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About This Book


Welcome to a new stand-alone but interconnected series from Dale Mayer. This is Bullard’s story—and that of his team’s. All raw, rough, incredibly capable men who have one goal: to find out who was behind the attack on their leader, before the attacker, or attackers, return to finish the job.

Stay tuned for more nonstop action as the men narrow down their suspects … and find a way to let love back into their own empty lives.

Bullard’s barely aware of his surroundings, as he slowly emerges from a coma and months of slow healing. He recognizes the general area but not the facilities or the woman attending him. Neither does he remember exactly what happened.

Leia, a gifted surgeon in her own right, hadn’t expected this giant of a man to wash up in the shallows by her beach, nor to call on every trick she’s ever learned to keep him alive. Her instincts tell her to take a leave, to keep him hidden, even as she struggles to answer his questions. The longer he’s with her, the more she realizes how hard it could be to let him go. But he has turned the corner and is healing quickly.

Only the real world intrudes faster than expected, as one of Bullard’s team shows up on her beach, bringing others, who’d been watching and waiting for the team to find Bullard for them—and now swoop in for the kill …

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


Chapter 1
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Bullard opened his eyes to stare up at the mosquito netting all around him. He could almost be at one of his African compounds with that netting, but what he saw out the long curtains that acted as doors was a white beach and a blue ocean. He wasn’t in Africa; he was in the South Pacific.

But he didn’t know a whole lot else. His brain was a jumble of fragmented images and voices. His nightmares were so ugly that he shuddered as he relived them. Some he could place; some he couldn’t. He knew some were experiences he’d had in the US Navy. Others were missions from his own company.

He knew he had his own company but couldn’t access the details of who worked for him. It was a sad state of affairs, but the good part was the certainty that this Swiss cheese brain of his was filling in, slowly but surely. He didn’t even know how long he’d been here. Weeks perhaps, even months. The days had rolled into this incessant darkness, with intermittent moments of light. Every time he woke up, the same woman was here.

Her name was Leia, and he had no reason to disbelieve her. She also hadn’t offered a last name. However she had been constantly at his side. When he was sick, when he couldn’t do more than roll over and upchuck, she held a bowl to his chin. She held food and drink to his lips, encouraging him to swallow. She’d been here constantly, a guiding light in the darkness of his world. He didn’t know a thing about her beyond the little bit she’d given him. But he couldn’t tell her anything about himself in return.

Whenever he asked for information about her, she smiled and told him that, as soon as he gave her some information, she would give him some. He’d racked his brains for days to come up with something, and eventually one little piece came up. As soon as he told her, she’d given him another piece of her life. He knew what she was doing and why, but it was still frustrating. Yet it was no more frustrating than everything else in his world. Not knowing what had happened was difficult. He had an idea that he’d been piecing together, but he had no details.

He was desperate to have those details.

She didn’t seem to know very much, only telling him that, as far as she knew, he’d been in a bad accident. That fact was evident, so he didn’t need her confirmation on that. What he didn’t know was if it was truly an accident or something targeted. The fact that he could even think about a targeted attack—plus the random words that floated through his head all the time—meant that he had something to do with security and probably a whole lot more, if his memories were anything to go by. It was a scary world out there, and apparently he’d lived in it.

Thrived in it.

He could only hope he was on the good side. It didn’t feel right to be on the wrong side, but he also knew that severe injuries like this could result in incredible traumatic physical damage and sometimes even personality changes. He didn’t know what kind of an asshole he was before this, but he sure as hell hoped he was a better one afterward.

Another woman kept drifting in and out of his head too.

Somebody tall and blonde, with a Viking warrior look. But he had no name to go with her, just a softness in his heart when he thought of her. And that was of no help because he didn’t know if she was his wife, an ex-wife, or even somebody he’d cared about who had passed on. A sense of cotton batting hung around her, as if he needed to protect the memory.

He didn’t understand that either. Nothing made sense, and the more he struggled, the more frustrated he got, prompting Leia to tell him to calm down and to just let things happen naturally. But then her memories hadn’t been sacrificed. Her body wasn’t lying here broken, barely able to do anything, even though he had made great improvements. She told him one time that it wasn’t his body that was broken as much as what had happened to his brain and that he would heal, but it would take time.

And she’d given him that mysterious look, like she knew something he didn’t, and she wouldn’t share. And again that drove him crazy, but he didn’t think she was out to be mean. He thought it was more that she didn’t think he was ready to hear the truth. He also knew that he’d had surgery, likely more than one because he had stitches, but he didn’t know what corrective steps had been taken.

