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Chapter 1: Bert
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BERT STAYED THERE ALL day, hidden under Brock Moran’s tiny house. All alone, waiting for his brother to give him the signal to leave as they’d agreed.

There wasn’t a lot of room under the tiny house. You could barely even call it a crawl space. It was just a few inches deep, really nothing more than an indentation in the sand. He’d had to slither in on his belly while all the shooting was going on.

The day wore on, and the island seemed quiet, but you never knew. Newton Fleming and his do-gooder friends might have left someone there to keep watch. He’d keep waiting for Peter to send a text.

Hours later, he had a thought. It had been too quiet. If there was anyone else on the island, surely they’d have made some kind of noise over the last few hours, but he’d heard nothing. Not a peep.

It was hot under the tiny house. Uncomfortable lying on his stomach. He was hungry and beyond thirsty. He had to pee like mad.

And he was angry like you wouldn’t believe. 

Angry at that witch Honey Hynes—or Fin Fleming, which he knew was her real name. Angry at Garth, and Ken, and Arthur and the whole team at Kraken Industries for letting the plan go sideways. He was supposed to get rich out of their stupid scheme, but that wasn’t likely to happen now.

He was especially angry at his brother for leaving him here all alone on this cursed island after the shootout.

“You’ll be my eyes and ears on the island,” Peter had said. “We can’t make it work without you.”

Well, the plan hadn’t worked even with him.

He’d tried texting Peter for a pickup, but Peter had replied that now he couldn’t come as they’d planned. He had “other things” to take care of. He’d told Bert to take the boat they’d hidden under the pile of dead fish and make his way to the Golden Kelp on his own. Explain what had gone down to criminal mastermind Seb Lukin, all on his own. 

Everyone knew that admitting failure to Seb Lukin was practically a death sentence, but Peter didn’t seem to care that he was sending his brother into danger. Again.

Peter had sent him a shrug emoji and told him to grow a pair. Some big brother he was. That was the last Bert had heard from him, and that had been hours ago.

Bert couldn’t spend the rest of his life hiding in the crawl space, so at last he clawed his way out. Still lying on the sand, he turned his head carefully, looking around. He sniffed like an animal, tasting the air for any sign he wasn’t alone. 

Finally convinced that everyone had deserted the island, he stood up and made his way to the pile of dead fish that blocked the island’s only freshwater spring. His escape boat was underneath, well hidden by the stinking, rotting fish.

The stench of the dead fish made his eyes water, but he tied a handkerchief over his nose and went to work, flinging the decaying carcasses aside as he burrowed around to free his boat. As soon as he’d uncovered the boat, he tied its line to a nearby tree and then removed the metal plate they’d used to block the flow of water from the spring. 

Even after the water began flowing again, this far inland the inlet was still too shallow for him to ride in the boat, so he followed its path toward the ocean, pulling the boat along with him. As soon as the water was deep enough, he climbed into the boat and put on a life vest. 

He was too afraid the engine’s noise would attract someone’s attention if he really wasn’t alone on the island, so he used an oar to push the boat along until it reached the shore and then it slid gently into the ocean. Once the boat was cleanly riding the gentle waves, he started the engine and took a heading toward where he knew that Seb Lukin and the Golden Kelp waited, just over the horizon.
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Chapter 2: Ice Diving
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WE WERE FILMING RAFE’S latest movie on location outside Anchorage Alaska, and it was darn cold. Reluctantly, I removed my half-frozen hand from the pocket of my down parka and pulled off one double-layered mitten to pull back the cuff of my other mitten and look at my dive watch. Rafe had been under the ice for forty-five minutes, and I was getting worried. 

I was standing on the shore of Squirrel Lake, a 100-foot-deep alpine lake located in the valley near North and South Suicide peaks in the vast Chugach State Park. The terrain around the lake is absolutely breathtaking. 

In fact, the entire state is spectacular. Everywhere I looked the view was so stunning that it seemed like it had been created especially to inspire awe and wonderment in everyone who saw it. Mountains, glaciers, trees, water, and sky. The area had it all, and it was all magnificent.

The surroundings mesmerized me, and I frequently found myself lost in wordless admiration for the stunning world around me.

