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About This Book


Nothing is what it seems … ever …

Nelson’s early morning meeting at the docks with Elizabeth Etchings offers only bad news. Her brother—and Nelson’s old friend—has gone missing on his days off while his ship was docked in Ensenada. A trip to where he’d last been seen shows the local color … and reveals Nelson’s friend has gotten into bigger trouble than anyone could imagine.

Elizabeth might have had a hand in now sending two men to Baja to look for her brother, but she will not stay behind. Her brother is in danger … and he’s the only family she has left.

It doesn’t take long for Nelson to realize that Elizabeth has caught the eye of someone who rules that corner of the world. She’s now in jeopardy too—possibly more than her brother. Keeping her safe moves up Nelson’s priority list.

Until both issues merge, and everything goes south …
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Prologue
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Nelson Brown sat on Laysa’s living room couch the next morning. He folded up the blanket and set the pillow on top. He and Taylor were leaving the UK and heading back to the States today. Kanen was taking a few days and staying behind with her. Nelson wasn’t exactly sure what Kanen and Laysa planned to do long-term, but they were committed to each other, and she was happy to leave behind her apartment in England with the good and bad memories she had there.

Everything in the storage locker she’d owned with her late husband was lost in the fire. However, their apartment was still full of stuff and had to be dealt with. Whether she and Kanen rented it out, which wasn’t a bad idea, or sold it, it would still take some time to decide what to leave behind, like for a furnished apartment to rent, what to give away and what she wanted to take with her. Nelson figured in another few days that Kanen and Laysa would arrange for her remaining belongings to be shipped over stateside as they flew back to California together.

Taylor was making coffee. They’d already booked flights for eleven o’clock this morning, heading back to their regular jobs.

Then Nelson and Taylor were scheduled for training—training they were anxious to get to, into an area where torpedoes were made. It was more of an information session, but it fascinated Nelson. He wanted to see how the bombs themselves were made. There was a lot of science and engineering that went into them.

Taylor came toward him, holding up his phone. “Hey, apparently we’ve got some officer training at the same time.”

Nelson wrinkled up his face. “Great. That may not be fun.”

“A couple engineers are coming as well. They’ll be on staff, working on the deployment of these new torpedoes. They’re integrating a new chute system into the battleships.”

Nelson nodded. “Well, that part at least makes sense.”

“Yeah. Remember that woman who gave the lecture we went to? She was talking about how maintenance was so important on these chutes, and you got mad at her because you felt she was implying the navy wasn’t doing its job?”

Nelson frowned. He shook his head. “Sort of. She was being kind of arrogant, right?”

Taylor nodded. “She was, indeed. But she’ll also be part of this torpedo operations tour that’s happening in Coronado Bay.”

“Where’s the tour?”

“On the USS Independence. It would be good to go to the manufacturing plant, but that’s not happening. At least we’ll see these new torpedoes on the ship. She’ll be there to show us how they are different.”

Nelson shrugged. “What difference does it make? They’ll still have a certain payload. They’ll still have an automatic delivery system. I doubt anything’s changed that we’d have to retrofit the battleships.”

“Apparently, something is different about these.” Taylor smiled. “As one of the engineers working on the project, she’s a keynote speaker.”

“It doesn’t matter to me,” Nelson said. “I barely know the woman.”

“That’s good, but apparently she knows you.”

Nelson looked up and frowned. “What are you talking about?”

“I just got a text from Mason. Let me read it to you.” He flicked through the texts on his phone, stopped and said, “Make sure Nelson comes back with you. The engineer wants to speak with him specifically before the tour starts.” Taylor looked up at him. “Does that mean anything to you?”

Nelson shook his head. “No. I don’t know the woman. What the hell does she want with me?” Just then his own phone buzzed with a text from Mason.

Meeting one hour in advance of tour tomorrow morning, 0800 on shore. At the dock.

Nelson texted back. What’s this all about?

Engineer wants to talk to you.

About what? he asked.

Mason wrote No clue. But she mentioned you specifically.

I don’t even know the woman.

Maybe but she knows you. Be there, 0800 sharp.

Nelson tossed the phone on the coffee table and snorted. “Who the hell is this woman? And why the hell does she give a damn about me?”

Taylor brought over two cups of coffee. “I guess you’ll find out tomorrow morning, won’t you?”

