
  
    
      DOUBLE TAP

      THE SILENCER SERIES BOOK 6

    

    
      
        MIKE RYAN

      

    

    
      WWW.MIKERYANBOOKS.COM

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Mike Ryan

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Mike Ryan

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Recker looked completely uncomfortable. There was no question he was out of his element. It was a day he knew was coming for weeks, and he wasn’t looking forward to it at all. But he knew it was one of the give-and-takes that he had to do if he wanted Mia to remain part of his life. After three months of talking and deliberating, they finally decided on a place to live together. His apartment. His bare walls, his scant furniture, the barely livable arrangements, they were all about to go. Replaced by pictures, more comfortable surroundings, and things that smelled nice. And he wasn’t all that warm and fuzzy about it.

      “A little to the left,” Mia said.

      Recker closed his eyes and sighed, thinking if anyone saw him now, his reputation would take a severe hit. Well, maybe not severe, but he’d sure have to put up with a lot of ribbing and good-natured abuse. After all, hanging curtains wasn’t exactly something anyone would ever expect to see him doing. He certainly never thought so. But, it was the price he had to pay to be with the woman that he cared about. As long as nobody saw him do the homely duties.

      “One day I’m shooting people and the next I’m hanging curtains,” Recker mumbled to himself. “Unreal.”

      “What, honey?”

      “Uh, nothing. Which way you want these?”

      Though Jeremiah and his gang were now out of the picture, Recker didn’t want Mia staying in her former apartment. He’d actually pleaded with her to quit her job and stay at home, that way he could be sure nobody would ever try taking advantage of her again. But that flew on deaf ears. Though Mia loved and wanted to be with him, she wasn’t going to stash herself away and become a vegetable. She loved her job; she loved helping people, and she was determined to keep doing just that.

      Recker still had concerns, but knew it was a lost cause in trying to change her mind. It just wouldn’t happen. So he did the next best thing. He taught her how to be elusive. How to become invisible. And it wasn’t just for her safety, but also for his. Nobody knew where he lived other than Jones. The last thing Recker needed was somebody following her and finding out where his home was. So they agreed that she would never drive straight home to the apartment after work. She would take a few extra turns to make sure there was nobody in her rear-view mirror. Recker taught her which ways to go, and also how to spot if someone was tailing her. Over the previous month, he rigged up some practice situations where he used a different car to teach her how to, not only spot someone following her, but also how to escape them. After a month of practice, Mia had gotten relatively good at the practice. She’d never be at a CIA level of elusiveness, but she wasn’t half-bad. He figured if anyone ever attempted to follow her after that point, they’d most likely not be as good as he was. And if they were, they’d most likely find him eventually, anyway. She was at least good enough to satisfy Recker’s worries for the time being. In any case, he’d continue working with her to sharpen her skills in the event she ever had to put them into use, which hopefully she wouldn’t.

      Once the curtains had been hung to Mia’s satisfaction, Recker stared out the window for a few moments. As he was daydreaming, Mia continued unpacking some of her things, as well as some new things she’d bought for the apartment. Recker’s gaze was interrupted as he noticed Mia putting some small, potted plants on the windowsill. He looked at her with a curious expression, almost like he wasn’t sure what she was doing.

      “What’s that?” Recker said.

      “Uh, plants.”

      “Why are you putting them there?”

      “To decorate the apartment?” Mia replied, sensing that he was skeptical of her arrangements.

      “Oh.”

      “Would you like me to take them down?”

      “No. No. It’s fine,” Recker said, though he really did have some reservations about it.

      “Are you sure?”

      He tried to make a face to indicate he had no issues, though not very well. “Totally.”

      Mia smiled at him, thinking it was cute how he had hang-ups over a few small plants. “It’ll be OK,” she said, patting his shoulder reassuringly.

      “I’m fine. It’s just I’ve never actually had plants before.”

      “Don’t worry about them. I’ll take care of them.”

      “Good. Cause I’m good at killing things. Plants probably included.”

