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A missing person.A shameful secret.A risky gamble.Tyson’s week starts off bad and keeps

getting worse.When an undertaker goes missing, Tyson and his Navy buddy, JD, suspect foul

play. But without a body, it’s almost impossible to prove a crime.Is the undertaker shirking his

responsibilities and living the high life somewhere? Or has he become shark bait?Tyson and

JD embark on a sleazy and sinister trail, searching for the truth. But the deeper they dig, the

dirtier they get. Unearthing a scandalous secret brings treacherous forces.Now someone

wants both of them six feet under.The duo find themselves trapped in a situation they can’t

walk away from, and everything is at stake. It will take more than just brute force to get out of

this one. And Tyson must wager it all."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

Abyss today!

From the AuthorDear Reader,I love the Reckless Kings world, and I hope you do too. For those

who have read the previous books, and some of my other series, you met Cyclops briefly

during Forge's book. Ever since his character popped into my head, I've been dying to tell his

story. It wasn't until recently, I figured out who his perfect match would be.You've also met

Leigha before. She's Preacher's daughter, in the Dixie Reapers MC series, and she has a twin

brother, Logan. She hasn't had a lot of time in the spotlight, but it's always the quiet ones you

need to watch out for. She's got some fire in her veins!Cyclops can be read as a stand alone

romance. There's no cheating, no cliffhanger, and a guaranteed happily ever after.I hope you

enjoy their story as much as I loved writing it. Want a sneak peek? Keep reading!Sneak

PeekHe wound my hair around his fingers, and I fought the urge to lean into his touch. Other

than Foster's annoying habit of cornering me, this was the most attention I'd ever had from a

guy who seemed interested in me romantically."I talked to Beast about what you wanted. To

date someone without your family breathing down your neck or trying to ruin any relationship

you tried to build. He said there were only two paths. A casual hook-up or...""Or what?" I

asked."Or claiming you. He asked me which I intended, and warned if it was a hook-up, your

dad would probably bury me in an unmarked grave." He grinned. "Well, not in those exact

words, but I got the gist of it."My heart raced. Was he asking what I thought he was? I'd heard

the stories. I knew the Dixie Reapers fell fast and hard for their women. Especially Venom. I'd

never thought it would happen to me. But what if I was wrong? What if he meant he'd wanted

something casual and only wanted to see where I stood on the matter?Now I felt nervous. I ran

my hands up and down my thighs and tried not to fidget too much."I can see the wheels

turning," he said. "Something tells me you're jumping to the wrong conclusion. If you're

wondering, I told Beast I was hoping you'd agree to be mine.""After one coffee date?" I

asked."Kitten, the moment I saw you in that alley, I wanted to toss you over my shoulder and

bring you home. I only tried taking things slow for your benefit. Now we have your dad's

imminent arrival, and that changes things. I no longer have a few days to a week to convince

you we'd be good together.""Well... I can't exactly agree to spend the rest of my life with

someone I've never even kissed. What if you don't like the way I kiss? Or you could be one of

those guys who's all tongue and slobbers all over me."He smirked. "Only one way to find out.

I'm game if you are."Series Order: Beast - Book 1Hawk - Book 2Ranger - Book 3Forge - Book

4Cyclops - Book 5Genres/Themes in Cyclops: Contemporary RomanceAge-Gap (more than