Nelson just stared at him, disgruntled. “Maybe. That’s if I show up.”

But that was only Nelson’s bravado speaking. When the navy called, he stepped up each and every time. But it sure didn’t stop him from wondering who the hell this woman was and what she wanted with him.


Chapter 1
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Nelson arrived at the docks the next morning in good spirits. He hadn’t given much thought to the appointment before his training until breakfast, when he realized he really had no clue what was going on. He wasn’t sure who else would be at this morning’s meeting, but he hoped it was somebody he might know. For all he knew, this was a case of mistaken identity. He barely knew the woman who had requested this meeting.

As he walked down the long pier, a small group of people waited for him. Nelson recognized Mason’s aide but not the other seaman. Only one woman was with them. That must be the engineer. He checked his watch and frowned. As he approached Mason, he smiled and said, “I’m not late.”

Mason’s stern face nodded. “No, you’re not. You’re fine.”

As Mason spoke, Nelson checked out the woman who supposedly knew him. He had met her at a lecture, as Taylor had reminded him. But that was a while back. He reached out a hand to shake hers, smiling. “Nelson Brown, at your service, ma’am.”

One eyebrow raised at the ma’am part.

He might have done it just to piss her off. He didn’t know. He’d been in an off mood all morning. Nothing like having something like this coming down with no one giving him any heads-up as to what was going on. From the stiff demeanor of those around him, it was obviously serious.

“I’m Elizabeth Etchings.” She eyed him coolly. “I believe you know my brother.”

It was his turn to raise an eyebrow. “I’m not sure I do. What’s his name?”

“Chris,” she said. “Chris Etchings.”

He frowned as he thought about it, then shook his head. “I’m not sure. That name doesn’t ring a bell.”

She sighed. “You probably know him as Skunk.”

Nelson’s face broke into a wide grin. “Absolutely. I know Skunk.” He chuckled. “I’m not sure I ever knew his real name though.”

“I know,” she said. “How sad is that? Hardly a nickname to go through life with.”

“And how is Skunk?”

“He’s missing,” she said abruptly. “That’s why I asked to speak to you this morning.”

“What? How long has he been missing? Have you contacted the police?”

“He joined the navy,” she said, “which means NCIS is involved. But honestly, they haven’t found anything.”

He nodded slowly. “But you’re still not telling me anything. When did Skunk go missing and where?”

“He was last seen docked in Ensenada, in Baja, California.”

“Well, if a seaman’s got shore leave, Ensenada makes for a nice tourist spot, a place to play …” But, under these circumstances, with Skunk missing from his ship, other elements came into play. And, like any seaport, there could be the darker elements involved. Drugs came immediately to mind. But Skunk wasn’t into drugs. And the navy had never been Skunk’s dream. “Why the navy?”

She frowned at him. “He was never happier than when he made it into the navy.”

“I haven’t seen him in a few years,” Nelson said. “But I doubt he’s changed that much. As I remember, the navy was something he fought against.”

“He fought against our father,” she said wearily. “And essentially, for Chris, that means the same thing. But the bottom line is, he’s been in the navy for a couple years now. He had days off and was due back on board four days later. He was reported missing twenty-four hours thereafter.”

“What does this have to do with me?”

“NCIS traced his number and have a list of his calls,” she said. “They read some of it to me but wouldn’t send me a copy of it. But you were on that list. You were the last number he used. Since then it’s not been used again.”

Nelson understood the gravity of the situation. Mason shot him a look, basically asking if he had an explanation. Straightening, Nelson gave a tiny imperceptible shake of his head. He had no clue what was going on. “He may have tried to contact me,” Nelson said, “but I didn’t talk to him.” He pulled out his cell phone. “Do we know when he tried to contact me?”

“Seven days ago,” Elizabeth said. “Friday night at 9:05 p.m.”

Nelson handed his phone to Mason. “You check.”

Mason checked through the messages. “There are no phone messages.”

“No, he sent a text,” she said.

Mason flicked through and said, “There’s nothing here from anyone under either name.”

“What about at the specific time frame?” she asked.

Mason slowed as he got to that particular time, went through the text messages once more, finding a lot of them, and looked over at Nelson with a smirk.

Nelson shrugged. “Hey, we had a party. What can I say? There was a lot of wild chatter back and forth.”

