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No one notices or seems to care as a streak of kidnappings targeting the homeless strike New
York, but when one of them winds up dead on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean, it
attracts the interest of MBLIS Miami. When Marston and Holm start to dig into the mysterious
death, they find out far more than they bargained for: decadent wealthy people holding a
twisted gladiatorial game with the forgotten members of society.And when those rich lunatics
start to die one by one, Ethan will have to act fast, not just to save the kidnapped men, but
track down a furious vigilante out for blood.
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HolmEpilogueAuthor’s NotePrologueIt was a bright, sunny, and gorgeous afternoon when the
jukebox decided to take its last breath. It was a busy time of day, during the golden time where
the sun was just beginning to set. The air was still warm, but it was getting dark enough that
customers had started to flow in steadily. So, of course, that was the precise moment that the
jukebox decided to give out.“The hell is that?” One of my regulars looked up from the glass of
scotch he was nursing, his eyebrows knitted together in confusion at the unholy noise the
jukebox was making.It had happened out of nowhere. One moment, the bar was filled with the
soft notes of old classic rock, and in the next, the speakers suddenly doubled in volume and
were letting off a screech that was only slightly more pleasant than the sound of nails on a
chalkboard.“Oh.” Rhoda looked at the machine in confusion before stepping out from behind
the bar to inspect it.I watched her cringe as she got closer to the source of the noise before
finally covering her ears completely. She spent a few minutes looking it over and messing with
some of the settings before finally just giving up and yanking the plug out of the wall. The
terrible noise cut off abruptly and plunged the entire bar into welcome silence.“What’s the
matter with your jukebox?” my regular asked me as he went back to slowly sipping from his
glass.“Heck if I know,” I scoffed. “The girls are the ones who helped me set up and program the
thing. I’ve never heard it do that before.”I looked back at the jukebox. Rhoda was walking back
to the bar now with a frown on her face.“That was weird,” she muttered as she tossed a look
back at the jukebox over her shoulder. “I wonder why it did that all of a sudden.”“It’s not raining
or anything,” Nadia added as she walked back to the bar carrying a tray of empty glasses. “It
couldn’t have been a short.”“I could probably figure it out, but…” Rhoda sighed as she looked
around the bar. “We’re pretty packed right now, and I don’t want to plug it back in and subject
anyone to that sound again.”“Let me try something,” Nadia suggested as she set the tray
down.“Knock yourself out,” I replied. I’d be happy if whatever she was thinking managed to fix it.
The jukebox wasn’t that old, so it would be a shame to have to buy another one so soon. And
though I’d never really paid attention, the bar felt oddly quiet now without it humming softly in
the background.“I wonder if someone spilled a drink on it or something,” Rhoda mused aloud
as she took the tray and walked back toward the kitchen to stack the dishes in the dishwasher.I
looked back at the jukebox. Nadia was crouched beside it, fiddling with some panels on the
side. There weren’t any customers sitting near it, though. In fact, there weren’t any tables that
were close to it at all. I shrugged as I pushed the thought aside and went back to work.Only a
few minutes later, my favorite group of customers arrived. It was impossible not to notice them
because they came into the bar as a group. They weren’t necessarily loud or boisterous. On
the contrary, they were a pretty respectful bunch of kids. It was just impossible to miss them,
especially in comparison to the rest of my typical clientele, which mainly consisted of older
retirees who just wanted to enjoy their drinks and unwind in peace. Nevertheless, it was no
secret that the group of kids had grown on several of my regulars as well, especially since their
presence almost always meant one of my stories.“Hey, Ethan,” Jeff greeted me with a smile
and a wave as he and the rest of them headed over to their usual table.I gave him a small
wave in response before getting to work preparing their drink orders, which I knew from
memory at this point.“Your fan club is here?” Rhoda teased me as she wiped up a small spot of



beer she’d spilled on the counter.“In their usual spot,” I replied as I finished preparing their
drinks.“I give it two minutes until one of them is begging you to tell them about the Dragon’s
Rogue,” Rhoda snorted.“Two minutes?” I repeated as I loaded the drinks up onto a tray. “That’s
generous of you.”Rhoda laughed, and I turned to pick up the tray. The kids were laughing about
something when I walked up to the table.“It’s been a while,” I remarked as I set the tray down
on the table to distribute their drinks.“It’s rare we all get leave at the same time,” Mac explained
after thanking me for her drink. “And after the meltdown that someone had when they missed a
story, we decided not to come unless we all could.”“It was not a meltdown,” Charlie protested. “I
was just rightfully upset that you guys ditched me, and I ended up missing a story because of
it. What if that had been the day that Ethan revealed what happened to the Rogue?”“Please,”
Jeff snorted. “As if Ethan would tell us that soon. This man loves leaving us hanging.”“Well,
whatever,” Charlie grumbled before turning to look at me. “The point is we’re all here now, so—
what is that?”He made a face halfway between horror and confusion as the ear-splitting noise
from the jukebox screeched through the bar once more. I snapped my head around to look at
Nadia, who was frantically pressing something on the jukebox, all to no avail. Finally, she just
pulled the plug again.“What the hell…” Mac mumbled as she turned around in her seat to look
in Nadia’s direction.“Sorry!” Nadia called sheepishly. “I thought maybe one of the internal
components came out of place. Obviously, that wasn’t it.”“Aw, your jukebox is broken?” Ty
asked sadly. “That sucks.”“Yeah, it does,” I sighed as I looked mournfully over at the machine
sitting sadly in the corner.“It does sound quiet in here, now that I think about it,” Mac noted.“Let
me have a look at it,” Charlie offered as he took a long swig from his glass before standing up.
“I used to fix cars up with my uncle.”“That is not a car,” Jeff snickered as Charlie walked toward
the jukebox. “And weren’t you just complaining about missing stories?”“I can hear it just fine
from here,” Charlie called back dismissively as he knelt in front of the jukebox. “Just talk loud,
Ethan!”I laughed to myself as I walked back to the bar to get my own drink. I guessed there
wasn’t even a point in putting up a token protest at this point since it was already decided that I
would be telling them a story. In any case, it was the least I could do as thanks for fixing the
jukebox.“So, what’s today’s about?” Mac asked me eagerly as I sat back down in the chair that
Charlie had vacated.“Let me think,” I replied as I thoughtfully took a sip of my beer. The next
logical story to tell would be the one that took place directly after the red room case. “This one
doesn’t have all that much to do with the Rogue, to be perfectly honest.”“Aw.” Jeff pouted
immediately.“But it does have a lot to do with Holm,” I continued before taking another sip of my
drink.That caused all three of them to perk up at once.“You mean…?” Mac turned to look at the
stool at the end of the bar.“Not yet,” I clarified. “Though the stories aren’t that dissimilar, I
guess. In any case, it all started with a body found washed up on the beach…”1“If you’ll just
sign here, you’ll be all good to go, Mr. Bransen.”Wesley looked up at the nurse from where he
was sitting on the edge of his hospital bed. She had a broad, almost scary-looking smile
stretched across her face. It emphasized the wrinkles around her mouth and highlighted how
her makeup began to crack around her nose and cheeks. She probably meant for the smile to
appear welcoming, but it seemed like she was mocking him to Wesley. How could she grin that
awful fake smile while she threw him out on the street? It made him sick.“Thanks,” he mumbled
sullenly as he took up the pen that was attached to the clipboard. It was bright purple, covered
in glitter, and it had a little fluffy pompom at the top. The nurse was still grinning manically at
him as he scrawled his name down at the bottom of the page.“Great!” the nurse exclaimed,
snatching the clipboard back the moment he was done leaving his signature, as though she
was worried he might change his mind or something.As if he had a choice. Wesley snorted
beneath his breath. She actually looked relieved that he was leaving. Wasn’t this her



