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O N E

Was anyone watching?
Keith McDonald sat at the computer and glanced around 

the oil platform’s rec room, but the dozen or so workers were en-
grossed in watching the final game of a Ping- Pong match. He hesi-
tated, then hovered his cursor over the Send button. Clenching his 
teeth, he sent the emails. Maybe it was nothing, but if anyone could 
decipher the recording, it was Reid Dixon.

The back of his neck prickled, and Keith looked around again. 
The room felt stifling even with the AC cooling it from the May 
heat. He jumped up and headed for the door. He exited and darted 
into the shadows as two men strolled past. One was his suspect.

Keith stood on a grating suspended three thousand feet over the 
water and strained to hear past the noise of machinery. The scent of 
the sea enveloped him, and the stars glimmered on the water sur-
rounding the oil platform that had been his home for two years now.

“Scheduled for late May— ” A clanging bell drowned out the rest 
of the man’s words.

“Devastation— ”
The other fragment of conversation pumped up Keith’s heart 

rate. Were they talking about the sabotage he feared, or was he 
reading more into the words than were there? He couldn’t believe 
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someone could be callous enough to sabotage the oil platform and 
destroy the coast on purpose. He’d seen firsthand the devastating 
effects from the Deepwater Horizon catastrophe. And what about 
the people living on the platform? Deepwater Horizon had killed 
eleven people and injured another seventeen.

He had to sound a warning and stop this, but he had no real 
evidence. If Reid Dixon blew him off, who would even listen? Maybe 
Homeland Security would pay attention, but who did he even call 
there? He could tell them about the pictures threatening Bonnie, 
but what did that prove? They might just say she had a stalker and 
he was chasing shadows.

He couldn’t say they were wrong.
He sidled along the railing, and the breeze lifted his hair. A boat 

bobbed in the waves far below, and in the moonlight, he spotted a 
diver aboard. Must be night diving the artificial reef created by the 
concrete supports below the platform. He’d done a bit of it himself 
over the years.

For an instant he wished he were gliding carefree through the 
waves without this crushing weight of conscience on his shoulders. 
When he was sixteen, life was so simple. School, girls, football, and 
good times. He’d gone to work at the platform when he was nine-
teen, after he’d decided college wasn’t for him.

It had been a safe place, a good place to work with fun com-
panions and interesting work.

Until a few weeks ago when everything turned sinister and 
strange. He’d wanted to uncover more before he reported it, but 
every second he delayed could mean a stronger chance of an attack.

If an attack was coming. He still wasn’t sure, and he wanted 
a name or to identify the organization behind the threat. If there 
was a threat. Waffling back and forth had held him in place. Was 
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this real, or was he reading something dangerous into something 
innocent?

Though he didn’t think he was overreacting.
He turned to head to his quarters. A bulky figure rushed him 

from the shadows and plowed into his chest, driving him back 
against the railing. The man grabbed Keith’s legs and tried to tip 
him over the edge.

Keith kicked out with his right foot and drove the figure back 
into the wall opposite the catwalk. He searched for a weapon as the 
metal walkway clanged and the guy regained his feet. Nothing.

“Help!” Though he shouted, he feared the noise of the machin-
ery drowned out the sound of his cry.

The guy was big and strong. Keith didn’t stand a chance of beat-
ing him in a show of strength or agility. He rushed for the end of 
the catwalk, but the guy reached him first and spun him around 
to press him against the railing again. He tried to kick his way out 
again, but the guy was ready for him this time and caught him by 
the ankle, then used his leg to tip him up and over.

Keith saw the stars as he fell toward the dark water, then his 
head was under the water. The fall hadn’t killed him, but he felt 
woozy and a bit out of it. He struck out for the surface, though it 
seemed impossible to reach. As he kicked out, something grabbed 
him by the ankle, and he flung out his arms, connecting with a 
diver’s metal tank.

The diver held him fast and took him down into the depths.

j

The air- conditioning in Police Chief Jane Hardy’s office whined like 
an unhappy dog, and she wiped a bead of perspiration from her 
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brow. The company she’d called to work on the AC was nearly two 
hours late, and the Alabama Gulf Coast humidity had overpow-
ered the ancient unit by eleven o’clock this morning. Her silky red 
golden retriever, Parker, lay sleeping with his head on his paws near 
the vent as if he wanted to get as much of the cool air as he could.