“Was that at Dane’s place?”

Nelson nodded. “He got engaged. Remember? That party was quite something.” He gave half a smile to the woman who stood watching him. “Sorry, but one of our friends was recently engaged, so that weekend we had a pretty wild time of it.”

“And that’s likely when the text went through,” she said.

He nodded. “Honestly, we had a good twenty or thirty texts bouncing back and forth as we collectively gave Dane hell. I might have missed Skunk’s message.”

Mason checked through the texts and held up Nelson’s phone with one pulled up so Elizabeth could see. “There’s one here from an unknown party.” Then he showed it to Nelson.

He frowned. “I might have seen that but didn’t know who it was from. I likely just ignored it.”

“What if it was from Skunk?” Elizabeth held out her hand. “May I see the text again?”

Mason held it up for her.

Out loud she read, “I’m in trouble. Need help.” She looked over at Nelson. “When somebody sends you a call for help, you just ignore it?”

It was Mason who answered. “If you understand the party he was at that weekend”—he pulled up other texts to show her—“you’ll see many are along the same line. They were teasing Dane into not going ahead with the engagement.”

Elizabeth stiffened. “You guys don’t like her, I presume.”

“Not at all. Absolutely, we like her. We love her,” Nelson said cheerfully. “It was all in the spirit of what would follow. You know? Having surprise triplets, getting old and gray by the time he got to forty.”

She watched him intently for a long moment. Her shoulders sagged. “I was really hoping you might have known something about his disappearance.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t,” Nelson said. “I wish I did. Skunk is a very special friend of mine. But, like I said, I haven’t seen him in the last couple years. Obviously not since he joined the navy, or I would have already known about that surprise.”

“Then how special of a friend can he be for you?” she snapped.

“I get that you’re worried about your brother,” Mason said, “but you asked to meet Nelson here to ask him a few questions. He has answered them.”

She nodded and took a few steps away. The expression on her face had Nelson speaking up. “Look. I can contact a few of our mutual friends and see if anybody has heard from him.”

Eagerly she turned and looked at him. “Would you mind?”

“Hell no,” he said, “if I’d known he’d gone missing, I’d have done so on the day of his disappearance. I just can’t believe NCIS hasn’t found him.”

“The last I heard,” she said bitterly, “they think he’s AWOL.”

“No way. That’s not Skunk,” Nelson said in outrage.

A small smile played at the corner of her lips. “No, it isn’t. But that doesn’t stop them from building a case that’s got nothing to do with the truth. They say he has effectively walked away from the navy.”

Nelson groaned. He’d heard of similar stories. NCIS did the best they could, but, if they didn’t come up with a solution fairly quickly, it would almost always be assumed that the seaman had deliberately left his post and was hiding out to avoid being found. That rarely ended well. “Did anybody he worked with have anything to say?”

“Not really. But NCIS said they were going on the theory he was unhappy with his new commander.”

“Aren’t we all?” Nelson snorted.

At that, she gave a half nod of acknowledgment. “It does appear to be a common theme.”

“I think most job dissatisfaction has got to do with bosses and coworkers, no matter where you are or what sector you work in,” Mason said. “It could possibly have had nothing to do with his commander.”

“Did anybody ask the commander?” Nelson asked, already knowing the answer.

She shrugged. “Good luck getting that information from NCIS. I don’t know if you’ve ever worked with them, but they’re remarkably tight-lipped. And they have no intention of sharing anything they don’t want to share.”

That was a sad truth in many ways. “Civilian law enforcement is exactly the same,” Nelson said slowly. He looked at Mason. “I do have a couple days leave coming. I am here for training but could attend the next session instead.”

Mason studied him for a long moment. “Don’t go alone.”

“Any chance we can make it official?”

Mason shook his head. “Not likely. NCIS will close the case as soon as they can, figuring Chris will surface again soon, and they’ll get him then.”

“I might be able to help,” Elizabeth said.

Mason turned toward her. “In what way?”

“NCIS did say, if they could do anything to help …”

“So, you’ll do … what?” Nelson asked. “You think NCIS will share more with two navy seamen taking over their investigation? Highly doubtful.”

Mason added, “You might get them to hold off on closing their case. That might work.”

She pulled her phone from her pocket. “If I can do it, I will,” she said. “All I have is my brother. I don’t want to lose the only family I have left.”

