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      Before Bosch...

      Before Travis McGee...

      Before Jack Reacher...

      

      There was Jimmy "Soldier" Riley.

      World War II changed America.

      It changed him forever.

      

      Jimmy Riley lost his right arm before he ever reached the battlefield. Returning home to Florida, he becomes a private investigator in a Gulf Coast city transformed by war—where spies hide among civilians, politicians sell their souls, gangsters flourish in the shadows, and every missing person case leads somewhere darker.

      

      Then the woman he never stopped loving walks back into his office.

      From that moment on, nothing is ever the same.

      

      Across five unforgettable novels, Jimmy battles serial killers, kidnappers, corrupt politicians, blackmailers, murderers, Nazi saboteurs, and his own haunted past—all while fighting for the only woman he's ever loved.

      More than detective stories, these are stories of sacrifice, redemption, friendship, loyalty, and a love powerful enough to survive betrayal, war, and death itself.

      

      If you love the atmospheric noir of Raymond Chandler, the emotional depth of Dennis Lehane, the historical authenticity of World War II fiction, and unforgettable detectives like Philip Marlowe and Harry Bosch, you'll discover your next favorite series in Jimmy "Soldier" Riley.
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        The Series

      

      

      THE BIG GOODBYE

      Can he save the woman he loves before she destroys them both?

      THE BIG BEYOND

      Can he survive long enough to uncover the truth?

      THE BIG HELLO

      Can he find the woman he never stopped loving before someone else does?

      THE BIG BOUT

      Can he stop a murder before the opening bell?

      THE BIG BLAST

      Can he stop a conspiracy before the war comes home?

      

      Five mysteries.

      One unforgettable love story.

      One detective you'll never forget.

      Enter the world of Jimmy "Soldier" Riley.

      

      "Michael Lister delivers the goods like Tyson in his prime—hard, fast and beautifully brutal." — Gary Phillips

      

      "Lister's hard-edged prose ranks with the best of contemporary noir fiction." — Publishers Weekly, Starred Review

      

      "Michael Lister writes some of the best hard-boiled prose going. Nothing short of amazing!" — Booklist, Starred Review
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      Start Michael Lister’s New York Times Bestselling and Award-winning John Jordan mystery thriller series for FREE!

      

      CLICK HERE to get the first 3 books for FREE!
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      “Brilliantly conceived and executed. An impressive blend of procedural and fair-play whodunit. Lister expertly balances emotion and detection while doling out logical, gut-wrenching twists.” Publisher's Weekly Starred Review

      

      “Michael Lister is a master storyteller.” Michael Connelly

      

      The John Jordan Mystery Thriller Series by Michael Lister

      Enter the world of Investigator John Jordan, a detective whose pursuit of justice is as relentless as his empathy is profound. In Michael Lister’s gripping series, Jordan—a former chaplain turned sheriff's investigator—navigates the darkest corners of human nature, battling both personal demons and intricate mysteries.

      These thrilling, intricately plotted mysteries follow Jordan as he leaves behind his turbulent past in Atlanta, seeking peace in the familiar warmth of Florida. Yet, serenity proves elusive. A shocking death witnessed in state prison custody and a heart-wrenching case of a missing mother pull him back into the fray and John must reconcile his desire for solitude with his unyielding need to seek the truth.

      Each novel in this acclaimed series delivers a riveting blend of procedural detail and fair-play whodunit. Jordan’s journey through these mysteries is not just about solving crimes, but about confronting his own vulnerabilities and finding redemption. Publisher's Weekly praises the series for its “brilliantly conceived and executed” twists, while Michael Connelly lauds Lister as a “master storyteller” whose work “crackles with tension and authenticity.”