      Mia laughed and gave him a pat on the shoulder as she went back to some of the boxes that were littered along the floor. He turned around just in time to see the horror of her taking out a few pictures that were already in frames. He stood there dumbfounded, his mouth slightly open, as he watched her nail the frames to the wall. There were some pictures of her, some of him, and some of them together.

      “I need a case,” Recker whispered. “I’m not made for this.”

      After putting a few pictures up, Mia turned around to grab another one when she noticed the blank expression on his face. Though she was amused at how uncomfortable the simplest of things seemed to make him, she tried to be understanding and not show it. She knew the barren landscape of the apartment before she got there was likely how his places had looked for the past ten years or so. It was probably all he ever knew. She walked over to him with a sad puppy dog kind of a smile and put her arms around him to give him a kiss, trying to be as sympathetic as possible. Though Mia was enjoying herself immensely, she knew it was hard for him. Change wasn’t something that Recker was accustomed to or liked very much.

      “It’s going to be OK,” she said. “I promise.”

      Her affection briefly helped to alleviate his anxiety over his changing life. A warm look into her eyes was enough to ease the fears of any man, Recker included. There was just something about the way she looked at him that made him feel more secure in his changing environment. At least when her arms were wrapped around him.

      “When did you do all that?” Recker said, not aware that she ever had pictures of them made.

      “Well, the pictures of us were the selfies I took of us. And the ones of just you were just pics that I took randomly. You’ve seen them before.”

      “I know. I just didn’t realize that you printed them out.”

      “Is that a problem?” she said with a smile.

      “No. It just makes things seem... permanent.”

      “I can take them down if it makes you uncomfortable.”

      “No, it’s fine. I’m just… not used to looking at myself on the wall,” Recker said.

      Seeing the pictures of them together on the wall was a little jarring to him. In his mind, it was like a symbol of their relationship cementing. And though he still wasn’t as comfortable with it as he tried to pretend he was, he knew Mia would be crushed if she had to take them down because of his uneasiness. It was just something he’d have to deal with.

      Once Mia went back to hanging more pictures, Recker started feeling uneasy again. He started to think that maybe he just needed to get out of the apartment for a while. Maybe it was just the process of seeing all the changes unfold in front of his eyes that fueled his anxiety. Maybe if he went out and everything was done once he got back, he would feel much better about the situation. He thought maybe it wasn’t the actual changes themselves that was causing his worries, and if everything was already done, it wouldn’t bother him as much.

      Recker pulled out his phone, praying that Jones had tried to call or text him. Even though he knew Jones hadn’t, he hoped that somehow, he just missed the call. Maybe he didn’t hear the ringer as Mia was talking to him about something. Or maybe he missed a text message when he was in a trance over what seemed like a strange apartment to him. But as Recker checked, his hopes were quickly dashed. There were no calls. No texts. But as he continued to watch Mia alter his apartment, or as he needed to get used to saying, their apartment, he knew he needed to escape for a while. Seeing he was supposed to have the day off, Mia was a little concerned when she noticed him looking at his phone.

      “Everything OK?” Mia said.

      “Oh. Uh, yeah. Yeah, everything’s fine.”

      “Then why are you looking at your phone like that?”

      “It’s uh... it’s David,” Recker said, quickly thinking of something. “Yeah. He just texted me about something. I should probably call him back to see what’s up.”

      “You were supposed to be with me all day,” she said, disappointed about what she suspected was about to happen.

      “Well, let me just see what he wants. Maybe it’s not what you think.”

      Recker walked into the kitchen as he called Jones’ number, hoping that the professor had somehow come up with a new case. The actual move-in day for Mia had already been postponed a couple of times when newer, more urgent types of cases had unexpectedly popped up at the last minute. Jones had personally assured her the previous day that nothing was on the horizon.

      “David, I saw you called, what’s up?”

      “Um… what?” Jones said.

      “So what’s going on?”

      “Nothing’s going on. What call? I didn’t call you.”

      “Oh. Well is it serious?”

      “Serious? What are you talking about? Is everything all right there?”

      “Yeah, everything’s going fine here.”

      “I’m glad to hear it.”

      “So you really think you need me?” Recker said.

      “Are we back to this again? What are you talking about?”

      “Yeah, I suppose I can be down there in a while if you really think it’s necessary.”

