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      Sharon Ward’s In Deep is a stellar, pulse-pounding debut novel featuring a female underwater photographer. A heady mix of underwater adventure, mystery, and romance.

      
        
        HALLIE EPHRON, NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

      

      

      Pack your SCUBA fins for a wild trip to the Cayman Islands. In Deep delivers on twists and turns while introducing a phenomenal new protagonist in underwater photographer Fin Fleming, tough, perceptive and fearless.

      
        
        EDWIN HILL, AUTHOR OF THE SECRETS WE SHARE

      

      

      How much did I love In Deep? Let me count the ways. Fin Fleming, underwater photographer, is a courageous yet vulnerable protagonist I want to sip Margaritas with. The Cayman Islands are exotic and alluring, yet tinged with danger. The underwater scenes and SCUBA diving details are rendered in stunning detail. Wrap that all into a thrilling mystery and you’ll be left as breathless as—well, no spoilers here. You must read it to find out!

      
        
        C. MICHELE DORSEY, AUTHOR OF THE SABRINA SALTER MYSTERIES: NO VIRGIN ISLAND, PERMANENT SUNSET, AND TROPICAL DEPRESSION

      

      

      Breathtaking on two levels, Sharon Ward’s debut novel In Deep will captivate experienced divers as well as those who’ve only dreamed of exploring the beauty beneath the sea. The underwater world off the Cayman Islands is stunningly rendered, and the complex mystery involving underwater photographer Fin Fleming, especially the electrifying dive scenes, will have readers holding their breath. Brava!

      
        
        BRENDA BUCHANAN, AUTHOR OF THE JOE GALE MYSTERY SERIES

      

      

      In Deep is a smart and original story that sucks you in from page one. Edge-of-your-seat suspense, a hauntingly realistic villain, and a jaw-dropping twist make this pacy read unputdownable until the very last word.

      
        
        STEPHANIE SCOTT-SNYDER, AUTHOR OF WHEN WOMEN OFFEND: CRIME AND THE FEMALE PERPETRATOR

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            EXPLOSION AT RIO

          

        

      

    

    
      It wasn’t quite sunrise yet, but already the temperature on Grand Cayman was an abnormal 103 degrees, especially uncomfortable since the usual gentle trade winds had disappeared a few weeks ago. This was already the hottest spring on record, and the records went way back.

      I parked my car in the shade of a palm tree instead of in the front row parking space with the sign that read, “Reserved for Dr. Finola Fleming.”

      I hated the sign for so many reasons—first because it used my full first name instead of my preferred name—Fin. And second, the Dr. honorific. Theoretically, I’m entitled to it—I have a PhD in marine biology—but I’m not a working scientist. I’m primarily an underwater photographer.

      We have plenty of real scientists at the Madelyn Anderson Russo Institute of Oceanography—RIO—but I’m the Co-CEO. I’d prefer to be just the VP of marketing and chief underwater photographer like I used to be, but that’s no longer possible.

      I’m the daughter of RIO’s founder, Madelyn Anderson Russo, and her ex-husband the world-famous environmental investor, activist, and philanthropist Newton Fleming. Maddy has been backing away from day-to-day management of the institute she’d founded, so most of the time I acted as the de facto CEO.

      And lucky me, I’m also the wife of hot action movie star Rafe Cummings. And even luckier for me, he’s a genuinely nice guy and my forever soul mate.

      It would be easy for people to think I’m nothing but a nepo baby. I hear whispers behind my back that my success is purely due to luck and good genes, but I’ve worked super hard for everything I’ve achieved. My underwater photography has won multiple awards, and the documentaries I write, produce, and narrate—sometimes with Rafe and sometimes without him—have all won prizes. But still I struggle to overcome the insidious whispers of nepotism.

      Sighing at the blast of torrid air that hit me when I exited my car, I locked the door and trudged slowly across the scorching parking lot. The Cayman sun was a big ball of heat just peeking over the ocean at the end of RIO’s lawn and the sandy beach that led to our dock. By the time I opened RIO’s heavy glass front doors, I was already sweaty, so it was a relief to enter the cool atrium with its stained glass ceiling that cast colorful abstract patterns across the lobby.