10 years)Biker/Motorcycle ClubNew AdultAction AdventureMilitary/VeteranPregnancy
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You’ll probably never hear about my new releases unless you join my newsletter.1"Ithink I

found it," JD said in a hushed tone as he took a seat next to me at the bar. He looked like a

giddy kid ready to open his presents on Christmas morning. His eyes were full of possibilities,

and a devilish grin curled his lips."Found what?" I asked.Jack looked around, cautiously. He

leaned in and whispered. "It!"Jack Donovan was dressed in his traditional garb of a Hawaiian

shirt, cargo shorts, and checkered vans. His long blonde hair dangled past his shoulders. It

was almost noon on Tuesday, and I could smell the alcohol on his breath as he leaned in. He

had met me for lunch at Diver Down.Forks clinked against plates, and the subtle murmur of

conversation filled the air. Ice rattled glasses as Teagan served drinks behind the bar."What is

it?" I asked.JD’s face twisted into a frown. "What do you mean, what is it? What do you think it

is?" he asked as if I should have known. “What have we been looking for over the last few

months?"I shrugged. "Perfect 10s?”"I found a Perfect 10,” Jack said. “What else?”I shrugged

again.In an even more discrete tone, "I'm talking about the treasure."He let that hang there for

a moment, drifting in the air like a wisp of smoke.Jack craned his neck, giving another cautious

glance around the restaurant.JD had been obsessing over the lost treasure of Jacques De La

Fontaine. I was happy to indulge his obsession. It was harmless fun and provided an excuse to

get out on the water, drink beer, fish, and let the chaos of real life fade away. Plus, the promise

of a $500 million payday had an alluring quality to it. It was all rumor and speculation. The

infamous French pirate was the subject of tall tales, and the legend seemed to grow with every

retelling."And where do you think it is this time?" I asked, skeptical."I can tell you this, we've

been looking in the wrong place.""Did you figure that out all by yourself?" I said, dryly.That

earned me another frown."Everybody's been looking in the wrong place," JD said

assuredly.“Well, of course, they have. Nobody's found the treasure yet. Well, nobody except

those college kids that found a portion.""Our portion,” JD grumbled. “Do you want to know why

no one has found the mother lode yet?""I'm all ears.""The memoir." Jack flashed a smug smile.

"It's written in English." He gave a long pause for dramatic effect, then continued. "It's been

translated from French. There are discrepancies in the translation. I went back and read the

original French version."I lifted an impressed eyebrow. “I didn’t know you could read, much less



read French.”His face crinkled at me. "Believe me, my French isn’t the best, and I had to brush

up on a few things. But I've gained new insight."Jack's tone had grown louder as his excitement

increased."I speak French," Harlan said. The salty old Marine sat next to us at the bar, sipping

on an amber longneck. He was a permanent fixture in Diver Down."Oh yeah?" JD said."Yeah.

Vous êtes un dipshit.”Jack scowled at him.Harlan continued, ”You two idiots are never going to

find that treasure because it doesn't exist."JD shook his head, dismissively. "What about the

college kids who found the gold on Angelfish Key Island?""I know for a fact it was there," I said.

"I found some of it myself."Harlan waved the notion away with his hand. "Poppycock."“Rumor

has it that Jacques De La Fontaine spread his treasure all throughout the Keys," a gorgeous

blonde said. She had inched her way closer to the conversation. “It’s said that the bulk of it

went down with the ship during the hurricane. In the aftermath, all sorts of supplies, clothing,

and chests were floating around in the water. There could be mounds of treasure miles from

the actual wreckage. Jacques was also rumored to have buried chests on various islands

throughout the Keys.”We all gazed at the luscious blonde who seemed to have an affinity for

treasure hunting. She was easy on the eyes, and her golden hair was a treasure

itself."Dingleberry thinks he found the lost treasure,” Harlan said."Announce it to the world, why

don't you?" Jack grumbled."So what’s your theory?" the blonde asked.JD eyed her with

suspicion. "I'm not telling you.""Everybody on this island has a theory about where that

treasure is,” the blonde said. “I’m curious as to what makes your theory so special.""What's

your theory?" JD asked."I asked you first," the blonde said with a sneaky smile."It’s someplace

that nobody has even thought to look," JD said."That narrows it down," the blonde sassed."If

you think I'm going to tell anybody where it is, you're out of your mind.""I lost my mind a long

time ago," she said. "Give me a little hint.""Why, so you can go dig it up?"She shrugged.