      “Michael, nothing is going on.”

      “She’ll be disappointed, but she’ll understand.”

      “Do we have a bad connection or something?” Jones said, looking at his phone in bewilderment.

      “I can leave in about five minutes.”

      “Leave for what?”

      “All right. I’ll see you when I get there,” Recker said, hanging up.

      Jones sat there for a minute, trying to figure out what had just happened. He continued staring at his phone, lying on the desk. “I hope he hasn’t gone crazy after less than one day of being domesticated.”

      Before going back into the living room, Recker looked at kitchen cabinets and let out a sigh. He wasn’t that proud of himself for what he was about to do, deceiving Mia like he was. But he figured on the importance level as far as lies go, this one would rank on the bottom of the list. As he thought about it for a few more moments, he actually convinced himself it was better this way, anyway. Interior decorating wasn’t his thing, and there wasn’t much he could add. The only thing he could really do was get in the way. Mia would probably be better off, or at least faster, if she didn’t have to stop every few minutes to massage his feelings over his changing apartment.

      When Recker finally came back in, Mia didn’t need him to say anything. She’d already overheard his conversation with Jones. Recker had made sure that he talked loud enough for her to hear. By the look on her face, he could tell that she wasn’t pleased. She was just standing there looking at him, a picture frame in each hand, which were dropped down on each side of her by her knees. Recker started to open her mouth to explain before she stopped him. She lifted her left index finger off the frame and held it out in front of her, so he didn’t say a word.

      “I know,” she sighed in frustration, yet still somehow mustering a smile. “You’ve gotta go.”

      “I’m sorry. It’s just that something’s come up.”

      “I know. I know. Something always comes up.”

      Recker walked over to her to try to smooth over her frustrations. He put his hands on her waist and brought her closer to him, giving her a gentle kiss on the lips.

      “Bribery will not get you anywhere,” Mia said, though the kiss wiped away the look of displeasure on her face.

      “Are you sure?” Recker said, kissing her again.

      “Well…”

      “Besides, you’ll get all this done a lot faster if I’m not here. You know I’m not really helping here.”

      “I just wanted this to be a special moment for us.”

      Recker knew it was important for her and took a moment to look around the room. “This isn’t what’s special. These things are just… things. The only special moment I need is when you’re like this, when you’re in my arms.”

      “You’re lucky you’re so good looking,” Mia said, kissing him again, as all her displeasure faded away.

      “I think it’ll be better this way, anyway. You’ll be able to do things the way you want without having to constantly look over at me to see if I’m hyperventilating.”

      “But what if I do something that you don’t like?”

      “I’m sure that everything you do will be perfect,” Recker said. “Besides, the thing that matters to me most is that you’re here. Everything else I can get used to. It might take some time, but I’ll get used to it… eventually.”

      After a few more minutes of affection, Recker finally pulled himself away from Mia and went down to the office. And though she was initially disappointed at him leaving, she knew that everything would go by faster if he was gone. Not that her first priority was speed, but she didn’t want to spend the whole day doing it either. When Recker got down to the office, about thirty minutes had elapsed since his phone call with Jones. Based on the strangeness of the conversation, the professor didn’t know if Recker was actually coming or not. When he saw Recker enter the office, he stopped what he was doing and started peppering his partner with questions, wondering if he was losing his mind.

      “Would you mind explaining what that phone call was about?” Jones said, getting up from his chair to greet his friend.

      “Oh. I, uh, just needed to get away for awhile.”

      “Get away? Are you two already having compatibility problems on your first day of cohabitation?”

      Recker thought for a moment. “What?”

      Jones rolled his eyes, not believing that he didn’t understand what he was talking about. “Are you two having issues already?”

      “Oh. No. Nothing like that.”

      “Then why are you here? You both practically begged for a day off so you could fix up the apartment to suit both your tastes. And now you’re saying you needed to get away?”

      “Well, it’s not a big deal,” Recker said. “It’s not like we’re arguing or styles clashing or anything.”

      “Then what is it?”

      “It’s more or less me. I guess it’s a little harder than I thought it’d be. Seeing everything transform from my way of doing things to a… more pleasant atmosphere will take some getting used to.”

