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Never surrender. Robert Kanigher’s father taught him that at a young age. The mantra had served the boy well over the years, at the playground or in sports. He had carried it with him through multiple tours overseas, using his wits to keep those close to him safe from harm. 

Surrender now seemed inevitable, however. The thought stabbed through him worse than a knife to the heart. Sweat dotted Kanigher’s brow. His hands were slick to the touch, and no amount of rubbing along his pants stopped the flow. His breath caught in his throat, tense along his shoulders and back. 

“This is stupid,” he muttered. The elevator whirred upward. Lights beamed from the sides of the underground car as the elevator rose to the surface from the Bunker. The words needed to be said. More were necessary, but they fell flat when he ran them through his mind. 

The figure before him didn’t bother to turn around. She continued to stare straight ahead; blonde hair hid her reaction. With a bowed head, she waited for the ding of the elevator car and the opening of the doors. Her fate waited outside, and there wasn’t a damn thing Kanigher could do to help her.

“This was your idea,” Susan Metcalf said.

Kanigher tried to laugh, but sorrow drowned the jest. “Why do you think I said it?”

The car stopped with a jolt. On instinct, Kanigher reached for the closest wall, then stopped. The woman in front of him made no motion at all.

Doors opened. Daylight shifted inside, blanketing the car with the early afternoon sun. Warm air greeted them, leaving all thought of the winter buried in the past. It would have made for a terrific day. Kanigher felt the calm wind along his cheeks and wondered if things would ever feel so good again. The day should have been theirs to seize, to embrace a quiet moment and savor every second. 

But that was not to be, nor would such a serene day have been possible. Too much had occurred of late between the team. There had been too many secrets, all on Metcalf’s side, and all culminated in the truth about her relationship with a man known to them as the Witness.

Because of Metcalf, and her innate ability to hide the truth from those around her, everything the DSA had worked for over the years had shattered. Kanigher wanted nothing more than to believe they could work through her secrets to find a road back to the way things had been. It would take time, however, and time had run out for them.

“It’s too open out there,” Kanigher said. His hand shot out for the figure at the door. It fell away with his gaze, unable to bear looking at her. “We’ll be sitting ducks.”

“Not you,” Metcalf said. “Me.”

She made no move. Her shadow fell upon him as the sunlight washed over her. She didn’t turn to look at him with those cold-as-steel-blue eyes that somehow always burrowed straight to his soul. He just wanted to see them one last time.

“Susan, I’m sorry about—”

“Let’s get this over with, Bobby,” Metcalf interrupted. The words had already been spoken, the arguments nothing but circular motions of redundancy. Everything had passed between them over the years. Nothing remained to change what was coming.

The woman left the elevator behind. Daylight enveloped her slender frame. Kanigher crept toward the door. He made no motion to leave, the instructions clear before their arrival. This was for her, and her alone.

“Good luck,” he called after her, knowing the futility of his words.

Neither had ever truly believed in luck. For her, skill and tactics were all that mattered. For Kanigher, it was his father’s dictum repeating in his brain. 

Never surrender.

He knew better now. That had been the ideal of a child, not the compromising nature of an adult. And while Kanigher hated believing his father to be nothing more than a fool, the proof stood before him in the field that ran between the Bunker and the farmhouse outside.

Metcalf made it less than ten steps into the open before a shot cracked the silence of the peaceful afternoon. The gunshot slammed into the woman’s chest. Her body swayed from the impact, and for a moment Kanigher believed her to be okay—that somehow the bullet missed and her reaction had been nothing but instinctual.

Then she fell. No noise left her; no cry of pain or shriek of terror slipped from her lips. Susan Metcalf merely fell to the soft, green earth and didn’t move again.
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Chapter Two

Six Hours Earlier
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Metcalf scanned the room. For as much as all eyes were on her, her own took in each player. They believed they understood the reason for her presence, but she knew with absolute certainty why each of them had made their way into the Bunker—and onto her team.

She knew them too well.

Metcalf had recruited them at their lowest. The failures were not their own, yet they carried them like scars from a forsaken battle. In Morgan Dunleavy’s case, it had come from conflict—the near-death of her brother, and the sacrifice of three lives to save him. Her brother had spurned her gift of life, and when he’d turned his back on her, she’d lost her own.

Morgan’s anger at Metcalf came from her role as a medic. It started from knowing Metcalf’s actions over the years had led to the deaths of dozens, if not hundreds. Learning about Metcalf’s connection to the Witness had been the last straw. His experiment in Bellbrook had cost thousands their lives and wiped a town from existence.

