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1907, an island in the Caribbean...

"The storm is coming. We must secure the research," Dr. Cole said. 

"We've boarded up all the windows, Doctor. Should we take everyone to the basement?" James asked.

"Are the animals secure?" 

"They’re all in their cages, sir."

Dr. Cole told his assistant to gather the household and medical staff in the foyer before he climbed the dark wooden staircase. The wind howled, and the windows rattled in their frames despite the wooden shutters that secured them in place. "Everyone, please listen. The storm seems to be increasing in fury. I want to keep you safe, so James will lead you down to the cellar. You'll be safe there, but you'll be sharing the space with the animals and patients I use in my research. Some of them will be upset to have more people around. If you stay away from the cages, we’ll all be safe."

"Doctor, the Letitia Cole is sitting at anchor in the bay. Why don't we evacuate the island?" The man asking the question was a young doctor who arrived on the island a month earlier to assist Dr. Cole in creating a vaccine. 

"It's too late for that. We need to take shelter now," James, Dr. Cole's assistant said. "Everyone follow me. Stay quiet and keep to the center of the hallway. Do not get near the cages." James lifted his lantern and led the group to the back door which led outside. It was the only way to access the cellar. 

The wind tore the door from James' hand and sent it cartwheeling across the lawn. "Everyone stay close to the house." They were pelted with rain as lightning flashed overhead. Two of the men opened the heavy bulkhead door that led to the basement. They ushered the staff down the steep stairs as quickly as they could safely go.

Dr. Cole was at the top of the stairs when the first scream bounced off the walls and low ceiling. He pushed his way through the line of people and found one of the young women who cleaned and cooked for him lying on the floor. He knelt beside her. Her neck had been broken. "She got too close to the cage, and it grabbed her by the throat," James said.

"Did you punish it?"

"I gave it a shock, Doctor. I hope we don't have to stay down here very long." 

More people screamed either from seeing the young woman's body or getting a close look at some of the doctors failed experiments. Dr. Cole came to the island to find a cure for his wife. After successful tests on mice and rats, he began testing on larger mammals. 

He recently progressed to human testing. He had a group of men who procured test subjects for him from the neighboring islands. They didn't share their methods, and he didn't ask. The only way to save his wife was to test his treatment on humans.  

The animals were in a frenzy which frightened the staff, but not as badly as seeing the human test subjects some of which had been horribly disfigured by Dr. Cole's ministrations. The usual residents of the cellar were not happy to share their space with so many people. The staff weren't happy to be in the smelly, badly ventilated cellar. The constant howling of the wind was the background for the thuds and crashes of tree limbs or pieces of the buildings hitting the structure above them. 

Fear or the smell, or maybe it was a combination of both, caused some of the women to faint or vomit. Conditions in the small space were quickly deteriorating as the storm raged overhead. One of the men who'd been holding the chain they used to secure the bulkhead door, called out, "Doctor, it stopped."

"Everyone stay here," Dr. Cole said. "James and I will check that it's safe." James and the doctor walked around their compound amazed at how little survived. Most of the wooden buildings were gone leaving only the brick fireplaces still standing. Many of the trees had been uprooted and splintered.  

"It will take time to rebuild here," James said. "We'll have to test the well water. It may not be safe to drink. You may need to abandon the island at least for a while."

"I can't just abandon my research. I'm at a critical stage. We had a successful human test," Dr. Cole said. "All that's left is to write the papers and create the vaccine."

"You may need to do that back in Louisiana."

"At least the storm has passed. Let's get my critical research to the ship."

James looked off to the east and saw a wall of clouds. "Doctor, I believe this calm is just the eye of the storm. The other side will hit us in the next hour. We need to save what we can."

There wasn't room on the ship for everyone. Dr. Cole wasn't a heartless man, but his focus had always been on saving his wife. He made his way back to the cellar. "I'm afraid we are in the eye of the storm. There is more bad weather to come, so I need you to stay here a little longer. "We need to remove one of the test subjects to assist us." 

They herded everyone to the back of the cellar while Dr. Cole released the woman that had survived his latest treatment. He led her outside where two of the Cole's crewmen chained her to a tree. 

Once Dr. Cole was outside, he had the door chained shut sealing the fate of those below. He stopped by the tree where his test subject was standing. "We'll take you to the ship soon. We have a journey ahead." She didn't speak or give any indication she understood the doctor. She struggled against her chains but couldn't escape.  

Doctor Cole was settling into his cabin on the ship, when the rain started again. He had to hold on to cross the small room as the sea grew angry once more. He made his way up to the wheelhouse. "Why have we not left yet, Captain?"

"James and two of my men went to retrieve your experiment," the captain said.

Just then James and one of the crewmen walked down the dock carrying the woman. James had her head while the other man carried her feet. "She was struck by lightning," James said. "She's dead."

"Bring her aboard. I need to get tissue and blood samples."
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Early November...

"Can I ask you something?" Chad questioned, as we buckled in for our flight to New Orleans. 

"Sure," I said, pulling the folder about our current project out of my bag before putting the leather carryall under the seat in front of me.

"This is the first time you've included me in a client meeting. I'm just wondering if I'm only here because Jake was too busy with the retrofit on the submersible or if you just want to get me alone in a hotel."

"I'll admit it'll be difficult getting a good night's sleep knowing you're in a room just down the hall, but as we've discussed pretty much every day since you joined TH&R, I don't date people on my staff."

"Which basically means you don't date at all, since you work all the time."

"That is true."

"I heard a rumor that you dated Jake."

"That's correct. We dated for like 24 hours a few years ago, hence the reason for my rule."

Chad was a former Navy SEAL who joined my company almost a year ago. He's been hitting on me ever since. If he didn't work for me, I would definitely be interested but, if he didn't work for me, we never would have met. 

Once we were in the air, I decided Chad deserved a real answer to his question. "I thought it was about time we got you involved on the front end of one of our projects. Most of our work comes from insurance company or museums. This is an unusual circumstance for us, and one I thought might make good use of your particular skill set."

"I read the file. There wasn't much information. Do you expect this will be a particularly technical dive?"

"It's not your diving skills I was talking about."

"What then?"

"Your charm and BS."

He laughed, but it really was true. The woman we were going to meet was not our typical client, and I hoped perhaps Chad could charm her. She seemed a bit intense when we spoke on the phone. "She's really pushing for a quick turn around and is willing to pay to move this project to the top or our schedule," I explained. 

Everyone who worked for my company, Treasure Hunting and Recovery, were either treasure hunters before they joined the company or the bug bit them after a few projects. We all had pet projects we pursued on our own time and, someday, I hoped to uncover enough facts about one of the shipwrecks I was researching to justify mounting a recovery mission. To pay the bills and keep us in wetsuits and submersibles until that happened, we took on projects for clients. We do a lot of shipwreck investigations for marine insurance companies. Occasionally, a company hires us to retrieve items that were lost in a wreck. We didn't often work for private clients.

When we landed in New Orleans, we picked up our rental car and drove
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