      “Perhaps you’re not as ready for this as you thought you were,” Jones said.

      “No, that’s not it. I love her. I do. This is what I want. She’s what I want. It’s just… I’ve spent a lot of years doing things one way, my way. Not having to worry about what someone else would like or think.”

      “You’ll adjust.”

      “I know. I just hope I don’t drive her crazy in the process.”

      “Or me.”

      “So is there still nothing on the agenda?” Recker said.

      “No. We’re still clear.”

      Since he was there, and didn’t have anywhere else to go, Recker sat down at the desk and went on the computer. He figured he’d just sit there for a couple hours doing busy work, trying to occupy some time before he went back home.

      “So how long do you plan on continuing this little charade of yours and sitting here?” Jones said.

      “I dunno. Two or three hours maybe. Why? Wanna get rid of me already?”

      “No. Just wondering.”

      Jones also sat back down, though he had more definitive plans for his day. There were still a few cases that he was running down information on, but they were probably still a day or two away from acting on anything. His main goal for the day was finishing up on something that he’d been hiding from Recker. It was nothing like the last secret he was hiding from him, about Agent 17. This time, he assumed Recker would be pleased. At least he hoped so. After all, it was Recker’s idea.

      Finding another agent to work within their little group was something they’d discussed previously, and Recker knew Jones had started doing some work on it, Jones never divulged his progress or indicated how close he really was. Jones altered his search methods somewhat this time, though. If there was anything that he learned from Recker’s situation, it was that he didn’t want to get another former agent who was in hot water. This time, Jones focused his efforts on finding ex-CIA agents who were no longer employed with the agency, but were still in good standing. That way they would never have to worry about being tracked or worry about being found. After an exhaustive search over the past several months, Jones finally targeted someone, firmly believing that he found his man.

      Jones hadn’t made any plans on when or how he’d tell Recker though. He figured it would be more of a feeling out process. Recker obviously wasn’t good with change, and even though he initially seemed on board with the idea, Jones wasn’t sure it’d be good to spring it on him now with the changes he had going on with Mia. But it was also something that he needed Recker’s approval on. If they brought in someone new, it had to be someone they could both work with. Someone they had chemistry with. Especially Recker. If they were out in the field, Recker had to feel comfortable that a new person would have his back. That he could trust him. That was no small feat. When it came time to calling on the new recruit, Jones wanted Recker to be there to get his thoughts. Recker was good with initial encounters, and getting a feel on how people were.

      Jones decided he’d wait a few more days before talking to Recker about it. He just felt that now wasn’t the best time to make Recker’s life even more chaotic. He’d give Recker some time to adjust to living with Mia and being in what was basically a brand-new apartment. It was going to be tough for Jones, though, not to spill the beans on what he thought was an exciting development. The man that he tabbed for the next member of their crusade was someone that Jones felt would be a great addition to the team. Someone that wasn’t all that different from Recker. Well, hopefully for Jones there’d be one small difference… that he didn’t have the same appetite for violence.
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      Jones waited another week before talking to Recker about the prospective new member of the team. He assumed that was long enough for Recker to get used to his surroundings. And if it wasn’t, well, that was as long as Jones was giving him, anyway. With each day that passed, Recker seemed a little more comfortable with how things were going. He didn’t seem as anxious or nervous about what was happening at home. Then, one morning when Recker came into the office, Jones figured it was time to clue him in on his activities.

      “Everything going well in your new man cave?” Jones couldn’t keep a playful smile from playing across his face.

      “Don’t get cute.”

      “I’m sorry. I just couldn’t resist the temptation.”

      “Yeah, yeah.”

      “Drapes fastened, pictures hung?”

      “You don’t fasten drapes,” Recker said.

      “Oh. Well I see we are learning new skills, aren’t we?” Jones said, continuing the teasing. “Now you even know the correct procedures on curtains. My, my. If your enemies could only see you now.”

      Recker rolled his eyes, then looked up at the ceiling, contorting his face to make it seem like he was mad, though he really wasn’t. “Are you done now?”

      “Yes, I think so.”