She checked her watch. Two o’clock. Will would be out of school 
soon, and she’d have to pick him up and take him to his father’s 
after baseball practice. Her gut tightened at the thought of talking 
to Reid. She still couldn’t get past his lies, even though a friendly 
relationship with him would make getting to know her son so 
much easier.

Her search on the computer ended with a ding, and she reached 
for her mouse to take a look. Every Monday she ran through the 
same search, and every week it came up empty. She glanced at 
the results and sighed. Still no sign of Liberty’s Children and her 
mother. While the smart and wise thing would be to give up the 
search, she couldn’t do it. Especially not since she’d found Will. 
Realizing her son was alive made her compulsion to find her mother 
even stronger.

Rachel Hutchins, a temp manning the front desk, stuck her 
curly red head into Jane’s open doorway. She was about Jane’s age of 
thirty. “Chief, there’s a woman out here who says her son is missing. 
You want to take it?”

“Is Detective Richards or Officer Brown back yet?”
“No. Richards called in, and she’s tied up with a boat that’s 

been graffitied. I haven’t heard from Brown.” Rachel tipped her 
head to one side. “I can’t get over how much you resemble Reese 
Witherspoon.”

Jane had heard the inane comment before and didn’t bother 
to answer. Her two new hires to replace her lost officers had just 
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started. It would take a while to get them up to speed, but she hadn’t 
had time off in weeks, and her fatigue was starting to show.

She reached for her yellow legal pad and pen. “Show her in.”
A few moments later, Rachel ushered in a fiftysomething woman 

Jane recognized as Ruby McDonald, the high school principal. Red 
eyes and a trembling mouth replaced Ruby’s usual smile and happy 
manner. She looked like she’d come straight from campus in her 
demure brown skirt and tan blouse. Her brown curls were frizzy 
from the humidity hovering at 90 percent.

Jane rose and went around her desk to take her hand. “Ruby, 
what’s happened?”

Though she didn’t know the older woman well, they’d had sev-
eral conversations at the high school about Will, who had trans-
ferred in during the final two months of the school year.

Ruby blotted her brown eyes with a waterlogged paper hankie. 
“It’s my son, Keith. He’s missing.”

Jane squeezed Ruby’s hand and led her to the chair by the desk. 
“Have a seat while I take notes.”

She vaguely remembered meeting Keith in the coffee shop. If 
she remembered correctly, he worked on one of the oil platforms 
in the Gulf, a dangerous job. She guessed him to be early twenties.

She settled behind her desk and reached for her pen. “When did 
you see him last?”

“Three weeks ago. He was supposed to come home for some R & 
R yesterday, but he never showed up. I’ve called his phone countless 
times. I tried calling his best friend on the rig, and Mike said he 
didn’t show up to take the chopper off the platform. He hasn’t seen 
him since after breakfast on Saturday.”

Two days ago. “Did Mike report Keith missing to security or 
anyone?”
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“He says he did, but I haven’t spoken to the rig manager myself. 
Mike talked to him and said that a search of the platform failed to 
find him.”

“They probably called the Coast Guard to help search.” She 
didn’t want to mention that a man lost at sea would be difficult to 
spot from the air or from a boat. Accidents on oil platforms hap-
pened all too frequently.

Ruby gave a jerky nod. “They’ve been searching the sea.” She 
wadded her hankie in a tight fist. “I know you’re wondering why 
I’m here.”

Jane wanted to show compassion, so she’d kept the ques-
tion inside. “Well, finding a missing platform worker isn’t in my 
jurisdiction.”

Ruby’s eyes filled with tears again. “I think he might have been 
murdered.”

Jane stilled. “Why do you say that?”
“He sent me an email. I got it two days ago.” Ruby reached into 

her purse and pulled out a folded paper. “I printed it out. He said if 
anything happened to him that it wasn’t an accident.” She slid the 
paper across the desk to Jane.