Chugach State Park is immense, containing approximately 495,000 acres of land. It’s one of the four largest—and arguably one of the most beautiful—state parks in the United States.

The land here is rugged, alternating among tall mountain peaks, ancient glaciers, wild ocean shore, fast moving rivers, deep, impenetrable forests, and vast ice fields. All this, and it’s not even that far from downtown Anchorage.

Of course, traveling across this terrain is a whole lot different than traveling ten miles in my home turf of Georgetown, Grand Cayman. 

I’d always thought the Cayman Islands were the most beautiful spot on earth. The two locations couldn’t be more different, yet there was no denying the beauty of my current surroundings.

Several members of the movie crew were standing around laughing, joking, and drinking cup after cup of hot coffee. Not one of them seemed concerned about my husband, superstar action hero Rafe Cummings, who was diving deep under the four-foot-thick ice that completely covered the surface of Squirrel Lake, where he was filming the last of the underwater scenes for his latest movie. 

Unlike his usual starring roles, which seemed designed to show off his handsome face and ultra-fit physique to maximum advantage, in this movie Rafe played an arctic explorer. He’d spent most of his scenes in the current film bundled up in bulky parkas and heavy drysuits that hid his famous face and body.

Even so, the producer—his best friend T-8—had still found a way to introduce a few scenes where Rafe appeared shirtless or in skimpy skin-tight swim trunks. Rafe and I had laughed about it because although he really is a terrific actor, his movies rarely give him a chance to do more than look fabulous on screen.

But dang, he was good at looking marvelous on-screen. He was even better at looking utterly spectacular offscreen. 

Lucky me.

“Shouldn’t he be heading for the surface by now?” I asked Nathan, his long-time stunt double and the man whom I’d thought was supposed to be his safety diver on this dive.

Nathan smiled condescendingly. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Cummings. Rafe will be fine. He’s done this sort of thing before you know.”

I sighed. “I may be Rafe’s wife, but my name is Fin Fleming, as I’ve already told you several times. And I’m the person who certified Rafe as a diver in the first place, so I’m very familiar with his dive history.” 

My voice sounded so snippy that even I cringed. Snarkiness probably isn’t the best way to gain Nathan’s cooperation, and I was afraid that very soon I might need his help to rescue Rafe.

“Oops. I need more coffee,” he said as he turned away from me. 

Too late. Obviously I had already annoyed him. I bit my lip in silent frustration. I couldn’t help it. I was worried about Rafe.

Another five minutes passed while everyone in the crew chatted among themselves, not even glancing at their watches. How could they be so unconcerned about Rafe?

I needed to do something. I would not let my new husband drown or freeze to death underwater while I stood around doing nothing.

I scurried over to Rafe’s trailer and went inside. His spare drysuit hung from the shower rod, and I wasted no time climbing into it. It was a little big across the shoulders, but not so big that it would be unmanageable under water. I snapped a pair of ankle weights on to counteract any air that might collect in the excess shoulder space, pulled up the zipper, and grabbed a pair of heavy dive gloves. 

A pile of full tanks on several identical BCDs was just outside the trailer. I quickly set up Rafe’s spare regulator on a tank and lifted the entire assembly over my head so it could slide down and settle against my back. After tightening the BCD’s cummerbund, I trudged over to the large triangular hole the crew had sawed in the ice to allow Rafe, the safety divers, and the camera crew to enter and exit the water. Each side of the triangle was more than five feet long. Given the thickness of the ice and the near sub-zero temperatures, I didn’t even want to imagine the difficulty involved in creating and maintaining the opening.

The crew had fastened a tough rope to a heavy cart they were using as an anchor point on the surface of the ice. The safety crew had done the first few dives alone to fasten a sturdy nylon line to the underside of the ice every few feet so the actors and dive crew could use it as a guide to the exit. 

I knew the crew had followed all the safety rules. I was probably worrying for nothing. Even so, I couldn’t shake the eerie feeling that something was wrong. The feeling made it impossible for me to relax. 

Nobody else on set seemed concerned about Rafe, and that meant it was up to me to make sure he was okay. I was going in, under the ice, alone.