job?“Alright, just give me one second, and I’ll go and fetch a wheelchair for you,” the nurse
informed him as she turned away from him.“Don’t bother,” Wesley replied gruffly as he got to
his feet. He winced as pain shot up his right leg and back.“Oh, careful!” the nurse warned.She
sounded concerned, but Wesley knew it was all just an act. She didn’t care about him. Nobody
did. They all just saw him as an annoying inconvenience, taking a hospital bed from someone
who could actually afford to be here.Wesley ignored her as he grabbed his coat from the chair
it was thrown over before shrugging it on. After checking the pocket for his wallet and phone,
he slowly trudged his way out of the building, doing his best not to limp too obviously in front of
all the hospital staff. Wesley just knew they all must be laughing at him, and he wasn’t about to
give them the satisfaction of seeing him hobble away.He managed to keep the display up at
least until he got past the doors of the emergency room, at which point he gasped with pain
and stumbled over to the nearest bench to take a load off before continuing. The frigid air cut
against his lungs as he took several deep, harried breaths.The doctors had said that there was
nothing obviously wrong with his leg.“Yeah, right,” Wesley muttered bitterly to himself. If that
were true, then it wouldn’t hurt every time he put any weight on it, now would it? Damned
doctors were just sick of having to deal with him. They were just like all the rest, a bunch of
jerks who only saw him as a useless, annoying bum.A woman passing by turned to look at him
with wide, frightened eyes as he continued to mutter angrily to himself, and Wesley snarled at
her. After watching her scurry off into the hospital, Wesley felt terrible. Was this what he’d
become? The dirty man sitting on a bench, talking to himself and growling at passersby? It
wasn’t like he wanted to be mean, but he just couldn’t stand the way they all looked at him now,
like he was a sideshow freak or a cockroach on the sidewalk.He sighed as he reached a hand
down to massage his leg. New York was freezing this time of year. There was even a bit of
snow on the ground, and the cold only made the pain in his leg that much worse. The
emergency room doctors had told him he needed to see a specialist. There was little they
could do there, and Wesley would likely need surgery. Well, that was all great to know. If only
there were a way he could go to a specialist or afford surgery.Sometimes, Wesley just wanted
to break down and cry. It was impossible to fathom that everything could change in the blink of
an eye the way it did. A good job, a warm home, a loving fiancée… Wesley had once had it all.
Then all it took was one drunk driver to run a red light at just the wrong time, and Wesley lost
everything.“Suck it up,” Wesley scolded himself as he forced himself back onto his feet. He
wasn’t going to gain anything from sitting here in the cold. Since he couldn’t stay in the hospital
now, it’d be wiser to go and find somewhere warm before it got later and the temperature
dropped even more.He allowed his mind to wander as he shuffled slowly through the crowded
streets of lower Manhattan. To think it had only been three years since he’d moved here from
middle-of-nowhere Arkansas with big dreams about becoming a Broadway star. For a while, it
had all gone pretty well, too. It was so surreal to think about just how far he’d fallen in that
time.Wesley’s first thought was to find a subway station to settle down in. It wouldn’t be
comfortable, but it would help keep out the cold a little. He descended into the first entrance he
spotted, and it wasn’t until he made it to the bottom that he remembered that he needed to
pass the turnstiles to get inside, and turnstiles required money.Wesley patted the pocket on his
coat where he had his tiny remaining funds. Eighty-four dollars and a handful of change. That
was all Wesley had to his name, and he guarded it fiercely. His gaze slid over to the woman
sitting behind the booth, just off to the side. She was talking with a group of people who looked
like tourists, probably giving them directions or something. Wesley snapped his head back
around toward the turnstile and made a split-second decision. He rushed forward and
awkwardly lifted his leg over the metal bar. A jolt of pain burst up his thigh and across his back