Jane unfolded it and the words tumbled into her head.

Dear Mom,
I know this email is probably going to scare you, but I have 

to tell you something just in case. I stumbled across some in-
formation, and I’m not sure what to do about it. If something 
happens to me— if I come up missing or you’re told I died in an 
accident— go see Chief Hardy. I believe I’m in danger. I’ll try to 
get home and talk to her in person, but I’m not sure if I’ll make 
it or not.
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I think an attack on the oil rig is being planned. Terrorists 
maybe, but I’m not sure who is behind the plot. I was in a storage 
room, and the door was open just a crack. I heard two guys talk-
ing about turning off security to let in a hacker. They said some-
thing about each of them coming away with a hundred thousand 
dollars. I didn’t recognize their voices, but it sounded like the 
real deal.

Since I’m a resident of Pelican Harbor, I thought Chief 
Hardy would be the one to talk to first. She can call in Homeland 
Security or whoever would be in charge of this kind of thing.

I hope I’m not putting you in danger by telling you all this. 
Be careful and stay safe. Love you!

Keith

Frowning, Jane put down the printout. “Has anyone else seen 
this?”

Ruby shook her head. “As soon as I talked to Mike, I came 
straight here. I didn’t mention the email to Mike. I don’t know who 
to trust.”

Jane didn’t, either, but she would have to figure it out. “I’ll need 
Mike’s full name and anyone else you know there I can contact.”

An oil spill would decimate the area. Lost wildlife, destroyed 
wetlands, lost jobs. She had to help.
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Zeus. Even the name of the oil platform looming about a mile 
from shore inspired awe as it rose from the pristine blue waters 

of the Gulf.
The crane on Zeus lowered a metal cage to the boat where Reid 

Dixon and his videographer, Elliot Hastings, waited. The boat cap-
tain steadied the cage as Reid stepped in and moved out of the way 
to let Elliot crowd in behind him with the gear. With the clang 
of the door closing, there was no backing out now, and the cage 
began to rise over the pelicans riding the whitecaps below.

Wind buffeted the cage, and Reid grabbed the bars with both 
hands as his stomach did a slow roll. It was like a roller coaster with-
out the safety precautions, and he hated amusement parks.

Elliot’s blue eyes laughed at him. “Scared, boss?”
Twenty- five and single, Elliot never met a stranger. His blond 

curly hair touched his collar, and the youthful style made grand-
motherly types nearly coo at him. Reid liked his can- do approach 
to anything he’d asked of him in the past three weeks since he’d 
been hired.

Reid forced an answering grin. “It’s like a zip line, right?”
Elliot squinted in the bright sunshine and pointed. “Dolphins. 
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Wish we had time to swim with them.” He pulled his camera to 
his face and snapped off several shots. “Good backdrop for the 
article.”

This trip was going to be an hour- long documentary for 
Discovery Channel and had been instigated several weeks ago when 
he’d had a disturbing email from Keith McDonald, a crew member. 
The invitation to board the oil platform to investigate hadn’t been 
easy to obtain, but here he was soaring over the Gulf to the noisy, 
clanging platform above.

A burly guy with massive, tattoo- covered biceps snagged the 
metal cage. His grin revealed a gold tooth. “Got you, guv’nor.” His 
accent was all cockney without a hint of a Southern drawl.

Reid stumbled out of the cage and onto the more solid footing of 
the platform. He looked around as Elliot joined him. The platform 
vibrated under his new size- twelve steel- toed work boots, and the 
noise of the drills and other machinery, though muffled, was plenty 
loud. He’d done his homework before coming out here and knew 
Zeus weighed over a hundred million tons. It was forty stories high, 
and thick pipes tethered it to the seabed under the billowing waves. 
It was structured to withstand even the power of a hurricane like 
Katrina.

He peered through the metal grate to the water far below and 
felt a little dizzy.

The big guy stuck out a beefy hand. “Name’s Dex. I’m one of 
the deck pushers, and I drew the bloomin’ short straw to show you 
around.”

The deck pusher would know all the rig’s policies and safety 
procedures, and he would coordinate all the work done on deck 
including the crane operation.