      I smiled when I looked up at the monitor over the entrance to the aquarium. We run an endless series of RIO documentaries there to entertain visitors and people waiting in line to enter the aquarium, café, and gift shop. The first documentary I’d ever created on my own was playing, and the stingray I’d named Harry was on the screen.

      I’d created this film several years ago, and it was still my favorite. I always hated to see the ending though, so I shut my eyes and scurried across the atrium’s open expanse to RIO’s gym, where I would be taking two martial arts classes—the first one Aikido, followed by a Tai Chi class.

      Genevra Blackthorne had set up the Aikido classes with her long-time instructor Nico. Genevra was almost nine months pregnant, so she wasn’t participating in the class for a while. But her younger sister Bari, who was my assistant, was still taking the class with me.

      Nico led Bari and me through the hour of Aikido while Genevra sat cross-legged on a mat watching. Whenever I was facing in her direction, I could see on her face that she wished she could still be more involved in the classes. She’d been studying martial arts with Nico even longer than I’d known her.

      Finally Nico called an end to the session. He quickly said goodbye, grabbed his gym bag, and hurried off to his next client.

      I offered Genevra a hand to help her stand up. Once she was back on her feet, she led Bari and me through the Yang style 24 form in Tai Chi. This form of martial arts is gentle enough that she could perform it even while pregnant. I always enjoyed the slow deliberate movements that gave me a feeling of peace and calm almost as deeply as a dive did.

      Once we’d finished the form, Bari and Genevra left to go back to Genevra’s place for breakfast, while I headed to RIO’s café to grab a cup of coffee and a breakfast muffin before starting my workday.

      Already a few small groups of employees were sitting at the tables, and I waved as I made my way to the counter where the café staff always set out coffee, juice, and food for RIO’s early arrivals. After pulling my battered stainless steel RIO-branded mug out of my canvas tote, I filled it with steaming hot coffee. I settled the mug on a plastic tray and added a blueberry muffin before I wrote my name and the food I’d taken on the honor list the food service staff used to keep track of each employee’s tab. I was always scrupulous about paying my way, even though I was not only a top executive at RIO, but also a major donor to the Institute’s funding.

      At the other end of the long counter, my young friend Emma was just clearing her table. One of the first graduates of our inaugural mermaid certification training program a few years ago, she was now a full-time member of our staff in charge of the mermaid product line.

      Emma wore a blue paisley bikini top and a pair of very short cut-off denim shorts. Her long hair hung in golden ringlets past her shoulders—almost reaching her waist. She looked adorable, and later she would don her mermaid tail for the early morning show. During her act, she becomes the ultimate ideal of a mermaid. Watching her, you’d swear she must be at least part fish.

      After putting her empty tray on the conveyor belt to the kitchen, Emma dropped something in the nearby trash bin. She turned toward the entrance, smiling and waving when she saw me. I returned her greeting.

      Before she could take more than two steps in my direction, a loud booming sound rattled the café’s wall of windows. Several of them shattered, strewing glass across the nearby tables and the floor. I heard my own horrified gasp when a long plume of fire shot out of the trash bin’s disposal slot. A nanosecond later, the metal bin exploded, spewing flaming debris across the cashier’s station and the dirty dish conveyor system. The fiery front panel from the trash bin slammed into Emma’s back, knocking her to the floor.

      The world slowed in its orbit, and it felt like I was struggling to move forward through a sea of molten lava. Everything in the front section of the café was on fire.

      Including Emma.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            EMERGENCY RESPONSE

          

        

      

    

    
      Emma’s terrified screams echoed through my brain as I made my way toward her, lifting one leaden foot after the other. It felt like I wasn’t making any progress toward my friend, even though I was moving as quickly as I could. Eons seemingly passed between one footfall and the next, while Emma’s tortured pleas for help hung in the air, searing my ears and breaking my heart.

      Emma’s clothes and hair were on fire. Flames blistered her back and the backs of her bare arms and legs. Her fingers clawed at the tile floor, but pinned beneath the red-hot metal panel, she could do nothing to escape the heat and the pain. Between one heartbeat and the next, her howls of pain faded to tortured whimpers.