as he did, but he ignored it. He’d come this far, so he might as well see this through. After
several painful seconds, Wesley finally managed to amble his way over the barrier and onto the
platform. The moment he made it onto the other side, he quickly walked away, shoulders
hunched as he hoped that the attendant wouldn’t say anything to him, as it was unlikely she
hadn’t noticed the spectacle he’d just put on back there.Wesley’s eyes lit up as they landed on
an empty bench a few feet down the platform, and he walked over to it as quickly as he could
before plopping down onto it. It was wooden, flat, and uncomfortable, but at least he was off his
feet again, and the relief of not putting pressure on his leg was immeasurable.Wesley took a
look around at the platform. It was early enough to be still packed with people, but maybe later
tonight, it would clear up enough for him to claim a spot over in the corner where he’d be able
to sleep undisturbed.“What are you doing here?!” an old, graying man croaked at him as he
jumped up from behind a bench tucked up against the wall. Wesley hadn’t even noticed him
lying there.“Whoa, sorry,” Wesley muttered as he instinctively shot up to his feet again. A jolt of
pain shot up his leg as he did. “I didn’t know this spot was taken. I’ll just—”“No, no, don’t worry
about it,” the man hurried to calm him. “I thought you were one of them filthy commies! My eyes
aren’t what they used to be!”“Sure,” Wesley replied.The man did look pretty old. His face was
wrinkled, and he had wiry gray and white hair sticking out of his head in every direction.“Why
don’t you sit here?” the man suggested as he pointed down at the bench. “Could use some
company. Most folks tend to give me space, which I appreciate, you know. Kids these days
don’t appreciate their elders, but they do here. I do like visitors sometimes, though, you know?
Gets a little lonely sometimes. You going to sit or what?”“Yeah,” Wesley muttered as the man
continued to ramble about respect and elders and the war.The man clearly wasn’t all there, but
he seemed friendly enough, so Wesley didn’t see the harm in sitting down with him. If nothing
else, it would provide some relief for his leg.“They hide in the shadows,” the old man muttered.
“Never know who you can trust. They come in the night when no one’s expecting it. I’ve seen it
happen myself.”“Who?” Wesley asked as he settled back against the hard, uncomfortable
bench. “The commies?”“Yes!” the old man replied. “I mean, no… don’t try to confuse me, young
man!”“Sorry,” Wesley chuckled. “And thanks for letting me stay here.”“Of course!” the old man
exclaimed heartily. “We’ve got to stick together in times like these! Here, have some
chocolate.”The man reached into a ragged backpack tucked back behind the bench. Though
he’d had some oatmeal at the hospital before leaving, Wesley’s stomach still watered at the
thought of the chocolates, which he gratefully accepted.“Helps keep calories up,” the old man
explained helpfully. “Keeps you warm at night, too. We’ll need the energy in case they strike
tonight.”“Right.” Wesley nodded as he tore the wrapper off one of the candies with his teeth. He
wasn’t sure who the old man thought might be coming for them, but he figured it was best to
just go along with it.“Anyway, the name’s Logan,” the old man introduced himself as he started
in on his own piece of chocolate.“Wesley,” Wesley muttered in response.“Good to meet you,”
Logan replied cheerfully. “So, what happened to your leg? I noticed you limping earlier. One of
my platoon mates stepped on a landmine during an operation a few years back.” Logan shook
his head. “Is that what happened to you?”“No, uh, it was a drunk driver,” Wesley replied softly.
“Hit me damned near head-on… Shattered both my legs. They both healed up eventually, but,
uh,” Wesley looked down at his right leg, “the right one never quite stopped hurting. My back,
too. Lost my job since I couldn’t go to work, so then I lost my insurance, so I couldn’t fix my leg.”
He chuckled mirthlessly. “Lost everything in the past year, and now I’m here.”“That’s a shame.”
Logan clapped Wesley on the back sympathetically. “But hey, you’re still alive, right? So long as
you’ve still got air in your lungs, you can’t give up, right? You’re too young to think about giving
up.”Wesley turned to look at the old man, who was smiling kindly back at him.“Yeah, I guess



you’re right,” he replied as a shiver ran through him. Even down underground, the bitter cold cut
through him.“Of course I am!” Logan laughed. “Anyway, maybe we should find someplace to hit
the hay. It looks like it’s going to be a cold one tonight. Come on.” The old man got shakily up
onto his feet before turning to Wesley. “I know a spot not far from here. It should be pretty
deserted this time of night, so we shouldn’t have any problems. And it’ll be dry!”Wesley stared
back at Logan warily. Just moments before, he’d been thinking about how nice the old man
seemed, but that didn’t necessarily mean that Wesley trusted him. He was, after all, still a
stranger. A stranger whose first inclination had been to accuse him of being a communist and
of plotting to attack him. Wesley wasn’t keen on the idea of following him anywhere, especially
not somewhere that would be “deserted.”“Come on, what are you sitting there for?” Logan
asked as he leaned down to haul Wesley to his feet.Wesley was shocked by just how much
strength the man had. For someone that looked like they were in their seventies, the man was
anything but frail, and he managed to yank Wesley at least partway off the bench.“Snow’s
picking up!” Logan spat. “If we dally, we’ll be soaked to the bone by the time we get there, and
then it won’t matter whether the place is dry or not. We will die of hypothermia in our sleep.
That’s why you should never sleep in wet clothes, you know. Even if you end up having to strip
down and sleep in your skivvies, the best way to survive is…”He continued to ramble on about
survival tactics and how he’d used those methods himself back during “the war.” Wesley had no
idea what war he was referring to if it was even a real one that actually happened. In truth, he
was barely listening to what Logan was saying at all. His mind was still stuck on the safety
aspect of following this man to who-knows-where in the middle of the night.I guess I’ve lived
long enough, Wesley thought to himself, self-deprecatingly, as he resigned himself just to go
wherever the man suggested. What was the worst that could happen? He could be killed? At
that point, Wesley wasn’t sure that would be the worst outcome. Since he was crippled,
homeless, penniless, and without a single prospect or way out, what other hopes did he even
have?“Alright, fine,” Wesley cut Logan off with a low, defeated mutter. Logan blinked in surprise,
as though he’d completely forgotten that Wesley was there in his rambling. “You’re right. Let’s
go before we freeze to death.”“That’s the spirit,” Logan replied cheerfully as he clapped Wesley
on the shoulder. “Come on then, let’s go.”Logan took off without another word, ambling away
surprisingly quickly for a man his age. It was still, fortunately, at a pace that was slow enough
for Wesley to keep up with his bad leg. That was good because Logan didn’t stop or turn
around once to make sure Wesley was even behind him. Wesley smiled ruefully as he thought
about what a sight the pair must make, shuffling down the street in single file like this. He might
have laughed if his teeth hadn’t been chattering too much.The walk seemed to drag on for an
eternity, and all the while, Wesley’s leg was screaming in angry protest. Logan slowed down
briefly to greet someone in an alleyway that was, as far as Wesley could see, chock-full of
other homeless people, but they didn’t stay long, much to Wesley’s dismay. He was about to
just call it quits and collapse into the shadow of a doorway when Logan finally spoke up.“Here
it is!” Logan declared when they finally arrived at their destination after what felt like an eternity
of walking. “The guard’s not here, just like I thought. Perfect, no one will bother us then.”Wesley,
who’d been so focused on the steadily increasing pain in his leg, finally looked up. It was an
ordinary-looking parking garage tucked between two nice, well-kept buildings.Part of Wesley
wanted to ask if Logan was sure this was a good idea, but he honestly couldn’t summon the
will to care anymore. He sighed as he followed Logan onto the deck. To his surprise, the inside
of the deck felt a little warmer, probably because it was insulated due to being sandwiched
between the two large buildings.“Over here should be good,” Logan whispered conspiratorially
as he led Wesley over to a spot in the corner of the floor. “The air vent is just outside of this



