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An innocent victim.A sinister conspiracy.An impossible rescue.When an old Navy buddy needs

help, Tyson and JD answer the call. Anything for a brother. But things aren’t as straightforward

as they seem.A horrific abduction turns chaotic, and the duo face sophisticated and powerful

enemies.As they struggle to learn the identity of the kidnappers, Tyson and JD discover a

shocking truth.The desperate situation turns hopeless, and the duo vow to rescue their friend’s

daughter.The odds are insurmountable. The costs will be high and paid in blood. Can the two

friends pull off the ultimate rescue before it’s too late?It’s dark days in the Florida paradise. Will

they have anything to be thankful for this Thanksgiving?"If you like books by Wayne Stinnett,

Cap Daniels, Clive Cussler, and tropical adventures, you'll love Tyson Wild.”Scroll up and grab

your copy of Wild Thunder today!
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WildConnect With MeWelcomeWant more books like this?You’ll probably never hear about my

new releases unless you join my newsletter.1We’d been through some pretty hairy situations

before, and this one would be no less trying.I hadn’t heard from Dan Powell in years. He and

JD were tight back in the day. There were more than a few stories to tell about Dan Pancakes

Powell. Most of them were funny and outrageous. A few were heartwarming. Some were gut-

wrenching. And some were better left untold.Most were better left untold.Dan was bold, brazen,

loud, and obnoxious. And those were his good qualities. You either loved the guy, or you hated

him. He had no filter. But you always knew where you stood with him. He had a disdain for

authority, which sometimes put him at odds with the Navy.It most always put him at odds with

the Navy.After a few beers, nothing was impossible. He seemed to lose all better judgment.

And when he and Jack Donovan got together, it could certainly be a recipe for trouble.Fun.But

trouble.Underneath it all, he was a good guy. And when the shit hit the fan, you could always

count on Dan. He was never afraid of anything. That’s why it was so odd to see the fear in his

eyes now. I’d never seen him look quite that way before. But for Dan, the stakes were higher

than they ever had been.It’s funny how life takes you down a winding path. One day you’re

fighting for your life with men who become like brothers. Then, suddenly, you’re back in The

World dealing with first-world problems. You go your separate ways and live the rest of your

lives, but you never forget the moments you shared. And when a brother calls in need of help,

you answer the call. It doesn’t matter where you are or what you’re doing.JD was Dan’s first

call.He didn’t say exactly what the problem was. He was vague but urgent. We’d find out soon

enough.JD swung by the marina at Diver Down and picked me up in his Miami Blue Porsche

911. We cruised over to the Seven Seas with the top down, the wind swirling around the cabin,

blowing JD’s long blond hair. Classic rock pumped through the speakers, and the engine

howled.I press-checked my weapon and holstered it in a Kydex holster in my waistband for an

appendix carry. I wasn’t sure exactly what we were walking into, but something told me Dan

had a mission for us.JD didn’t say anything on the drive to the hotel, but we were both

wondering what the hell Dan had gotten himself into. JD said from Dan’s tone of voice it

sounded grim.I was hoping to get at least a few days of peace and quiet, but that wasn’t to be.

It was always something around Coconut Key.JD had plans of his own that were about to get

derailed. He had rented a large house on the beach and set up a recording studio in the living



room. He moved the band in and planned to sequester them until the new album was

completed.Corralling musicians could be like herding cats.JD figured having them all under

one roof would provide camaraderie and a creative vibe.Wild Fury had potential.A fusion of

‘80s hair-rock with a new twist. JD’s searing vocals and ostentatious stage presence made the

band stand out in the sea of synthetic, by-the-numbers pop bands. It was old school rock ’n’

roll, and JD pranced around on stage, emulating rock idols from a bygone era. Wild Fury just

needed to get their music out to a larger audience. And the new album, with clever marketing,

would do that.Jack had hired a young sound engineer to record the band. She went by the

stage name Venom, but I had no idea what her real name was. With a laptop, an audio

interface, and a few condenser mics, she could take a terrible band and make them sound like

major-label artists. Gone were the days of spending $250,000 in the studio to record an album.