And she wasn’t talking. When he’d asked, she’d said that some measures had been needed to keep him alive. He could understand that, and, at the time, he’d had enough sense to keep quiet about it. He was alive; that was the main thing. And, once he was stable, many other things could be fixed eventually. He just needed time in order to get things cleared up.

None of it made a whole lot of sense, but, as he woke that next morning, he found more clarity in his heart; his brain was less fuzzy, his thoughts clearer. As Leia walked in to check on him, he smiled. “This is getting to be a habit,” he said.

“It’s been a habit for quite a while now.” Her peaceful countenance was something he found soothing and refreshing. “Are you hungry?

“Actually I am,” he whispered. “I’m not sure why though.”

“It’s a good sign,” she said, her gaze ever watchful.

“I’m fine, you know?” he said, when she finally raised her gaze to study his features.

“I can see that,” she said, her eyes crinkling up. He could never say a harsh word to her, as it would be like pulling wings off a butterfly. But as gentle and as fragile as she seemed, he knew she had a steel core because he hadn’t been easy to look after in the initial days, and yet she’d hung in there. She hadn’t given an inch, and she hadn’t let him have his way over anything. So he had to conclude that she was ruling with a velvet glove, and, for whatever reason, he was letting her. Mostly because he was currently a prisoner, … imprisoned by a broken body and a broken mind that needed yet more time.

“Anything else from your medicine woman?”

“So today you call her a medicine woman instead of a witch doctor?” she asked, clearly teasing. Her voice was like a cool breeze on a hot day. Refreshing and so soothing that it made his heart ache for something so different. He said softly, “I’ll call her whatever I need to in order to get the answers I need.”

“So driven,” she murmured.

“You know it,” he said, nodding.

“I can see it,” she said. “Every day you’ve been driving yourself hard, pushing to get back to full strength.”

“I’d be happy to get back to having a full set of brains,” he said. “I feel like somebody took mine and shook them, until they looked like spaghetti, and now I’m left trying to hook them back up into a normal brain pattern.”

She chuckled softly. “That’s not a bad description,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean you’re necessarily ready for more though. The brain protects itself, and, when it can handle more, it will give you more.”

“Then my brain needs to get a better understanding of who I am,” he snapped, “because I want it now.”

With the softest of smiles, she headed out of the room.

He groaned. “Sorry. I don’t mean to take it out on you.”

“I know,” she said in that same gentle voice.

He just sighed. Anytime he raised his voice or talked to her in anything other than his gentlest voice, she would quietly withdraw her presence. He knew it was likely the result of some kind of training, but he didn’t understand. It was almost like he’d ended up in some monastery, and she had these rules about how she was willing to be treated.

The thing is, her tactics worked, and he always felt like a heel whenever he raised his voice. It didn’t matter how frustrated he was, just something was seriously special about her. And, even though he’d apologized, it would still take a while before she returned. He could try to convince her to come back, but it never worked, or at least it hadn’t so far.

When she returned this time, he frowned as he stared out of the window. “Any chance of going down to the beach?”

She spoke quietly. “Maybe this afternoon.”

“Good,” he said, with a note of satisfaction. “It looks awesome out there.”

“It is,” she said. “It’s beautiful.”

“How long have you been here?” he asked.

“How long have you been here?” she replied, with her usual parry back.

He glared at her. “At least eight weeks,” he said.

“You’re right,” she said. “I’ve been here at least five years.”

“But only five years, so you weren’t born here, huh?”

“Where were you born?” she immediately responded.

He groaned. “In Germany, I think,” he said, looking pensive as he stared outside. “But I don’t think I was there very long.”

“Any idea why?”

“My parents,” he said. “Something happened to my mother.”

“And that caused your father to do something different?” she murmured.

“It did,” he said quietly. “Hard to get all the details though.”

“Maybe, but you’re doing so much better,” she said, always with that soft smile of hers.

He smiled back at her. “You are such a cheerleader.”

“I call it as I see it,” she said, with that same gentleness. When she walked out the next time, he hoped it was to get him food. He was never one to sit and to be waited on, but, in his current condition, he didn’t have much choice. He thought that he was somebody who liked to cook, but he didn’t have any proof of that, just that his mind dredged up really good meals that he’d had. He wasn’t sure if he had done the cooking, but he had the feeling that he was a capable hand at a lot of things.