back wall, so this spot is always the warmest.” He beamed proudly, and Wesley was shocked to
discover that he was right. The spot just in the corner did feel a little warmer. “Ground’s not that
comfortable to sleep on, but at least it beats sleeping outside, huh?”Logan lowered himself
onto the ground, and Wesley followed suit nearby.“Well, let’s get some shuteye,” Logan
declared as he laid down without any more preamble.Wesley watched him for a minute, still
uncertain whether it was a bright idea to just go to sleep next to this stranger in a very
deserted parking garage. In the end, he just shrugged and laid down as well. As he’d thought
earlier, if this were the end, then at least he wouldn’t have to worry about his leg or any of his
other problems any longer. As he closed his eyes, he wondered vaguely what the next day
might bring.He woke with a jolt sometime later, his heart hammering as the sounds of screams
echoed in his ears. He realized quickly that the old man was shouting something about being
under attack, and Wesley groaned. Had he really been shocked awake all because of the
man’s crazy delusions?“Come on, Logan, nothing is—” Wesley grumbled as he sat up to help
calm the man.He stopped short as he opened his eyes and found Logan several feet away
from him on the parking deck, kicking and struggling on the ground as a man dressed in black
clothes stood threateningly above him.“Hey!” Wesley barked as he attempted to get to his
feet.His leg protested at once, and he stumbled slightly as he attempted to go to his newfound
friend’s aid, but he pushed through the pain to get to Logan, who was trembling on the ground
now as the assailant rained blows down on him with his fists.“Get off him!” Wesley yelled as he
shoved the attacker away.Wesley had always been more of a “brains over brawn” kind of guy,
which showed in the awkward strike against the man, but he wasn’t about to just stand by and
let him beat on Logan. “You think you’re tough, attacking a little old man? You must feel like a
big man!”The assailant turned to look at Wesley, and Wesley found himself regretting his surge
of bravado immediately. The guy was big, built like a linebacker, and looked furious. Wesley
barely had a moment to react before the man suddenly lunged at him. Wesley swung his fists
wildly, whispered remnants of a self-defense class he took during his freshman year of college
coming back to him as he tried to recall how to throw a punch.Wesley was shocked when his
fist connected with the attacker’s face. The man yelled with pain as he reached up to press his
hands against his nose, and for a few seconds, Wesley wasn’t even sure what he was
supposed to do next. Then he shoved the man again before turning to check on Logan, who
was still curled up on the ground. Before he could take more than two steps, though, something
hard hit him over the back of the head.The pain from the blow was immense. It felt like
whatever had hit him had cleaved his skull right in two, and stars were dancing in his
vision.“Hey, careful!” a warbled voice above him hissed. “Don’t kill him! He won’t be useful if
he’s dead!”Another voice responded, but Wesley couldn’t make it out. His vision was going
dark, and the pain in his head was starting to recede as drowsiness overtook him. He knew,
logically, that he shouldn’t fall asleep. He shouldn’t just give up and let his eyes fall closed. He
was so tired, though, and the pain was gone now, so he allowed the darkness to overtake
him.2EthanI sat down at one of the stools at the bar, then reached up to check my mic,
pretending to adjust the collar of my shirt as I did.“Can you hear me?” I muttered quietly as I
looked around casually.The bar was as glamorous as they came, every surface polished and
shiny, made of glass and marble and sleek gray steel. It was located on the twentieth floor of a
skyscraper here in downtown Miami, and it was also the location of our current stakeout.“Loud
and clear,” Holm’s voice rang out from the tiny receiver in my ear.It was pretty impressive how
far technology had come in just a few years. Gone were the days when our earpieces were
bulky and noticeable, like big, plastic hearing aids. The receiver I was wearing now was only
slightly bigger than an earplug, and unless someone looked directly into my ear, they probably



wouldn’t notice it.“Any sign of her?” I asked as I flagged the bartender down to get a drink. He
walked over right away.“Nope,” Holm replied from where he was located at the other end of the
bar. He was sitting at a table by himself, pretending to be on a hilarious phone call as he spoke
to me. “Nothing yet—oh, looks like we got something.”I turned to the entrance, where I spotted
her at once. Julietta Morales, stunning at nearly six feet tall, with long legs and a sharp, angular
face that made her look like a queen. She was wearing a form-fitting, black velvet dress that
stopped at her thighs and impossibly high heels that looked like they’d be impossible to walk in.
She was managing it somehow, though, and doing it quite effortlessly as she glided along the
floor of the bar. She was flanked by several guards, which wasn’t surprising, considering who
she was.As the wife of a drug lord, it only made sense that she would travel with her own
protective entourage. Her husband, Guillermo Morales, had been making waves around the
metro Miami area for the past few months. He’d appeared seemingly out of nowhere, and for
nearly half a year now, had managed to import a massive amount of narcotics into the United
States from Nicaragua. All of our efforts to catch him had fallen flat so far, as he always
managed to evade us at the last moment. We’d finally caught a break when we received an
anonymous tip that Morales’s wife, Julietta, tended to frequent this upscale bar. We’d quickly
devised a plan to come and find her, with the hopes that we’d be able to tail her back to her
husband’s location. Now that she was here, all I needed to do was figure out a way past her
wall of guards.To my surprise, I didn’t end up having to do much because she suddenly turned
and walked in my direction.“Oh, crap,” Holm muttered into my ear. “Is she onto you?”“I dunno,” I
replied quickly before grabbing the drink that the bartender had just brought for me.“That looks
good.” Julietta smiled coyly as she approached and nodded toward the glass in my hand.
“What are you having?”“You came all the way over here just to ask me what drink I was
having?” I replied vaguely, still unsure whether she knew who I was and what I was doing here.
I offered her a polite, slightly aloof smile as I waited to see where she would go with this.“Is
there a problem with that?” she replied as she slid onto the stool next to mine. Her skirt rode up
as she did, exposing more of her thigh as she brazenly crossed one leg over the other.Her
guards were standing right behind us, which wasn’t a good position for me to be in. I was tense
and didn’t want to turn my back on them entirely, but I couldn’t make it obvious that I was
nervous.“Not really.” I shrugged as I turned around on the stool, so my back was to the bar
instead. “I guess I just don’t see what’s so interesting about a normal glass of scotch.”“I guess,
if I’m being honest, it was the man holding the drink that drew my attention,” she murmured as
she raised a hand to flag down the bartender. He appeared at once.“Get me my usual,” she
commanded regally before turning to look at me. “And another one for…?”“Ethan,” I replied
calmly, though inside, my heart was pounding frantically at the sudden development.“Another
drink for Ethan, then,” Julietta finished. The bartender moved to prepare the drinks at once. “I
haven’t seen you around here before.”“That’s because this is the first time I’ve been here,” I
replied, an easygoing smile on my lips. It wasn’t a lie. Ritzy rooftop bars weren’t my usual
hangout spots. For better or worse, the divey little spot Mike owned was where I could usually
be found getting a drink.“Are you from out of town?” she asked as she leaned toward me,
letting her knee brush against my leg as she did.“Yeah,” I replied. “I’m up here on business. I
thought I’d check out what Miami has to offer.”“Oh?” she asked as she leaned even closer, just
inches away from me now. “And do you like what Miami has to offer?”She smiled slyly at me as
the bartender returned with our drinks. She was laying it on pretty thick, and though I could
almost believe that she might have just been flirting with me, I couldn’t quite shake the
suspicion that there was something else hidden behind her eyes.“I can’t say it’s been too bad
so far,” I replied casually. “Tonight, especially, has been pretty eventful.”She laughed in