With a little bit of talent and engineering know-how, any garage band could crank out studio

quality albums. What mattered was the quality of the music.Venom had actually engineered

and produced a few successful pop albums. She was recommended to JD by Chloe C. She’d

never done old-school rock ’n’ roll before, and that was part of the allure. She considered it a

challenge, and maybe that’s why she agreed to work with JD. I don’t know what he had to pay

her, but it was far less than her usual rate. She had flown in from Los Angeles and was staying

at the Casa de Rock ’n’ Roll during the recording process.I figured the band wouldn’t be too

happy about our detour to help Dan. And with everything JD had invested in the recording

process, I’m sure he was wanting to wrap up Dan’s situation as fast as possible.We pulled into

the parking lot of the Seven Seas. It was a luxury five-star hotel on the beach with fine dining, a

trendy bar, and first-class accommodations.We pushed into the lobby, moved past the waterfall,

and ambled down the hallway to the pool.We strolled past bikini-clad beauties with glistening

bodies sprawled out on lounge chairs, soaking up the sun. There were subtle curves, oversized

sunglasses, toned abs, long legs, and wide-brimmed hats. Palm trees swayed overhead, and

the smell of piña coladas filled the air. It was an oasis for the uber-wealthy.Even if you had a

home in Coconut Key, it was always nice to escape for a few days to a secluded bungalow at

the Seven Seas and have your every need catered to. There was a weight room, and an

upscale health spa offered facials, massages, zero-gravity float tanks, cryotherapy,

acupuncture, and more.We continued down a secluded pathway ensconced by ferns and other

tropical foliage to the Conch Cabana.Each of the bungalows had a tropical name.JD knocked

on the door and announced our presence. “Open up, Pancakes!"An instant later, the deadbolt

unlatched, and Dan pulled open the door. He motioned for us to hurry inside. He poked his

head out, and his wide eyes surveyed the pathway in both directions before closing the door.

He latched the deadbolt and ushered us into the living area of the cabana.He was definitely

rattled. "Thanks for coming.”Dan was 6’2” and quite a bit heavier than the last time I had seen

him. His dark hair had a lot more gray in it now—and so did his mustache. He was always a

barrel-chested guy, but now he was even larger. Dan still had arms like tree trunks, and

certainly wouldn’t be the type of guy I'd pick a fight with in a bar.The bungalow had a bedroom,

a living area, an office space, and a kitchen with a stove, refrigerator, and microwave.All the

comforts of home.There was a large flatscreen display, leather sofa and loveseat, glass coffee

table, and sliding glass doors that opened to a patio with lounge chairs, a table, and an ocean

view. A path led down to the beach.The rolling surf filled the air with calm, soothing vibes, but

that did little to settle Dan's nerves. It looked like he’d been on a 3-day coke binge, but Dan

wasn’t the drug type.He paced around, constantly peering through the sliding glass door to

make sure no threats were approaching from the beach. The bungalow wasn't the most

security-conscious location he could have picked."You want to tell us what's going on?" JD



asked.Dan's face tightened, and he hesitated for a long moment. "You two have to promise me

that what I tell you doesn't leave this room.""Of course," JD said. Then he thought about it for a

moment. "You didn't kill anybody, did you?"Dan's eyes narrowed at him. "No.""So what gives?

Why are you holed up in this bungalow?"Dan’s throat tightened. His eyes filled, and he could

barely choke out the words.2“They took Savannah,” Dan said, his voice trembling.My brow

lifted with shock. "Who took Savannah?"The muscles in Dan's jaw flexed. "I don't know.""Have

they made any demands?""I got a call from an unknown number stating that she had been

taken. I was warned not to go to the authorities, or they’d kill her. They said I would be

contacted with further details.""When did you get the call?" I asked."A little before I called

Jack.""Did you get proof of life?"Dan shook his head."Have you contacted anyone else?""I

called Amelia. She wants to go to the FBI. I told her I would handle this. They said they would

kill Savannah if I went to the Feds.”"Where is Amelia now?""She's at the condo.”"Why are you

here?" JD asked.Dan grimaced. "She filed for divorce. I came here until I could figure out my

next move. Then this happened.”"Sorry to hear that, buddy," JD said. "When did she file?”"I got

served a couple days ago." Dan shook his head in disgust."I need you to start at the

beginning,” I said. “Tell me everything you know."Dan took a deep breath. "From what I

understand, Savannah went with Leslie to a bar on Oyster Avenue. The details are a little fuzzy.