      Dive into this extraordinary series that promises not only edge-of-your-seat excitement but also an emotional depth that will resonate long after the last page. Discover why millions of readers are captivated by John Jordan’s relentless quest for justice and why Michael Lister is hailed as a leading voice in modern mystery thrillers.
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      Start the Burke and Bade PI Mystery Thriller Series for FREE!
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      “No badge, no problem. Michael Lister’s first swing at the modern private eye novel is a home run. The Night Of is an instant classic with rich characters and storytelling that grips your heart from first page to last.” - #1 New York Times bestselling author Michael Connelly

      

      Lucas Burke and Alix "Blade" Baker: A Pair of Determined Detectives

      In the sun-soaked expanse of Panama City Beach, Florida, Lucas Burke and Alix “Blade” Baker are the area’s most tenacious private investigators. Specializing in missing persons cases, their work is more than just a job—it’s a personal crusade. Their commitment is driven by a deep and painful experience—the unresolved disappearance of their own sister ten years before.

      Growing up in a maze of foster care and children's homes, Burke and Blade were forced to become resilient, resourceful, and streetwise from an early age. Their childhood, marked by instability and hardship, forged them into a formidable team. Burke, with his analytical mind and unyielding determination, balances Blade’s sharp instincts and wicked sense of humor. Together, they navigate the complexities of their cases with a unique blend of empathy and grit.

      But as they delve deeper into each new case, they find that no amount of experience can fully prepare them for the emotional weight of seeking those who have vanished without a trace. Every new disappearance brings back echoes of their sister’s case, challenging them to confront their own unresolved feelings and the possibility that their search for her may never end.

      As they tackle the many mysteries that come their way, Burke and Blade must confront the harsh reality that their personal and professional lives are inextricably linked. Each missing person’s story is a reminder of their own unresolved past, and each new lead is both a step toward closure and a potential heartbreak.

      In the relentless pursuit of justice, Burke and Blade are not just chasing leads—they are chasing hope, redemption, and perhaps, a resolution to the mystery that has defined their lives.
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      Get all 5 Deadly Waters Thrillers for 1 Low Price!
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      WELCOME TO THE DEADLY WATERS

      Where the wild is unforgiving… and the truth can get you killed.

      From award-winning author Michael Lister comes the Deadly Waters Thrillers—a gripping series set in the rivers, swamps, backroads, and barrier islands of North Florida, where beauty hides brutality and survival is never guaranteed.

      

      In these waters, everything hunts

      The rivers run black.

      The storms roll in fast.

      The woods close in tight.

      And out here, far from help, the most dangerous predator isn’t the wild.

      It’s human.

      

      High-stakes suspense. Relentless pursuit. No way out.

      Across this electrifying series, ordinary people are thrust into extraordinary danger:

      •	A wildlife photographer captures a murder on camera—and becomes the next target.

      •	A missing girl vanishes as a hurricane barrels toward the coast.

      •	Killers stalk their prey through flooded timber, dark water, and isolated backcountry where no one can hear you scream.

      Each story is a race against time.

      Each decision carries deadly consequences.

      Each page pulls you deeper into the current.

      

      More than thrillers—stories with depth and power

      Lister blends pulse-pounding action with lyrical, evocative prose, creating stories that hit hard and linger long after the final page.

      These are not just tales of survival⁠—

      they are explorations of fear, grief, faith, and what it takes to endure.

      

      Critically acclaimed. Reader addictive. Unforgettable.

      “Deep, edgy, and smart… a searing page-turner.” — Lisa Unger

      “A compelling blend of forensics, twists, and beautiful writing.” — Michael Koryta

      “Suspenseful… multilayered… gripping.” — Publishers Weekly & Booklist

      

      Enter the Deadly Waters

      

      For readers who crave real danger

      If you like Michael Connelly, C.J. Box, or James Lee Burke, you’ll find your next obsession here.

      The water is rising. The clock is ticking. The hunt has begun.
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      I had not yet recovered from shooting Stanley Somerset when I saw her.

      Part of me hoped I’d never see her again. Part of me was constantly looking for her, scanning every crowd, straining to see around every corner, peering into every slowly passing car.

      The funny thing was, I only saw her on that rarest of occasions when I wasn’t looking for her—like when I was in the middle of a case, having just shot a man.