      The next few seconds felt like I was outside my body, watching myself move in slow motion as in reality I raced behind the counter to grab the emergency fire blanket we kept there. Once I had it, I flung myself to the floor, skidding on my knees along the rough tile to shave a few split seconds from my arrival beside Emma. After what had seemed like centuries, I finally reached her.

      I used the corners of the fireproof blanket to lift the hot metal panel off her back, and then I floated the fireproof blanket over her head and back and rolled her up to put out the flames. Her hair was still smoldering, so I gently smothered the fire with a loose corner of the blanket. I’d already seen that a large expanse of Emma’s skin was a blistered mess. The fire had burned her almost to the bone along her shoulders and the backs of her legs.

      Kevin Miller, one of RIO’s scientists who’d been sitting alone at a table in the back of the café, rushed up behind me. His voice sounded breathless and panicky when he asked, “How can I help?”

      “Please call the EMTs, then get some clean towels from the supply cabinet and soak them in fresh cool water. Hurry.”

      Kevin scurried off while I smothered the few remaining small patches of flames with the blanket. Emma’s hands and lower legs were scorched bright red. The flames and the contact with the blazing metal casing of the bin had seared her shoulders and back completely.

      Just as I managed to put out the last flare-up, Kevin returned with a heavy bucket full of clean kitchen towels soaking in cool water. I grabbed a towel and gave it a quick wring before I placed it over the back of Emma’s right knee, which had only been lightly burnt. Kevin stood behind me watching as I worked on Emma.

      “How long did they say it would be for the ambulance to get here?” I asked.

      His mouth dropped open when he realized he hadn’t made the urgent call. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. Then he sped off to call the fire department and the EMTs.

      I kicked myself for assigning him two tasks because I know that in a panic most people can only cope with one responsibility at a time. In another minute, RIO’s fire alarm system finally went off, the urgent clanging of the siren making it hard to think.

      The emergency response team at RIO is superbly trained, but with the infirmary empty and Doc out of town, it was still too early for RIO’s EMTs to be at work. While I waited for help to arrive, I continued placing cool cloths over the unblistered burns on Emma’s skin. Despite my extensive medic first aid and emergency medicine training, I know better than to try to treat the deeper burns on my own.

      I couldn’t even count on the management team for help since they were all away. Stewie had gone to Florida to attend a dive conference, and Doc had taken a rare few days of vacation to go with him. Maddy was doing the keynote presentation at the same conference, so she was in Florida with Stewie and Doc.

      Newton and my friend Joely Wentworth had been thinking of relocating back to the States, and they were away on a house-hunting trip. Gus Simmons and his wife, my best friend Theresa, were with them. If Newton followed through on relocating his base of operations, Gus and Theresa would probably relocate too since Gus was the VP of International Sales at Fleming Environmental Investments.

      Benjamin Brooks, a good friend and RIO’s VP of Business Development, was away taking a month-long seminar at Harvard Business School. Genevra Blackthorne was the COO of RIO, although she split her time with Lawton Media, where she was helping to launch a new magazine. Anyway, she and Bari had just left after our martial arts classes ended. And my husband, Rafe Cummings, was filming his latest epic in Bulgaria, where he’d been for six weeks now. It felt like we’d been apart for six years.

      Without my usual support structure, this disaster was a lot to handle. I was used to being in charge at RIO, but with everyone gone, I was totally alone. It felt different. I blinked back the tears in my eyes as I begged the universe to let me be strong enough to help Emma through the ordeal she’d be facing.

      I knelt on the floor administering first aid and murmuring calming words to Emma while she whimpered and shivered. It seemed like a hundred years or more had passed since the explosion, but eventually I heard sirens as the ambulance arrived. A few minutes later, the EMTs rushed in with a rolling gurney. I gave them a status update and within a minute, they had Emma hooked up to an IV and were rolling the gurney out. I stayed where I was, sitting on the floor, shaking uncontrollably.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            HOME

          

        

      

    

    
      Except for me, the police, and the firefighters, the building was empty. The explosion and the fire had happened so early that not many of our employees had been in yet, but those that had been here had raced out either at the moment the bomb exploded or when the fire alarm went off. The police had turned away the rest of the staff as they arrived at the entrance to the parking lot. I was still on the floor, right where I’d been when the EMTs wheeled Emma out. I’d heard the words ‘crime scene’ mentioned by the police as they sent people home.