Reid shook Dex’s hand. “Reid Dixon.”

TwoReasons_6P.indd   9 6/9/20   1:31 PM



C O L L E E N  C O B L E

10

“I’ve watched a few o’ your documentaries and like ’ow you 
cover both sides o’ things. What brings you to our platform?”

“Most people have never been aboard one of these monsters, 
and they hold a little bit of mystique. I thought viewers would like a 
peek inside such a difficult and dangerous job.”

“You sure you ain’t ’ere to see if we’re another Deepwater 
Horizon?” Though Dex’s tone remained friendly, his blue eyes 
narrowed.

Reid kept his smile in place. “Are you?”
“I’ll let you take a gander at all the safety measures we ’ave in 

place. You’ll be gobsmacked at all we’ve done ’ere.”
Elliot rubbed sanitizer on his hands, then began to shoot video. 

Reid looked around the deck. The Gulf couldn’t stand another hit 
like the last one.

Elliot signaled to him, and Reid started his dialogue for the doc-
umentary. “Located near here off the coast of Louisiana, Deepwater 
Horizon was the single greatest marine disaster in history. A year 
after it had sunk the deepest ever oil well, the rig exploded. The trag-
edy killed eleven crew members and ignited a firestorm that could 
be seen forty miles away. Still spewing oil, it sank two days later and 
continued to pump crude into the ocean. Nearly five million bar-
rels fouled the Gulf by the time it was capped nearly three months 
later. The oil spoiled eleven hundred miles of beach in Louisiana, 
Alabama, Mississippi, and Florida. It was a catastrophe anyone alive 
here at the time would never forget. We’re here today to make sure 
this rig is safe.”

Reid paused and swept his hand out over the blue waters. “God 
has cleaned up what man couldn’t, and the beaches are white again. 
Wildlife came back, and for the uninformed, it appears as if it had 
never happened. But I’ve looked closer and I’ve seen things you 
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might not notice— things like reduced populations of larger marine 
animals such as whales, dolphins, and turtles, as well as linger-
ing oil in the sediment. Some of the wetlands will take decades to 
recover.”

He signaled Elliot to stop recording so they could proceed deeper 
into the rig.

Every time he stared out over the water, he saw oil platforms and 
wondered when the next catastrophe would occur. He hoped it was 
never, but his contact on this rig had hinted that something “big” 
was going to happen out here. While Reid wasn’t sure if he believed 
it yet, he was disturbed enough to check it out.

He trailed after Dex through the various parts of the offshore 
rig. Steel girders soared overhead on every deck, and the constant 
hum and clang of machinery wore on his nerves. He got a peek at 
workers’ quarters, exercise rooms, movie stations, internet cafés, and 
what felt like a million stairs.

There’d been no sign of Keith, though. Reid had hoped the man 
would approach him, but three hours later Reid still hadn’t met him.

He would have to ask.
Dex gestured to a door. “Let’s get a cuppa and nosh up in the 

cafeteria.”
Reid accepted a cup of coffee in the galley and inhaled the aro-

mas of Mexican food from the huge spread along the buffet. The 
workers eyed him with curiosity before he turned back to Dex. “I 
wanted to speak with Keith McDonald. Is he around?”

Dex’s brows winged up. “Is he the bloke who wrangled you an 
invitation?”

“No, I did that all by myself, but I was hoping to see Keith. He’s 
from Pelican Harbor too.”

“He’s missin’, guv’nor. Coast Guard is searchin’ for ’im now, but 
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odds are poor they’ll find ’im. Once a man goes overboard in these 
seas, ’is chances ’ave gone pear shaped. The whole rig is gutted about 
it. He was a good bloke.”

“Overboard? Are you sure?”
Dex shrugged his large shoulders. “He’s nowhere aboard, and 

he never showed for ’is f light off the rig. It happens. A guy gets 
cheesed off about somethin’ and acts daft. Or he messes around 
thinkin’ he’s immune to fallin’ off until he smacks into the waves. 
I’m sorry to say I think Keith is fish food by now.”