The dive entry point was near the edge of the river that fed the lake, so I assumed the current would be heavy. I’m a strong swimmer, and I’d often dealt with worse currents than I expected this one to be. I wasn’t too concerned about fighting through the rushing water, but I still wanted to have two guide ropes leading back to the exit point in case any unexpected problem arose. I didn’t want to take any chances that an unexpected surge might push me off course. 

I grabbed a spare reel of rope I saw near the cart and tied it off to the anchor point next to the original spool. If there was something wrong under the ice, I wanted to make sure Rafe and I had a backup option to guide us back to the exit point. I clipped the reel to a D-ring on my BCD, adjusted my mask and gloves, and stepped into the hole. 

At almost six feet, I’m tall for a woman, and the realization that the ice here was nearly as thick as I was tall made me pause for a nanosecond.

I frequently dive on wrecks, in caves, and in other areas with overhead environments as part of my job as chief underwater photographer at the Madelyn Anderson Russo Institute of Oceanography—RIO for short. But the thick icecap here gave me the willies, especially since I was in unfamiliar surroundings and diving solo. At least, I’d be diving solo until I met up with Rafe and the rest of the film crew.

The watery world under the ice was nothing like what I usually saw in the Caymans, even accounting for the difference in the terrain and the fish. The temperature of the sea water around the Caymans typically runs in the low to mid-eighties year round. 

The water here was a frigid thirty-three degrees Fahrenheit, and I felt the sting on the exposed areas of my face almost immediately. I regretted not rummaging around in Rafe’s gear bag for a full-face mask before diving. Then again, if Rafe could deal with this cold, then so could I.

I clipped the reel I had selected onto a D-ring on the front of my BCD so I could let the sturdy nylon rope spool out behind me. I also kept a hand on the line attached to the ice as I moved toward the still distant filming area. 

My bubbles rose and nestled up against the bottom surface of the ice, exactly the way they nestled against the ceilings on a wreck, which was somewhat reassuring. It was darker down here than I would have expected, both because of the late day slant of the sun and the filtering effect of the ice. 

I found a small underwater flashlight in my BCD’s front pocket and flicked it on to help light up the eerie gloom ahead of me.

I hadn’t gone much farther when I saw Rafe up ahead. I recognized his bright blue drysuit, but even from a distance it was obvious that something was very wrong. 

For one thing, he was alone. There should have been a film crew and several safety divers around him.

For another thing, the nearly invisible severed end of the original guide rope was ominously floating in the current far away from him. Rafe was hovering in place, not moving at all. I wondered if it was possible he’d lost track of the part of the line that led back to safety and was afraid to move forward.

Then I realized Rafe had somehow become tangled in the other end of the free-floating rope. I figured that the crew must have been trying to cut him loose and accidentally disconnected themselves from the portion of the rope still attached to the exit hole. 

Since I couldn’t see them anywhere nearby, they were very likely lost. There was a barely visible pile of camera and lighting equipment on the bottom forty feet below him, but no sign of the crew or the safety divers.

Strange.

And very, very disturbing.

I couldn’t fault the film crew for ditching the equipment. No equipment is more valuable than a life. And rather than hold on to the cameras and lights, as long as they had sufficient air, they should have immediately dropped everything to help the tangled diver or returned to the surface for more help.

But except for Nathan, I hadn’t seen anyone from the crew on the surface or while I’d been following the guide rope to this point. I had to assume the crew had lost their way under the ice. 

Visibility was so poor and the current so strong that they would be traveling blind unless one of them had taken an accurate compass reading on the exit position. I thought this was unlikely, given how lax they were about so many rules for safe diving. And besides, if that were the case, I’d have passed them on my way toward Rafe.

I didn’t let my anxiety slow me down. I kept swimming, speeding up when I realized that my husband wasn’t moving at all. After I’d gone about ten feet closer to Rafe, my heart gave a heavy thud at the realization that there were no bubbles coming from his regulator, which was floating freely beside him in the water. He wasn’t breathing.

There was no one nearby to help. 

I would have to rescue him from the entanglement and resuscitate him all by myself
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Chapter 3: Rescue Attempt
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MY LATE STEPFATHER Ray Russo had made me practice rescue skills until the training made my reactions instinctive. As he’d taught me to do, I stopped moving, took a deep calming breath, and only then did I make a plan. 