      A couple of police I didn’t know had already interviewed me about what happened while Donald, one of the last EMTs still on site, bandaged my hands where I’d burned them while working on Emma. He’d wrapped both of my hands in a thick layer of gauze, almost like mittens. I stared at them, feeling sorry for myself and wondering how I would dive, shoot photos, or even work in the office without the use of my hands.

      And then I thought about how much worse off Emma was, and I pulled myself together. I was the lucky one. I closed my eyes and once again sent my thanks out to the universe.

      A gentle touch on my shoulder startled me.

      “C’mon, Fin. Let me take you home.” The voice belonged to DS Dane Scott of the Cayman Islands police, my mother’s fiancé.

      I finally stood up. “That’s okay. I’m fine.”

      “Maybe so, but your mother would never forgive me if I didn’t do everything I could to take care of you.”

      I knew my voice sounded thin and wan when I replied. “She’ll understand. She raised me to be self-sufficient.”

      His smile was kind. “And you are. But these are special circumstances. Let me drive you home. You can call her on the way to let her know you’re okay.”

      I gestured around the cafeteria, filled with smoke fumes, broken glass, and scorched debris. “I need to get started on the cleanup and repairs.”

      He shook his head. “Nope. No cleanup yet. Not until we’ve gathered what evidence we can and cleared the scene. You’ll need to close RIO completely, at least for today, and probably even longer. So you might as well be home where it’s comfortable. Relax. Cuddle with Penny, that cute little dog. Let Rosalina take care of you.”

      A day spent on my couch, cuddling with my little wire-haired dachshund Penny while my housekeeper Rosalina brought me cookies and lemonade sounded divine. But I remembered Emma’s pain and my responsibility to RIO, and I knew I couldn’t do it. “I’ll stay and help you figure this out.”

      As always, his voice was kind. “No, you won’t. It’s a job for the police and the arson experts. You’d only be in the way.”

      His phone rang. “It’s Maddy,” he said. He pushed the button to accept the call. “Fin’s right here, and she’s fine. Emma was injured in the blast, and they’ve taken her to the hospital. I’ll call you as soon as I hear any details about her condition. Luckily, nobody else was injured, and we’ve cleared the premises.” He nodded, obviously listening to my mother. He handed me the phone. “Here. She wants to talk to you herself.”

      “Hi, Maddy,” I said.

      “Are you okay? Do you need me to come back there to take care of anything?” She sounded very stressed.

      “Nope. I’m fine, and Dane and his team have everything under control here. Stay where you are and do your presentation. Schmooze with the donors and the TV execs. That’s the most important thing you can do, and only you can do it. Relax and enjoy the conference. I’ve got this,” I said.

      She sighed. “I don’t feel right leaving you alone there. What if something else happens?”

      “Nothing will go wrong,” I said. “We won’t be able to reopen RIO until Dane’s team finishes the forensics, so you might as well stay at the conference. Besides, Dane is sending me home, and nothing can go wrong there.”

      There was a long moment of silence. “Okay. I have faith in your ability to manage everything, but call me if you need help with anything at all. Promise?”

      “I promise.” I knew that neither she nor Dane could see that I’d crossed my gauze-encased fingers in the pocket of my cargo shorts. I handed Dane’s phone back to him.

      “I’ll take her home myself,” he said into the speaker. “Everything here will be fine. Love you.” He hung up. “C’mon. You’ll feel better at home.”

      “I need to stay here,” I said stubbornly.

      “No, you don’t. You’ll just be in the way. It’ll go much faster if you leave us alone and let us do our jobs. We can’t do that if we have to worry about you possibly being in danger here. I promise to let you know if we find anything at all. And if you don’t want me to drive you home, I’ll call Liam, and he can take you.”

      “No need to call me. I’m already here.” Liam’s cheerful voice with its thick Aussie accent came from the hall outside the café. “I heard what happened on the police scanner we have at Lawton Media. Can I come in?”