response as she reached for the glass the bartender had set on the table.“Well, I have a
feeling it’s about to get a little better,” she grinned. “Agent Marston.”And there it was.Rather
than feeling worried, I felt oddly relieved. I’d had a feeling that she was just pretending, and the
fact that she’d confirmed it meant I could now drop the pretext I’d been keeping up.“Do you?” I
asked as I glanced over to the guards still standing just a few feet away. There were two of
them, bulky and probably decent fighters. Holm could probably get over here in a few seconds,
but if the two goons had guns on them—“Don’t worry about them.” Julietta smirked. “They won’t
do anything. Not unless I tell them to.”“And you’re not going to tell them to kill me?” I raised an
eyebrow at her.“Of course not.” She gasped at me in mock indignation. “At least not yet,
anyway. We’re having such a nice conversation, you and me. It would be rude to have them
take you out now.”“How considerate of you,” I replied dryly.“You really shouldn’t talk so much.”
She frowned at me. “You’ve got such a nice face, but you ruin it every time you open your
mouth. No, just sit there quietly and listen for a moment, alright?”“Alright,” I replied flatly, still
mentally calculating my best escape route should things go sideways.She snorted.“You really
don’t know how to follow directions, do you?” She shook her head.“I don’t take orders from
people like you,” I replied without hesitation.“Don’t you?” She snickered maliciously. “I think you
do, actually, since you’re here. And all I had to do was make one little ‘anonymous’ phone
call.”“Wait,” I muttered. “That was you?”“Oh, you can’t honestly be telling me that you had no
idea this might all be a trap?” She tutted at me disapprovingly. “That’s disappointing. I suppose
there really isn’t anything more behind that handsome face. No, Agent Marston, I’m the one
who made that call. And while I’m at it, I suppose it can’t hurt to tell you everything else since
you won’t be alive for very much longer.”“What do you mean by ‘everything else’?” I
demanded.“Your plan was probably to use me to find my husband, correct?” She raised her
eyebrows at me. “Along with your little partner over there. The one sitting at the booth
pretending he’s having the conversation of his life? I’m certain he can hear us, so why don’t
you tell him he can drop the act?”I glanced over at Holm, who immediately put his phone away
and looked our way.“So, you wanted to lead us out here,” I sighed. “Why? Are you planning on
betraying your husband on your own?”“Betray him?” She scoffed. “What’s there to betray? You
can’t honestly believe that idiot is the one who’s been running things, right?”“What are you
trying to say?” I asked her.“I suppose you’re just as dense as my stupid husband is,” she
huffed. “I’m telling you that I’m the one who’s in charge here. Guillermo is a figurehead, a pawn.
You can hardly count on men to do anything correctly these days, except maybe for taking the
fall when you need them to. That’s what I’m trying to tell you, Agent Marston. I’m the one you’ve
been looking for this entire time.”I glanced over at Holm again.“No,” she snipped. “Whatever
you’re thinking, don’t even try it. My men will have you both dead before either of you can even
stand up.”“Is that right?” I smirked at her. “Did everyone hear that? It sounds to me like we’ve
got everything we need.”“What?” Julietta snarled as she shot to her feet. “What is that
supposed to mean?”“Everybody down!” Agent Birn roared as he suddenly jumped up from one
of the tables at the other end of the bar.“Down, now!” Muñoz repeated the order as she drew
her weapon and directed all the other patrons in the bar to safety, away from the scene.“What
is this?” Julietta gaped at me, fear and fury swirling together on her face.“Looks like you’re the
one who underestimated us,” I replied as Holm got up and pointed his gun at the two
guards.The guards stood in numb shock as they faced down the three agents. One of them
reached for his waist, but I drew my gun and spoke up before he could do anything.“I wouldn’t
do that,” I warned.Both guards looked at each other before raising their hands in the air and
sinking to their knees.“What are you doing?” Julietta screeched. “Get up!”“It’s over, Morales,” I
looked her dead in the eye as I slowly stood up to face her. “You were right. I’m not stupid