That last lie put Kanigher against Metcalf as well. Bobby had always been by her side, working through the NSA to further her department’s agenda. Kanigher had been unwavering in his loyalty for as long as she had known him. There had been genuine friendship between them, tied together thanks to Jacob Grissom at the start before they truly connected on their own.

Ever since finding out about the Witness, Kanigher struggled to look directly at Metcalf for more than a second at a stretch. When he did, his eyes were full of sadness and disappointment at being kept in the dark. Her secrets had betrayed a friendship that dated back almost a decade.

How could she think it would do any less to those she had only known for months, if not weeks? Nixon Jessup fell into the latter. She’d recruited him under false pretenses by creating the circumstances for his arrest by local law enforcement. At the same time, she had promised to rescue him in exchange for his skills. He was now a mere bystander in the argument, yet even his opinion weighed on her mind.

Alison Adler stayed quiet in the corner. She certainly carried her own opinion. Metcalf had brought her in because of her innate ability to read a situation. While Metcalf scanned the room to see where her team fell in their judgment of her actions, Adler did the same. It separated her from the others, always knowing which way the wind was going to blow before the breeze accidentally sent you sailing off the cliff. It was why she’d done as well as she had as an undercover operative before Metcalf had brought her in for tactical.

All of them carried their own opinions. They all sought to blame or forgive Metcalf for the secrets she kept. None had become more confused over the course of their relationship than Ben Riley. He’d hated her secrets—known about them sooner than anyone else in the room—yet he had offered her a way out. He’d begged her to tell the rest and given her time to do so. 

She’d failed, and in doing so, failed Ben. Still, his eyes wavered on her. It came from an undue loyalty to his father, another of Metcalf’s secrets, but also the second chance she had offered him with the DSA. 

To Metcalf, each held her fate in their hands—and with it, the fate of the DSA. For as much as they sought an intervention over her secrets, this was much more. 

This was a tribunal.

“We need the truth,” Ben said. He broke the silence, the one thing he disliked more than the secrets. He sat at the head of the conference table in the Bunker. His words drew no looks. All eyes stayed with Metcalf, who remained at the top of the short flight of stairs above the Operations Hub in their underground headquarters. “We’re long past the secrets and the lies of Susan Metcalf.”

“You get that, don’t you, Susan?” Kanigher asked. Pain filled his deep voice. “You understand why we are where we are now? Why we have no choice but to figure out a way forward?”

“With or without you,” Morgan finished. The woman’s own judgment had clearly already been made. Morgan held too much rage for Metcalf, from the death of Grissom all the way to the loss of Lincoln MacKenzie. 

“I do.” Metcalf offered a nod of acceptance at their assertions. “I understand.”

“You knew the Witness,” Ben said. It was the reason for their meeting. The time for lies had long since passed, and it was time for the truth. At least the truth, as far as she was willing to give it.

“I did, yes.”

“How long?” Kanigher asked.

Morgan shook her head. The question didn’t go far enough for her. “Was it before Bellbrook?”

Metcalf stared into the thin eyes of her subordinate. “Yes.”

Murmurs picked up from Nixon and Adler. Shared glances passed between the five surrounding the table—her judge, jury, and executioners, if they deemed necessary. 

Ben slowly stood, hands tight against the edge of the table. “Yet you said nothing.”

“I attempted to rectify my error,” Metcalf said, hands clasped against her back. “I failed.”

“And Lincoln died,” Morgan snapped. She jumped to her feet and moved to the stairs. Her hand slammed down on the railing. “Would he have died if you were straight with him? With any of us?”

“Morgan,” Ben called. Her rising anger stymied his attempt to draw her back to the table. “That’s not fair. She didn’t know what was going to happen to Lincoln. That was Sullivan.”

“Don’t defend her, Ben,” Morgan said through clenched teeth. Her eyes stayed with Metcalf. “You have just as much to be upset about. The Witness killed Ruth Heller. He almost killed you!”

“He also saved me,” Ben shot back as he circled the table for the opposite railing. “I don’t quite understand why, but there’s more going on here. Isn’t there, Metcalf?”

There always had been. Metcalf knew it better than most and had since the very beginning of her journey.

Most people were born into the world. They came as infants and proceeded through the natural order of events from birth to death. Metcalf wasn’t born in such terms, but forged by the choices she made. If asked, she would have said her first actual memory was nothing as cheerful as a Sunday picnic with her family, or the opening pitch of a baseball game. 

Metcalf’s first memory was of leaving her life behind.