I didn’t rush into action until I knew what I needed to do and the right sequence for the steps. It was hard for me to stay calm enough to take even those few seconds of delay, but it would be better and safer for both of us in the long run if I didn’t give in to panic.

I clipped the flashlight to my vest and then rummaged in the pockets of the BCD to see what other tools I had at hand. I felt a rush of thankfulness when I touched a pair of dive scissors. It wouldn’t be easy to snip through the heavy nylon rope, especially wearing the thick drysuit gloves, but at least with the sharp scissors I had a shot at success.

I’d reached the location of the last anchor clip that had attached the original guide rope to the ice. I let the severed end of the rope slip through the clip and drift away. I still had a tight hold and a sturdy grip on the secondary reel I’d attached to my BCD, so I knew I could find my way back to the exit point. 

I thanked the universe that I’d had the foresight to bring it along. To make sure I didn’t lose sight of him in the rapidly fading daylight filtering through the thick layer of ice, I swam ahead as quickly as I could to where Rafe floated motionless in the water, never taking my eyes off him. 

When I reached him, I assessed his condition. His eyes were closed and he was unresponsive. I purged his regulator and put it in his mouth. An irregular stream of very tiny bubbles merged from his regulator. Their size and infrequency told me that the entanglement had badly compromised Rafe’s breathing. But so far at least, he was still breathing, at least a little bit.

I swam behind him and began snipping away at the thick coils of rope behind his drysuit hood. I’d have had to be a blind idiot not to recognize the significance of the perfectly tied knots at the back of his neck. This was no accidental entanglement.

I knew I should try to preserve the knots for law enforcement as evidence of attempted murder, but my first priority was saving Rafe’s life.

Someone from the team of safety divers or on the film crew had deliberately done this to Rafe. But unless they’d planned an alternative way out of the water, they probably hadn’t realized they might doom themselves as well as Rafe when they trapped themselves under the ice with him.

I put the thought aside and concentrated on freeing Rafe from the cord that encircled his neck. It was hard work to snip through the many layers and strands of the heavy rope. I had to work quickly to save his life but position the shears carefully to make sure I didn’t nick his air hose. 

It felt like forever before the last strands fell away, leaving Rafe’s airway open and unconstricted. When the rope parted, I stuck the piece I’d severed, including the remains of the tightly tied knot, into my BCD pocket.

I spun around to face Rafe. I was dismayed to realize that the thin stream of bubbles I’d noticed earlier had stopped. He was no longer breathing on his own. I took a deep breath from my own regulator, pushed his regulator mouthpiece aside, clamped my lips over his, and blew into his mouth. 

Even while I was sharing my breath with him, I was carefully coiling the line back onto the reel attached to my BCD and swimming toward the exit hole. I didn’t see or sense any other divers nearby. We were all alone. I knew that meant the other divers must have deliberately abandoned Rafe.

But what could be their motive? Rafe was usually well-liked. He’d always been pretty popular with the crew and other cast members on all his previous movies.

I had no clue as to who would have wanted to hurt him. I wasn’t crazy about the idea of the people who had done this to Rafe swimming behind me, but I had to assume they were smart enough to recognize that I was the only one under the ice who had a clear path to the exit hole. 

Since it would mean their own doom as well as Rafe’s and mine, I had to hope they wouldn’t try to harm either of us until we’d reached safety. I’m great at multi-tasking, especially underwater, but even I couldn’t single-handedly do CPR on Rafe, swim to safety, hold the reel, and fight off bad guys all at the same time. 

And no matter what went on around me, my first priority was always going to be Rafe’s safety.

After giving him another mouth-to-mouth breath, I put his regulator back in his mouth, purged the valve, and watched to see if he took a breath.

He did not.

I gave him a bear hug, pushing hard on his chest to force him to expel the air I’d blown into his lungs. Several bubbles escaped from his regulator, so I knew the forced exhalation had worked.

I watched closely to see if he followed that exhalation up with a spontaneous inhale, but he didn’t. I was on the edge of panic, but I forced myself to remain calm and went through the process of blowing air into Rafe’s lungs again, while swimming backwards along the line heading toward the exit hole.

I breathed air into him again.

And again.