enough to believe that this wasn’t a trap. We had a feeling something was up when that call
first came in, and from there, it didn’t take us long to figure out that you were the one behind all
of this. I figured you would come and talk to me if we came, and thanks to your little
monologue, we now have you on recording admitting to everything.”“You’re going to regret this,”
she hissed as Birn, Muñoz, and Holm rushed in to apprehend her and the two guards.“I doubt
that,” I replied as Holm pulled her arms behind her back to cuff them.She continued to struggle
and snap at Holm about not touching her, but I tuned her out as I plopped back down onto the
barstool and downed the rest of my drink. Everything had ended as smoothly as it possibly
could, all things considered. No one had been shot, and we’d even gotten a full confession.
That didn’t mean that it hadn’t been nerve-wracking, though. My heart had been pounding the
entire time, worried that one of the two goons would suddenly strike or that Julietta would
realize what was actually going on.“That was good,” Holm commended as he walked back over
to me. I could see Julietta and the two guards sitting by the entrance, being watched over by
Birn and Muñoz. “You played the part of clueless detective pretty well. I almost believed
it.”“Really?” I looked at him. “I thought it was kind of obvious that I was faking it. I mean, she did
have a point. It would have been pretty stupid of us to just run in here blind, without any kind of
suspicion that something shady was going on. I was worried she’d suddenly catch on that she
was right.”“Well, lucky for us, she was too confident,” Holm replied with a shrug. “She thought
she was too smart for her plan to fail.”“That was her mistake,” I agreed. “Now, we can wrap this
case up.”The rest of the evening passed by in a blur as we got to work cleaning up the scene,
which didn’t take long as there wasn’t actually much of a fight or even any shots fired. After
getting Julietta and her men into custody at the police station, all that was left to do was head
home.It was well past midnight by the time I stumbled through the door of my houseboat, tired
from the long day spent working on the case and ready to go to sleep. As I walked into my
bedroom, I slipped my phone from my pocket, intending to check for any new messages or
calls before having a quick shower. I was pleasantly surprised to find that I did, in fact, have a
message from one Ava Finch-Hatton.Ava was a distant relative of mine I’d gotten in touch with
through Bonnie. Apparently, she’d posted on an ancestry message board looking for
information about an ancestor of hers, which had led Bonnie to the discovery that we were
both related to Jonathan Finch-Hatton, the original owner of the Dragon’s Rogue. We’d
exchanged messages a few times since then, and though my busy schedule made it difficult for
us to meet right away, we were still planning on getting to it, eventually.Her latest message was
short, a funny reply to the last thing I’d sent her, as well as some information that she thought I
might find interesting.“I have some old documents that I think you might like. A few of them talk
about ships, though I’m not sure if any of them are about the Dragon’s Rogue. There are some
drawings, too. To be honest, I really don’t know much about any of them. I always thought they
were cool, but it was never something that really drew my interest. I figure you’ll appreciate
them a lot more since you’re super into pirate ships and all. Anyway, let me know when you
might be free to meet up or even talk on the phone!Love, Ava”I smiled at the way she’d signed
the message. It felt kind of weird, but I supposed we were technically family. She was my
cousin a hundred times removed or something like that. In any case, the message had piqued
my interest, as anything concerning the Rogue always did. I shot back a quick message
promising to get back to her as soon as I had some free time and then headed off to bed,
feeling much lighter than I had before.3EthanA cool breeze blew past me as I got out of my car
in the office parking lot. It was a temperate sixty-six degrees, the coldest it ever really got in
Miami, even in the middle of December. It wasn’t cold by any means, but for someone who was
used to nearly year-round sun and warm, balmy weather, the breeze was enough to send a



chill through me, and I hurried across the parking lot and into the building.Up in the office, I
headed straight over to my desk. Holm was already sitting at his, talking with Birn.“Speak of the
devil!” Birn declared as he looked up at me.“Uh-oh,” I replied. “I’m assuming that means you
were talking about me? Good things, I hope.”“Define ‘good,’” Holm grumbled.“Holm’s feeling
grumpy,” Birn teased as he snickered at Holm.“Hm? Why?” I asked as I looked down at my
partner, who did have a bit of a sour expression on his face.“He’s moping that Julietta went
over to you instead of him,” Birn practically cackled as he clapped Holm on the shoulder.“I’m
not moping!” he countered defensively. “Just… I mean, there was a fifty-fifty chance, you know?
We knew that she was trying to lead both of us there to take us out.”“And you’re grumpy that
she went for Marston instead of you,” Birn snickered. “Well, no offense or anything, Holm, but
—”“Don’t finish that sentence,” Holm deadpanned. “Nothing remotely good has ever come after
the phrase ‘no offense.’” Holm turned pointedly away from Birn to look at me. “Anyway, how are
you this morning, Marston?”“Uh, great,” I replied as Birn took his leave. “I got an email from Ava
last night.”“Ava?” Holm furrowed his eyebrows at me. “Who—oh, Ava! What did she say? Did
you two finally figure out a date to meet up?”“Not yet,” I sighed as I took my seat. “It’s hard to
find time between cases, especially since we never know when another one might pop up. Now
might be a good time, though, since we just wrapped up the Morales case. She said she had
some documents I might be interested in, and as long as there’s a lull—”“Marston, Holm,”
Diane’s voice suddenly cut me off. I looked up and found her standing at the end of the bullpen,
calling to Holm and me. “Could I see you two in my office?”“So much for a lull,” Holm muttered
as the two of us got up to follow Diane. She closed the door behind us as we stepped inside
before taking a seat behind her desk.“I’ve got a case for you, potentially,” she dove right in after
sitting down.“Potentially?” I repeated as I took a seat in my usual spot during these briefings.
“What does that mean?”“Well, the details of the case are a little… strange,” she replied. “A lot
of it isn’t adding up, and while it seems fairly likely that the case should fall into our jurisdiction,
there are too many missing pieces for us to say with certainty until we get a little more
information.”“What, so this might not be under our jurisdiction?” Holm asked, his face marred
with confusion.“Why don’t I just explain everything?” Diane replied. “Several days ago, the body
of an American man was discovered on a small island in St. Vincent and the Grenadines. Now,
normally, something like this would immediately become our responsibility. However, several
things about the body and the crime scene make this an unusual case. For one, Palm Island,
where this man was discovered, is a tiny, private island only accessible by private boat. It’s
extremely exclusive, and by that, I mean that at any given time, there are only a couple of
dozen people total on the island.”“I would imagine that would make it pretty easy to figure out
who the killer is,” I replied, sensing that there was a lot more to this than she’d told us.“You
would think,” she scoffed. “Especially considering the state the body was in. The corpse had
been absolutely brutalized. He was covered in bruises practically from head to toe, he had
lacerations, and even his nose was broken. The extent of it was so bad that it would be
unthinkable that it could have happened without any of the other people on the island noticing,
and yet that’s what happened.”“No one saw anything?” I raised an eyebrow at her. “They’re
obviously lying.”“Maybe not,” she sighed heavily. “There’s more to the mystery. No one on the
island knew who the man was, and in fact, there was no record of how he’d gotten there. Of
course, all the people on the island had purchased tickets to get there, but all of them were
accounted for. No one had any idea who the dead man could be, not the guests or the officials
on the island. As he was found on the beach, it’s believed that he might have been killed
somewhere else and just washed up there. However, that’s difficult to believe, too, since the
nearest body of water is several kilometers away. He likely would have sunk before making it all



