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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.

His rescue from the ocean after a horrible plane explosion was his top priority, in any way, shape, or form. A small sailboat and a nurse to do the job was more than Ryland hoped for.

When Tabi somehow drags him and his buddy Garret onboard and surprisingly gets them to a naval ship close by, Ryland figures he’d used up all his luck and his friend’s too. Sure enough, those who attacked the plane they were in weren’t content to let him slowly die in the ocean. No. Surviving had made him a target all over again.

Tabi isn’t expecting her sailing holiday to include the rescue of two badly injured men and then to end with the loss of her beloved sailboat. Her instincts save them, but now she finds it tough to let them go—even as more of Bullard’s team members come to them—until it becomes apparent that not only are Bullard and his men still targets … but she is too.

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


Prologue
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Bullard checked that the helicopter was loaded with their bags and that his men were ready to leave.

He walked back one more time, his gaze on Ice. She’d never looked happier, never looked more perfect. His heart ached, but he knew she remained a caring friend and always would. He opened his arms. She ran into them, and he held her close, whispering, “The offer still stands.”

She leaned back and smiled up at him. “Maybe if and when Levi’s been gone for a long enough time for me to forget,” she said in all seriousness.

“That’s not happening. You two, now three, will live long and happy lives together,” he said, smiling down at the woman he knew to be the most beautiful, inside and out. She would never be his, but he always kept a little corner of his heart open and available, in case she wanted to surprise him and to slide inside.

Then he realized she’d already been a part of his heart all this time. A good ten or fifteen years by now. But she kept herself in the friend category, and he understood because she and Levi, partners and now parents, were perfect together.

Bullard reached out and shook Levi’s hand. “It was a hell of a blast,” he said. “When you guys do a big splash, you really do a big splash.”

Ice laughed. “A few days at home sounds perfect for me now.”

“It looks great,” Bullard said, his hands on his hips as he surveyed the people in the massive pool surrounded by the palm trees, all designed and decked out by Ice. Right beside all the war machines that he heartily approved of. He grinned at her. “When are you coming to visit?” His gaze went to Levi, raising his eyebrows, then back at her. “You guys should come over for a week or two or three.”

“It’s not a bad idea,” Levi said. “We could use a long holiday, just not yet.”

“That sounds familiar.” Bullard grinned. “Anyway, I’m off. We’ll hit the airport and then pick up the plane and head home.” He added, “As always, call if you need me.”

Everybody raised a hand as Bullard boarded the chopper to the Houston airport. The chopper was Ice’s, and one of her men would ride with Bullard in the copilot’s seat, just to fly the helo back to the compound. Ice had volunteered to shuttle him there, but he didn’t want to take her away from her family or to prolong the goodbye. He hopped inside, waving at everybody as the helicopter lifted. Two of his men, Ryland and Garret, were in the back seats. They always traveled with him.

Bullard would pick up the rest of his men in Australia. He stared down at the compound as he flew overhead. He preferred his compound at home, but, damn, they’d done a nice job here.

With everybody on the ground shouting their goodbyes, Bullard sailed over Houston, heading toward the airport. His two men never said a word. They all knew how he felt about Ice. But none of them would cross that line and say anything. At least not if they expected to still have jobs … and jaws.

It was one thing to fall in love with another man’s woman, but another thing to fall in love with a woman who was so unique, so different, and so absolutely perfect that you knew, just knew, you had no hope of finding anybody else like her. But Ice and Levi had been together long before Bullard had ever met her, which made it that much more heartbreaking.

Still, he’d turned from his view of Ice and looked forward. He had a full roster of jobs to focus on when he got home. Part of him was tired of the life; another part of him couldn’t wait to head out on the next adventure. He managed to run everything from his command centers in one of two locations. He’d spent a lot of time and effort at the second one and kept a full team at both locations, yet preferred to spend most of his time at the old one. It felt more like home to him, and he’d like to be there now but still had many more days before that could happen.

The helicopter lowered to the tarmac, and he stepped out and walked across to where his private plane waited. It was one of the things that he loved, being a pilot of both helicopters and airplanes, owning some of both birds himself.

That again was another way he and Ice were part of the same team, of the same mind-set. He’d been looking for another woman like Ice for himself—but no such luck. Sure, plenty were around for short-term relationships, but most of them couldn’t handle his lifestyle or the violence of the world that he lived in. He understood that.