      Ray and I had been hired by a voice on the phone and a check in the mail to locate a sixteen-year-old runaway from Nag’s Head, North Carolina.

      It hadn’t been difficult. The man she had run away with—her forty-eight-year-old step-dad—who had a room in the Dixie Sherman Hotel downtown wasn’t capable of keeping a low profile.

      “It just don’t add up. You gonna run to Panama City, you stay at the beach, right?” July, our part-time secretary, said from the backseat of Ray’s big Packard. “Why bring her to the Dixie?”

      Like Ray, the car was squarish and conservative, a late-model black four-door sedan that made him feel like a cop.

      We were parked on Fifth Street beneath a warm October sun, the planted palms lining the sidewalks flapping in the wind, unable to provide any shade.

      “Dixie Sherman’s nice,” Ray said. “Besides, they got beaches where they ran away from.”

      Ray Parker, former Pinkerton agent, had seen the world—or so it seemed to me and July. The two of us had barely left Bay County. He was nearly twice as old as we were—wise, too. We never doubted a word he spoke—which was easier than you might imagine. Buttoned up Ray rarely spoke. He was obviously pleased by the possibility of pinching the kind of creep who’d run off with a little girl. We all were.

      “Jimmy, you know what I mean, don’t you?” July asked me. “Why bring her here at all?” She wore her hair in a short feather cut, pincurls around her ears and on top of her head. She did this, she had confided in me one time, to de-emphasize the roundness of her full face, which was just silly. She had a cute face and a long, thin neck. Girls can be so silly sometimes.

      “For what we don’t have,” I said. “The lady paying our bills.”

      “The wife,” July said.

      “The mother,” Ray said.

      Sitting at the corner of Jenks and Fifth Street, the Dixie Sherman, the only high-rise around, was built in 1925 by W. C. Sherman, and had one hundred and one rooms, each with a bathroom, a telephone, and elegant furniture—all starting at just three bucks.

      When it opened in 1926 many locals referred to it as the “white elephant” downtown and called it “too much hotel” for the area, and maybe it was—back then, but here in the fall of 1943 its rooms were always full and its dance floors were the place to be on a Saturday night.

      The couple in question pulled up in a new blue torpedo sport coupe Pontiac, parked, and walked into the lobby.

      Thunk.

      Thunk.

      Thunk.

      Three slamming car doors later we were following behind them.

      July didn’t usually tag along, but Ray thought she might cozy up to the little sixteen-year-old dumb Dora while we put the cure on her daddy. Ray had saved July’s life on a case he worked before I joined the agency, and had been saving her ever since. She wasn’t much of a secretary, but then there wasn’t much we needed a secretary for. She was stuck on Ray, looked at him in that dreamy, wide-eyed I-owe-you-my-life way that’s worth shelling out the dough of a part-time salary for.

      Though Ray hadn’t been a cop for a long time, he still stood out like one, so while July and I hopped the elevator with Stanley and his stepdaughter, Ray took the stairs.

      As the elevator ascended, I pretended to be keen on July, which wasn’t hard to do. What was hard was groping her with one arm, but she was swell about it, and as I kissed her neck, she coyly fought off my advances. When the doors opened on their floor and they stepped out into the empty corridor, Stanley looked back and said, “Come on, mister, at least wait’ll you get to your room.”

      “Don’t get your pulleys all twisted up, you old fuddy-duddy,” July said, pretending to try to get at him as I held her back. “Ain’t like this is Fifth Avenue or somethin’.”

      I nodded toward my missing arm. “Just got back from the war and I’m a little overheated. Didn’t mean no harm. Sorry your little girl had to see it.”

      “That’s okay, soldier,” he said. “We all appreciate what you boys⁠—”

      “That ain’t his little girl,” July said. “Look at her. She’s a doll for creeps like ’em young.”

      Just as he was supposed to, the man stepped toward us, preparing to protect the dignity of his daughter-bride.

      I snapped out a hard left jab—well, as hard as I could with my left—and the punch caught him square on his left cheek.

      He staggered back a bit, but didn’t go down.