Reid eyed him after his almost gleeful tone. Could Keith have 
been murdered? If so, it might mean his alarm was credible.

j

Jane eyed the oil platform rising in the blue sky. If Keith had fallen 
from that height, it wasn’t good. The vibration from the sound of 
machinery shuddered through her bones, and she hailed the Coast 
Guard response boat on her boat’s starboard side with a shout and 
a wave.

The Coast Guard boat throttled back as one of the four sailors 
gave a wave in her direction.

Her fifteen- year- old son, Will, cut the engine. “They’ve seen us.”
She squinted in the brilliant May sunshine and squeezed around 

Parker to get as close to the railing as she could. “Chief Jane Hardy 
from Pelican Harbor,” she called. “You’re looking for a man over-
board?” She counted three men and one woman aboard the other 
boat.

The twentysomething blonde woman in uniform exited the 
cabin and went to the bow to grab hold of the railing of Jane’s boat. 
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“What’s your business here, ma’am?” Her eyes were gray and just as 
steely in expression.

“I’ve had a report of a missing person. Are you searching for 
Keith McDonald?”

The woman’s quick blink answered before she spoke. “We are. 
What do you know about this?”

A familiar set of shoulders on the oil platform distracted Jane, 
and she bit back a gasp. Parker whined and nudged her hand. “It’s 
okay, boy.”

“There’s Dad,” Will said.
What was Reid doing up there? She dragged her attention from 

his precarious position on a steel beam and glanced back at the 
Coastie. “His mother came to see me.” She launched into Ruby’s 
concerns, and worry crouched between the other woman’s eyes.

“Have you reported this to Homeland Security?”
“Not yet. I wanted to verify the report first.”
“Do you have a copy of the email?”
“Back at the office.”
“Please contact Homeland Security with this concern. We’re 

part of the search- and- rescue operation, and it’s outside our mis-
sion for today.”

“Any sign of Keith?”
The woman shook her head. “Not yet. He’s been missing for 

forty- eight hours now, so it’s more likely to be a recovery than a 
rescue. If we even find his body. We’ve got a couple of choppers in 
the air and several cutters out looking.”

“No divers?”
“A diver isn’t typically part of an operation like this.”
“Did anyone see him go overboard?”
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“No.” The woman released her grip on Jane’s boat. “We need to 
get back to work. Make sure you place that call.”

Jane pushed away from the Coast Guard boat. “I’ll do it 
immediately.”

Will shifted in his seat. “I know Keith, Mom. He shoots hoops 
with us when he’s ashore. He’s a good pitcher, and he’s helped me a 
lot. He worked with us on our swings too. I sure hope they find him.”

“Me too, honey.”
Her attention went back to the big platform blocking out the sun, 

and she had her hand half raised to wave at Reid before she caught 
herself and lowered it back to her side. The wind blew her hair into 
her eyes, and she couldn’t tell if he’d seen her furtive movement.

She turned her boat around and headed back up Mobile Bay.
Will waved. “Hey, Dad! He saw us, Mom. Turn around.”
Her fingers tightened on the wheel, but what could she say? She 

and Will were just getting to know each other, and the last thing 
she wanted was to appear bitter and mean. “I doubt he can hear us.”

She spun the wheel, and the boat swept in a large circle back 
toward the oil platform. With the sun in her eyes, she could only see 
Reid’s outline. He was at the platform’s railing, waving. He shouted 
something, but the wind snatched his words away.

Waves lapped at the platform’s massive under girders, and she 
slowed the boat so the motion didn’t carry her against the steel. 
Closer to the beast, the sound grew more deafening.

“We can’t talk to him here.”
Will replied, but she couldn’t make out what he’d said. It was a 

good excuse to accelerate away from the massive structure and pull 
away from Reid’s gaze. As her boat left the vicinity, she heard Will 
shouting at his father and Reid’s faint answer, but the wind snatched 
more than a syllable or two.
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Will joined her at the helm. “How about we get pizza for dinner? 
We can invite Dad.”

She swallowed and searched for the right words. It was the first 
time Will had flat out asked for the three of them to be together. For 
the past four weeks, he’d respected her aversion to being around his 
father, but she’d seen the longing in his eyes before he climbed out of 
her SUV to go inside the house with his dad. She’d known this day 
was coming, and she should have had an answer prepared.