“Maybe your theory matches mine.” She paused. "I suppose you two have all the state and

federal permits for treasure salvage? Are you licensed and bonded?"Jack's face crinkled.

"Permits, shmermits. That's a bunch of bullshit. I don't need a permit to go diving in the ocean,

looking for treasure that most people say doesn't exist." He huffed. "What do you know about

permits anyway?""She knows quite a bit," Harlan said.Jack flashed the old Marine a curious

glance."This little lady runs a salvage operation. She’s captain of the Endeavor. You’d know that

kind of thing if you paid attention to who comes in and out of here. She's one of the few

companies that have a state-issued permit.”The blonde smiled. “Demi DeLuca. I’m always

looking for subcontractors. You could operate under my permit for a 50-50 split. That's after the

state takes her 20%."Jack's face twisted. "50-50? Are you crazy?""You gotta be a little crazy to

make a living looking for treasure at the bottom of the ocean," she said as she handed JD her

card. "Think about it. If you change your mind, let me know. And if you go searching for the

treasure on your own without a permit, I will turn you into the state."JD's face crinkled with

disdain.She finished the last sip of her beer, set it on the counter, then strutted out of the

bar.JD muttered, “You ought to charge her double when she comes in here."“I bet she’s got a

sweet little treasure in those shorts,” Harlan muttered.It was something both he and JD could

agree on.“You ought to spend more time diving for that,” Harlan said.“I’ve already found my

treasure,” JD said, speaking of Sloan.Harlan’s eyes found me. “What about you? She seems

your speed.”I glanced over my shoulder to the parking lot, watching Demi hop into her car. “I

believe she could warrant further investigation.”My phone buzzed with a call from Sheriff

Daniels. I swiped the screen and put the phone to my ear. "Don't ruin my day.""I need you and

numb-nuts to get over to Pirates’ Cove. I'm afraid you've got more experience with this kind of

thing than anybody else in the department.""What's going on?"2Wind whipped through the

cabin, flapping JD's long blond hair as we raced across the island in his Miami Blue Porsche



911 Turbo. The engine roared, and classic rock pumped through speakers. The smell of metal,

oil, and fresh leather wafted about the cabin.Dread twisted my stomach.The parking lot of

Pirates’ Cove Marina was filled with patrol cars. Flashing red and blue lights painted the area.

Stanchions with yellow police tape had been set up, and deputies tried to keep the crowd of

onlookers at bay. They had evacuated the nearby liveaboards, and deputy Hawkins stood on

the dock near a houseboat with a cell phone to his ear.JD parked the car, and we trotted

across the lot, weaving through the crowd. We pushed past the barriers, and Hawkins waved

us toward him. He fidgeted nervously on the dock, and a mist of sweat beaded on his forehead.

It was easy to see he was uncomfortable.“Yeah, they just got here,” he said into the phone,

then ended the call and slipped his phone into his pocket. Relief filled his eyes as we drew

close."I'm a little out of my element,” Hawkins said. “Daniels wants you to take over.” He nodded

to the houseboat. "The guy’s name is Maynard Ridgemont. He's got his wife and six-year-old

kid hostage on the boat. Says he's got a bucket of Blastrite™ on board and fuel oil. Says he’s

going to blow the whole marina sky high.”I grimaced.Blastrite is a binary explosive comprised

of an oxidizer and aluminum flake powder. It’s relatively stable, but a high-velocity impact, such

as that from a bullet, will make it go boom. It could easily be used as a primary charge for a

homemade explosive device such as ammonium nitrate mixed with fuel oil. The combination

could take out several boats, if not the entire marina, depending upon the amount of compound

involved.“You’ve been in direct contact with him?" I asked Hawkins."Yeah, but I'm not getting

anywhere. He just keeps getting more and more agitated."Hawkins gave me the number to

Maynard’s cell phone. I punched in the digits and initiated the call. It rang a few times before