Now if only he knew where that training had come from or just what those skills actually were. Just then, the same blond woman drifted through his mind again. He shook his head. “I’m not sure who you are,” he said, “but we’re close. Are you upset at me being missing, or were you already gone first?” Of course nobody could answer his questions as he lay here, but he thought about the old seer woman on the island that he called the witch doctor.

She’d come in a couple times, and clearly she didn’t like him much, although she had been open about his future, which hadn’t looked positive. She said that he was being hunted, that people were looking for him. Something sounded really familiar about that, and, while he could accept her analysis, he didn’t understand any of the details. He didn’t think she would provide him with any of them either. She wasn’t even sure what she was doing here. But she kept coming back, sometimes with weird comments.

Like this Terkel character. Bullard wasn’t sure if anyone named Terkel was after him or what the reason was or even if it were true. What had Bullard done to warrant being hunted? Funny how Leia had used that hunted word as well. It was almost like these two women had some kind of inner communication system or a line to the outside world that they weren’t sharing with him. That would piss him off if he found out they had access to a comm that they hadn’t told him about.

Apparently they had no phones of any kind, and Leia hadn’t been to the mainland in a long time. He wondered at a woman so obviously content to be where she was.

Not much was here. At least nothing he saw, but again he didn’t know if she was keeping anything from him. It wouldn’t surprise him in a way, but he hoped not. A part of him didn’t want her to be keeping things from him; yet that was also selfish on his part because he was keeping a lot from her, just not by choice. He called out to her. “Leia?”

“I’m coming with food in a few minutes,” she said.

“Thank you.”

And he shifted again. One of the things he really wanted to do was get back on his feet, so he didn’t have to ask for assistance to the bathroom. A big man like him shouldn’t be brought down by something so simple as bodily functions, but, at the moment, there was really no other way. Or was there? He slowly pushed himself to a sitting position on the edge of the bed, wincing at the newly healed shoulder joints that had taken such a bashing. He had a broken leg, which was splinted and had a rough cast. It was doing much better. Leia had said she’d look at it a little bit later to see if the cast could come off, so they could start working to get that leg more flexible.

And also something was happening with his ribs and his spine, which he sure-as-hell felt. Everything seemed to poke and to prod and to push at him, as if he had a live wire inside. He wasn’t even sure what else was going on, except for his head injury. He reached up and felt the full line of stitches across his skull. The actual stitches were gone by now of course. Just puckered skin remained, which said a lot about how long he’d been here. He wondered if everybody in his life had given up on him. That would be hard too.

He sighed as he sat here for a long moment, then decided he would try to get up again. He noted a pair of crutches leaning against the end of the bad. He frowned at that, wondering how Leia had known.

Sometimes he swore to God that Leia was a witch herself. Grabbing the crutches and moving very slowly, he pushed himself to his feet and hobbled to the simple makeshift outhouse. As soon as he was done, he stood, shaky and weaving ever-so-slightly. As he tried to remain upright, he studied what looked to him like a Pacific island. Completely uninhabited, he saw no sign of anyone, except for the little hut he was in. A little farther back was another hut, a cabinet-looking thing, and he wondered if that was Leia’s.
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Leia stepped out on her deck, as she studied her patient standing outside the small outhouse. He looked weak but actually quite improved over how she’d seen him for the last few weeks. The fact that he had made it to the facilities on his own was huge. She had plumbing up here, but it was still very primitive. She lived on an island completely away from the rest of the world, and that was how she liked it.

When she had finally managed to drag her sorry butt here, she’d been a broken piece of humanity and had desperately needed the solace that a place like this could bring. When she’d found him in the water, while she was out fishing, she knew exactly what he needed. She was a surgeon and had been a damn good one. Right up until a series of unfortunate events had cost her everything—her job, her self-confidence, and all the people she’d spent so much time trying to help. Now that all seemed like a long time ago. It wasn’t so far removed from the present, but still it was a lifetime away.

She wouldn’t ever return to that kind of workforce environment again. She’d spent her life helping people, but, when it turned out badly, it seemed like everyone in her world had turned on her. As for her current patient, she didn’t know what his story was, but something was there. Something terribly dark. She’d been there beside him through all his nightmares, hearing the fear and the night terrors that ripped through him. She didn’t know what had happened in his world, but it was still happening, of that she had no doubt. She’d heard through the grapevine that people were looking for him, but, so far, they hadn’t found her patient or Leia.