The ones who did mostly had a hard edge to them, which he found difficult to live with. Bullard appreciated everybody being alert and aware, but, if some softness wasn’t in the women, they seemed to turn cold all the way through.

As he greeted some of the ground crew, Ryland and Garret hanging back, Bullard finally turned to board his small plane and called out in his loud voice, “Let’s go, slowpokes. We’ve got a long flight ahead of us.”

The men grinned, confident Bullard was teasing, as was his usual routine during their off-hours.

“Well, we’re ready. Not sure about you though,” Ryland said, smirking.

“We were waiting on you this time to leave,” Garret added with a chuckle. “Good thing you’re the boss.”

Bullard grinned at his two right-hand men. “Isn’t that the truth?” He dropped his bags and said, “Stow all this stuff, will you? I want to get our flight path cleared and to get the hell out of here.”

They’d all enjoyed the break. Bullard tried to get to the States once a year to visit Ice and Levi—and the same in reverse. But it was time to get back to business. Bullard started up the engines and got confirmation from the tower. They were heading to Australia for this next job. They’d refuel in Honolulu. He really wanted to go straight back to Africa, but it would be a while yet.

Ryland joined him in the cockpit and sat in the copilot’s spot, buckled in, then asked, “You ready?”

Bullard laughed. “When have you ever known me not to be?” At that, he taxied down the runway. Before long he was up in the air, at cruising level, pointed toward Hawaii. “Gotta love the view from up here,” Bullard said. “This place is magical.”

“It is once you get up above all the smog,” Ryland said. “Why Australia again?”

“Checking out that newest compound that I’ve had my eye on. Besides, the alpha team is coming off that ugly job in Perth. No one left there to deal with. So we’ll give them a day or two of R&R, then head home.”

“Right. We could have some equally ugly payback on that job.”

Bullard shrugged. “That goes for most of our jobs. It’s the life.”

“Don’t you already have enough compounds to look after?” Garret asked.

“Yes, I do, but that kid in me still looks to take over the world. Just remember that.”

“Better you go home to Africa and look after your first two compounds,” Ryland said.

“Maybe so,” Bullard admitted, “but it seems hard to not continue expanding.”

“You need a partner,” Ryland said abruptly. “That might ease the savage beast inside and keep you at home more.”

“Well, the only one I like,” he said, “is married to my best friend.”

“Sorry,” Ryland said quietly. “What a shit deal.”

“No,” Bullard said. “I came on the scene last. Clearly they were always meant to be together. Especially now that they’re a family.”

“If you say so,” Ryland said.

Bullard nodded. “Damn right, I say so. Now to change the subject. Terkel contacted me.”

“What did he want?” Ryland asked. “He’s a strange one.”

“He is, but when he speaks, I listen.”

“Sure, I do too. But who understands what he says?”

Bullard burst out laughing. “True. It often sounds like he’s speaking in riddles. This time, however, he was very clear. An old enemy stalks me.”

“That’s nothing new. We have tons of those.”

“Very true. But he was dead serious this time.”

And that set the tone for the next many hours. They landed in Hawaii, and, while they fueled up, everybody got off to stretch their legs, walking around outside a bit. This was a small private airstrip, not exactly full of hangars and tourists. Then they hopped back on board again for takeoff.

“I can fly,” Ryland offered, as they took off.

“We’ll switch in a bit,” Bullard said. “Surprisingly I’m doing okay yet, but I’ll let you take her down.”

“Yeah, it’s still a long flight,” Ryland said, studying the islands below. “What a stunning view of the area.”

“I love the islands here. Sometimes I just wonder about the benefit of, you know, crashing into the sea, coming up on a deserted island, and finding the simple life again,” Bullard said with a laugh.

“I hear you,” Ryland said. “Every once in a while, I wonder the same.”

Several hours later Ryland looked up and said abruptly, “We’ve made good time, considering we’ve already passed Fiji.”

Bullard yawned.

“Let’s switch.”

Bullard smiled, nodded, and said, “Fine. I’ll hand it to you.” Bullard stood.

Just then a funny noise came from the engine on the right side. Followed by dead silence.

They looked at each other, and Ryland said, “Uh-oh. That’s not good.”

Boom!

And the plane exploded.