“I- I don’t think so, Will. Your dad may be on the oil platform 
awhile.”

“I got a text from him. He’s coming back to Pelican Harbor at 
six.”

She shot a sidelong glance at him. “Did he put you up to this?”
Wind whipped his shaggy black hair around his earnest face. 

“We don’t talk about you, Mom.”
She frowned. Wasn’t Reid interested in what she did with their 

son? When she was with Will, she’d managed to frame several un-
obtrusive questions and discovered they’d gone for beignets every 
Saturday morning and that after church on Sunday they’d gone 
to Jesse’s Restaurant in Magnolia Springs. They both had shrimp 
and grits followed by Dutch apple pie cheesecake. It shamed her 
that she’d eagerly mined for every tidbit she could find out but dis-
covered nothing other than a man who dearly loved his son.

Just like she did.
But he’d kept Will from her all these years, and she found it 

hard to forgive something like that. Maybe she never would.
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Overboard. The warning might have been real.
Reid’s ears still rang from the deafening noise. He parked on 

Oyster Bay Road in front of Pelican Pizza and flipped down the visor 
mirror to stare at his reflection. A five o’clock shadow smudged his 
jaw, and his tanned face was somber under his clean- shaven head. 
He seemed as scared as he felt. Would Jane even speak to him? What 
had possessed Will to ask them to share a pizza for dinner?

He’d nearly texted back a no when he got Will’s message. Jane 
was liable to think he was behind this idea and was pushing to get 
past her defenses. He wanted to give her time to get over what he’d 
done, and she might not appreciate being crowded. But when push 
came to shove, he couldn’t resist the idea of sitting across the table 
from her and searching her hazel eyes for some sign of forgiveness.

He flipped the visor back up so he didn’t see the ridiculous hope 
in his eyes. Even allowing a glimmer of optimism would set him up 
for a crash of disappointment.

He exited into the aroma of garlic and cheese wafting from the 
building and turned toward the entrance. He caught a glimpse of 
Jane’s face as she stared intently at Will, who was talking with both 
his hands and his mouth. They sat beside each other at a window 
booth. Reid’s heart warmed when Will slipped his arm around his 
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mother and gave her a quick hug at something she said. Whatever 
happened from here, at least he’d made sure Will knew his mom 
loved him. That would go a long way with his boy.

He opened the glass door into Pelican’s, and the yeasty scent of 
homemade pizza dough drifted his way. He hesitated, squaring his 
shoulders and turning toward Jane and Will. His stride ate up the 
distance along the wide plank floors from the door to the booth by 
the window.

Will caught sight of him first, and his gaze raked over Reid’s 
face. “You got sunburned.”

“Windburned.” Reid stooped and rubbed Parker’s ears. “You 
guys order already?” He hadn’t dared look at Jane’s face, not after 
he saw her shoulders stiffen from the back. This had been a monu-
mental mistake.

Will took a sip of his soda. “Yeah, one with lots of pineapple just 
for you.” His grin told Reid he was kidding.

Jane shuddered. “Pineapple belongs on ice cream, not pizza.”
Reid slid into the booth across from Jane and Will. “My senti-

ments exactly. Will’s French teacher liked pineapple on pizza, and I 
promised Will I’d never make him eat it again after that one time.”

Jane’s tentative smile vanished. “Your old girlfriend.”
Will shifted and glanced from his mother to Reid. “Well, not 

really a girlfriend.”
Reid sent his son a thankful smile.
Troy Boulter, the owner of the pizza place, came their way with the 

food. “Here you go, Jane.” His brown eyes were warm with affection.
“Have you been to see your brother?”
Brian Boulter was up on murder charges after a plot to frame 

and take down her father. He’d harbored a grudge after Charles had 
arrested his dad years ago.
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“I’m glad you asked. His rage has only gotten worse. He seems 
to be trying to figure out how to punish your dad from jail. I warned 
Charles already— did he tell you?”