She kept in touch with the outside world but didn’t know who to trust on this. She had no idea who was the right person to inform. She had done as much surgery on him as she could, trying to repair the injuries and to keep his body as functional as possible. Considering her island ER setup, she had done a hell of a job, if she did say so herself. This Terkel person though, that was a different story entirely. The old medicine woman on the other side of the island said that Terkel kept contacting her with a message to tell her patient that Terkel was looking for him, and now he’d found him. Bullard.

She half expected that her idyllic island life would get completely disrupted by the arrival of foreigners in connection with Bullard. What would she do then?

Her heart ached at the thought of him leaving, but of course he would. This wasn’t his world or where he’d chosen to spend his life. He’d gotten here by chance. Something had happened that had put him on this pathway, and she’d done her best to rescue him, then to get him healthy and able to go home. He was far from 100 percent, but every day he made visible improvements. As he gradually regained his strength, she had begun to see the powerhouse of the man that he was. And she knew that, as soon as he fully understood what was going on, he would be chomping at the bit to head back to his real life.

She would miss him terribly.

She wasn’t sure who this Ice person was or several other people Bullard kept calling out for. The names didn’t mean anything to her, and Leia had no way of knowing whether they did to him or not. She’d written them down but was still uncertain at what point in time she should ask him about it. She didn’t want to set him back any further. And he had already proven to be wily and difficult to handle when he had his mind set on a particular course. She figured that, once he approached anything near his full strength, he would be almost impossible to keep down.

At that point she would have lost control over his care. She knew that time was coming, but it would still be hard to let go. She didn’t want to admit it, but she had become more than attached. He was a special patient, perhaps because he was the first one she’d looked after in all these years, but he’d also been so broken and so desperately in need that it was a true challenge for her talents. For the longest time she’d had nobody for that part of her psyche to deal with, then suddenly ended up with somebody who needed her desperately, and she’d given him her all. Was it enough? She didn’t know, especially considering she had no idea what was going on in his world, including how he had ended up in the ocean and so terribly injured.

Was he in danger? She suspected as much, since the medicine woman had warned Leia that Bullard had bad enemies and needed help. Well, the help part she understood; it was just a matter of what she was supposed to do at this point, recognizing her options were limited. He was a good man, at least what she had seen of him. Her heart told her that he was a very strong and a very tough man, but he was also a man of honor.

Maybe that was just wishful thinking because she needed something to believe in, and he was it. She nodded, as she stepped back inside her cabin, knowing that he’d seen the movement. He’d been completely cooped up in that small space down there for too long. It started out as basically her writing space, a little gazebo without walls that she had erected for her own purpose. A place slightly separate from her home that she needed for working out, writing, and yoga, just to release the strain and the stress inside her own system. As soon as the food was ready, she loaded up his and her platters, then carried them carefully to where he rested on the bed once again.

“You have your own space,” he growled.

She nodded. “Of course.”

“There’s no of course about it,” he said.

He sounded aggrieved, as if she’d kept something important from him. She just smiled. “You’re being foolish,” she said. “My life has been here for a long time, so obviously this little hut isn’t where I made my home.”

“I know,” he said, suddenly sounding bashful.

She chuckled. “You can’t seem to decide whether you’ll behave as a little boy or as a man.”

“Because, for the first time, it feels like the little boy in me is being allowed to come out,” he confessed.


Chapter 2
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Leia looked at him, then chuckled. “Nothing wrong with that,” she murmured. “We all need moments of peace and quiet to let out our inner child.”

“If you say so.” He looked at the food and grinned. “Did you catch the fish today?”

“Not today,” she said easily. “I’m still not the fisherman others on the island are.”

“I imagine it’s a lifestyle for them,” he said.

“I guess so,” she said. “Still I get a little bit every time I go out. It’s just not quite enough.”

“Looks like you get everything you need here though.”

“To a certain extent I do. Yes.”

“And do you want to stay here?”

The question threw her. She lifted her dark gaze to his and studied him, wondering what was behind the question. “I don’t know,” she said. “I haven’t been here all my life, so I do know what the rest of the world looks like. I can’t say that I’m in great favor of what the world has to offer sometimes.”

He nodded in understanding. “You’ve seen some of the worst of it, haven’t you?”

“I don’t know that I would say that,” she said gently. “I think a lot of the worst of it out there is the people themselves.”

“Always is,” he said.

She gave him his plate, a towel for his fingers, and a fork. He dove in with an appetite that surprised her. “You really are feeling better, aren’t you?” she said, with a pleased grin.