Chapter 1
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Ryland Roscoe opened his eyelids to the brilliant hot sun above. He slammed them shut immediately, the dry salt making thick crusts on his eyelashes. He reached up his free arm, limp, probably broken, and slowly wiped his face. He eased over the massive pieces of debris that he’d tied together into a makeshift raft to check on his buddy. His good arm had an iron grip on Garret.

Ryland had lost track of time, the sun beating down hard on him, and the lack of drinkable water making this an endurance run. That he’d even survived the airplane explosion was one thing, but it was a separate one entirely as to whether he would survive this slow death in the sunny heat atop warm ocean waters.

In the distance he heard some shriek or a yell. Probably the damn birds again. Though most would wait until he died, a lot of them flew overhead on a regular basis to check to see if he’d moved. He’d lost track of time as he slipped in and out of consciousness.

When he heard another odd shriek, he lifted his head and blinked, then blinked again. A boat came toward him, some sailboat yacht-looking thing, but everything was blurred, and the size of it shifted in and out with his vision.

He kicked Garret in his unbroken leg, hard. “Garret, we got company.”

Immediately Garret groaned and lifted his head. He stared and then he dropped his head back down again. “Good guys or bad guys?” he whispered in an equally hoarse voice to match Ryland’s own.

“Well, I sure as hell hope it’s good guys,” Ryland said. “Just hang on there, buddy.” They were both hurt, but Ryland was likely less hurt than Garret. His leg was at an odd angle, but thankfully it was a clean break and so far, there hadn’t been enough blood to bring the sharks. He knew it wouldn’t take much to lure them here, as a circle of them appeared when they initially came down, but so much plane debris was spread at least one mile across the oceans that they had soon lost interest.

“Ahoy, anybody alive?” she asked.

He slowly raised his injured arm and called out, “Yes!”

At that, he heard another excited shriek and before long the sailboat pulled up closer to his spot on the debris. A woman called out, “I’m throwing you a buoy—look for it.”

He shifted as much as he could to see a swimming buoy tossed his way. He managed to snag it with his injured arm, wincing, but maintaining his death grip on Garret’s belt. Ryland waited, balancing precariously on his floating home. They were slowly tugged toward the boat. He shifted as much as he could without bringing on the waves of pain waiting for him. “My buddy, he’s hurt worse than I am.”

The same woman calmly said, “Good to know. Can you help get him up?”

Ryland lifted himself up on his good elbow, not letting go of Garret, released the buoy from his broken arm, and gritted his teeth as he grabbed the side of the boat, his body screaming in pain. “Garret, come on, buddy. We’ve got to get you up and out of here.”

Garret lifted his head and stared at him. “I’m here.”

“I know you are, and I know you’re hurt, but we’ve got to get you onto that boat.” It was a painfully slow process, but the woman had surprising strength. She grabbed Garret’s belt, and—with Ryland lifting and her pulling—they managed to get Garret’s broken body up and over the side of her sailboat. The only thing that made it slightly more unmanageable was that Garret had passed out when first lifted. She slowly lowered Garret’s head to the deck.

Immediately she looked over the edge of her sailboat at his floating raft and asked, “What about you?” Her gaze landed first on his arm, then traveled down that same side to his leg. “Jesus,” she said. “Let’s get you up here. Be careful. That leg looks pretty raw.”

“The leg is a bitch,” he said, “and the arm and ribs too. Everything on that side. But if I’m lucky, nothing else is too badly broken.”

“What happened?” she asked.

“Plane exploded,” he said in a curt voice because he knew that getting into the boat would be horribly painful. But he made it. He also knew his skin had gone ghostly white because he felt clammy, plus his voice faint after this exertion, but, when he finally made it to the deck of the sailboat, he whispered, “Thank God.” Then he slowly passed out too.

The next time he woke to see the same woman, only this time she looked a little bit different.

He looked around and realized he was in a bed, most likely aboard her sailboat, as he felt the rocking motion of the ocean. “What the hell happened?”

“Oh, you’re awake,” she said. She walked over and held out a cup. “This is water,” she said. “I want you to take a slow sip.” He shifted up on his good arm and noticed that his bad arm was now in a sling. She held the cup to his lips, and he slowly drank. He wanted to grab the cup and toss it back, but she was portioning it out.

He glared at her.

She just smiled and said, “All in good time. We can’t inundate your body all at once, but we need to get good fluids in there.”

