide, our sword, and our voice, all rolled into one. 

They are O.C.L.T.
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It was a warm night, warm and muggy, but there was a cool breeze down by the water and CIA Agent Grant Colyer enjoyed the refreshing feel of the colder air as it touched his face and ruffled his hair. After spending all day interrogating scientists and academics and administrators at the lab, it was nice to get out and stretch his legs a little. And this place was pretty, prettier than he’d expected when he’d been assigned the investigation, and looking more like something from 1402 than 2002 with its narrow, cobbled streets and its quaint old houses and the massive church dominating the landscape that the river bisected. He’d say he was enjoying his time here, if not for the fact that most of it was spent checking security logs and watching security footage and analyzing computer files. Not that he didn’t enjoy those, of course—otherwise he’d never have chosen the career he had!—but they were the same activities he’d done back home, and could do anywhere, really. Trapped inside with Dr. Daniel Atherton’s colleagues all day, Grant would never know he was some place as exotic as Uppsala, Sweden. So it was especially nice to get outside at times like this and enjoy the sights before crashing for the night and then getting up to march back to the lab once more.

The river was quiet, its current sluggish and its dark surface almost smooth. A narrow strip of grass ran along the bank, making it easy to stroll beside the water. Grant hadn’t seen anyone else out here, however, which he thought was strange. It was by the far the coolest spot in the city, at least temperature-wise, and it was an ideal place to walk and clear his head and let the day’s discoveries settle into orderly patterns. He wondered if Dr. Atherton had ever walked this way. It would make sense—this strip was on the way from the lab to the place where he’d been staying, and the good professor hadn’t bothered to own a car or even a bicycle. Walking along here would have been the perfect way to unwind after a long day of research and teaching. Which meant that Grant could even justify the walk as part of his work.

A small noise somewhere nearby made him turn, but he didn’t see anything beyond the banks, the water, and the old wooden bridge he was approaching. Maybe someone had walked across it, or at least a cat or dog since he hadn’t seen any shadows passing overhead. Whatever it was, the noise had faded and Grant let his thoughts wander again as his feet carried him toward the bridge. None of Atherton’s colleagues had noticed him acting unusual, which suggested that he hadn’t chosen to disappear. That still left—

He’d reached the shadows at the foot of the bridge now, and heard a faint rustling again. This time Grant glanced up in time to see a pair of impossibly large hands emerge from the darkness, groping toward him. He had time to register a blinding pain, and to feel something crack. Then everything went black.

“Remind me again why we can’t be stationed here all the time?” Colt asked, his eyes wandering again as another tall, blonde beauty strolled by. She smiled at him as she passed, and her hips swayed perhaps a little more as she sashayed away, provoking low whistles from both Colt and Lobo.

“Careful, amigo,” Lobo warned, though his eyes didn’t leave the enticing view. “Your little señorita would have your cajones if she caught you checking out these chicas.”

Reed Christopher Hayes—R.C. to his friends and “Crease” to his teammates—snorted. He’d met Colt’s fiancée Julia once, when the other soldier had gotten a little vacation leave and she’d flown out to join him in Germany. Small, slight, and bookish, she’d nonetheless shown a fierce attachment to her man, and he could easily imagine her taking him by the balls if she knew he was admiring the lovely blondes that currently surrounded them.

Fortunately for R.C., Nance wasn’t so possessive. She’d roll her eyes at him, certainly—but then she’d probably point out a few choice women for him to admire, and laugh and mock him when he did. That was probably why they got along so well together—she knew when to stop him and when to humor him or even encourage him. Most of the time. Which explained why they’d started seeing each other in 1998 and here it was, four years later, and they were still together. Though she’d been hinting heavily lately that “dating” might not be enough for much longer.

R.C. pulled his attention back from women in general and nudged Colt with an elbow. “Eyes front, soldier,” he reminded quietly. “We’re on the clock.”

“I know, I know,” his friend and teammate groaned. “Why’d MI drag us out here, anyway? Not that I’m complaining, mind you—beats sitting around in Wiesbaden any day! But what’s so special about this one guy we gotta come running when he goes walkabout?”

“Dr. Atherton’s a respected scientist and professor,” their squad leader, Polo, answered over his shoulder. “He’s one of our top minds in alternative energy research. He’s also worked with the Defense Department on a few projects, and carries Top Secret clearance. That makes him our problem.”

The others nodded. They wouldn’t have been called out just because an American went missing overseas—unfortunately, it happened all the time. But someone with that kind of clearance, who’d worked on top secret government projects in the past? Dr. Atherton carried too much important information for them to take his disappearance lightly. 

“Maybe he’s just enjoying the local . . . flavor,” Lobo suggested with that innocent tone that got him out of trouble far too many times. “Got caught up—or tied up—and lost track of time.”

“These beauties can tie me up any time,” Colt agreed, and he and Lobo bumped fists. R.C. shook his head, but he couldn’t help but laugh. His two squadmates were like brothers to him—little brothers. And half the time they acted like kids, too.

“He’s been missing forty-eight hours, at least,” their fifth member, Drew, reminded. She glanced up from the street map she’d been studying, ignoring Colt and Lobo’s lewd comments as usual. “Town this size, somebody’d have seen him by now, or he’d have called in, or something. And according to his profile he’s not the kind to go off-reservation like this.” She shook her head. “Something’s definitely wrong.”

“Besides, it’s not just him,” R.C. pointed out. A missing scientist wasn’t really the sort of thing they got sent in on, even one with that kind of clearance. It was more in the Agency’s court, so they’d dispatched an agent to locate the good doctor and report back.

Unfortunately, Agent Grant Colyer had also failed to check in last night. Or today. So now it wasn’t just an American scientist, it was a trained CIA agent.

Which was why the DIA had stepped in. But apparently the Defense Intelligence Agency hadn’t had any available field agents
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