      So I hit him again. This time, a left hook that connected with his right cheek and buckled his knees. He went down, the closing elevator doors bumping into his prostrate body as he did.

      Before I could grab him, little Lisa was on top of him, making sure he was okay between turning and yelling obscenities at me.

      “We’re here to take you home, Lisa,” I said.

      And that was my mistake.

      They both perked up when they heard me use her name.

      “Your mom hired us to find you and bring you home,” I continued, unaware a guy as sick as Stanley would be paranoid enough to suspect something like this.

      “I won’t go,” she said.

      “Oh yes you will,” I said, reaching down and grabbing her. “And your daddy’s going to jail.”

      When I pulled her off him, Stanley came up with a gun.

      That’s me, Jimmy Riley, boy genius.

      “Stupid son of a bitch,” I said.

      “On the contrary,” Stanley said. “I was ready for⁠—”

      “He’s talking about himself,” Ray said as he walked up behind Stanley with a gun of his own. “He should’ve known you’d be packin’ a rod. Put down the heater, Stanley,” Ray said. “I’m a very good shot.”

      “Okay,” Stanley said, dropping his head and lowering his gun.

      Suddenly, he grabbed Lisa, spinning her around for a shield and sticking the gun to the side of her head.

      “Put your gun down.”

      Behind Stanley I withdrew mine as Ray placed his on the ground.

      “Just relax,” Ray was saying.

      Stanley spun around to face us, placing Lisa between us.

      “Get around there with him,” he yelled. “Drop your gun.”

      We did and I did, my little revolver clanking against Ray’s as it hit the floor.

      “We don’t want to live if we can’t be together,” Stanley said.

      “I’m not going back,” Lisa said. “I’d rather die.” She then cut her wide and wild eyes up toward Stanley. “I’m tired of running. Tired of her chasing us. Shoot me, baby. Let’s die together. Today. Right here. Right now. She’ll just keep sending ’em. She don’t understand. Nobody does.”

      Stanley nodded.

      “Kick the guns away from you,” he said.

      We did.

      “Kneel down.”

      We did.

      “Stanley,” July said, “she’s clearly an unstable and melodramatic little girl. What’s your excuse?”

      “She can’t understand,” Lisa said to him. “She’s never been in love.”

      As they talked, I felt back to the .22 in my ankle holster with my left hand. My movements were awkward and clumsy. I hadn’t gotten used to using my left yet.

      Coughing to cover the sound, I pulled it free.

      “Honey, this ain’t love,” July said. “It only feels like it. You’re the one who’s never been loved.”

      “Why you fuckin’ floozy,” Lisa said, then turning back to Stanley, “Bump her off, too, Daddy. Do it for me. Whatta you say?”

      Stanley thought about it for a minute, then nodded.

      At that, Lisa lit up. Bending over toward July and sticking her face out like a child much younger than she was, she said, “Guess who’s gonna take a powder with us, huh? Huh?”

      When Stanley let go of Lisa and raised his gun toward July, Ray lunged toward him as I brought up the small revolver and fired it.

      The bullet hit his right leg just before he squeezed off a round. He flinched and missed July, the bullet lodging in the elevator wall behind us. Before he could fire again, Ray had tackled him to the ground and taken away his weapon.

      Lisa dove for our guns, still on the floor about five feet away, but July kicked them out of reach. She then jumped up and began flailing at July, who easily blocked most of the kicks and hits, and, quickly growing weary, slugged her in the stomach. She doubled over, trying to take in air, but nothing happened. When she finally could take a breath, she began to cry.

      

      A couple of hours later, after Lisa had been picked up by a rotund police matron, and Stanley had been taken into custody and to Lisenby Hospital to have the bullet removed, and my old partner had taken our statements and let us go, the three of us were riding back down in the elevator.

      “She was right,” July said almost to herself.

      When Ray didn’t say anything, I said, “About what?”

      “I never have been in love.”

      “Neither has she,” I said.

      “Have you?” she asked me.

      I nodded, images of Lauren flashing in my mind like buoys bobbing in the bay on a stormy night, not daring to speak for fear of what might come out.

