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Houston Executive Shot, Killed by Home Intruder 

Daniele Hardte, CEO of HardTech Enterprises, a Houston-based 

software development company, was shot and killed in her home 

early Saturday. 

Galveston police were called to the Hardte home near The 

Strand about 3:14 am. It appears the 48-year-old woman, who was 

alone, confronted Juan Garcia as he tried to enter the house.  

Preliminary information alleges two police officers found 

Mr. Garcia standing with a gun over Ms. Hardte's body. When he 

refused to drop the gun, Mr. Garcia was shot by one of the 

officers. He remains in critical condition at University of 

Texas Medical Center Hospital in Galveston. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 1 

I should have wondered who and where I was, but in those 

first moments I was content to drift along. I felt the gentle 

rocking of a boat on water and the soft blanket swaddling me 

against the slight breeze. Opening my eyes, I pulled myself into 

a seated position, moaning as a sharp pain shot through the left 

side of my chest. I felt stiff as though I had been sleeping at 

the bottom of this boat for a long time. I pulled the blanket 

tighter. Its warmth comforted me. 

From my seat in the rear of the boat, I watched a young 

woman row with slow, sure strokes. Her long dark hair danced 

around a face tinged blue in the starlight. 

"We're almost there," she said, her tranquil voice 

reassuring me. 

Still lethargic, I watched the water slip by, unthinking and 

unconcerned, as though this was the most natural thing in the 

world. Of course it wasn’t. 



Before I began to wonder why I couldn’t remember anything 

prior to waking up, we approached a dock. A gentle ridge rose 

behind it, hiding whatever lay beyond. The woman threw a line to 

an older woman who tied the boat to the pier. Then the two of 

them helped me out of the boat. I looked down at myself. I wore 

a simple white tunic and trousers and nothing else. No shoes, no 

underwear. I felt naked and vulnerable. 

Where was I? What had happened to me? Who were these people? 

What did they want? I wrapped my arms around myself, like a 

small child lost in a foreign market. 

 “Charon, where's the other one?” the older woman said. 

That name sounded familiar but I couldn’t place it. Why was 

my mind so slow? 

“This is all I have,” Charon, said. 

“There were supposed to be two of them.” The older woman 

sounded annoyed. 

Charon raised her hands in the universal sign for “I don't 

know anything.” 

“I’ll have to sort that out later,” the older woman said, as 

if to herself. 

She untied the lines and waved Charon and her boat away. 

Then she turned to me. “Welcome, Sara,” she said, putting her 

arm around me and guiding me down the pier. “Let's go, dear.”  



Sara? My name is Sara? That didn't seem right. “You have the 

wrong person, I’m not Sara,” I said, the word tasted like a 

dirty stone in my mouth. Then I stopped. When I tried to think 

of my name, nothing came to me. “Who I am?” I said. “What’s 

going on? What's happened to me?” Awake now, fear clutched my 

belly.  

“You're a little disoriented,” the woman said. “That's to be 

expected.” She walked me forward, ignoring my questions. 

I stopped and planted my feet, refusing to go further. I 

wanted answers. The woman pressed against my back and I stumbled 

forward. Her strong arms kept me from falling. I realized how 

weak I was. Had I been sick? Hurt? Where was I? Where had I come 

from? Where was this woman taking me? It was all I could do to 

walk along beside her. 

At the end of the pier, a wide path led up and over the 

rise. Bushes and brambles appeared to menacing from the 

darkness. When we stepped off the pier, soft ground cushioned my 

bare feet. As we continued along the path, my legs grew 

stronger, my steps more sure. Like a recalcitrant child I 

dragged my feet, fighting against the woman’s pull, but her grip 

was firm. 

We climbed up and over the rise to where the pathway split. 

On the right side, it became steeper and narrower. Dark trees, 

bushes and many more brambles formed an ominous tunnel. The weak 



light barely penetrated. On the left, the pre-dawn light 

illuminated a more appealing path through soft green trees 

scattered around a meadow filled with bright flowers.  

A pole had been placed at the junction between two paths. 

Wooden signs hung from the two arms of the pole. The left-hand 

sign pointed toward the meadow. It had the image of a person 

sitting in front of a square structure I recognized as a loom. 

The right-hand sign, pointing into the forest, had the image of 

an attacking wolf, eyes wide and teeth bared. Even though fear 

crept up my back and settled between my shoulder blades, I was 

drawn to the right as though that was my proper destination.  

The woman paused as if undecided about how to continue. “We 

need to find your compeer, your companion,” she said, shaking 

her head. “And you could use the time. Perhaps it’s for the 

best.”  

My companion? Need the time? I shook my head confused and 

frightened. I pulled at the woman’s hand wanting to escape back 

to wherever I had come from. 

Before I could utter my questions or make a move, the woman 

yanked my hand, then turned to face me. "My name is Aurora,” she 

said. “I am going to be your guide. If you fight me, we will 

have a very unpleasant time together. Do you understand, dear?” 



Anger flashed through me as I stared at her. “No, I don’t,” 

I said. I wanted answers but I sounded like a petulant child. 

“What’s happened to me?” 

“We’ll talk later,” she said, pulling me away from the 

forest and toward the light and the flowering meadow.  “Come 

along, now.” 

My anger evaporated in relief. We weren't continuing into 

the dark forest that both drew and repelled me. I imagined 

wolves like the one on the sign waited to attack and kill us. I 

wasn’t prepared for that. 

The sun slipped up over the horizon as we approached the 

meadow. Light danced on the edges of the leaves and flowers. I 

heard birds greeting the day and calling to each other from the 

trees. As frightening as that forest appeared, this meadow 

seemed peaceful and reassuring. That place at the base of my 

neck relaxed a bit. Maybe things weren’t so bad after all. 

Beyond the meadow, huts were scattered around a central 

plaza. Beyond the huts were a series of rises, each one steeper 

and higher than the next. I saw faint trails climbing toward a 

dazzling white building on the top of the mountain. 

Aurora led me through the village. It appeared abandoned at 

this early hour. We stopped in front of a hut. I took it in with 

a single glance — a simple structure, four adobe plaster walls 

capped by a conical roof. The wall facing the plaza had a simple 



geometric design. Painted in primary colors were three green 

triangles above a red spiral above two undulating blue lines. A 

plain white cloth similar to the fabric of my tunic and trousers 

covered the doorway. 

Aurora lifted the cloth and motioned me to enter. A hole in 

the center of the roof illuminated a single room. It was a 

simple space with a wide platform with blankets against the 

left-hand wall. Next to it pegs held several sets of white 

tunics and trousers. On the opposite wall, was a wide shelf with 

a basin, a pitcher, and fluffy white towels. In the center of 

the room, four straight-backed chairs surrounded a three-foot 

square wooden table. Aurora reached into a bag slung over one 

shoulder and placed a simple notebook on the table. 

“Wash yourself. Then rest if you’d like,” Aurora said. “I 

need to see what The Baron wants to do about your missing 

compeer.” 

I struggled with conflicting feelings of welcome and comfort 

tinged with foreboding. Something strange was going on and it 

was time I found out what. 

“You need to tell me what’s going on,” I said. “Right now.” 

My voice was stronger, more demanding than it had been earlier. 

I stepped forward breathing my frustration into her placid face. 

“Where am I and what am I doing here?”  



She took a step back but didn’t appear intimidated by my 

belligerence. She turned to leave. Then turned and pointed to 

the notebook. “Your first task is to remember. It may help if 

you write down everything you know.” Then she stepped through 

the doorway letting the cloth drop behind her. Fear replaced my 

anger. I remembered nothing. 

 