By now we were just a few kicks from the exit hole, so I swam as hard as I could. When I was directly beneath the opening in the ice, I swam up straight through the triangular hole, my arms around Rafe to push him to the open air as quickly as I could. 

As soon as I broke the surface, I spit out my regulator and shouted. “Rafe needs a doctor. Stat.”

Nathan, who as safety diver should have been on the dive with Rafe, dropped his coffee onto the ice, where it instantly froze. Then he used both arms to pull Rafe out of the water, laying him flat on the ice and beginning to perform CPR. 

He was doing it badly, but I had to give him credit for trying. 

Or did I? 

By all rights—and the terms of his contract—he should have been on this dive with Rafe, not swilling coffee on the surface.

With a mighty kick of my long fins, I used my arms to push down on the ice and crawled out of the water. The water in my hair and on my drysuit turned to ice instantly.

I climbed out of the hole and staggered for a second on the slick, snow-covered ice before I pushed Nathan aside. Then I knelt beside Rafe and swept his mouth with a finger to be sure his airway was clear. Once I was sure he could breathe without obstruction, I turned him on his left side and slapped the middle of his back hard. 

As I’d expected, Rafe vomited up a mix of bile, black coffee, and lake water. While he was semi-upright, I unzipped his drysuit and then rolled him onto his back to begin CPR compressions. Even as I began compressions, I was yelling out instructions to save his life.

“Get the AED from T-8. And somebody get me a knife. Where’s the emergency oxygen? Get it now!”

Nathan was still standing uselessly beside me, but eventually he unfastened his dive knife from his right thigh and handed it to me before running off to T-8’s trailer. I used the knife to cut Rafe’s drysuit undergarment open so I’d have a clear field when the AED arrived. 

“Oxygen?” I yelled, but I could see that nobody had any idea where the emergency supplies were, because they all shuffled their feet and looked blankly at each other. I gritted my teeth and fervently wished that Doc and her superbly trained team of EMTs were on site.

Finally, Nathan knelt beside me with the AED. “Do you know how to use this?” he asked. It was obvious he had no idea.

Nodding, I grabbed the device from him and attached the electrodes to Rafe’s bare chest. “Clear.”

Nathan rocked back on his heels as Rafe’s body contracted in response to the shock. I checked his heartbeat. 

No reaction.

“Will he be okay? What should I do now?” said Nathan.

“The best thing you can do right now is find him some oxygen. There should be a couple of canisters in my gear bag. It’s on the bed in Rafe’s trailer,” I said, working hard to sound calm while my heart was screaming in fear.

Nathan ran off at top speed.

I was back to doing chest compressions while waiting for the AED to recycle. Its battery was low and it was taking forever to get back to the ready state. I wanted to scream at the universe. When T-8 strolled up at his usual leisurely pace, I screamed at him instead.

‘You call yourself a producer? Your set is a danger to everyone on it. Where’s the safety equipment? Where’s the medical team? Why was Rafe diving alone, without his safety divers? I swear if Rafe doesn’t come back from this I’ll kill you myself.”

T-8’s face went white. “What’s going on? What happened to Rafe? What can I do to help?” His voice had lost its usual California drawl and gone back to its street origins. I could hear how scared he was when he realized his long time best friend was in real danger. He dropped to his knees beside Rafe and grabbed his hand.

I glared at him. “Go help Nathan find the oxygen canisters in my gear bag. It’s in Rafe’s trailer, in the bedroom. Call an ambulance. Then get Doc on the phone. I need her to talk me through this.” 

I saw the flickering recharge light on the AED. “And pay more attention to crew safety on your sets from now on.” I practically spit the last words because I was so angry.

T-8 had the grace to look chagrined. We both knew he’d been cutting costs on this project, but I hadn’t realized his economizing had gone so far as to put his team in real danger. 

Without another word, he rose and loped across the icy ground to Rafe’s trailer. Less than a minute later, he popped out carrying two oxygen canisters.

Just before he reached me, the AED finished the recharging process, so I shouted “clear” and pushed the button. This time Rafe’s heart began beating again. I grabbed the oxygen from T-8 and put the cannula in Rafe’s nose. I watched him like an overanxious granny looking after her first grandbaby.