      “Yeah, just stick to the path,” said Dane, gesturing to a narrow area cordoned off by police tape. He was aware that Liam was part of the secret law-enforcement consortium my father belonged to, so he knew Liam would know how to act in a crime scene.

      “Does that include me too?” Now that’s a voice that really makes me shudder. It belonged to Delaney Dunlap, former Editor in Chief of one of Liam’s companies, Lawton Media. She’s also the niece of bad guy Peter Roberts. He was formerly a captain in the Cayman Coast Guard, but he was now cooling his heels in a jail cell awaiting his trial on a lengthy list of charges. In my opinion, they were like two rotten peas in a pod.

      And just so you understand, I don’t dislike Del just because of her family connections or her relationship with Liam, who is my good friend and former fiancé. I dislike her because she’s a nasty piece of work in her own right. She’s talented, but so vile a human being that I couldn’t figure out how Liam could stand to work with her, never mind date her.

      Go figure. I’d always thought Liam was too smart to fall for someone like that, but she’d moved into his penthouse shortly after they began dating. Rafe didn’t like her either, so our friendship with Liam had grown more distant since he’d been seeing Del.

      Dane grimaced, but he didn’t even turn around when he heard her voice. “No, Delaney, you can’t come in. And no photographs either. Go home or wait for Liam outside in the parking lot.”

      Liam was completely ignoring Del. He reached for my hand. “Let’s go, Fin. My car’s right outside the door,” he said.

      “Thank you, but there’s no need for a ride. I can drive myself.” I stood up, but then suddenly, I could feel my eyes rolling back into my head, and I swayed on my feet.

      Liam swooped in to catch me. “No way I’m letting you drive yourself home, especially after that. If you need to get your stuff, I’ll wait. But I will be driving you home. No argument.”

      I gritted my teeth at his assumption that I couldn’t make my own decision about driving, but before I could marshal my thoughts to blast him, a familiar voice from the hall broke in.

      Pregnant Genevra waddled along the path created by the crime scene tape. “We’re back. We heard about the explosion on the police scanner in my car. Bari and I will take her home. And we’ll make sure she’s safe and well taken care of.”

      At nearly six feet tall, I’m tall for a woman. Genevra barely stands five feet tall, and she was too tiny to put an arm across my shoulders. When she stood next to me, she put her arm around my waist.

      Dane nodded. “If you don’t want to go with Liam, that’s fine. Go ahead home with Genevra, whatever you want. Just get out of here. I’ll come by later to check on you. Meanwhile, try to rest.”

      Genevra walked me out of the café. Her sister Bari was waiting for us in the hall. “What do you need me to do, Fin? If you want, I can gather up whatever you need and bring it to you at your house. Just tell me what to do.”

      Bari had replaced Genevra as my assistant a little more than a year ago, and she was as efficient and competent as Genevra had been.

      I tried to smile at her. “I can’t think right now. How about if I call you later?”

      She nodded. “I’m pretty sure they’re gonna clear everyone out of the building in a few minutes. I’ll see if I can hide out for a while, and meanwhile I’ll work on gathering whatever I think you might need.”

      “Thanks, Bari, but you shouldn’t stay in here. It could still be dangerous, especially because we don’t really know yet what’s going on. I can get most of what I need from the network anyway, so you don’t have to stick around. Why don’t you come with us, and we can all put our heads together and brainstorm at my place. We need to figure out what happened and why whoever did this targeted RIO for the explosion.”

      Dane held up his hand. “You don’t need to figure anything out. Let my team handle it.”

      I nodded. “Of course. That’s what I meant to say.” Everyone present knew I was lying. I’d never sit back when RIO was under threat.

      I already had the canvas tote bag I used as a purse with me, and I had a computer connected to RIO’s network in my home office, so it was unlikely that I’d actually need anything else. We were good to go.

      “Why don’t you ride with Genevra, and I’ll drive your car to your house, so you’ll have it if you need it. Is that okay with you?” Bari asked.