Maynard answered. His voice was tense and frantic."Maynard, this is Deputy Wild.""What

happened to Deputy Hawkins?”"Hawkins is gone. You’re talking to me now.”"You've got 60

seconds, or they die.""I've got 60 seconds to do what, exactly?""To back off!” He growled. “I

want all of these cops out of here."I spoke in a calm, soothing voice. Slow and deliberate. “You

know that's not going to happen. People are frightened. They’re concerned. We’re just here to

make sure nobody gets hurt. Including you.”"It's none of their business.""What's none of their

business?""What I do. My personal life.""If you blow up your boat and trash the marina,

destroying your neighbor's property, how do you think they'll feel?" I asked, remaining calm."I

don't give a shit how they feel. Nobody cares about my feelings.""Sounds like you're having a

real bad day.""You’re goddamn right I am. I'm having a real bad life.""A real bad life?" I asked,

egging him on.“I lost my job. I’m going to lose everything I own. This boat. My car. My

motorcycle. And to top it off, I caught my wife cheating on me. That bad enough for you?”“Yep,

that pretty much sucks. I can see why you’re pissed off. But how is blowing up your boat, your

family, and the marina going to fix that?”He hesitated for a moment. “It takes care of a lot of my

problems. No more bills to pay. It keeps my family together. And it keeps my wife from running

off.”The cries of his wife pleading with him filtered through the background. It was

heartbreaking, especially when I heard the cries of his daughter.“How do you know it solves

your problems?” I asked. “I mean, how do you know the next life is any better than this one?”I

had a little experience of my own with the afterlife. Something told me that if Maynard

squeezed the trigger and put a bullet into the Blastrite, he wouldn’t be going to the pillowy

oasis in the sky.“Anything is better than this life. I just want the pain to go away.”“Pain?”Rage

filled his voice. “Do you even know what it’s like? To be betrayed like this? I’m just going to end

it right now.”“Before you do that, give me a minute to clear the area, so nobody else gets

hurt.”He hesitated a moment. “You’ve got two minutes.”Two minutes was better than 60

seconds. I’d take it. “Sounds like you’re really hurting.”I needed to keep him talking.“Haven’t you

been listening? You’re damn right, I’m hurting.”“It’s amazing what they can do to us, isn’t it?” I



said, trying to empathize. I needed him to feel like we were on the same team.“Ain’t that the

truth. I worked hard. I gave her everything she wanted. Then she goes and does something like

this. It’s total bullshit.”“Sounds like you love your wife.”He paused for a moment. “I do.”“Maybe

it’s not too late to fix all of this?”“Oh, it’s too late, alright.”“How so?”“Cause I shot the son-of-a-

bitch she was fucking. He’s deader than a doornail, lying on the floor by the side of the bed.

Blew out half his skull. Painted the bulkhead with his brains. You should’a heard that bitch

scream. It was almost worth shooting that bastard just to see the look on my wife’s face. Got

him mid stroke.”“That’s quite a story.”“That ain’t a story. That’s the truth. As you can see, I'm

pretty well fucked. I killed a man. I don't think they're going to let that slide, do you, Deputy

Wild?"3"It might not be as bad as you think,” I said. “People beat murder charges all the time.""I

ain't got the money for a good enough attorney. Only rich people get themselves out of

situations like this." He paused for a second. "Your time is up. Is everybody clear? I'm ready to

end this.""If you want to end this, there are better ways then blowing yourself up.""Like

what?""Seems like your beef is with your wife," I said. "But you don't have a problem with your

daughter, do you?""Hell no. I love my daughter.""How do you think she feels right now?"He

hesitated for a moment. His throat grew tight, and he choked out the words, "I think she's

probably scared shitless about now.""She's just a young, innocent girl who loves her daddy

very much. She deserves a chance to live, don't you think?"Maynard sobbed. "Yeah.""How