“I am. It’s just this damn brain.”

“That damn brain has held you in good stead. Cut it some slack.” He gave her a one-arm shrug. She looked at him and asked, “Anything coming back?”

“Not that I can make sense of.” He shook his head. “Just lots of memories that aren’t very pleasant.”

“Of course.” She nodded.

“No ‘of course’ about it,” he said. “It would be nice if I had some meaning to it all.”

“There is, and there will be.” She shrugged. “You just have to give it a chance.”

“I know,” he said, “but it’s frustrating nonetheless.”

“Remember. Your brain must heal too.”

“I know. I know,” he growled, showing his palms. “The trouble is, I can’t hurry up the healing process.”

“You can practice patience.” She tucked into her meal, but her gaze was wary. He was healing faster than she had expected, was gaining strength at a phenomenal rate. Once his brain decided to kick in fully, he would charge forward, hell-bent for leather, regardless of what she had to say.

He moved his injured leg around. “I was happy to see it held my weight.”

“You’ve also lost a lot of weight,” she murmured.

“Not because of the food though,” he said, with great satisfaction, as he stared down at his plate. “It’s very simple, but it tastes good and is very filling.”

“It’s also good for you. Not all food is the same.”

“No, and I like this,” he said with a nod.

“Good,” she replied, as she reached for his empty plate. “Would you like some coffee now?”

“Coffee sounds great, but could we go outside?” he asked hopefully.

She knew at this point he could probably get there on his own, but he was looking for her permission. And, with that, she nodded. “We can probably get you to the edge of the beach, if you like.”

“I’d like to go in the water and swim, but I know the ocean tides would tire me easily.”

“A set of pools are to the side,” she said. “If you could get yourself there, you’d probably be okay.”

“So we’re not going to the beach?”

“The adjacent pools are fresh water that runs into the ocean,” she said. “The water would be cooler, but it would be easier for you to get in and out.”

He looked at the ocean. “It doesn’t look like it would be hard to get in there, but I’m afraid it might be hard to get out.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Sometimes I struggle with it myself. What do you think? Shall we give the pools a try?”

He nodded, then struggled to sit on the side of the bed again. Then, reaching for the crutches, he slowly stood. She gathered the dishes and walked to the big porch deck of the other hut and added the dishes to a bucket of water on the porch. She slept inside under the roof, which covered about three-quarters of the building; the rest opened to the deck area outside. She pointed to the small group of trees about one hundred yards away. “The water comes into a pool there, and I have steps down into it.”

“You swim there?”

“I bathe there all the time,” she admitted.

He tilted his head. “Good, then show me the way.”

As he slowly walked toward the area, she kept a tight eye on his progress. She knew he would assume he could go farther and better than anybody. And, sure enough, it wasn’t long before he made it partway, then stopped and looked at her. “You don’t have far to go,” she said. “Once you’re there, you can rest.”

“How far?” he asked. “It’s looking farther all the time.”

“It always does,” she said.

He pushed forward, and, when he stopped at the trees, she had really meant it when she said she had a lot of rock ledges going down to the pool. Using the crutches on the dry rocks, he slowly made his way to the water’s edge, where she had placed more rocks on the side. He looked at the water, then at her. “Is there any reason not to fall in?”

“Go for it,” she said. “It’s all safe. But let me take that makeshift cast off first.” With that done, he turned, dropped his crutches, and literally fell into the water, causing a great big wave to wash up.

She waited nervously, until he popped to the surface again, but he was obviously half fish because he rolled and twisted as he swam with joy. She laughed at him. “If I’d realized this is what your heart wanted,” she said, “I would have gotten you here sooner.”

“No, I had to come on my own,” he said. “I’m too big for you to manhandle this far, which meant I still had to improve first.”

“But look at how well you’re doing,” she said. “It’s amazing how much more range of motion you have with the buoyancy of the water helping out. You’re not showing near as much pain as you would if you were trying to twist that way out of the water.”

He rolled over on his back, and, with a great big sigh, he floated. “The current isn’t bad either,” he marveled.

“No, not here,” she said. “It’s quite calm.” After he was out of the water and stretched out one of the rocks, still wearing only his shorts, she asked, “Are you okay here while I go put on coffee?”

“Are you okay if I just sleep here?”

She laughed, then leaned over, checked his forehead. “I’m fine if you do that,” she said.

“I am getting better, you know?” he said, eyes closed against the sun.