      “Great idea. Thanks,” I replied. My keys were in the tote bag, and I couldn’t scoop them out with my bandaged hands. But since my car doesn’t actually need the key to start as long as it’s somewhere in the vehicle, I gave the whole bag to Bari. “You can give it back when we get to my house.”

      I was glad Genevra would be traveling with me because I wanted to get her thoughts about why this terrible thing might have happened. Genevra looks tiny and delicate, but she is actually incredibly strong, tough as nails, and smart as a whip. She’s a martial arts expert, and she can shoot a gun with astonishing accuracy. If anyone could help me to figure this out, it would be her. She’s been a key player in my father’s undercover law enforcement consortium for years—right up until she got pregnant.

      The baby she’s carrying is my brother’s, but sadly, neither of us has seen Oliver since Rafe and I had taken down Seb Lukin’s gang several months ago.

      I know Genevra misses Oliver. They’re still practically newlyweds, but she never complains about his abandonment, and she doesn’t let her sorrow over his betrayal affect our close friendship. I’m grateful for that because I’d be lost without her.

      Genevra was unusually quiet during the drive. She just kept her eyes on the road and made shushing motions if I spoke. I could see that she was worried about something, but I knew her well enough to know that she wouldn’t say a word until she was ready to.

      We pulled into my driveway with Bari right beside us in my car. Rosalina and Penny met us at the door of my house. My housekeeper had already heard about the explosion on the TV news, and she was obviously very worried about my safety. Her long dark hair had come loose from its braid, and she was wringing her hands, but worrying hadn’t stopped her from setting up a feast for us. She’d only worked for Rafe and me for a short time, but I’d quickly learned that she believed food could solve any problem.

      Penny believed the same thing about food, but she also strongly believed in the healing power of belly rubs. She rolled over at Genevra’s feet, expecting one of the epic massages Genevra had always given her.

      Genevra tried to kneel down to pat Penny, but in her advanced pregnant state, it was impossible for her to reach down that far on her own. We all started giggling.

      I led her over to the couch, helped her to sit, and then lifted her feet to rest on the leather hassock. Penny wasted no time in jumping up on the couch and presenting her belly for Genevra’s ministrations.

      Bari sat on the floor near Genevra so she could contribute to Penny’s belly rub. I went to the kitchen to help Rosalina prepare a tray to bring to my friends, but I gave up and left when I remembered those protective gauze mittens on my hands. I would only be in Rosalina’s way.

      I rejoined my friends in the front room and pulled the rocking chair over to the couch so Genevra and I could share the hassock.

      I keep a hand-knitted blanket on the chair. Its soft blues and greens remind me of the ocean. My grandmother Mimi made it for Maddy years ago, and I always find it comforting.

      Genevra’s been going through a tough time since Oliver disappeared, so I draped it over her before I plunked down in the rocker. I kicked off my flip-flops and put my bare feet up next to hers.

      Rosalina brought in a tray of ham and cheese sandwiches, a huge pile of cookies, a pitcher of lemonade, a bowl of cut fruit, and a pot of tea. She placed the tray on a small table near the couch and poured a cup of the tea for Genevra. Bari requested a can of soda, so Rosalina went back to the kitchen and returned with the can and a tall glass of ice. Then she poured a glass of lemonade for me. We all reached for the cookies at the same time.

      We ignored the sandwiches, deciding they could wait until we were out of cookies. We all munched Rosalina’s famous chocolate chip cookies for a few minutes. When we’d finished our first round of stress eating, Genevra went back to rubbing Penny’s belly. A minute later, Rosalina delivered another tray of cookies—these hot from the oven.

      Despite the presence of cookies, I stared into space without speaking until Bari broke the silence.

      “What happened?” she asked. “I heard the boom and the sirens, and I saw the mess. But I have no idea what actually caused the explosion. Was it a gas leak or something?”

      “No, not a gas leak. I’m pretty sure there was a bomb in the trash barrel. Not a big one, or there’d have been a lot more damage to the building. Even so, the fire it caused was big enough to burn Emma badly and totally wreck the café.”

      Bari’s eyes grew big and round. “Why would somebody want to hurt Emma?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t think they were specifically targeting Emma. I suspect the bomb was on a timer and whoever set it probably didn’t realize how early people start their workdays at RIO.”