about you let her walk out of there before you blow up your boat. Give her a chance to live her

life. Let her grow up, get an education, find the love of her life, have kids. She deserves that,

doesn't she?"There was another long silence. "Yeah, I guess so.""How about you open the

hatch just enough for her to squeeze through? She can run down the dock, and I can

guarantee her safety."He thought for another moment. Then he hardened. "I don't want nobody

else raising my kid!""I understand. I wouldn't want anybody else raising my kid either. But you

don't really want her to die, do you?""It's the only way we can all be together."My mind

scrambled for answers. "How can you be so sure you will all be together?"There was a long

moment of silence.I looked at the battery indicator on my cell phone. It was less than half a

charge. Now was not the time to have connectivity issues. "If you believe in the afterlife, then

I'm guessing you're a religious man. Am I right, Maynard?""Well, I don't exactly go to church on

Sundays. But I believe there's a God. I believe in heaven and hell.""See, now you’ve got an

interesting dilemma," I said."Dilemma? What do you mean?" Maynard asked."Just hear me

out. I think you would agree that your daughter is innocent, right?""You're damn right, she is.

Hell, she's six years old. How much can go wrong in your life by six?""Exactly. By all rights, she

should go straight to heaven when she dies.""She damn well better!""Now, this is where we

have a problem. Because you just admitted to me that you killed a man. If you kill yourself, your

wife, and your daughter, you'd only be compounding the sin. Am I right?”After a moment, a

weak “Yeah” escaped his mouth.“I'm no biblical scholar, but I think that sends you straight to

hell. So, if you kill your family, you’re not exactly going to be together in the afterlife."He paused

for a moment to process the information. "Son-of-a-bitch!" he grumbled to himself. “Goddamn

fucking loopholes!""I don't make the rules, Maynard. I'm just trying to keep you from making a

big mistake.""But my wife's a sinner. She committed adultery. She's gonna go where I go.""How

about you open the hatch, let your daughter out. I promise she’ll be taken care of."There was

another unbearable silence."Okay," Maynard said.My stomach twisted, and my heartbeat

raced. The moment of anticipation was overwhelming. I heard commotion within the houseboat.

Then a moment later, the hatch opened, and the terrified six-year-old stepped to the aft deck.

She transferred to the dock and scurried away from the houseboat. She ran into my arms, and

I grabbed hold of her, lifting her up, saddling her on my hip."Thanks, Maynard. That was



extremely brave of you. You did a good thing. You know what that tells me?""What does that tell

you?" Maynard asked, meekly."That there's hope for you, Maynard. We can get through this. I

promise. You and me."I walked down the dock and handed the girl to an agent with the Florida

Department of Children and Families. The little girl clung onto the woman and sobbed on her

shoulder."Thanks, Deputy Wild,” Maynard said. “I'm sorry it came to this. But I just don't see

another way out."My stomach twisted. Just when I thought we were making progress,

everything went to shit.4The muffled sound of a semi-automatic pistol filtered from the

houseboat. It was followed a millisecond later by a thunderous boom that blew the lid off the

vessel.The explosion launched fiberglass and wood into the air. Flames erupted, and a cloud of

black smoke billowed high into the sky. The blast knocked me to the ground, and a high-pitched

whine filled my ears as my hearing faded. The ground quaked, and a ripple of waves extended

from the epicenter, rocking every boat in the marina.Flames flickered, and the houseboat was

quickly engulfed. Two neighboring boats suffered major damage and caught fire as well.It was

pure chaos.A fire truck and an ambulance had already arrived, and a team of firefighters

hustled a hose down the dock and began dousing the flames. Another emergency boat arrived

in the marina and aided in the firefighting.I pushed up from the concrete dock and steadied

myself. My ears still rang, and my head throbbed. Adrenaline coursed through my veins, and a

sick sensation twisted in my gut.Two people had died.And I felt helpless.After the flames had