the way to Palm Island.”“So, he just appeared out of nowhere?” I asked. “That is
bizarre.”“There’s more,” Diane added, to my surprise. “Since no one had any idea who he was,
the police ran a DNA test on him. It came back two days ago, and that was when they
discovered that he was actually Logan Clearwater, a seventy-two-year-old military veteran
who’d been reported missing over a year ago in New Jersey.”“A year!?” I balked, unsure if I’d
misheard. “This man has been missing for a year, and he suddenly turned up dead on a
random, private island out in the Caribbean?”“Now you understand why we aren’t sure who
should be taking jurisdiction on this case,” Diane sighed as she clasped her hands together on
top of her desk. “There are a lot of confusing factors here. His disappearance may or may not
have anything to do with the case as well. Apparently, when he was initially reported missing a
year ago, his daughter told authorities that he had exhibited signs of dementia. It’s possible he
just wandered off on his own, and in fact, that was what the police believed happened until his
body was discovered recently. Now, they’re not quite sure what to think.”“So, what should we
do?” I asked as I leaned forward in my seat pensively. The case was certainly odd, but I
already felt invested. I wanted to know what happened to this man, and I wanted to find justice
for him. “Can we investigate?”“For now, yes,” Diane replied. “The FBI seem interested in taking
it from us, especially if it turns out he was actually abducted all that time ago, but for now, it
seems like this falls more under our jurisdiction, so we’ll proceed as normal.”“Alright,” I replied,
honestly relieved to hear that we weren’t going to get booted off the case. “So, we’re heading to
St. Vincent?”“Not quite yet.” Diane shook her head. “For now, I’d like you to head up to New
Jersey to speak with Clearwater’s family. I’d like to get some more information about his initial
disappearance before we move. After that, though, you probably will be heading out to St.
Vincent and the Grenadines. I’ve already booked you a flight to New Jersey. It leaves
tonight.”“Got it,” I replied as I stood up.“I’ll forward the flight information and everything we know
about the case to your tablets,” Diane added as Holm stood up after me.“We’ll head to the
airport now,” I replied.“Have a safe trip,” Diane replied as Holm and I headed toward the office
door. “Keep me updated on anything you find.”“Will do,” I replied before saying goodbye and
heading out. Holm and I stopped by our desks just long enough to grab our things before
heading back out.“I guess meeting up with Ava will have to wait for now,” I remarked as we
headed out of the building and into the parking lot, anticipation for the mission already rising in
me like a flame. “Never a dull moment working as an MBLIS agent.”4EthanI regretted my
earlier griping about the weather in Miami the moment we landed in New Jersey, which was a
shocking thirty-three degrees. I hugged the jacket I’d brought with me closer as Holm and I
walked out of the airport. Though we often traveled for work, we usually didn’t stray all that far
from the warm, sunny shores of the Caribbean. As someone who lived and breathed balmy
Miami air virtually year-round, there really wasn’t any need for me to own a heavier winter coat.
The jacket, which was soft leather and too warm to wear most of the time back home, felt like
paper against the harsh wind that tore through me as we ventured into Atlantic City, where
we’d landed.Clearwater’s daughter, Marjorie, lived all the way up in Burlington, which was a
solid two-hour drive from the airport, so our first order of business was getting our hands on a
car. It seemed a little wasteful since we’d likely only be using it for a few hours before heading
down to St. Vincent and the Grenadines, but we had to get there somehow.At least the ride
itself was peaceful. The roads weren’t particularly congested this time of day, and the further
north we got, the more scenic our surroundings became. Lush oak trees that hadn’t lost all
their leaves yet painted the hills in shades of red, orange, and yellow. For a long period, there
was nothing but trees and grassy fields as far as I could see. Then, suddenly, we hit the first
stoplight I’d seen in nearly an hour.“We’re making good time,” Holm noted as we drove into



Burlington.As we made our way through the streets of the small town, my first thought was how
much it reminded me of the place in upstate New York where Tessa and I had now gone
several times to visit Professor Slade at his museum. I was so used to being surrounded by the
huge, towering skyscrapers of Miami that the tiny, old-world buildings that lined the streets here
seemed like they belonged to an entirely different world. Holm was right, as well. Traffic had
been exceptionally light on the way up here, which had allowed us to arrive in just under an
hour and thirty minutes.Marjorie lived in the kind of quaint, picturesque house that’s often used
as the backdrop for feel-good Christmas movies: a two-story Victorian-style made of brick, with
an arched roof covered in shingles and even a white picket fence. The light blanket of snow
spread over the front lawn to complete the pretty picture, and it was jarring to think that inside
the warm, cozy-looking home was a woman in the throes of grief.The front door opened as
soon as Holm and I stepped out of the car. As we made our way up the short driveway that led
to the front door, a small, blond woman stepped cautiously outside.“H-hi!” she called nervously,
wringing her hands as we approached her. Her eyes and nose were a little red, and it looked
like she’d been crying recently. “I’m Marjorie. You must be, um… sorry, could you remind me of
your names again?”“Agent Marston,” I introduced myself as I stepped forward to shake her
hand.“Agent Holm,” Holm added before doing the same.“Right, sorry,” Marjorie mumbled as she
brushed a lock of hair out of her face. “I’m not usually this scatterbrained, but, well, with the
news…” Her face fell as she trailed off, and her eyes got shiny with unshed tears again.“Thank
you for agreeing to meet with us,” I said as she sniffled and quickly reached up to wipe her
tears away with the back of her hand.“Oh, no, not at all!” she muttered. “If anything, I should be
thanking you. You’re the ones who are going out of your way to investigate his—what
happened to him. Anyway, let’s not just stand here in the cold. Let’s head inside where it’s
warm.” She turned around and beckoned us to follow her into the house.The home's interior
looked just as quaint as the outside, if a little messier. Toys and coloring books were littered
around the floor, and a couple of half-eaten bowls of cereal were sitting on the floor in the living
room, in front of the TV.“Sorry about the mess,” Marjorie laughed nervously. “My kids can get a
little crazy. I should have cleaned up before you got here.”“Don’t worry about it,” I replied as she
led us into the living room before leaning down to pick up the bowls.“How many kids do you
have?” Holm asked her as she hurried to the kitchen to drop the bowls into the sink.“Um, two,”
she replied, smiling slightly as she answered. “A boy and a girl. Their father… he, uh, he died
last year. It’s been rough since then, and now this.” A flurry of emotions flashed across her face,
among them anger, sadness, frustration, and likely more that I didn’t manage to catch in the
brief instant that her face crumpled in on itself before she recovered. “Sorry, you didn’t come
here to listen to me unload like that. You’re here about Dad.” She ambled back over to the living
room before sinking into one of the armchairs. “Please, have a seat.”“Thank you,” I replied as I
did as she suggested and sat down.“So, um, where should we start?” Marjorie mumbled as
she fidgeted with her hands.“How about with his initial disappearance?” I suggested.She
pursed her lips and swallowed as I said that.“Right, well, it was a little over a year ago,” she
replied quietly. “Fourteen months, exactly. I remember that it was right around Halloween. I was
so busy getting the kids ready for trick-or-treating that I didn’t even notice. I have no idea how
long he was gone before I finally realized he wasn’t in his room.”“He was living here with you?”
I asked.“Oh, yes,” she replied as she reached over to pluck a throw pillow off the couch. She
held it close to herself and played with the scraggly fringe along the edge as she continued her
story. “He’d been having some issues lately. Normal stuff, you know? He had just turned
seventy, and he was having some trouble remembering things. He couldn’t drive very well
anymore, either. So, he came to live with us. It was an adjustment, but the kids loved having