      Genevra took a last sip of her tea and put the cup aside. “So it must have been an outsider. But why would anyone want to target RIO?”

      “Maybe it was just someone who likes bombs. Or fire. Or…maybe it really was someone who hates RIO.”

      Bari looked puzzled. “Why would anyone hate RIO? We do a lot of good work for the environment and the community. The research we produce is world class, and our documentaries are highly rated.” She turned to me. “Especially the ones you and Rafe do together. People always love them.”

      “Thanks,” I said. “Maybe it was a rival institute hoping to disrupt our research or maybe even a documentary competitor. Or it could have been just a random nut job. There’s no way to know until the police finish their investigation.”

      Genevra poured herself another cup of tea from the pot. “It could definitely be someone who hates RIO.”

      “Seb Lukin is the only person I know who hates us, and he’s in jail,” I said. “So it’s not him.”

      Our gazes met over her teacup, and I saw the apprehension she was feeling. Oliver had been a member of Lukin’s gang. Or then again, maybe he hadn’t been. Newton insisted Oliver had been working undercover, but he’d disappeared during Lukin’s arrest. Until Oliver came home and told us himself, we had no way of knowing for sure where his loyalties lay.

      “But some of the other members of Lukin’s gang are still free,” Genevra pointed out. “Maybe one of them planted the bomb.”

      “You could be right. Lauren Forster and Cindy Cooper weren’t around when we arrested most of the gang, so we didn’t get to take them off the streets. But this isn’t drugs or human trafficking, and since that’s their thing, it probably wasn’t either of them. But if it’s not anyone in Lukin’s gang, who else could it be?”

      Genevra took a deep breath. “Oliver. You know he’s part of Lukin’s gang. It could have been Oliver.” Her voice broke, and she rubbed her belly where Oliver’s child was growing.

      I shook my head. “Oliver’s not part of Lukin’s gang. He was working undercover for Newton while he was with them. You know that.”

      Her lip quivered and she bit it to stop the motion. “I know he was working with them to try to steal money from Newton’s accounts. He disappeared the day Dane arrested the gang. He hasn’t been in contact with anyone since that day. Not even me.”

      I knew everything she said was the truth, but I still couldn’t believe my brother had truly been part of the gang. Newton claimed that Oliver hadn’t really been trying to steal the money. That Oliver had just been putting on a show for Lukin so Newton, Dane, and I could set him up. But if that were true, then why had Oliver disappeared during the arrests?

      I couldn’t bear the pain on Genevra’s face, so I had to speak up. “Genevra, you know that thanks to his nasty twin sister Lily, Oliver had just that instant found out that Seb Lukin is his birth father. He’s still reeling from the shock of that. After his mother lied to him about his paternity over and over again, his father’s identity has always been a sensitive subject for him. He’ll come back when he comes to terms with the truth, and he’ll remember that Newton is his father in every way that counts. And you’re his wife, and you’re carrying his child. He won’t miss out on that.”

      She put her teacup aside and stroked Penny’s soft fur. “Sure. If you say so.” She didn’t look up.

      I had as many questions as Genevra about where my brother was and how deeply he’d been involved with Seb Lukin and his band of evil-doers. Oliver’d been gone for months now, leaving his pregnant wife all alone. Nobody had heard from him in all that time. Not even Newton had heard from him, and if he’d really been working undercover for the Consortium, Newton should have been his first contact.

      But no. We’d heard nothing. He’d left his boat in its slip in RIO’s marina. He hadn’t touched his bank accounts or credit cards. And now it was almost Genevra’s due date. Before Oliver had learned about Lukin, he’d been excited about the baby. He probably still was, and he wouldn’t want to miss the baby’s birth. Maybe he’d be coming home soon.

      Anything’s possible.

      Genevra’s watch dinged. “Yikes. I have to run. I’ve got a Lamaze class at the birthing center. But you stay here. You’ve already had a long day. Even though you’re one of my designated coaches, you can skip class just this once.” She and Bari hurried out to Genevra’s car, leaving me alone and frustrated by the restrictions imposed by my injuries. They had left me unable to easily investigate the explosion.
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