“No, he didn’t. Thanks for telling me.”
Troy patted her on the shoulder and left them alone.
“What were you two doing out by the oil platform today?”
Jane’s lips flattened, and she swiped her foggy glass. “Police 

business.”
Reid studied her closed expression. “So it had nothing to do with 

a missing man?”
Her gaze locked with his for the first time. “You know about 

the missing guy?”
“If it’s Keith McDonald, the answer is yes.” Should he tell her 

about the emails from Keith? With the guy’s disappearance, what 
he’d said took on ominous tones. “I was supposed to meet up with 
him so he could tell me about his suspicion that something ‘big’ was 
about to happen to the oil platform. Though he didn’t say, I assumed 
he meant sabotage.”

“He told you that too?”
“Who else did he tell?”
“His mother. He said if he came up missing, she should come 

see me. So she did. Do you have his emails?”
“Yeah.” He pulled out his phone and forwarded the emails to 

her. “They should be in your in- box.”
“You think the threat is credible? I called Homeland Security 

as soon as I got back to the dock. They promised to investigate, but 
I’m not sure they believed it was serious. All I have is a vague email 
to his mother. Why did Keith contact you?”

“He’d seen some of my documentaries but wasn’t sure it was 
a credible threat because he had no proof. He wanted to talk to 
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someone who could blow the story wide open and maybe prevent 
another Deepwater Horizon. I got the first email a couple of weeks 
ago and arranged to do a documentary to check it out.”

She winced at the mention of the disaster from 2010 and picked 
up her iced tea. “Did anyone else on the platform mention a terrorist 
plot?”

“I didn’t want to tip my hand so I didn’t ask. I wanted to talk 
to his bunkmate and friends, but I couldn’t find out who they were 
without showing undue interest. You think you could get that in-
formation from his mother?”

She surveyed him over the rim of her glass. “This isn’t your 
investigation, Reid.”

“No, but I can get into places and ask questions you can’t. People 
will be more apt to talk to me than to the law or Homeland Security. 
You know it’s true, Jane. Let me help.”

She set her drink back on the table. “I don’t want you asking 
questions on your own. It might be dangerous.”

He eyed her. Did she really care if he got hurt or even killed? With 
him out of the way, she’d have Will all to herself. It was an unworthy 
thought. Though he believed he knew her better than she realized, 
he wasn’t sure how the events of the past few weeks had changed her.

He desperately wanted to reach across the table and take her 
hand, but it wasn’t the right time. Maybe it never would be. He 
might have burned his bridges for all time.

j

Well, that went better than she’d anticipated.
Jane brushed her lips across her son’s cheek, then waved good- 

bye as Reid accelerated away from the curb. It was still light out at 
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seven thirty, and she didn’t want to go home and obsess over the day. 
She tugged Parker’s lead, and they walked along Magnolia Street 
with its French Quarter brick buildings and black iron railings, then 
turned down the alley toward Olivia’s house on Dauphin Street.

The crape myrtle tree in her front yard was about to bloom be-
side the oyster- shell driveway, and Olivia must have replenished the 
pine mulch recently because the crisp aroma of it lingered in the air.

Two figures sat on Olivia’s tiny porch in a swing. Olivia Davis 
waved as Jane and Parker neared. Olivia had taken Jane under her 
wing as soon as Jane started working at the police station. Olivia 
had sat at the dispatcher desk for over twenty- five years— ever since 
her police officer husband had been killed in the line of duty— and 
her dark- blue eyes missed nothing. The shapely legs under her white 
shorts seemed thinner, and she was pale.

Megan, her fourteen- year- old daughter, was a carbon copy of 
her mother, though her curly brown hair was longer and often in a 
ponytail.

Megan patted her knee to call Parker to her. “Mom just said she 
was hoping you might stop by tonight.”

Jane dropped onto an antique metal chair beside the swing. “I 
wanted to see what the doctor had to say today. Did you ask him to 
run the Lyme tests?”

“I asked, but I didn’t get very far,” Olivia said. “He seemed of-
fended that I even considered he might have made a wrong diag-
nosis. I actually walked out. I kind of burned my bridges today, I 
think.”