T-8 put his cellphone up to my ear. “Doc,” he said.

I wasted no time on pleasantries but recited the necessary statistics as though we were doing rounds together.

Doc spoke cautiously. “You’ve done everything right, as usual. Is Rafe breathing on his own now?”

I fretted as I put my ear in front of his face to make sure I could feel the flow of air from his nose or mouth. “Yes. Rapid and shallow, but he’s breathing on his own with supplemental oxygen. His body temperature is still too low though.” 

“Get someone to help you move him inside. Cover him with warm blankets, and if he’s alert enough, give him hot soup or drinks. Call me back after you get him situated.”

Nathan brought over a body board, and I supervised while he and T-8 positioned Rafe on it. They carried him to his trailer and placed him on the bed. I pulled a silver space blanket out of my own first aid kit and wrapped it around him.

Rafe’s eyelids fluttered, but he didn’t wake up.

“Go to the craft trailer. Bring back hot coffee and clear soup,” I said. 

Nathan took off at a run just as Rafe let out a groan. He began to shake and shiver.

I took his hand. “You’re okay now. I’ve got you. You’re in our trailer, safe and warm. Nathan’s getting you some nice hot soup and that will help warm you up. 

Without waiting for me to ask him, T-8 cranked up the trailer’s thermostat. The sudden blast of warm air did nothing to dispel the chill I felt at the thought of how close I’d come to losing Rafe. I looked around for his heavy wool knitted beanie, which I found on the kitchen table. I brought it back to the bed and put it on his head, pulling it down low so it covered his ears. Then I rolled heavy wool socks onto his feet and pulled the blanket back up to his chin.

Nathan slammed the trailer door when he returned with a huge mug of hot soup. He rummaged through the kitchen drawers until he found a spoon, then he put both items on the nightstand. “I’ll help you get him sitting up.”

He and T-8 reached over to lift Rafe’s shoulders while I mounded the pillows behind his back. As soon as I finished, they gently positioned Rafe so he was sitting up against them. “What else do you need?” Nathan asked.

“Will you search the set to see if there any strangers around or anyone who seems out of place. Ask if anyone recognized the safety divers that went with Rafe on the dive this morning.”  

He started to turn away, but then I had another thought. “After that, look for another entry hole in the ice. It would be somewhere out of sight.”

Then I held a spoon to Rafe’s cracked lips and tipped a few drops of soup into his mouth. “T-8, please plug in the AED so it’s fully charged just in case we need it again. And if you wouldn’t mind, see if you can find my phone. I need to make a call.” Then I turned my attention back to my husband, begging the universe to help him pull through.
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Chapter 4: Calling Newton Fleming
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I WAS STILL FEEDING Rafe the hot soup, a few drops at a time, when I felt a soft, warm blanket settle over my own shoulders. 

“You’re freezing too. In fact, you’re shivering so hard I don’t know how you can hold on to that spoon. Why don’t you take a minute to get out of your wet drysuit and warm yourself up,” said T-8. 

He put my phone and two steaming mugs of soup on the nightstand next to Rafe and touched my shoulder. “Go on. Take care of yourself. I’ll keep giving Rafe his soup while you put on something warm and dry. Have a few bites of soup yourself to help warm you up. It won’t do Rafe any good if you make yourself sick. In fact, it’ll make him feel crazy guilty.”

I’d focused on taking care of Rafe and hadn’t realized I was still wearing my soggy drysuit. It wasn’t until T-8 mentioned how cold I seemed that I actually started to feel the bone deep chill. Suddenly I was aware of my own violent shivering. I stood up, wrapping the blanket even tighter around my shoulders. “Thank you.”

He looked me in the eye. “I’m sorry this happened on my watch, but I’ll do everything I can to make sure Rafe comes through this unhurt. I’ve already started making doubly sure the set is in compliance with safety regs. The AED is back on the charger. I promise you I’ll never again let anyone overlook that precaution on any movie set of mine. And we’ll always have oxygen, and a body board—whatever you and Doc recommend. I promise.”

His voice cracked just a little, and I knew T-8 was feeling the terror of almost losing his life-long best friend. I was still furious at him even though it was obvious he was miserable and feeling guilty over the horrific nightmare that had befallen Rafe.