      “Are you sure? Anymore quips or jokes? Might as well get them out now.”

      “No, I believe I’m done.”

      Recker sat down at the desk to start working as Jones walked over to him to spill the big news. Jones grabbed a file folder off the desk containing all his information before he approached his partner. He wanted to tell him early, before they got too knee-deep into anything.

      “So, you remember what we talked about a few months ago?” Jones said, sitting on the edge of the desk. “About adding another person to the team?”

      “Yeah.” Recker wasn’t paying Jones much attention as he typed away on the computer.

      “Well, I’ve been thinking more about it.”

      “Oh? Finally come around on it?”

      “Well, in a way. You’re sure you’re good with it?”

      “Of course. It was my idea if you remember,” Recker said, still not looking at him. “I mean, I don’t want to add just anybody. As long as they got the skills and a personality that we’ll both get along with, then yeah, I’m still good with it.”

      “Then perhaps you should look at this.” Jones held out the folder.

      Getting the clue that Jones had more on his mind than he was saying, Recker finally stopped typing and looked at the professor. He glanced at the file folder, then took it out of his hands. Recker opened it, immediately seeing a picture and bio sheet of Christopher Haley. He intently looked it over for a few minutes before looking back up at Jones.

      “This is the guy?” Recker said.

      “Unless you have objections.”

      Recker turned his attention back to the contents of the folder. He read the bio sheet a couple of times before moving on to the other information that Jones had compiled on him. Jones had printed out everything he could find on Haley. Every case he worked on in the CIA, his life before he joined the government agency, and every detail since he’d left.

      “Well, I’ll let you read that without me looking over your shoulder.” Jones walked around Recker and back to his own workstation.

      Jones had probably compiled at least a hundred pages of information and notes on Haley. Not only the facts and details of Haley’s life, but he had also added his own notes and thoughts. It was a meticulously prepared folder, something one would expect coming from him, bringing someone in to an operation such as the one they were running, one that would take Recker several hours to go over. Though Jones wasn’t going to bug Recker about his thoughts until he was completely done consuming the file, he did keep an ear out, hoping to hear any sounds that Recker might make as he was reading. Maybe some grumbles if he didn’t like something he read, or maybe something more lighthearted if he approved. Something that would give Jones an indication on which way Recker was leaning before they discussed it after he was done.

      Unfortunately for Jones, Recker never gave any clues or hints on his thoughts as he was reading. He was stone-cold silent. And on something like this, Recker wasn’t going to rush his way through. He was going to sit, read, and analyze. Possibly several times over. Jones knew he was going to be in for a long day. It occurred to him that maybe he should’ve given Recker the file toward the end of the day. That way he could’ve taken it home with him. Now, it was unlikely they were going to get any further work done. Luckily there was nothing pressing. After five hours of silence, without either man saying a word, or asking Recker a thing about his thoughts up to that point, Jones couldn’t stand being left in the dark anymore. He needed some clarification about Recker’s thoughts.

      “So, what do you think?” Jones finally said.

      “I’m still reading.”

      “I can see that. But surely you must have some thoughts at this point. Either one way or the other.”

      “Not yet.”

      “Come on, Mike. You’ve been reading for five hours. You don’t have any inclination on which way you’re leaning after five hours?”

      “There’s a lot to think about.”

      “Yes, I understand that. Does he at least seem promising?” Jones said, hoping to get even the littlest nugget of positive emotion out of Recker’s mouth.

      “Uh… maybe.”

      Jones sighed and scratched behind his ear, frustrated that Recker wasn’t going to humor him and tell him a thing. Recker wasn’t going to do this on his own timeline.

      “Do you think you’ll have an answer today?” Jones said.

      “Maybe.”

      “Oh, good lord. You’re not going to give me the slightest of hints about anything, are you?”

      “We’ll see.”

      Jones knew it was a lost cause at that point. Recker wasn’t going to tell him anything. And based upon the fact that Recker seemed to be reading the pages repeatedly, and he still had a few to go, Jones thought it possible that Recker might not even be ready to give an opinion before the day was over.

      “Should I order a late-night snack?” Jones said, only partly kidding.