      “Was it anything like that?”

      I remembered how gladly I would have died for Lauren when we were together, how badly I had wanted to die when she left me. I recalled the passion and obsession that had so often bordered on madness, and the way in which nothing else in the world seemed to matter—no, that’s not exactly it, the way there didn’t seem to be anything else in the world when we were together.

      I shook my head. “No. Nothing like that.”

      And then the elevator doors opened and Lauren was standing there with a dandy I didn’t recognize—the poor grotty sap she had her hooks in now.

      The timing couldn’t have been worse. I still had the jeebies from shooting Stanley, still raw from the memories July’s questions had resurrected.

      Time seemed to stop as I projected onto him all her lies and betrayal. Instantly, standing there all togged to the bricks and high-hating, he embodied all I hated about her faithlessness and my weakness.

      Before I realized what I was doing, I had knocked him down, pinned him to the ground with my body, and was punching him repeatedly in the face with the bottom of my left fist.

      Friend and father figure that he was, Ray pulled me off him, and when I tried to get through him to continue my assault, he committed a little assault of his own—on me.
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      “I hope he’ll be all right,” Ruth Ann said.

      “She’ll do far worse to him,” I said.

      We were sitting at the bar in Nick’s.

      “Gee, mister, who gave you such a high opinion of women?” she asked, smiling before she took the next sip of her drink.

      The playful question was rhetorical, so I didn’t answer. She knew damn well.

      Nick’s was a small, dark bar that served hard, cheap liquor and lots of it. It had a Wurlitzer jukebox with fluorescent lighting, a small dance floor, and a couple of pool tables in a room in the back.

      Ruth Ann Johnson, a Salvation Army nurse, and I often met here for drinks and conversation late at night when the place was filled with our kind of people. I was nursing a tall-neck bottle of Schlitz, staring into the large mirror on the wall behind the bar. She sat beside me sipping on a martini. In the mirror, I could see a few couples dancing in front of the jukebox, the colorful lights of its pipes and grille panels flashing on their faces. Beyond them in the back room, a handful of men in uniform from Tyndall Field and the naval section base were drinking and shooting pool like they meant it.

      “I’m worried about you,” she said.

      “Because I hit a guy?”

      “Hit? You pummeled him, soldier, and you know it.”

      I didn’t say anything. I had asked her not to call me that, but the more I asked, the more she said it. She knew better, but it was an assumption nearly every stranger made. I hadn’t been wounded in combat. I never got to serve. I got tangled up with the serious-intentioned end of a shotgun while I was still with the Panama City Police Department and any hopes I had of serving went the way of my right arm.

      Unlike me, Ruth Ann had served in the war, helping wounded soldiers in the South Pacific before getting wounded herself. I think it was our wounds that made us such good drinking buddies, though we never really talked about my missing arm or her missing leg. I found mine a source of embarrassment, but I wasn’t sure why she avoided the subject of her heroism.

      “You think he’ll press charges?” she asked.

      I shrugged. “Probably not if it means explaining to his wife why he was at a swanky hotel with another doll.”

      “How you know he’s married?”

      “It’s my business,” I said with a smile.

      I glanced at the bullet hole in the mirror behind the bar, the web-like veins spreading out from it, and recalled a recent case of marital unhappiness involving Angel Adams and her hood husband, Mickey.

      “I thought trouble was your business?”

      I laughed.

      Though I’d never seen her get all dolled up, not even once, Ruth Ann was still the kind of girl guys called doll. She had thick blonde hair worn above her shoulders and flipped out on the ends and big blue eyes that looked interested even when they weren’t. She was small and looked like somebody’s cute kid sister.

      “Hey doll face.”

      I turned to see a sailor leaning against the bar on the other side of Ruth Ann.

      “What’ll you have?”

      “Some more quiet conversation with my friend here,” she said, jerking her head back toward me, her blonde hair swishing about as she did.

      “You with lefty?” he asked, leaning around her to glare at my missing right.

