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ANYA QUINN’S RETURN to home and family following her Mexican adventure hadn’t gone well. For starters, her father passed suddenly some months later. It was heartbreaking, both for her and for her mother. Her father was the light of her life, as she had been for him. Her mom was devastated, even though her father had been ill for some time following Anya’s return. Her brother didn’t take it well, either. He lit out for parts unknown. He would call occasionally to let them know he was fine.

Sometimes she would wake up in a cold sweat remembering Mexico and the boat—the go-fast panga—and how things had gone so wrong when they retraced their watery ocean route from Cabo to Todos Santos on Baja Sur. She wondered if Luz was one of the desaparecidos. She never heard from her again, despite the promises each had made to be friends for life and to stay in touch.

Then Jim Nash, her savior, had been shot in a car chase and a gunfight with the cartel. She thought everything was about to come crashing down. Somehow, he managed to bluff their way across the line—la frontera, he called it—and in a sense, home. Almost home. It became her turn to get them home to Florida. Somehow, she managed that, too. She found strength from somewhere within. She had to. She was forced to clean and dress Jim’s wounds. That he refused her entreaties to go to a hospital had only strengthened her will to get them both back to Miami as fast as she could without getting caught.

Through all of it, the art school scholarship was put on hold until things got better at home with her mom. Eventually, she found herself in Magic City. She had a place to stay in an older four-story apartment block. To help defray costs, she had a roommate. It was a good walk to her classes, but she didn’t mind. It kept her in shape, and she took up jogging around some parts of the city to get to know it better.

The cash Jimmy slipped into her backpack helped pay her living expenses while she was in the city. She added to it with part-time jobs. She would live a comfortable life as a student, without worries and concerns for anything but her classes and her training.

She would be forever grateful to Jimmy for that.
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Jim grabbed Friday’s leash. Maddie called out as they went through the door. “Don’t you two be stopping on the way downstairs for naps in Friday’s favorite sunbeam.”

Friday snorted at his memory of the indignity of being caught out when he and his master ran upstairs, huffing and puffing in their eagerness not to miss breakfast. It was raining, and his master hadn’t noticed it before they climbed the stairs from the office where they were napping.

Maddie, his mistress, no slouch in the man and dog department, had sent him cowering to his bed while she lambasted his master for allowing himself to get so out of shape.

“Yeah, but those love handles the bullet went through saved my life,” Jim insisted.

Hands had flown to hips and Maddie had taken a step back. “Were it not for those love handles, the bullet would have missed you completely, dear. And one more thing, Mr. Detective. You didn’t even take the time to look out the window or you would have seen it was raining.”

Friday didn’t understand what was going on between his mistress and her master. All he wanted was for the sun to come out so he and Jim could get back to snoozing in his favorite office sunbeam. It wasn’t to be. His master took the female seriously, and since forever they’d been going for their morning run as faithfully as man and dog could.

Even in the rain.
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Jim pushed open the door to the office building and looked out. Dark clouds obscured the usual Magic City sunshine. Rain poured down in sheets, driven by the wind off the ocean. “Well, Friday, look at that.”

Friday stuck his head out the door. Heavy raindrops pelted his snout. He scrambled back to the shelter of the entrance.

“That’s how I feel too, dog,” Jim said. He reached down to scratch Friday behind an ear and pushed open the door, chancing another look. He spotted the car and did a quick assessment of their situation. “It’s not that far. Let’s go. We won’t get so wet if we hurry.”

The pair scrambled to the car. Jim unlocked the door and Friday jumped in ahead of him. Friday’s cold, wet nose nuzzled an ear and then the dog settled back in the passenger seat.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you called shotgun, Friday,” Jim said.

Friday let out a satisfied woof. Jim fired up the convertible Packard and eased the huge, heavy car out into the water-slicked street. “Where will we go? Maybe some ice cream. How would you like that?”

Friday’s ears perked up and he nosed Jim’s ear.

“I take it that’s a yes. Just remember, dog, we have to do a bit of outside running before we go upstairs.”

Friday wasn’t listening. He was busy churning the words ice cream over in his doggie brain.

Jim pulled the car into the ice cream shop’s familiar parking lot. The place was dog friendly. He allowed Friday to get out and accompany him into the shop where both were greeted by the friendly owner. “I see you two are hiding from the rain again. Maddie better not find out or there’ll be heck to pay.”

Friday’s ears perked up at the sound of his mistress’s name. He looked around and tested the air with his nose. Couldn’t see Maddie. Didn’t catch her scent. They were safe. He plopped down beside Jim and waited patiently for what he knew was coming. His tail swept the floor.

“Not a problem. We left her in bed. We’re safe.”

“In that case, you better stand around in the rain before you go home. Half the neighborhood knows she’ll raise Cain if she catches you two bandits pulling a fast one again.”

“Thanks for reminding me. We miss the office sunbeam on these rainy days, don’t we, Friday?”

Jim looked down for Friday and found him missing. The black Lab was already at the door, wagging his tail. He was waiting patiently for the promised ice cream that he always got to eat outdoors on the small patio beneath the awning.

“All right, dog. Don’t wag your tail off. I’m coming.”
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Friday raised his nose and tested the air at the office door. He put nose to ground and walked up one way and down the other on the sidewalk as far as the leash would allow.

“Come on, dog,” Jim called. “It’s too wet out here.”

Exasperated, Jim held the door open. The dog shook from head to tail. Water flew. Satisfied, Friday tested the air again and hesitated before entering. Inside the building, the familiar scent became stronger. Without raising his nose, Friday scrambled up the stairs, hot on the trail. Forced to halt half-way up by the leash, he barked and nuzzled the obstacle blocking the way.

“Holy shit,” Jim yelled. “Emma! Maddie! Get Emma. Friday. Find Emma. Go. Go.”

Jim let go of the leash and Friday barked and scrambled up the stairs to the third floor. He barked non-stop until he hit the top step. He halted at the door to his home. Put nose to floor and sniffed. Scrambled past and ran as fast as he could to Emma’s door. He skidded to a halt outside her door and began barking as loud as he could.

Jim eased the woman onto her back. He recognized her instantly. He put fingers to neck and found a weak pulse. He bent to pick the woman up. She called his name in a voice no louder than a whisper.

“Jimmy. Are you still trying to guess my weight? If you really want to know, all you have to do is ask.” Anya’s voice was faint. Her head fell back.

“Emma! Damn it,” he yelled again. “Where are you?”

Friday scrambled down the stairs to the second-floor landing and barked. He paced back and forth, waiting for Jim to arrive with the familiar woman. Emma raced down the stairs.

“Emma.”

She halted. Saw the unconscious woman in Jim’s arms. “My bag. I need my bag.”

She banged on Maddie’s door on her way to retrieve her medic bag. She dashed down the stairs to the second-floor office. She arrived as Jim lowered Anya onto the sofa. He took great
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