When he had slowly drank the full cup, he sagged back down and asked, “Garret?”

She motioned beside him, on the other side of the night table.

He leaned to see his buddy. “How is he?”

“He’s alive but in rough shape,” she said. “With any luck our signal for help will get somebody down here soon.”

“Here?”

“We’re just off one of the Micronesian islands,” she said. “I was on my way to Thailand, when I was diverted by the plane.”

“You saw it come down?” His tone sharpened, as he studied her with a little more clarity. “What did you see?”

“Just the plane nose-diving,” she said. “Leaving a ton of smoke and fire in a trail behind it. I’m not even sure it was the landing that caused the breakup, as much as maybe you broke up just before you hit. It was really hard to tell, and it all happened so fast.”

He nodded and said, “I know. It was pretty brutal. Did you see anybody else?”

“Nobody,” she said. Realizing what he meant, she stopped, looked at him, and whispered, “How many more were there?”

“One,” he said. “My boss and friend. His name is Bullard. I’m Ryland. That’s Garret on the other bed.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s possible that he’s been picked up by somebody else, but honestly I haven’t seen too many people out here.”

He nodded and sagged back. He would trust that Bullard was still alive because that was one tough-as-leather man. Sure, a blown-up plane could kill anybody, but, with Bullard, if there was any way for him to be alive, he would be.

Ryland looked himself over and then Garret. His friend was in a bad way, but at least he was alive. So was Ryland, and he’d place odds on Bullard being alive too. He better be. “How long before we can get to a medical facility?”

“Not exactly a traditional medical facility but we’re sailing toward a US Navy ship,” she said quietly. “They’re coming to meet us.”

“Good,” he said. “Do they have a full medical center on board?”

“Fully state-of-the-art, yes,” she said cheerfully. “The hope is to stabilize you both and then get you airlifted out.”

“That would be nice,” he said, and soon he was out cold again.
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“It would be nice, yes,” Tabi whispered, brushing the hair off his forehead. What he didn’t realize was that he was in worse shape than he probably knew himself. That leg would take some resetting, plus the gash on his head, his multiple breaks and cuts—they all needed attention. His whole body was black and blue. She had managed to strip him down—by cutting off his clothes—to see how much other damage there was, storing everything in a bag beside him. Not much of him escaped without some injury. She couldn’t imagine the soft tissue damage inside. She didn’t have any way to stitch him up, but he needed stitches—a lot of them—on multiple body parts.

Thankfully any blood had been cauterized by the seawater. Painful but effective in a pinch.

His friend had what appeared to be internal injuries too. He was the reason she headed as fast as she could toward the US Navy ship out there. It was just a sheer fluke that she’d seen the plane come down in the ocean and just another fluke that she’d found them floating among the debris. She’d been trying to get away from people, trying to get away from work, in fact trying to get away from everything. It had been a real shitty couple months for her, and this was supposed to be her time away.

But she never turned her back on anybody in need, and she’d never walked away from a natural disaster in her life. As a surgical nurse, she had heavy medical training, but she wasn’t a doctor. Yet she’d seen some things in her time, and she knew critical injuries when she saw them, and this was one of those times.

Since finding the two men and making contact with the US Navy ship, she’d been looking for any other crash victims but hadn’t seen any. Again what a fluke that she’d even seen these two. The floating pile of rubble had caught her interest, and, when she’d gotten closer, she thought she’d seen movement. Now she was damn grateful she’d done what she could, but, if the one died, she wouldn’t be happy. She checked her radio and sent out one more message. “Ahoy, USS Sand Egret. One patient was awake and is now out cold again. Second one is still out cold.”

“We’re about forty-two minutes out,” spoke the same man again. “We’ve picked you up on radar.”

“Good,” she said. “I can’t see any sign of you on the horizon yet.”

“We’re there and should be visible soon.”

She kept going in the direction she needed to go, hoping the weather cooperated. She didn’t like being out in the open seas as far as she was likely to be by the time they got the two men transferred. She could only hope that the weather, which had been threatening a squall all day, held off. The last thing those two needed was yet another event. She glanced around behind her to see a few other ships around where the debris field was—everything from scavengers to curiosity seekers. Hopefully somebody would see the third man. She didn’t dare take the time or the energy. She had two critical patients on board.