Jane winced. “Good grief, Olivia, I didn’t want you to put all 
your eggs in the Lyme basket. What will you do?”

This felt like her fault. Olivia had recently been diagnosed with 
ALS, but Jane had urged her to get a second opinion and to check for 
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Lyme disease as well. Jane believed in taking charge of everything, 
including health, and never settling for the easy answer.

“I still have that Lyme- literate doctor’s name you gave me. I left 
a message for her asking for an appointment.” Olivia studied Jane’s 
face. “Rough day? What’s going on?”

“Do I look that haggard?” Jane managed a chuckle and tucked 
a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Stressed might be a better word, but it comes with the territory.”
“You know Ruby McDonald, don’t you?”
“Sure.” Olivia nodded.
Megan looked up at the mention of the school principal’s name. 

“She wasn’t in most of the day.”
Her mother lifted a brow. “And how do you know that, young 

lady? Did you get in trouble today?”
“Sheesh, Mom, no. I’m on the student council, and our after- 

school meeting was canceled.” Parker nudged Megan’s hand, and 
she went back to petting him. “I heard her son is missing.”

Jane shook her head. “Small- town life. It’s harder to keep a se-
cret here than to fight off a gator.”

“He works on the oil platform,” Olivia said. “Was he the one the 
Coast Guard was searching for today?”

“He was.” Jane told them about the terrorist threat and what 
Reid had learned as well.

A smile brightened Olivia’s wan face, framed by her curly brown 
hair in its familiar bob. “You had dinner with Reid? That’s the real 
reason for the shadow in your eyes, isn’t it? How’d that go?”

“I don’t think my nonexistent love life is more important than 
a missing man!”

“Oh, lighten up, Jane. You need to forgive the guy and see what 
the future holds.”
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Megan’s smile was wide. “And Will is so cute!”
Had Jane ever been that perky and naive? She was much too 

cautious with her heart to be as receptive to romance as Megan.
She lifted a brow in Megan’s direction. “You’ve been hanging 

out with him?”
“I wish. I’ve seen him around, though.” She held up her phone. 

“We’re friends on Snapchat, but I don’t think he’s even smiled at me 
in real life.”

Jane was still trying to navigate the unfamiliar road of moth-
erhood and wasn’t sure how much she should be prying into Will’s 
private life, but she couldn’t hold back her curiosity. “Is he interested 
in someone else?”

“Baseball practice is his only steady date. I swear, he’s totally 
obsessed with breaking the strikeout record for the school. And 
pitching speed. I know all about his pitching speed.”

Jane knew that much. Will talked about baseball constantly, 
and he practiced pitching every day. “If you’re not friends, how do 
you know that?”

“He always posts his times with pictures on Snapchat.” Megan 
looked at her phone and her face paled. She tapped on it, then shud-
dered and put it down.

Her mother reached over and grabbed the phone. “Is it Tyler 
again?” She frowned. “You need to block him, Megan.”

“I was afraid it would make things worse if he thought I was 
dissing him.”

Jane furrowed her brow. “What’s going on with Tyler? I thought 
you guys broke up two months ago.”

Megan’s hand stilled on Parker’s head. “He’s the one who broke 
up with me, but he got hit in the head with a baseball in practice two 
weeks ago. It affected his short- term memory for now, and he thinks 
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we’re still going out. He calls and stops by all the time. Every time I 
think he gets it, he forgets and the pattern begins all over again. It’s 
starting to give me the creeps.”

“Poor kid. Have you tried talking to his dad?”
Tyler Price’s mother had died last year of a brain aneurysm, and 

every time Jane saw him now he seemed sad and lost. His dad was 
high up with the oil company that managed the platform, and Jane 
hadn’t remembered it until Tyler’s name was mentioned. He might 
be a good resource to talk to about Keith.

Megan stared down at her hands. “I didn’t want to get him in 
trouble. He’s been through so much.”

“Want me to have a talk with him?”
Megan shook her head. “I don’t think it would do any good. He 

just forgets.”
Jane made a note to talk to Steve about her missing man. Just 

maybe Tyler would come up, too, and she could make sure Megan 
wasn’t in any danger.
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