Leslie doesn't remember much. She said they met this guy, had a few drinks, then Leslie

blacked out. The waitstaff found her passed out in a booth. When she woke up, Savannah was

gone.""What time was that?" I asked."Probably when the bar closed at 2 AM," Dan said."Then

what happened?""Leslie said one of the waitresses gave her a ride home. She stumbled inside

her apartment and passed out."I lifted a curious eyebrow. "She didn't contact you or try to

contact Savannah?""I'll give you her contact information. You can speak with her directly. I'm

assuming she was drugged, and in her state of mind at the time, it was all she could do to

make it home.""Do you believe her?"The question caught Dan off guard. I could see in his face

that he hadn't even considered that Leslie might be lying. "They’ve been friends since

childhood. What reason would Leslie have to lie?""I'm just saying… Until we know what's going

on, I think we need to treat everyone with a healthy dose of suspicion."Dan agreed."So, Leslie

gets back to her apartment, passes out, wakes up the next morning, then what does she do?" I

asked."Leslie said she called and texted Savannah several times, but didn't get a response.

She started to get worried, then called me. It wasn't too long after that when I got a call from

the kidnappers.""Does Savannah have her own apartment?""No. She lives with us while she's

going to school.""And you didn't notice that she didn't come home last night?" I asked, trying

not to sound accusatory.Dan sighed. "No. It's not unusual for her to go out and sleepover at

Leslie's, or who knows where else…" Dan frowned. "She's an adult. I try to stay out of her

business."I could tell he was mad at himself for not keeping better tabs on Savannah.His eyes

brimmed, and the big man struggled to keep it all together. "You've got to get her back," he

said, staring into my eyes with desperation."We will do everything we can," I assured."You

know, when Savannah was born, they told us she wouldn't make it six months. She had two

surgeries and defied the odds. Every day since then has been a gift. She’s a good kid. She's

smart, she's funny, she's beautiful. She has her whole life ahead of her. Promise me you will

get her back. And you will kill the bastards who took her." Dan’s eyes blazed with fury, then he

wiped the tears and started pacing again. He was practically trembling with rage."Is there

anything in particular that would make Savannah a target?" I asked."What do you

mean?""Have you made any enemies?""No." He said without hesitation. "I'm just an average

guy now. I don't rock the boat anymore.""You own a lot of restaurants," JD said. "You bring in a

lot of cash.""You think that's what this is about? That I got targeted because I’m a successful



entrepreneur?"JD nodded. "You’ll get a ransom demand when they call back. If they're smart,

and they did their homework, they'll ask for an amount they know you can get your hands on

easily."Dan grimaced. "It's not like we've flaunted our wealth. Sure, I've got a nice home… had

a nice home. I drive nice cars, but nothing out of the ordinary for this area."“This may be

somebody that knows you or your business well," I said. “Maybe someone who has a

vendetta.”Dan grumbled a few obscenities. “I’m just a guy with a bunch of Mexican restaurants.

I seriously doubt someone kidnapped Savannah because they didn’t like the queso.""I'm gonna

ask a few delicate questions," I said. "Tell me about your wife. Is she seeing somebody

else?"Dan hesitated, and a look of disdain twisted on his face. "Yeah, she’s been having an

affair with some guy.""You know his name?""Jordan. He’s her fucking personal trainer.”"How

long has she been seeing him?"Dan grimaced and threw his hands up in disgust. "Who

knows? I think it's been going on for a while. She met him at that sweatbox FitBitch Coconut

Key. It’s just a bunch of socialite housewives pretending they’re training for the Olympics or

something. Believe me, when I first found out, I thought about going down there and strangling

the son-of-a-bitch. Then I decided it wasn’t worth spending the rest of my life behind bars while

she spent all my money. That dipshit doesn’t know how close he came. I know people. Two of

them are in this room.”"Do you think Jordan could have anything to do with this?” I asked.Dan

shook his head. "He's just a punk kid. He can’t be more than 26. And he ain’t too

bright.”"Amelia is a cougar," JD said with a slight growl in his voice.That earned him a

glare."Maybe she let it slip that you’ve got a lot of money," I suggested.“I don’t know. Maybe,”