“You can’t just walk away from this, Suzie!” her brother Brendan shouted after her. The screen door slammed behind her. The backpack clutched tight to her shoulder, heavy with the clothes she’d packed hurriedly. “I need your help to run this place, and you said—”

“I never said!” Metcalf yelled. Her paltry sixteen-year-old voice cracked in tune with the thunder in the distance. “You said. Just like always.”

“Suzie...”

“No,” she spat. “I can’t stay. I won’t be stuck here. Like you. I won’t!”

More had been said leading up to her departure. Too many words passed between them, filled with anger and hate, but none carried the weight and the finality as those last ones spoken to a brother only trying to hold their lives together in the wake of their parents’ deaths. Nothing held her there, though, and nothing ever would.

Following her swift escape from the farmhouse, Metcalf traveled north. She worked for scraps and bummed rides from strangers to get as far away from Odenton—and responsibility—as possible. Along the way, she lived in dingy rooms with dozens of others. Metcalf barely slept for fear of losing what little she’d brought with her, only to have it happen when exhaustion finally won out.

Even through her mistakes, Metcalf continued to try to find a place for herself. Her travels took her all the way to Western New York. Along a deserted street, in the dead of night, Metcalf questioned her last words to her brother. All thought, however, fell silent when a hand reached out of the darkness and grabbed her.

Metcalf never saw the face of her attacker, merely his shadow. When she woke from that assault, she found herself caged. It was small, forcing her to sit or lie curled up in a ball. Her legs ached from the lack of movement. Her body screamed from the discomfort at finding itself naked. 

She suffered in the cage for weeks. Hands tormented her body. A hose washed her cell clean every day, but could not wipe away the stain of the acts committed against her. 

There were others too. She noted five other voices in the darkness. They cried through the night, or prayed for death to end their suffering. Metcalf remained quiet, her world nothing more than a blur as her mind retreated from the daily abuse inflicted upon her by her captor.

Over time, she noticed the girls in the dark. They were young like her, hardly women in some respects. Fear filled their eyes from a loss of control. Metcalf refused to be afraid, to be weak in the face of her abductor, no matter the lack of food or sleep. 

One night, things changed. Instead of the usual taunts from the shadows before the abuse came for all others to witness, each girl was taken from their cage in turn. A bright light shone on each victim, right before they were ripped from the darkness in a swift motion. Metcalf prepared for the end to come her way. The second the light shifted her way, and the cage door opened, Metcalf kicked out at her captor. Fingers grasped tight to the sides of her cage. Metal ripped at her flesh, smearing blood across her hands.

“No!” she cried. “I won’t let you!”

No leery eyes washed over her. Only a hand reached out from the light. “I’m not going to hurt you,” the man said. “I’m here to help.”

She didn’t believe it, not after the endless desecration. Metcalf shifted deeper into her cage, desperate to remain out of the light. Her fear threatened to win out. Then she saw the truth in the man’s eyes—soft and restrained—and in the glinting metal of the badge pinned to his chest.

“Take my hand, kiddo,” he said. “I’ve got you.”

Metcalf reached toward the light. Her body felt weightless as the man lifted her from the cage. She held him tight, spreading blood along his silk tie. He wrapped her up in a blanket, then carried her from the ramshackle hut that had been her prison. The other girls were outside, all huddled together for support. In the back of the police cruiser sat her captor, his face still nothing but shadows, but in the darkness his crazed stare fell on her.

She never learned his name, afraid to give a face to a nightmare that would haunt her forever. Instead, she focused on the man who had saved her life—who had, in fact, granted her a second chance at a life yet to be lived.

His name was Kenneth Riley.

“You’re safe now.” 

It was the absolute truth, and she refused to waste another moment of her life. She never wanted to experience that loss of control again—to be powerless and broken. This was her second chance, and she was going to make the most of it.

Her mistakes now threatened to wipe away all the good she’d hoped to accomplish with her second chance. Her time in the cage made it impossible to trust in those around her. The walls built up from that experience had led her to hide away all the important things... and to this tribunal.

“You can judge my actions as you will,” Metcalf said, still standing tall and proud over her colleagues. “I stand by every one. They led me to you—to this. To the DSA. Despite my failings, despite my errors. Don’t forget that.”

She didn’t need to hear another word. She didn’t need to feel the eyes of judgment from those around her. Their rage and their pity followed her from the stairs toward the dormitory. 

“Where are you going?” Morgan asked, the anger still prominent in her voice.

Metcalf turned back. “Have your discussion. Decide my fate. But I won’t stand here and defend myself like a criminal.”

“Susan,” Kanigher called.