been extinguished, wisps of smoke drifted from the smoldering carcasses of two neighboring

boats. The houseboat had sunk to the bottom of the marina. The surface of the water was slick

with diesel and oil. The place looked like someone had dropped a bomb.It was a war zone.A

domestic war zone.The horrible screeches of Maynard’s kid filled the air. This was a day that

would reverberate in my brain for a long time.The EMTs checked JD and me out, and by that

time, Sheriff Daniels had arrived on the scene. I expected to get an earful. The expression on

his face was particularly somber.“Are you two okay?" the sheriff asked.I nodded."It's not your

fault. You did what you could do.""I didn't do enough," I said.I kept going over the conversation

in my mind, thinking of ways I could have phrased things differently. Other tactics I could have

tried. The scenario would repeat over and over again in my mind for the next several days.“You

saved the kid,” Daniels said. “It could have been a lot worse.”I gave a grim nod.After we

wrapped up at the marina, we filled out after-action reports at the station. Then it was time for

something to dull the senses.We headed to Oyster Avenue and stopped at Tide Pool to enjoy

the poolside scenery. Jack ordered a round of drinks from his favorite bartender, Harper,

though he kept his flirting to a minimum.We sat at a table underneath an umbrella and watched

scantily clad beauties frolic around the pool in revealing attire. Music pumped through

speakers, fruity drinks dangled from manicured hands, and water splashed and sloshed

about.Despite the eye candy, I was still beside myself. I slouched in the chair, sipping the fine

whiskey."Shake it off," JD said. “Don’t beat yourself up over it.”I shook my head."Stop thinking

about it," he said. "It could have played out a million different ways. The guy went off his meds,

got triggered by stressful situations, and he did something terrible. That's not your fault. People

are responsible for their own actions. You’re not the one who detonated the explosives.”"I

know," I said.It still didn't make the unsettled feeling go away."Like Daniels said, things could

have been so much worse. We took it on the chin today. All we can do is learn from it, move on,

and hope it turns out better next time.""Hopefully, there won't be a next time.""Amen," JD said,

lifting his glass to toast.We clinked glasses, and I slugged the whiskey down. I flagged the

waitress down as she passed by and wiggled my glass. "Two whiskeys. Rocks.""Coming right

up, gentlemen," she said with a smile, then dashed away.JD shifted uncomfortably. "So, I've

been thinking…""Sounds concerning,” I said flatly.He squinted at me. "I want to take Sloan on a



cruise this weekend. You know, just the two of us. A little romantic getaway. Do you think you

can find someplace else to crash for the weekend so I can have the Vivere?""Sure, whenever

you need it, it’s yours.""I'm sure you can find a sweet little thing to put you up for the

weekend."A slight smirk tugged my lips. "I'm sure I can. Is this the big weekend? Are you going

to do it?""The time is right. Life is short. Why waste a single moment? Sometimes you just

gotta go for it."JD pulled the black ring box from his pocket and set it atop the table. "Besides,

that thing has been burning a hole in my pocket. It needs to be displayed proudly and not

hidden away in a box.""Does Sloan have any idea this is coming?" I asked."Nope. Total

surprise.""Have you two even talked about taking the next step? Is she on the same page?""Of

course she's on the same page.""Well, congratulations," I said, still uncertain."Don't

congratulate me yet. Congratulate me when she says yes.""Shouldn't you already know the

answer to that question?"JD hesitated a moment. "Well, if she doesn't say yes, she needs her

head examined. I mean, I'm a pretty good catch, if I do say so myself."I rolled my eyes.Despite