Dan said.“It’s possible he helped coordinate the kidnapping,” I said. “I’m just mentioning

possibilities. At this point, we need to keep our minds open.”"I take it you and Amelia aren’t on

good terms right now,” JD said."Not exactly.""What about Savannah?” I asked.“Yeah, we get

along fine. If anything, she’s mad at her mother right now for breaking up the family.”"Does she

have any enemies?""She's majoring in business at Vanden. I'm ashamed to say, I really don't

know much about her life right now. I pay the tuition, I buy the books, I pay for her car, her

insurance, but none of that gives me access to the intimate details of her life. You know how it

is," he said to JD.JD certainly knew how aloof teenage daughters could be.Dan walked to the

sliding glass door and gazed at the beach.“The kidnappers called you on your cell phone,

right?” I asked for clarification.Dan nodded. "You can track that shit, right? You can find out who

called and where the caller is located. Then we can go get my daughter." Excitement grew in

his voice."Not necessarily. If these guys are anything more than amateurs, there's no way we’ll

be able to track the phone. But I'll see what I can do."I texted Isabella, my contact at Cobra

Company. If anybody could track the call, it would be her. The clandestine agency had vast

resources. They were unencumbered by the need for pesky little things like warrants.I gave

Isabella Dan's cell phone number and asked her to trace all the incoming calls. I wasn't

surprised when she texted me back and told me the kidnapper’s call had been routed through

multiple different proxy servers over the Internet. It was impossible to determine the origin.I told

her to monitor the line and record the incoming calls. I hoped that an audio analysis might give

us some additional data. Perhaps even a voiceprint match with the kidnappers if they had a

criminal history or were persons of interest.“Does Savannah have a boyfriend?" I asked."I can't

really keep up. But I think she's single at the moment. She broke up with Brian a month ago.

They had been dating a few months.”"What's his last name?""Ross. Brian Ross.""What does he

do?""Engineering major at Vanden.""What about drugs?"Dan gave me a curious look. “What

do you mean, what about drugs?”“Did Savannah ever use drugs?”Dan hesitated for a moment.

"No. Absolutely not. I told you, she's a good kid. She never messes with that stuff."I took it with

a grain of salt. In my experience, parents were often oblivious to the habits of their children."I



need you to do me a favor," I said."Anything. Just get my daughter back.""I want you to stay

here. Wait for the call and don't do anything without talking to us.""You got it.""I need absolute

transparency from you. You don't hold anything back. If you got anything going on that we need

to know about, now's the time.""I'm being transparent with you. I'm not into anything shady. I'm

just a guy with a bunch of Mexican restaurants. I don't have any enemies.”"JD, why don’t you

stay here and make sure Dan stays out of trouble. I'll start running down these leads and see

what turns up.""I don't need a babysitter," Dan said. “I need both of you out there trying to

figure this thing out."JD and I exchanged a glance.“I promise, I’m not going to do anything

stupid.” He paused. “But what the hell do I say when they call back?""Keep them on the line as

long as possible,” I said. “Get proof of life. Keep them talking. At this point, it’s about finding out

whatever we can about the kidnappers.”“This isn’t a federal case yet, but the FBI is always

happy to assist,” JD mentioned.“No!” Dan said. “I told you, no Feds. You guys handle this. You

do it your way.”I looked at JD, and we exchanged a nod.“Okay,” I said. “Whatever you say.”Dan

was silent for a long moment. In a solemn tone, he asked, “What do you think the odds

are?”3Ididn’t want to talk about the odds because they weren’t good. You could do everything

right in a kidnapping situation, and the kidnappers would still kill the hostage.A hostage was a

witness.And even if the hostage never saw the kidnappers’ faces, it was still a risk to let the

captive go.I didn’t want to upset Dan more than he already was. So, I did what any good friend

would do. I redirected the conversation. “Right now, we don’t have any proof she’s actually

been kidnapped. Until they give us proof of life, I wouldn’t give any credibility to their claims.

Stay positive.”“Easier said than done,” Dan replied.Dan sent a current picture of Savannah to

my phone. She was a beautiful brunette with amber eyes and striking features. The 20-year-old

could have been a beauty queen.We left Dan at the Seven Seas and headed to Leslie's

apartment. I called to let her know we were on the way. She lived in an apartment complex a

few blocks from the beach on the southeast side. We pulled into the visitor lot, parked, and

made our way to the lobby.I punched in her apartment number on the call box keypad, and she

buzzed us in. We took the elevator up to the third floor and made our way to apartment #302.