their grandpa close.” She smiled fondly again, the way she had earlier when she mentioned her
kids.“So, what happened the day he went missing?” I prodded, and the smile slipped off her
face.“I told him I’d be out with the kids for a while,” she replied. “I was a little worried, to be
honest, since his memory seemed to have gotten worse lately. He’d forget where things were.
He’d forget where he was. Sometimes, he would even look at me like he wasn’t sure who I
was.” She paused for a moment, a somber expression on her face. “Anyway, that day, he
seemed fine. He told me to have a great time and bring him back some candy. I left his room to
get the kids ready, costumes, coats, their little treat bags. It was only an hour or so. I went back
to let him know we were leaving, and he was just… gone.”A hushed silence fell over the room
as she stopped speaking.“What did the police do?” Holm asked. “We read the report. They
weren’t able to find anything?”“Maybe if they’d tried,” Marjorie replied bitterly, her face twisting
into an angry grimace before falling again. “No, I guess that’s not fair. It was Halloween, after
all. I’m sure they had enough to deal with. They told me as much, anyway, when I finally called
to report my dad missing. I told them that he’d been exhibiting symptoms of dementia lately, but
I guess a grown man wasn’t much of a priority. It wasn’t like it was a small child that had gone
missing.”Though she said that, I could still hear the resentment in her voice. I couldn’t blame
her. While most people might agree that a missing adult is not quite as pressing an issue as a
missing child, the fact that the man wasn’t entirely in his right mind should have been a cause
for greater concern.“Anyway,” Marjorie sniffled. “That was it. I followed up with them a few
times, but they never had any information for me. It wasn’t until three months ago that I heard
anything back at all.”“Three months?” I repeated. “What do you mean? What happened three
months ago?”“Oh, the police didn’t tell you?” She looked up at me in confusion. “They found
him. They arrested him for trying to shoplift from this high-end boutique store up in New York,
of all places. When they ran his prints, they discovered that he’d been reported as a missing
person.”“So, what happened?” I furrowed my eyebrows in confusion. If he’d been found already,
then how exactly had he ended up on Palm Island?“They lost him again,” Marjorie sighed as
she reached up to massage her temple with the tips of her fingers. “I rushed up there, of
course, as fast as I could. When I got there, they told me they would go and get him, only to
come back a few minutes later to tell me that he was gone.” She laughed sadly. “Apparently,
there had been some kind of mix-up. Something about shift changes and a miscommunication
about who was supposed to be watching over him. And he was gone again.” She shrugged and
looked up at me almost pleadingly. “It was like a slap in the face, to be told that they’d found
him, and then suddenly he was gone again. I spent days looking for him, but New York is
enormous and so full of people. It was like trying to find a needle in a haystack.”“I’m sorry that
happened,” I replied.I couldn’t imagine how awful that must have felt, to hear news about your
missing loved one after nearly a year, only to have your hopes crushed at the last moment.“Me,
too,” Marjorie murmured. “Anyway, ever since then, I’ve assumed that he was living on the
streets somewhere. It made sense, the idea that he just walked out of the house on his own,
got confused, and just got lost. The fact that he was shoplifting proves that he wasn’t in his
right mind. My dad was about as strict and straight-laced as they came. He would have never
committed any kind of crime. In any case, I was shocked when I got the call that they’d found
him… that they’d found his body off on that island.” She shook her head slowly as she stared
off into space. “For a minute, I wondered if they’d made some mistake, but they’d run his DNA. I
didn’t even know what to think. How could he have made it over there? He was homeless! And
not in his right mind! He didn’t have money to travel. It just doesn’t make any sense!”She had a
good point. It really was bizarre that an indigent man without any resources would have been
anywhere near the small, private island. Then again, if the man had been taken there against



his will, the fact that he’d been homeless, confused, and without a family likely would have
made him a very easy target.“We’re going to do everything we can to figure out what
happened,” I assured her. “To start, could you tell us which police station you went to that day?
I’d like to speak with the officers who handled your father’s arrest.”“Sure,” Marjorie replied as
she nodded fervently. She got up off the couch to retrieve her purse from where it was sitting
on the table. “I’ve got everything written down here in my journal. I’ll get you the address right
now.”
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Mo, “Good adventure!. Marston and Holm are in the islands to catch the people who have been
kidnapping homeless men. They use them for their entertainment fighting each other to their
deaths. Gruesome and sickening acts by some rich degenerates. Thankfully they end up being
stopped from this crime and are all dealt with. Looking forward to more from Matt Lincoln!”
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have thought of. It was well written and kept me on the edge of my seat the whole time.
Looking forward to the next story to see what troubles Marston and Holm get into. Nothing like
a good book on a snowy day. ”

Debra, “Another breath taker. I have been waiting to find out where Robbie is in current times. I
was worried when he took that bullet that he would die and that would be bad for the stories.
This is a wonderful series. Thanks Matt for creative mind. ”

karen, “Great series. You need to start at the first book and read the series. You like the
characters and the stories are super entertaining. Start reading and the try the other series by
this author. They all tie together”

Linda Thompson, “Enjoyable series. One of the most enjoyable series I have read in 60 years.
Matt is a prolific story teller. He is a modern day McDonald. He is the Louis L’Amour of action/
mystery genre. Editing is not perfect, but I had rather have faster editions than for a book to
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continually be delayed by excessive editing.”

Bill Kelly, “Another great read. Although some of the story line seems familiar, it was still great,
though I figured out the fighting close to the beginning. A thought, except that the victims
weren't volunteering I thought how similar it was to legal boxing, but not fighting to the death,
still for the entertainment and betting of people.”

Ileen C, “Amazing Story. Thanks for Yacht Games, Matt! An incredible new Marston and Holm
story you won’t want to miss! And it’s so good you won’t be able to wait for the next one!”

Robert J. Bosch, “good read. Loved the suspense, romance and character development. The
only thing missing was a happy ever after.  I was hoping Aurora and Holm would marry!”

John Lemke, “AWESOME STORY. This book was fun to read but was quite disturbing in the
story line znd subject matter. It portrayed a great evil in humans while also showing the good
in people.  A very hard book to put down and one to enjoy to the end.  Well written.”

The book by Matt Lincoln has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 769 people have provided feedback.
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