“You do realize,” Mason said, “it could already be too late.”

She froze in the act of dialing a number, then nodded. “I know. But I can’t help but think Chris is in trouble and has gone underground or somebody else is holding him. The fact of the matter is, he did send a message to you, Nelson, asking for help on the night he disappeared. And it’s not who he is to go AWOL.”

“I’ll regret not having done something more about that text for the rest of my life,” Nelson said slowly. “But I didn’t recognize that number. And that night was pretty crazy. But, I can guarantee you that if Skunk had called me from his regular phone, his name would have come up on my Caller ID. And I would have answered his call or responded to his text.”

“Chances are, he lost his phone or dropped it somewhere, for whatever reason, after whatever happened. Sent that SOS text to you from a friend’s phone or, hey, asked to borrow a local’s phone.” Elizabeth held up her phone to her ear, waiting for somebody to answer.

“Or he was using a burner phone he bought immediately afterward,” Mason said quietly. “If he was in trouble, it would be the smartest thing to do. But then again, because he just sent a text and didn’t call, Nelson had no clue who it was. We all get texts we ignore, particularly ones that come in the middle of a big slag of texts from other guys.”

She nodded. “I get that. What I don’t get is what happened to Chris. And that’s where my priority lies.”

Nelson faced Mason. “Do you think you can get brass approval for a few days off for me and a partner so we can check it out closer?”

“Possibly with this text. With Elizabeth’s say so as well.”

She nodded. “I would hope I have some pull with the navy after working with them all these years.”

From behind them were calls to see if they were coming. Nelson checked his watch and held it up to Mason.

Mason nodded. “Yeah, the day needs to start, and you’re one of the key speakers, Elizabeth.”

She nodded. “Go on in and tell them I’ll be there in a minute. How many men do you think you can get together to do this?”

Mason shrugged. “The brass won’t pay for more than two.”

A frown furrowed her brow.

He shrugged again. “If you ask for too much, you won’t get anything. Make it reasonable. If Nelson goes with one other, that’s all you will need.”

She looked at him in surprise. “Really? Because all of NCIS couldn’t get answers.”

Nelson gave her a hard smile. “But they aren’t me.” And he and Mason and the others left to pass on Elizabeth’s message about her delayed arrival for the training session, leaving her alone on the pier.
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As soon as Elizabeth got off the phone, she sent Mason a text. Confirmed. He has four days.

Mason sent back an immediate response. He’s not here. He’s gone to pack.

I want to go with him, she texted in response.

No, Mason said. You’ll only hold him back.

Okay but he reports to me.

He reports to me, Mason said. We’ll be sure to keep you in the loop.

She had to be satisfied with that. Except, as the day went on, she realized not only was she not satisfied with that but she had no intentions of being satisfied with that. If her brother was in trouble, four days wouldn’t be enough, and two men wouldn’t be enough either. They needed a whole team, and she had some connections—not a ton, but enough to help.

Four days. She shook her head. She had Chris’s last port of call written down in her pocket. As soon as she was done speaking at noon, she’d look at it, then make reservations to Ensenada. She could probably drive down there faster than flying at this rate, even with the delay at the border crossing, known to sometimes be up to two hours each way. It was just a matter of timing.

At noon, she immediately pulled up her laptop and checked the airlines for departure times and costs. It didn’t take her long to dismiss that option, wondering why it took twelve hours at the least to get from one international airport in San Diego to another one in Tijuana—the closest she could get to Ensenada from her quick Google search. The equivalent of driving twenty miles. Wow. And she had seventy more to go to reach Ensenada. She quickly realized she could drive there maybe by seven p.m., even allowing the time to get a rental car. Much better than flying out and not getting there until the wee hours of the morning. She’d drive and catch up with the men, who should be arriving at Ensenada within the hour.

Surely they drove too, unless they got a military transport or whatever. She shook her head. She had her own travel arrangements to deal with. A hotel was about twenty minutes away from the docks where Chris was last seen. It wasn’t likely the best area of town, but, as long as it got her into the neighborhood where her brother had gone missing, then she was good with that. She booked it immediately online. She was still castigating herself for not having gone there immediately. But NCIS had said they would handle it.