It didn’t take forty-two minutes; about thirty-seven minutes later the ship came around an island, and another ten minutes passed before a Zodiac raced out to meet her. As soon as one of the seamen boarded her vessel, she took him below and showed him the two men.

He was surprised. “Both white,” he said. “Interesting. Did you get an ID from either of them?”

She pointed. “His clothes are in the bag, and that’s his ID there.”

He pulled it out and looked at it. “Ryland Roscoe. Africa. That’s interesting,” he said. “What are they doing here?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “Neither has been in any shape to really talk.”

“We’ll get them transferred up and out,” he said.

She got out of the way, as the men carefully unrolled a portable stretcher and transferred Garret into it, still out cold. They moved him up and out onto her deck and then onto their Zodiac.

“Can you take both of them together?”

“We’ll take this one first,” he said. “Keep going in the same direction as the ship, and we’ll meet you again.”

She nodded and watched as they raced away. When she heard Ryland call out, she raced belowdeck to see him sitting up again, looking for a drink of water. She got the water, as he looked at the other bed.

“What happened to Garret?” he asked, his voice harsh. He tried to swing his leg over and cried out.

“Wait,” she said. “The US Navy just came and took him to their ship. They could only take one of you at a time on the shuttle. You’re next.”

He looked at her, his gaze questioning. Then, after he finished drinking, he sank back and said, “Is Garret okay?”

“No, he’s not okay,” she said, “but he’s alive.”

“Good enough,” he said, settling and wincing. “Damn leg.”

“Yes, damn leg. It’s broken.”

“Dislocated for sure,” he said, staring at it. “Maybe ankle and knee.”

“You’ll have to wait for the doctor on board to see,” she said. She felt her boat starting to heave.

“What’s the weather like out there?” he asked.

“Rough,” she said, “but not too bad yet. A storm’s been threatening for the last hour. I was hoping we’d make it to the ship, and I could get away before it got any worse.” With that, she said, “I need to go back topside.”

She headed up to the deck. They’d veered off course, and the wind had picked up. She shifted the mast, trimmed the sails, and corrected her course. The naval ship was off to the side but still a good distance away, and she saw no sign of the Zodiac. She could only hope that they would come back quickly. This was not the weather she wanted to be in out here, and she needed to head back to shore just as soon as she could.

The waves continued to pick up, and they tossed her small sailboat higher and higher. She knew she couldn’t be out here much longer before she should turn around and cut for the coast. It didn’t matter what the navy guy had said because, if they didn’t get back here soon, she couldn’t stay afloat and transfer the second patient.

Just when she thought it was time to cut for the coast, she looked out and saw the Zodiac. Suddenly a heavy gale came up, hitting her hard. Her little boat was tossed in the wind. When she heard a snap, she knew her mast was going. She cried out as it came crashing down. The Zodiac reached her within minutes. Four men hopped out, leaving the driver inside, and two of them went down to her visitor.

Two of the men came over to her; one assessed the damage to her boat and shook his head. “You can’t stay on board,” he said. “You can’t get back to shore like this.”

She glared at him. “I was trying to get back to shore with the second man, but you guys ordered me out here.”

“And the weather changed,” he said. “Go grab whatever you’ve got. She’ll start taking on water soon.”

“No,” she said. “She’s seaworthy.”

“She was,” he said. “But now she’s taking a battering out here.” He pointed out where the water sloshed over the sides, the lower cabin already filling up. “How is the bilge?”

“Not keeping up with that,” she said.

She swore and looked at the mast, as another heavy wave came over and basically filled up the cabin beneath them. Shouts came from the men down below. They came up slowly, hanging onto the sides, carrying Ryland on a stretcher. As soon as they got him on the deck, they were hit with yet another wave. The Zodiac snapped free of her sailboat.

She realized that this rescue was no longer for one person but for two. She ran down below and grabbed her purse and a few things, including a few pieces of clothing, before one of the men grabbed her and pulled her up through the waist-high water onto the deck. She realized that her boat, valiant as it always was, had given up the ghost and was sinking.

The seaman grabbed her bag. “What kind of swimmer are you?”

“In a swimming pool, great,” she said. “In this shit, not so much.”

Nodding, he handed her a life jacket and hung it on her, then cinched her tightly into it. They were thrown a buoy from the Zodiac. They both jumped into the ocean, grabbed on to the buoy, and slowly the two of them were pulled toward the Zodiac. The injured man was already on board. She had gulped more water than air. Soaked and her teeth chattering, she was dragged in over the side of the Zodiac, and, as soon as she was in, the motor roared, and the vessel spun around and took off toward the naval ship.