Her head fell low. A hand shot out to the nearby wall for support. “Make your choice, Bobby.”
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She had disabled the locks weeks ago. Finding the place had been the laborious task, but once she’d learned the name of the woman behind all her troubles, things quickly lined up. Property deeds, public notes of sale, and other properly filed documents had been located, and the trail suddenly made complete sense.

Patience had brought Vivian Ness to her moment of revenge. How she’d ever found such a well of infinite patience was beyond her, yet now her time had come. 

The farmhouse held little value for her on the surface. Days had been spent combing through each room. She had pulled at every decoration on the walls and dug through the dust-ridden floors for some sign of life. Something more hid here, something other than the so-called American dream of white-picket fences around a yellow-sided domicile. 

A switch tucked behind the banister to the second floor revealed the truth. The wall shifted, kicking away the dust and decay of neglect, and gave way to a computer control room far beyond any Vivian had seen before. Monitors adorned the walls. It appeared the entire compound was rife with surveillance. A security measure, perhaps, but it allowed her a window into the soul of her target.

Securing the room behind her, Vivian settled in for the actual work. Time slipped away from her, but with it came an intimate knowledge of the system. She knew how to take control, how to dismantle the security of the underground structure hidden in the back of the property.

Her study of the control room also brought her a new understanding of every player on the screens. From the young woman with the glasses and her stringent work ethic to the late-night snacking of a shabbily dressed man with a penchant for reading comic books, Vivian viewed the entire Bunker and the personnel working within. 

None of the others mattered, though. They were bit players in the drama that encapsulated Vivian’s life. Her hand slipped from the keyboard and moved for her right eye. Fingers vanished from her view, her sight long since destroyed by the acts of the woman at the heart of her rage. Revenge was all that was left to Vivian Ness, and she would have it on the woman who stole away her life.

Darkness consumed her world. Stirring to consciousness, she found herself lost in a haze. She blinked rapidly to shake away the cobwebs that seemed to settle over her entire being. A dim light showered over her from a nearby lamp on her left. Beeping rose from her right; machines clicked and whirred, but when she glanced over, she saw nothing but darkness. 

Panic set in. She couldn’t see. Her vision failed on the right. Turning her head slightly, she realized it was only on the right as her left picked up the monitors in the hospital room.

What happened? Why am I here?

A dozen more questions raced through her mind. She tried to move, to escape whatever was being done to her, only to find her body unwilling. Her limbs held no strength, the time spent in the hospital bed extensive.

At her movements, sudden voices grew in the corridor. Steps quickened in her direction as two women approached with stunned looks on their faces.

“Ella esta volviendo,” one said. “Llama al doctor.”

She’s coming around. Get the doctor. 

The words made complete sense to her somehow. She recognized them to be Spanish, yet instinctively realized they did not match her own native tongue. She reached for her head. The grogginess was too strong to shake. 

The other nurse slipped from the room. She closed the curtain on her way out, leaving the pair with their privacy. The young woman at her bedside set to work.

“What... happened?”

The question came from a voice that surprised even the bed-ridden patient from which it originated. Her words were weak and despondent, pitiful attempts to gain traction in the world to which she had woken up to. Continuing with her task, the nurse leaned closer.

“English,” she said with a slight nod. “I do my best.”

“Where?” the patient asked, the word stronger this time. The voice, however, remained strange to her own ear. “Where am I?”

“Hospital. You hurt very bad.”

The curtain pulled back. A doctor strode in, dark-skinned, with gray along the temples and in his thick beard. He started toward the right side of the bed, then stopped. Rounding the other side, he cut in front of the nurse.

“I have this,” he said. The woman completed her note, then passed along the small chart. “Thank you.”

Sympathetic eyes met the patient, pity at her situation. She hated the look and was glad when the nurse closed the curtain behind her once more.

“How are you feeling?” His English was better, clearly having studied in his youth and maintained the skill during his time at the medical center.

“Terrible,” the woman replied. “My head is pounding, and I can’t—” Her hand settled over her right eye. A bandage covered it. “Is this why I can’t see? I need to—”

“Don’t,” the doctor said. He forced her hand away from the bandage. He brought it down to rest at her side. “You suffered a terrible injury.”

“I... I don’t remember.” 

The past was a blank spot in her memory. There was nothing but white space when she went to access the incident that had brought her to the hospital. Loud and terrible sounds, like the ringing of bells, filled her senses. She cringed at the sound, her headache worse for the attempt.

“I can’t remember,” she said again.

The doctor looked her over with a sad nod. “Yes. That is not uncommon for someone with your trauma.”

“Tell me.”

He pointed to the bandage on her eye. “The bullet took your right eye, but the angle of the shot did minimal damage beneath the
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