      Before she could answer, I spoke up.

      “Tell you what,” I said. “I was right-handed before it got blown off, but I’ll arm wrestle you for her.”

      “Sure, soldier, I’ll take your girl,” he said.

      I turned around and took a few steps so I could put my left arm on the bar and move away from our drinks some. He strutted around, placed his hat on the stool next to him and his elbow on the bar.

      “Don’t go nowhere doll,” he said to Ruth Ann. “This’ll only take a second.”

      The moment he finished speaking, as he was still looking at her, I reached up and grabbed the back of his head and slammed his face down into the bar. His nose and forehead smacked the marble bar top but good and it knocked him out cold. He fell to the floor face up and didn’t move.

      I moved back down beside Ruth Ann and took a long pull on my bottle of Schlitz, eyeing the other sailors in the mirror. I didn’t think this guy was with them, and I must’ve been right because they continued their game without more than a passing interest in their fallen comrade.

      “You not worried about being so . . . What’s the word I’m looking for? . . . eager . . . to make with the mauling?”

      “I didn’t maul him,” I said.

      “I was talking about the guy earlier today,” she said. “Jeez you’re dropping guys all over town.”

      I started to say something, but she cut me off. “You should talk to someone.”

      “I do.”

      “A professional.”

      “She is.”

      She turned and looked at me, her big blue eyes wide. “Really?”

      “That so surprising?”

      “Jimmy Riley talking to a shrink?” she said. “Well, heck yeah.”

      “The force sent me to her when I got shot. When I left the force I just kept going.”

      “Just keep the surprises coming, soldier, I don’t mind,” she said. “But have you considered maybe it ain’t workin’ so good?”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “I didn’t kill either of ’em.”
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      “Lauren Lewis is here to see you,” July said.

      My quickening pulse began to pound inside my constricting throat.

      I had just returned from the small library around the block with a bag of books when July had eased into my office and closed the door behind her. She waited in front of my desk, as she always did, while I finished the sentence I was reading, and when I looked up, I caught her casting an eyeball over the novels and philosophy and psychology texts with only a mild interest.

      “Really?”

      Suddenly, the hairline at the top of my forehead was moist, my mouth dry.

      “She asked for you, but I could take her in to see Ray.”

      “Show her in,” I said.

      “But—”

      “Show her in.”

      Dropping the book on the scarred wooden desk with the others, I jumped up and looked out my second-story window, across downtown Panama City. The traffic on Harrison was light, the sidewalks mostly empty. The unseen morning sun behind me cast a warm glow on the sleepy streets, but I found no peace or strength in any of it, so I sat back down.

      July didn’t usher Lauren in so much as stand aside and allow her to enter, and I couldn’t help but think that the way she stood, leaning against my door and arching her back to accentuate her nearly flawless figure, was the female equivalent of a man flexing for another man.

      When Lauren had walked in, she glanced around, noting—I could tell because I knew how she thought—that in the year that had passed, the old walls had remained bare.

      Unlike the first time July had shown Lauren into my office, she didn’t take her coat, offer her coffee, or close the door.

      I resisted the urge to stand, and I forced myself to look right into her dark eyes as if for the first time.

      Swallowing hard to ensure my voice wouldn’t break, I attempted a casual, “Lauren.”

      “Are you following me?” she asked.

      For a moment I couldn’t speak, guilt gripping my vocal cords.

      “What?” I asked, my voice filled with a surprise as brittle as my attempt at casualness had been.

      I tried to laugh it off as inane or absurd, but images of a desperate man hiding in the shadows undermined my attempt. Nearly a year had passed, and I didn’t recognize that man any longer, but I still hated his helplessness, loathed his lack of self-control. His existence had been a brief and solitary one. Lauren never knew of it. As far as I knew, only my counselor did.     “I remember one time you said if you ever wanted to follow me I’d never know it, but . . .”

      “I’m not following you,” I said as if I never had, my voice filled with the wounded pride of an innocent man.

      She collapsed back in her chair and the familiar scent of Paris perfume drifted
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