
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


UNCLE JACK & THE LOST BOY

HOLDEN SERIES VOLUME 3

––––––––

[image: ]


BY DANIEL STEEL

COPYRIGHT © 2026 ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No part of this publication may be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the copyright owner and publisher of this book.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​

CHAPTER 1


[image: ]




Back in Holden, we find Uncle Jack. This is from his POV.

The roads were a mess, the torrential downpour thrashing against the windshield as I drove speedily but carefully through the winding roads into Holden. My irritation was palpable. I had to piss, the entire trip an inconvenience. A sensor from the furnace had gone off, indicating a failure. And so I’d headed straight up to the house—five hours drive, on a good day — now slowly turning into six, the way the weather was pummeling the sides of my pickup. But I’d almost made it, hitting that last 15-minute stretch through the back roads to the summer cabin I’d maintained for years.

Would be a quick overnight stay, nothing longer, a chance to make sure everything was in order before heading back the following morning.

My wife Eileen had offered to join me, to keep me company, but it hardly made sense to waste her time. Plus, someone needed to stay behind with Nate. He was home from fall break, his second year of college having started, and his pattern of misbehavior was only getting worse. Over the summer, we’d caught him partying behind our backs. I knew it was what boys did, but I hardly saw the point in enabling it by giving him an easy opportunity.

The rain picked up, and I pressed the windshield wipers into highest gear, watching them flick back and forth with even more intensity, my eyes as focused on the road as possible. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, bobbing and weaving around each curve of the wooded terrain, trying to balance out speed with safety. The pressure was accumulating in my groin, and there was no way I was stopping in this rainfall before I made it home. There was no gas station for miles.

I slowed down at the intersection where Route 27 met Beavercreek Rd., a T-junction, and after making a half stop, I sped around the corner, just narrowly missing a small sedan parked on the side of the road—lights on, hazards flashing, a slight figure hunched over its open hood.

I slowed down, mildly shaken, my heart racing, upset at my own recklessness. Looking in my rearview at the stranded vehicle, I half considered just driving off. The selfish part of me wanted to keep going. But we were in the middle of the woods. Whoever that was would be stuck there for a long time, no tow truck for miles. Something in my gut, in my heart, told me to stop, to be the neighbor and help this guy out. And so I turned the steering wheel and pulled over just in front of the sedan, setting the gear into park.

Grabbing my hoodie from the back seat, I threw it over my head and then, taking a deep breath, opened the driver’s side door, making a run for it out into the storm.

As I approached the car, I sized up the figure in front of it, partly distorted by the glare of the headlights. He appeared to be a young kid, probably no more than 17 or 18, tall but slight, his body hunched over the hood.

As I neared, the figure turned around, revealing his face—boyish, handsome, his skin a deep tan and a nose almost Roman. His eyes betrayed concern, a fluster. He knew he was in a jam.

“What’s going on here?” I asked, sidling up to the car, the hood of my sweatshirt barely holding back the rain from my face. The downpour was relentless, already beginning to soak through the thick cotton fabric of my t-shirt.

“Car’s totally stalled out,” the kid said, shaking his head in dismay. “I’ve tried a few things, but nothing’s working, and there’s no cell service here.”

That was for certain. This was about as far off the grid as you could get.

“Yeah, you’re not gonna get a call out here. And no tow truck’s available this late at night.”

“Fuck,” the kid replied, his face sinking, despondent.

“You from around here?” I asked.

“Not really,” he demurred. ”Just passing through.”

“My place is just a few miles down the road,” I told him. “I can get you set up with a phone and figure out a game plan. But likely nothing’s getting solved tonight.”

The kid sized me up, his face mildly suspicious.

“I promise I’m not a creep,” I replied, reassuringly. “I’ve got a kid your age, I wouldn’t want him out here all alone.” I glanced down at him, already soaked to the bone, helpless. “I’m Jack,” I offered, extending my hand.

The kid looked down at it, still reticent. And then, overcoming his hesitation, he reached out and received it. “Toby,” he replied, giving it a firm if tentative shake.

“C’mon, Toby,” I called out over the din, “let’s get you to dry land.”

Toby lowered the latch of the hood, pressing it down firmly to close, and then went around the side of the car to grab some things from the front seat before rejoining me, the two of us hustling back to my pickup.

“Jesus Christ,” I bellowed once were in. “It’s really coming down out there.” I glanced over at Toby. He looked like a drowned rat. “You’re drenched.”

Toby peered down at his clothes, as if he’d hardly noticed. “Was out there for about 20 minutes trying to figure it out. I thought I was totally fucked.”

“It’s all right,” I reassured him. “You’re safe now.”

I was about to turn the ignition when I was reminded of the pang in my groin, my balls aching. I was about to burst.

“Hang on for one second,” I said. “I’ve had to take a leak for the last 40 miles.”

And with that, I hopped out of the car again, making my way towards the passenger side just off the road and found some light tree cover, enough to avoid the brunt of the showers as I pulled out my dick.
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