JD's display of confidence, I could see a little uncertainty in his eyes.“You mind if she meets us

up here?""The more, the merrier.”“Good, she’s on her way.”My phone buzzed my pocket. The

call was from Scarlett, JD's daughter in Los Angeles. She screeched into the phone when I

held it to my ear. “Oh my God! I'm so excited. When are you coming back?""I'm not sure," I

said."I just got back from a pre-production meeting. We start filming next week. I mean, you're

going to come out for the production of your movie, aren't you?""I didn't have such a good time

when I was last in LA," I said.“It's not like you’re coming out to do any real work. You're not

investigating anything. You’re just going to hang out on set, hobnob with celebrities, watch me

act in a major motion picture.” I could almost hear her smile. “This is a big deal, Tyson. You

can't miss out on the experience. This is a major event in my life, and I want you and Jack

there. At least for some of it."Scarlett had been cast as Bree Taylor in the Bree Taylor project,

which still didn't have an official title at this point in time. The film was a biopic on the last days

of the movie star’s life, before her tragic death. If all went well, it would catapult Scarlett into the

limelight. She had already been getting a great deal of press leading up to the production."We

won't miss it," I said. "I just need to talk to Jack about timing and logistics. You'll be filming for

over a month.""Yay!" Scarlett cheered. "Is he there? Let me talk to him."I handed the phone

across the table. Jack took it eagerly. It wasn't hard for him to figure out who I was talking to."I

can't believe you actually requested to talk to your old man.""Shut up," Scarlett said, her voice

crackling through the speaker. "I call you all the time.""Once a week is all the time?""Stop being

so needy. Tyson already agreed that you two are coming out.""Look who's needy

now?""Please, just because I want you to share this moment with me…?”"Don't you worry.

We'll be there. Wouldn't miss it for the world.""And you guys can't go running off because of

some crazy crime that happens."“Tell that to Tyson," JD said. “I have no problem disconnecting

from this nonsense.”I flashed him a playful scowl.”Listen, I’ve got some news that I want to

share with you.""Good news or bad news?" Scarlett asked."Good news."Sloan stepped onto

the patio, looking around. JD waved, and the gorgeous brunette sauntered toward the table,

making her way through the crowd of revelers."I can't go into detail now, but I'll talk to you

about it later,” JD said."Oooh, why so cryptic?""No reason. Here's Tyson." He handed the

phone back to me as Sloan arrived.JD stood up, gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek, then

offered her a seat."What's up with him?" Scarlett asked."I don't know,” I said. “He'll have to tell

you.""Oh, so you both are keeping secrets now?""You'll find out soon enough.""I bet I already

know. You two aren’t as sneaky as you like to think.”"We shall see, won't we?""Okay, I've had all

the suspense and intrigue I can take. I'll talk to you later.""Bye.” I hung up the phone and

slipped it into my pocket."I'm so glad you guys are safe," Sloan said. “So tragic and terrifying.



What will happen to that man's daughter?""Family Services will look after her and place her in

a suitable home,” I said."That just breaks my heart," Sloan said. A frown tugged her face. "I

want to set up a fund for the child. Something that will help cover her expenses and future

tuition. How can I go about doing that?""You could set up a trust, name a trustee, and

designate the little girl as the beneficiary," JD said. "You can set the terms to define how funds

will be distributed in a reasonable manner. I know a good attorney that could set it up if it's

something you really want to do.""Yeah," Sloan said. "It's something I'd like to do. I've been very

blessed with tournament winnings. I'm in a position to help, so why not?"JD smiled. "That's my

girl. I'll pitch in, too. And I'm sure Tyson is more than willing." JD's eyes flicked to me for

confirmation.I nodded."How much were you thinking?" JD asked.Sloan shrugged.

“$100,000."JD choked. "Each?""Come on," Sloan said. "That's nothing for someone like you."