Leslie looked pretty frazzled when she pulled open the door.Her eyes were red and puffy from

crying. Her wavy brown hair was ratted, and she looked like she’d had a helluva night. Beneath

the wreckage, she had cute features, blue eyes, and freckles.Leslie stepped aside and invited

us into her apartment. All of these new builds started to look the same. They slapped these

complexes up in no time and charged way too much rent. The floor plans were cookie-cutter—

small kitchen, living area, and a bedroom. A sliding glass door opened to a balcony that offered

a view of the ocean in the distance.The apartment was well decorated, and abstract art hung

on the walls. There was a flatscreen display in the living room, and an orange tabby cat stalked

its domain.I asked Leslie to catch us up to speed. Her story matched what Dan had told

us."Tell me about this guy you met," I said."I'm a little foggy on the details. It's all kind of a blur,"

Leslie said. "But he was cute. Dark hair, brown eyes, maybe 6 feet tall. Great smile.""Did you

catch his name?""He said his name was Malcolm, but at this point, I don't know if anything he

told us was the truth. He must have slipped something into our drinks. I don't know how

because I never let mine out of my sight.""Some of these guys are really good about doing it

right in front of your eyes, and you'll never notice.”"I guess so.""So, you woke up in a booth at

closing time?" I asked."Yeah. One of the waitresses woke me up. They thought I was just

drunk. I was pretty incoherent. I guess they felt sorry for me because some girl took me home. I

think her name was Desiree.""What bar were you at?""Bumper."It was a techno bar on Oyster

Avenue. Loud dance music, expensive drinks, pretty people. There was usually a long line to

get in. Inside, colored lights swirled and flashed in time with the beat. Fog machines billowed



white smoke onto the dance floor. There were dark, secluded areas that were perfect for

hooking up, making a deal, or snorting a little coke. You could easily crawl off to one of the

booths and go unnoticed until closing time."Had you ever seen Malcom before?" I

asked.“No.""Why didn’t you notify anyone last night that Savannah was missing?" I asked."I

don't know. I was really confused. I was still pretty out of it by the time I got back here. I barely

remember leaving the club. I don’t know what that guy gave me, but it did a number on me. I

was wrecked. I still am.” She sighed. “I was pissed. I thought Savannah had ditched me and

gone home with that guy." Leslie slumped, and her eyes filled. "I left her shitty messages about

it last night.”Tears streamed down her cheeks, and she sobbed. Her chest jerked, and she

sniffled as she broke down.After a moment, Leslie wiped away the tears and continued. “She

never called me back. I kept texting and calling this morning. We've been friends for a long

time, and we never stay mad at each other for very long. When she didn't call back by the

afternoon, I figured something was wrong and called her dad." She paused. "Did somebody

really kidnap her?""We don't have confirmation of anything yet," I said. "Do you think you could

give a description of Malcolm to a sketch artist?”She nodded. "Like I said, last night is pretty

much a blur. I don't know how accurate it will be, but I can try."“Do you know how to get in

touch with the waitress that drove you home?"Leslie shook her head. "I'm sure if you go up to

Bumper you could find her.”"Savannah's family has a lot of money. Do you know of anyone who

may have wanted to exploit that?" I asked.She shook her head again.“Does Savannah have

any enemies?""Not that I can think of. Savannah gets along with everybody.""Did you two ever

get into any drugs?" I asked.She hesitated for a long moment. "What do you mean, drugs?"I

stifled an eye roll. "You’re not going to get in trouble. But it would be helpful to know if you're

connected with anybody doing shady stuff.""I mean, we smoke a little weed every now and

then. And sometimes we score some molly. But it's only like on special occasions."Molly was

street slang for MDMA, otherwise known as X, ecstasy, and a host of other names. Most of

what you got in the clubs really wasn't MDMA, anyway. It was an analog, cut with

methamphetamine and a pinch of fentanyl. Made in a makeshift lab and cut by each dealer that

handled it, the quality and safety were always suspect. Especially if it was in capsule form as

opposed to pressed pills that couldn’t be adulterated as easily."Who's your dealer?" I

asked.Leslie was silent again. "I don't know. Nobody in particular. It's not hard to find molly at

Bumper.""Were you guys doing any drugs last night?"She shook her head. "No. Except for

what Malcolm slipped in my drink.”"Who's your regular dealer?" I asked again flatly.Leslie

hesitated. “I don't want to get anybody in trouble."My jaw tensed in frustration. "Are you worried

about getting your friend back? Or are you worried about blowing your drug connection?"Leslie

looked flustered. "Okay, fuck, when you put it that way…” She sighed. “Dylan Foster. But he’s

not like a drug dealer drug dealer. He's a nice guy. We just buy a little weed from him and pills

every now and then.""I need his phone number,” I said.Her face tensed. "You can't tell him I

ratted him out.""I'll keep your name out of it," I promised."No way Dylan had anything to do with