Until she’d gotten word last night that NCIS still had no answers, she’d been content to let navy law enforcement investigate. But now that they had given it a cursory check and deemed no more answers were to be had, her brother would be court-martialed when he was found. It set her nerves on edge and terrified her.

Because, if NCIS wasn’t looking for him, nobody would be. And that wasn’t acceptable. That’s why she had had to speak to Nelson this morning. And she was glad she did. She was also glad that Mason had stepped up, had helped her set this up, with Nelson and his partner now allowed to search for her missing brother. She headed home, packed a bag with several casual outfits, drove her car to the San Diego International Airport, so she could rent a car easily, not worrying about the possible unavailability of a car at one stand-alone lot.

Did she say easily? Most places flat-out denied her a rental, not allowing their vehicles to cross the border. She found that odd, considering San Diego’s proximity to said border. Others tried to dissuade her by jacking up their rental fares. She was getting more and more irritated. She had cash, but that cash was to exchange for Chris, nothing more, nothing less.

She didn’t bring her emergency credit card with her, not wanting to worry about losing it in Mexico. She had her debit card. That was it. And she had drained a big chunk from her checking account, leaving little left. She had a money-market fund, but it took twenty-four hours to make a transfer on a weekday. And this was Friday. So no money until Monday effectively. Damn, should have done this online too. Thought being in person would make for a quicker selection. Wrong.

So she had to waste further time haggling with these people, trying to get across the border without dipping into the wad of cash she carried with her and had earmarked for Chris. Only for Chris.

She finally found one company who would allow her to drive into Mexico without hiking up their rental fees.

Then it was another fight about the amount of insurance needed to cover the rental car.

“In Mexico, we expect some damage to our vehicles, from previous experience over the years, even for a day trip,” the man behind the counter explained. “But, for your four-day trip, you must purchase full-coverage insurance, to ensure the car is covered for any eventuality.”

“Like what?” she asked, when she probably shouldn’t bother at this point.

“Tire damage, windshield damage, breaking into the vehicle to steal your luggage, or even theft of the vehicle itself.”

She didn’t have time for this. “Full-coverage it is.”

“It’s four times what the basic rental charge is when crossing the border.” He frowned at her.

It would leave like ten dollars in her account. But she had other accounts. “Done.” Like that would keep her from her brother. She handed over her debit card. “Get me on the road.”

She ran all the way to the car, throwing her carry-on bag into the passenger seat, and drove south with a long sigh.

When she arrived at her hotel at seven-fifteen p.m. and parked her vehicle—in the unlit, uncovered, unenclosed grassy area to the windowless side of the hotel, clearly marked Hotel Parking—she shook her head. “Good thing I bought full-coverage insurance.” Making sure all of her personal belongings were no longer in the car, she locked her rental, saying a silent prayer. If worse came to worse, she figured she—and Chris—could get a ride home with Nelson. She entered the hotel, checked in with the front desk and hurried to her room. There, she tossed her bag onto the bed, grabbed her black jacket and headed outside.

She had several photos of her brother, some in uniform, some in civilian clothes. She knew it wasn’t the smartest thing to do, to advertise she was a basically a tourist and a female on her own in an unfamiliar place, but she started at her hotel, asking if anybody had seen him. Out on the street, she found six more hotels, two normal-looking bars, and a seedy-looking bar that she wasn’t sure she wanted to go into in the first place. But it looked like a seaside dive, so it was probably exactly where her brother had been.

After she asked around the hotels, she tried the two bars, then walked into the seedy bar. A wave of loud music and Spanish filled her ears even as the aroma of too much alcohol filled her nostrils. There was nothing like a seedy pub to add flavor to a night in Mexico. She almost backed out. Then she saw Nelson and somebody else sitting at a table with beers in their hands. She walked over and sat down beside Nelson.

He glared at her, leaned forward and asked, “What the hell are you doing here?”

She gave him a bland look. “I’m looking for my brother.” She held out the photo. “Have you seen him?”

He groaned. “We can handle this. You know that, right?”

“I put my trust in NCIS,” she snapped. “And seven days later, they tell me nothing except that he has left on his own and that he’ll be court-martialed when he returns. I’m not putting my trust in the wrong men again.”


Chapter 2
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She saw the surprise in his eyes. “Why the surprise? Or did you think I was wrong to put my trust in them in the first place? Or did you not realize what they said about Chris?”