He should have felt bad. If he hadn’t been cutting corners then Rafe wouldn’t have fallen prey to whomever had it in for him.

I put down the mug and the spoon I had been using to feed Rafe and grabbed a pair of heavy sweats and some thick woolen socks from a pile on the shelf over the bed. “I’ll be back as soon as I’ve changed. Shout out if you see anything that looks worrisome.” 

T-8’s sorrowful eyes met mine. “Take your time. Sit near the fireplace and get warm. Eat your soup. I promise to take good care of Rafe, and I’ll let you know if anything changes.”

I knew he was trying to reassure me, but T-8 could be such a spaceball sometimes that his words didn’t provide any comfort. Who knew what, if anything, he’d find worthy of telling me about? I resolved to change into dry clothes quickly and get back to Rafe’s bedside as fast as I could, just in case.

I left the bedroom and entered the main living area of Rafe’s trailer. The decor was the height of opulence. It was modern, spacious, and ultra luxurious, with gleaming granite counters, an eight-burner induction stove, a three-person hot tub, a cedar lined sauna with two tiers of benches that could easily accommodate five people, and a gas fireplace. Rafe and I had laughed about it together when we’d first seen it. 

“I would have given my right arm to live in a place like this back when I was a kid,” he’d said. “Now it’s just a place to hang out when I’m away from home. It’s a waste of T-8’s money, but this is the first time in his life he’s ever had any money to waste, so...”

I’d known that Rafe was remembering his own childhood—growing up homeless, living in an alley with his older brother Dougie and his best-friend T-8, whose original name was Tate. Back then, nobody would have expected Rafe to amount to anything, especially not a highly sought after movie star.

But anyone who knew him would know that nobody deserved success more than Rafe Cummings. He worked unbelievably hard, and he was loving, caring, kind, smart, sweet, and funny. Everyone, especially me, adored him.

After changing my clothes, I flipped on the fireplace switch and sat at the counter to drink my soup straight from the mug. I could feel the spicy liquid warming me from the inside, and the cozy fire and thick blanket still wrapped around my shoulders were both doing their parts to warm me up on the outside. 

My shivering subsided slightly, and I felt like I could talk without my teeth chattering. I picked up my phone and pushed the favorites code for Newton Fleming, my father.

As usual when I called, no matter where he was or what he was doing, Newton answered immediately. We’d had a little bit of a falling out a few months ago when he dragged me into an undercover investigation he was running. I’d been very angry when I realized what was going on, and we hadn’t spent much time together since then. I wasn’t quite ready to forgive him, but I missed him like crazy.

“What’s up?” he said, a smile in his beloved voice.

I valued our relationship all the more because he hadn’t been in my life while I was growing up. I deeply missed our former closeness, and I was happy to see that he didn’t hold my anger at his actions against me.

“I need your help. It’s about Rafe.” I couldn’t keep the sound of tears out of my voice.

There was a brief pause while he considered how to respond. “Are you both okay? You’re safe?”

“No. We’re out here on a movie set in Alaska and someone tried to kill him. I need your help to get him out of here before they try again. And it’s freezing cold, and he’s shivering so hard... I don’t know what to do for him. I need Doc.” A pause. “I need you.”

“Then I’ll be there. Always.”

His words warmed my heart in a way that the hot soup never could. I was so overcome with love for my father that I couldn’t speak. 

He must have guessed because he said “Text me your location and then don’t worry about anything. I’ll fly out within the hour and I’ll make all the arrangements to get to you from...” he paused a moment to look up the name of the airport...Ted Stevens Airport in Anchorage. You just stay with Rafe and relax. We’ll be there before you know it.” He paused a moment. “I love you.” 

I could tell he’d completely focused on the logistics of getting here because he hung up without saying goodbye—his usual habit when he concentrated on any objective. The flight time between Grand Cayman and Anchorage was likely to be twelve to fifteen hours, depending on the route the pilot chose and how long and how often he had to stop for refueling. Then Newton would have to rent a car and make his way here over rugged terrain. There were time zone differences and terrible weather and too many variables for me to contend with right now. He’d get here as fast as he could, and I contented myself with that knowledge. I went back into the trailer’s bedroom to rejoin my sleeping husband.
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