this,” Leslie said."How can you be so sure?”"Because he goes to school with us. He's just

dealing on the side to pay for tuition. His folks don't have money.""People do strange things

when they get in a bind.""I guess," she muttered.I gave her my card. "If you can think of

anything else that might be helpful, contact me. Do not talk to anybody else. Savannah's father

wants to keep this quiet. The kidnappers have threatened to kill Savannah if he goes to the

police."Leslie swallowed hard. "Okay. I'll only talk to you. But, please, keep me updated. Let me

know as soon as you hear something."I assured her we would. I told her a sketch artist from

the department would contact her soon.We left her apartment and headed to Oyster Avenue.

With any luck, we’d catch up with Desiree at Bumper.4"We're closed! Come back later," a gruff



voice shouted through the door.I’d been banging on it for 15 minutes. It was 3:30 PM, and

Bumper didn't open until 4 PM. Even then, it didn't get much traffic except for a few early birds

looking for happy hour specials. Bumper didn't serve any food—just beer, wine, cocktails, and

loud music. The club usually didn't get happening until 11 PM. At that time, it would be a

sweaty madhouse of pretty people smashed together."Coconut County!" I barked back.A big

bald guy opened the door and squinted from the light. The club was dark inside, and cool air

flowed out. It smelled like spilled whiskey and disinfectant.The big baldheaded guy had pale

skin, light eyes, and his shoulders looked like they’d rip through his T-shirt if he flexed.I flashed

my shiny gold badge."How can I help you?""Looking for Desiree," I said."She's not here.""She

on the schedule tonight?""I think so. I can check. What's this about?"I showed him Savannah's

picture on my phone. "You recognize her?"He studied the image for a moment. "No.""We think

she was taken from the club last night."He lifted a curious brow. "Taken?""Kidnapped."His eyes

rounded. "Really?""Looking for anyone who might have seen the man buying her and her friend

drinks. Were you working last night?""Yeah. I was behind the main bar.""You see anything

unusual?""Unusual is pretty normal around here."I looked at him flatly. "You know what I

mean.""Nothing sticks out in my memory. A lot of people come through here. Faces start to

blend together.""You have any surveillance cameras?""No. Customers don't like them, neither

do employees.""You the owner?""No. I manage the place and work the bar occasionally.” He

paused. “Look, you're welcome to come inside and hang out until the rest of the waitstaff

arrives. They should be here shortly. We’re pretty light this time of day. Most of the staff doesn't

come on until 7 PM, but I think Desiree is in early today. She closed last night.""You have

Desiree’s phone number?""Yeah, it's in my phone." He texted me her contact info.I gave

Desiree a call as we stepped inside the dark club. It was unusual to be inside without

earsplitting music pumping through massive speakers. Desiree told me she was on her way to

the club as we spoke. JD and I took a seat at a hightop table near the bar and waited for her to

arrive.
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Karen M., “How do you say "no" to Dan a military brother whose aka is "pancakes" ?. You

don't, and the search for Dan's kidnapped daughter triggers mayhem that nightmares are

made from. The ransom, a measly 40 million or Savannah will cease breathing has set the

desperate search in motion. Tripp has such a gift for dropping humor into life and death

situations I don't know whether to gasp or lmao. Keep 'em  coming.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great read!. Great read! Can't wait for the next episode of this story.

Funny and thought pervoking experience. Enjoyed reading this story.”

first time reader, “Another great adventure.. I enjoy the characters, the action and the keys.

These books have been perfect relaxation during these trying times. Enjoy!”

C. Johnson, “Another great book from Tripp Ellis.. Thank you Tripp Ellis for another great book.

I love your writings, this series and how fast you keep delivering books. I look forward to your

monthly book. If you haven't tried this great author do yourself a favor and start on book 1 of

this series.”

DH, “Good, quick reading. I have read all of the Wild and JD novels and have #'s 23 and 24 on

order.  I find them to be quick interesting novelettes.”

Ebook Tops Reader birkland Good story, well written, but scaredy to think there are animals,

“Waited too long to figure out kidnapping story.. It was an alright story, but too many other

stories interfered with the kidnapping story. It lost some of the mystery with the introduction of

so many other mini-stories.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Always a fun fast read.... I’m a fan of the series. It’s light fast reading and

the characters are characters. So, keep ‘em coming!”

The book by Tripp Ellis has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 811 people have provided feedback.
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