      “Not something we should rush through.”

      “I’m aware of that.”

      “Maybe I should take this home with me tonight,” Recker said. “That way I can have an answer for you in the morning.”

      “You’re really going to put me through all that agony?”

      “Why not? You’re a patient person.”

      “In most cases. This doesn’t happen to be one of those times.”

      “Why? What’s so special about this? You seem very anxious for some reason.”

      “What’s so special about this? We’re talking about adding a number to our twosome. I’ve spent months working on this, finding candidates, discarding candidates, until I finally whittled it down to one. This one. So yes, I am a little anxious about this.”

      “Well I need time to analyze this. I can’t give my thumbs up until I’ve fully vetted everything in here.”

      “Don’t you think I’ve done that? Do you really believe I’d come to you with this unless I was absolutely sure on this?”

      “What do you want? You want me to just rubber-stamp this?” Recker said.

      “Of course not.”

      “Then let me dig into it on my own. I know you’re anxious about it. Just relax.”

      Jones knew he wasn’t going to speed up Recker’s analysis, so he tried to block it out the best he could. He turned back toward his computer and started working again on some of the upcoming cases they had. He needed to do something engrossing, so he could forget about Recker reading the mountain of information next to him. The only thing he could think of was working on another case. And it worked. Jones completely blocked Recker out of his mind for the next hour until Recker finally made a noise.

      “Crap,” Recker said, drawing a concerned look from Jones, who thought he’d read something that he didn’t like.

      “What’s the matter? What don’t you like?”

      “Nothing,” Recker said, getting up from his chair.

      “Then what are you doing?”

      “It’s past six o’clock. I’m supposed to be off today. Remember, I’ve got a girlfriend redecorating my apartment.”

      “Oh. I almost forgot about that.”

      “Yeah, well, I don’t wanna be gone all day and night. She forgave me for coming. I don’t know if she’ll forgive me for staying indefinitely.”

      “What about Mr. Haley?” Jones said.

      “I’ll take his file with me and read it tonight.”

      “I was hoping I’d get a yay or nay from you tonight.”

      “Not likely. I’ll have an answer in the morning,” Recker said.

      Though Jones wasn’t especially pleased with waiting another day, he knew that was the best he was going to get. As Recker grabbed the file folder and walked toward the door, Jones tried one last time to get some information out of him.

      “You’re seriously going to just leave like that? You’re not even going to give me a hint as to which way you’re leaning?”

      Without saying a word, Recker looked back and gave Jones a sinister smile, realizing he was torturing his partner without saying anything.

      “You know, you have a mean streak in you,” Jones said.

      “Consider it payment for your needling about the curtains,” Recker said, closing the door behind him.

      In reality, Recker was very impressed with the file that Jones had accumulated on Haley. There were no obvious red flags that Recker could see. He spent eight years in the military, four of them in special forces, along with another eight years in the CIA doing clandestine operations. His assignments were for the most part carried out successfully, seemed to be highly thought of, and didn’t seem to have any of the emotional baggage that Recker did. There really wasn’t anything not to like. But Recker didn’t like making decisions on the spot and wanted at least one night to stew it over. Plus, he knew that Jones wouldn’t have recommended anyone unless he was certain it was the right pick. And there was a small piece inside him, enjoying making Jones squirm for the night as retaliation for teasing him the way he did.

      When Recker got home, Mia had just finished the apartment. He walked in, hoping he wouldn’t get the cold shoulder from her for being gone most of the day. As soon as he stepped inside, he was amazed at how different the place looked. It really did feel like he was in someone else’s home. Pictures on the wall, flowers on the table, plants by the window, a couple extra lamps that he didn’t recall having before. Mia really did do a wonderful job with it, he thought. And with everything finished, he hardly felt any anxiety over the latest changes.

      He went over to the wall and stared at the pictures of them together. For the first time he could remember, at least since what happened in London, he finally felt at peace with himself. Looking at the two of them together, their cheeks pressed against each other, he felt like the emptiness he’d been carrying around for so long had gone away. He wasn’t longing for Carrie anymore, wasn’t wishing circumstances had been different, or that

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