Her gorgeous blue eyes darted to me. "And you’re a rich Hollywood type. That should be no

sweat off your back. $300K invested right… that fund will grow to $1 million by the time she's

21. We can't bring her parents back, but we can give her every opportunity to

succeed."5"Sure," I said. “Why not?”Sloan smiled. "That makes me happy. And don't worry, I

won't tell anyone that you two are actually decent human beings.""Thank God," I said, wiping

my brow and exhaling exaggeratedly."I'll make a few phone calls tomorrow and get everything

set up," JD said.We stayed at Tide Pool for another hour, sipping on drinks and trying to take

our minds off the day’s events. Sloan and JD seemed truly enamored with one another, and I

left them to spend the rest of the evening alone. I told Jack I would catch a cab back to the

marina.I strolled down the sidewalk, taking in the sights and sounds of Oyster Avenue. Live

music from bands spilled into the street. The glow of neon signage bathed the avenue in a

kaleidoscope of colors. The smell of fried food filled the air. I took a deep breath and tried to let

everything go and enjoy the evening.I flagged down a cab that had just dropped two tourists off

at the curb. I slid into the backseat and told the driver to take me to Diver Down. I handed him a

wad of cash when he dumped me off in the parking lot, and I strolled into the bar to check on

things.I left the day-to-day operation to Alejandro, and with Teagan behind the bar, things ran

smoothly. I was still finding my way as a new business owner, but all in all, I had settled into the

role comfortably. Despite our indulgences at the bar, we were turning a profit.The explosion at

the marina made all the news channels, and Teagan had lots of questions. I answered them

patiently as she served up another drink."I just had a terrible feeling all day long," Teagan said

with a frown. "I hope that doesn't mean my psychic powers are coming back.""Everybody gets

a vibe every now and then. It doesn't mean anything."Teagan had lost her supposed psychic

ability after the mugging. She was more than happy to see it go. According to her, it was more

trouble than it was worth. And every time she used it, something bad happened.I still didn't

know if I bought into the whole psychic thing, but when she had a premonition, I wouldn’t bet

against it.I finished my drink and made my way back down the dock to the Vivere. There were a

few clouds in the sky, but it was mostly a clear night. The waves lapped against fiberglass hulls,

and the moonlight cast a pale glow over the marina.I crossed the gangway to the aft deck of

the super-yacht. I pulled open the sliding glass door, stepped into the salon, and was greeted

with wet, slobbery kisses from an excited Jack Russell Terrier as I knelt down.“I know, you’re

happy to see me, aren’t you, boy?” I said, baby-talking Buddy.
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Karen M., “I read this story in one sitting, can't get enough of Tyson Wild Adventures.. A

missing funeral director who operates an ocean going vessel as his elaborate and multi option

burials at sea, then throw in a mystery stumbled upon while searching for a sunken pirate ship

loaded with gold. What's not to like? It's a fast and fun read with life threatening goons out to

stop Tyson and J.D. from breathing.”

Jeff, “Excellent. Another Gem from Tripp Ellis. Once again I'm pissed off that I have to wait for

the next adventure, but they are always worth the wait. I dont know why this isnt a TV series, it

woukd be excellent.”

C. Johnson, “Great read buy the book!. I'm sorry this is the first review I have written for Tripp

Ellis. I have read all 18 of the Tyson Wild books and completely enjoyed each and every one of

them.  Highly enjoyable read and I look forward to each and every one of each of his books.”

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.”

Art K, “Another good one.. Fast action and a lot of uncertainty leading to a successful

conclusion. It was a quick read because I couldn’t put it down!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Wild Abyss. Very entertaining, Can’t stop reading until book is finished.

Anxious for next book. Thank you”

first time reader, “Very enjoyable!. I like the characters and their adventures. I enjoy this series!



Being in the Keys is always a treat!  Enjoy!”

Wayne Kubacki, “Another wild time in the Keys.. Great read. Couldn’t put it down. I finished it in

two days.He action is riveting and kept me on the edge of my seat.Tyson and J.D. complement

each other beautifully and as wild and crazy as J.D. is Tyson is his conscience. I have read the

entire series and have enjoyed read them all. Keep them coming Tripp. Bravo!”

The book by Tripp Ellis has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 699 people have provided feedback.
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