She stared at her little boat, as it slowly went under. “Oh, my God,” she said. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

“I’m sorry,” said someone beside her.

She looked up; it was the injured man. She smiled at Ryland and said, “Two lives for a boat? Not exactly a contest.”

“No, but if you hadn’t been trying to save us,” he said, “you wouldn’t have been caught in this storm.”

“Well, I couldn’t get to the coast because of the debris field, not without getting too far out anyway,” she said. “I had to check the movement I thought I saw among the debris because you were out in a more open current. So I managed to rescue both of you, but …” She lost her words, as she stared at her boat.

“Maybe we can get you another one,” he said.

She tossed him a half smile. “Wouldn’t that be nice?” she said. “But I gave up dreaming a long time ago.”

His gaze was steady as he studied her. “That doesn’t mean that everything has to be a nightmare though,” he said quietly. “Sometimes good things happen. And I do thank you, for my life and Garret’s. I’m not sure how much longer we could have hung on out there.”

“You were pretty well supported on that raft you managed to make,” she said. “The problem would have been lack of water.”

“Yeah, water, the heat, and the injuries,” he said. “We might have survived a day, but I’m not sure Garret would have.”

Thinking of the injuries she suspected both men had, she nodded, smiled at him, and said, “No, that’s quite true.”

They took another pounding as the Zodiac bounced from wave to wave, fighting the storm as it headed back toward the naval ship. It had been tough going even for this experienced crew. Now that seven were on board, the vessel was weighed down, and it would be a fight to get to where it needed to be.

She hung on tight, as one of the seamen signaled to her to check that her life jacket was on correctly. Gratefully she tightened the straps, noting that the injured man had been put into one as well. That wasn’t a good sign, considering how difficult and painful that must have been. After losing her sailboat and now stuck in the middle of the ocean in a storm, hoping they could reach the naval ship in time, all helped to put the situation in perspective.

The seaman beside her smiled and said, “It’s okay. We’ll make it.”

She gave him a disbelieving look. “We’re taking on water too,” she said, as the waves broke overhead.

“Yep,” he said, “but we’re used to it, and the ship is expecting us. So, if we have any problems, they’ll come and get us too.”

She let out a slow breath and said, “Well, that’s good to know because this isn’t exactly the way I pictured my life ending.”

“No,” he said. “One good deed deserves another. You saved the lives of two men, so don’t worry. We’ll make sure we get you out of here.”

She gave him a bright smile and nodded. “They’re missing another friend of theirs too,” she said, motioning toward the plane’s debris floating in the ocean.

He looked at her curiously. “Did you see anyone?”

She shook her head. “I wasn’t even coming out to check because they were so far out,” she said. “But I thought I saw movement, so I went to look. I’m sure glad I did.”

“So am I,” Ryland said from the other side of her.

After that, the wind picked up, and it was too damn hard to hear. The wind caught their voices and carried them off in the opposite direction, making it almost impossible to communicate. The loud whistle of the winds and the deafening roar of the waves were all they heard, as Mother Nature broke overhead, obviously in a tempest of some kind.

Tucking her head in against the edges of her life jacket, she curled up in the smallest ball that she could and closed her eyes against the wind and the water, wishing she were anywhere else but here.


Chapter 2
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A hard poke had Tabi Sutherland lifting her head. The seaman beside her pointed, and she saw the side of the big naval ship ahead of her. She was stunned. It was just so massive as it rose above her. She was also numb from the cold rainwater. If she was expected to climb, they were out of luck; her limbs had stiffened in the cold. “Jesus,” she said. “I didn’t realize how big it was.”

“It’s pretty scary,” he said. “Especially if you’ve never been close to one before.”

When the Zodiac moved into the shadow of the big ship, she thought in her mind that the waves had increased just that much more. As they pulled up to the side, lines were tossed. They were snugged up close, but it was a challenge to get everybody up and off. This weather just added to it. By the time she stood on the deck, shivering from the cold and the wind, she was grateful to see Ryland being carried indoors. As she stood here, with the one lonely bag, purse inside, in her hand, she looked around at the wide-open space and the metal decking. “What do I do now?”
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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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