“I realized it,” he said smoothly. “I’m just surprised they said anything to you about that. Normally that’s not good PR to tell anybody, particularly family members.”

“What it did was make me angry,” she said. “Now I’ve got you two helping.” She looked over at the stranger beside him and frowned. “I got you two for four days to look for my brother. But no way I’m being left out of the loop. If NCIS couldn’t find out anything in seven days, the two of you will need a hell of a lot more help to find out anything in four days. So I’m here.”

“Now that’s insulting.” Nelson sighed. He squared his shoulders, then sagged. “Look. I understand why you want to be here, but this is hardly the area for you.”

“I’m in a hotel on this block,” she said shortly. “So whether it’s where I belong or not, my brother doesn’t deserve to be ignored. If we find out he’s dead in the river, then I’ll deal with it. What I don’t want to deal with is to find out he’s been kidnapped and being tortured or any other horrific concepts.”

“Aren’t you maybe exaggerating a bit?” the second man asked.

She glared at him. “What’s your name?”

He reached out for her hand and said, “I’m Taylor.”

She shook his hand. “No, Taylor, I’m not. My brother has always been a bit of a partier. He’s always been a bit of a ladies’ man. And he hasn’t always been too fussy about exactly where he found his entertainment. A part of me has always half expected him to end up in a back alley, shot by a jealous husband. But, since he went into the navy, he’s a completely different person. He’s proud of who he is. He loves being who he is. He would not have walked away on his own.”

Nelson grabbed her hand and said in a very low tone, “No, you stop right there. Because all kinds of circumstances might very well have caused him to walk away on his own.”

She turned that glare on him. She wanted to rage at him for taking that tack. He should back Chris up. He was her brother’s friend … But clearly he wouldn’t budge on this, interrupting her as she opened her mouth.

“You need to understand that shit happens sometime. Often without our having done anything to make it happen. If Skunk saw something, and he thinks he’ll get blamed for it, he might have run. If he saw something, and he knows he can’t fight it, he might have run. If he saw something, and he was threatened, he might have run.”

“He wasn’t spineless,” she snapped.

“What if you were threatened?” Nelson asked in a hard, low voice. “As you said, he’s your only family. Anybody who wanted to make him do something could easily have applied pressure on him by saying you would be the first one they took out if he didn’t do what they wanted him to do. If he thought getting away and getting out from under them was the only answer, he’d have done it. But he’d have done anything he could to keep you safe.”

She sat back. Of course Nelson was right. How could she not have considered this? Because she’d been so sure she was right, … that she knew her brother. But she hadn’t considered the circumstances that might have surrounded him. Like she was doing, he’d do anything to keep her safe. Her heart heavy, she slumped into the chair.

Just then a waitress came by and asked in a mix of Spanish and English, “Buenas noches. Do you want a beer too?”

She looked over at the men’s mugs of beer and nodded. “Yes, please.” When it arrived, she took a long slug, downing one-third of it.

The men looked at her with respect.

She wiped the foam mustache off her lip. “Okay, so then where do we start?”

“You don’t start anywhere,” Nelson said. “We have already started.”

She brightened. “What have you learned?”

He just gave her a flat stare.

She frowned and leaned forward. “You can’t get rid of me that easily. That’s not who I am. You also need to remember that I’d do anything to help my brother. So don’t try to chase me off with any kind of excuse. And don’t say, Just go home and wait.”

Nelson sighed. “But that’s what you need to do. We have things set up. We have a relay system back home. We have connections. We’ll let you know if we find out anything.”

She lifted her beer mug, had a second sip and put it down. Then she pulled out the hotel’s business card she’d picked up and wrote her room number on the back with her cell phone number and slid it across to Nelson. “You’ll do better than that. You’ll tell me before you go to bed tonight exactly what the hell happened here. I get this isn’t the time or place, but no way you’re walking away without letting me know how much you’ve learned.”

And, with that, she picked up her mug, tossed back the contents, pulled out some money to cover it, threw it on the table and walked out.
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“She won’t be an easy person to deal with,” Taylor said.

“No,” Nelson agreed. “But, if you think about it, she’s right. It’s her brother. NCIS can’t find anything, and we are down here because she managed to give us this window of opportunity. Of course she wants answers.”

“Yeah, but I wasn’t thinking we would have to look after her too.”
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      "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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