“I can see that,” she replied, her voice choking up; then she hastily left to put on the coffee.
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Not knowing whether what Bullard heard was part of a dream state, as he drifted in and out, he shifted gently. He was cautious about shifting too much because, as Leia had said, any sudden movement could cause a jarring to his spine, and the pain could cripple him. It’s not that he was still broken; apparently it was more about how his body wasn’t used to movement yet, after being in bed for so long.

She had him doing yoga, for God’s sake, though, at first, he had argued. Eventually he’d seen the sense of it and was doing it on a daily basis. For some reason he knew that people in his past would laugh at him, yet he didn’t have a problem following her instructions here. She was like a guiding light, and, if she told him to move left, he’d move left. He didn’t have any reason for his blind obedience, other than the fact that she had been working very hard for quite some time to help him.

And he saw the change in his body as he’d followed along with her instructions. Also, floundering rudderless in this storm with only the broken parts of his memories, he knew he needed to trust somebody. Whether it was safe to trust her, he couldn’t tell, but he also had no reason not to. He shifted on the rocks, slowly sitting up and moving closer to the water, as he tried to look around, tried to find the source of the noises.

He saw no sign of anyone, and he wasn’t sure what he heard. He knew some wildlife was on the actual island itself because sometimes she told him about them. He didn’t think any big cats were here, but he’d been wrong before. As he studied the area around them, trying not to make it look like he was hunting—a move that came naturally, easily—he thought he saw somebody in the bushes across the way. He let his gaze drift past, before coming back to study the area.

Then he noted a set of eyes studying him. He stared right back and called out, “Hello.” Immediately the face disappeared. He frowned at that and heard footsteps behind him, but these he recognized.

“Who are you talking to you?” she asked. “Or have you suddenly become psychic?”

He laughed. “I thought I saw somebody in the bushes.” Lifting an arm, he pointed in the general direction.

“Interesting,” she murmured. “Nobody has said anything to me about being here.”

“Well, I’m probably an anomaly that they’re all trying to check out,” he said quietly.

“And that’s possible.” She paused, gazing around the area. “Lots of young women here are looking for a big studly man to protect them.”

He snorted at that. “Right. I’m not exactly protector material at the moment.”

“But you’re a big white man on an island,” she said quietly. “Plenty of families have girls who would happily marry you.”

“Even though I have no job, don’t know if I have any assets, or even if I already have a family?”

“Exactly,” she said, as she stepped down onto the rocks and handed him a coffee cup.

“Thank you.” He took a sniff of the heady brew. “It’s always strong and always perfect.”

“It’s good coffee,” she said, “and simple, which I like. I roast it here, grind it, and make it myself.”

“Such a simple life for a woman who isn’t simple at all.”

“I’m very simple,” she said lightly.

He turned to look at her and shook his head. “You’re anything but. You’re a guardian angel, … an angel of some kind anyway.” She snorted. “You’ve done an incredible job looking after me.”

“I’ve only done what anybody would do,” she said immediately.

“Well, I don’t know many people who would have looked after me like this,” he said. “I don’t even know where or how you found me.”

“In the ocean.”

Something was in her voice. He turned to look at her. “Do you know what happened?”

“Not for sure,” she said. “I wondered …”

“What is it you wonder?”

She hesitated, and then, as if making a decision, she said, “A plane blew up. I know that people are looking for survivors.”

“How long ago?”

“Right at the same time I found you,” she said. “Maybe the day before. I’m not sure.”

He took a slow deep breath and let it out. “That’s a little disconcerting.”

“Yes,” she said. “It was.”

“Did you tell anyone?”

“No,” she said, “I didn’t.”

He stared at her. “Did you have a reason why?”

“Instinct told me not to,” she said, with a glare.

He stared straight back at her, as if she were willing him to judge her for making a decision that impacted him, when she had no justifiable reason for going one direction or the other. “Instinct,” he said, rolling the idea around in his mind. Nothing wrong with that; he just didn’t know why.

“Yes,” she said. “I felt like you were in danger.”

He looked at her in surprise. “The only reason I would be in danger is if I were on that plane, and it was deliberately shot down.”

“Exactly,” she said. “I know that I have no idea, but still I haven’t gone out of my way to tell the authorities you’re alive. You had no identification on you. So I don’t even know who you are, except that you told me how you thought you were called Bullard.”

“Right,” he said. “I remember telling you that.”

“And that’s a very strange name,” she said, “but I didn’t know if it was your name or somebody else’s. So, in theory, I didn’t have any reason to take it further.”
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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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