
CHAPTER 1 

 

he ten foot ocean waves from the impending storm pounded violently against the hull. With tears 

streaming down his face in the cold foggy morning Peter Sloan stood at the helm of his sloop 

appropriately named the “Pride & Joy” desperately trying to steady his craft. The gale force winds had 

been ripping at his shirt all night. His shoulder length hair was swirling and whipping across the portion 

of his sunburned face uncovered by six months of beard growth wiping away his tears. He had come to 

grips with his loss as best he could and now it was time to go home. 

He recalled watching the long black ominous hearse pulling away from the curb as he stood alone at 

her grave. Millicent his beloved wife of nineteen years was gone. Everyone had left and he had stayed 

back to be alone with her one last time. His black suit was soaked through from the pouring rain though 

he didn’t seem to mind. In some strange way it was comforting to him as if she was reaching out to him 

from the heavens.  

He had replayed that same scene over and over in his mind since he left on his six month sailing 

hiatus to be alone and mourn her, mourn his situation. Even now, after being out on the ocean for so 

long it still seemed like yesterday.  

His mind had taken him back to that fateful day once again, only this time it was different. Maybe it 

was the rain pouring over him just like that morning. No, it was the deafening sounds of thunder getting 

nearer and nearer with each explosive clap; the intense blast of light illuminating the dark ocean as 

lightning tore through the nearly black sky striking the ocean far off in the distance.  

His sense of survival was screaming inside his head now as the Pride & Joy violently heaved back 

and forth. She was taking water with each ferocious pounding. He didn’t how much longer he could 

hold her steady.  

His supplies were depleted and he was weak from hunger. Intuitively he knew the tremendous force 

of this storm was more than one man could handle alone. He had been out there long enough. It was 

time to go back; back to living his life. Holding onto the wheel with all of the strength he could muster 

he turned her about heading for the mainland; silently praying for survival. Adrenaline was coursing 

through his veins propelling him on. He knew he should call out a Mayday; but if he let go of the wheel 

he could capsize. He couldn’t risk it. No, better to just hold her steady, he thought instinctively.  

At last after two more exhausting hours of holding the Pride & Joy steady against the brutal force of 

the storm he had maintained his course and could finally make out the jagged image of the mainland in 

T 



the distance. As he sailed closer and closer, the violent ocean gave way to calm as he spotted the 

breakwater reaching out to him. He was home. 

*** 

TWO MONTHS AGO 

 

The shadowed figure crept into the library at the man’s home one night while the occupant was 

sleeping. Stealthily it searched through the briefcase on the desk. Within minutes it found its target. 

Picking up a pen off of the desk it signed the documents and returned them to their original location. 

Just as the figure turned to leave a man walked in, discovering what had just taken place. The man lunged 

forward screaming at the cloaked figure, “What the hell do think you’re doing?” As the man turned to 

storm out of the library, panicking, the figure grabbing a Geode paperweight from the desk and hit the 

man over the head. Stunned with blood running down into his eyes, he stumbled and fell, hitting his 

head on the edge of the desk. The assailant tried to revive him giving him CPR. It was too late. The man 

was dead. 

The assailant stood looking down at the victim. Suddenly, panic set in taking over clear thought as it 

ran to the master bedroom, grabbed the comforter off the bed, and flew back to the library where the 

man’s body laid lifeless across the floor. The dark figure rolled the body up inside of the comforter. It 

was late, around one am. The assailant dragged the body out to the garage and loaded him in the back of 

the SUV. It ran back in the house, changed clothes, and grabbed the man’s cell phone and the Geode, 

ran to the kitchen and found a plastic grocery bag, stuck the Geode in the bag and left out the back door. 

As quietly as it could the killer got into the SUV, backed out, and then slowly drove away heading for the 

River. 

*** 

 

PRESENT DAY 

 

Peter awoke at four am feeling like a new man after a good night’s sleep in his own bed. He 

consumed a large breakfast at his favorite coffee shop then made a quick stop at his barber to have his 

hair styled and beard shaved off. The vagabond life was great for a while but now he needed to get to 

serious business. He arrived at his office early to get somewhat caught up without any interruption by 

inquiring and nosey staff members. He had been used to being alone for the last six months and 

inquiring minds was the last thing he wanted to deal with on his first day back. 



His office was neat as a pin, just as he had left it. He turned on his computer and perused the project 

schedules, standard company reports and financials. Afterwards he decided to walk through the offices. 

One by one he went into each of his senior managers’ offices surveying their desks and workspace. It 

was a habit he had developed when he first started the company. He was always able to glean a few 

details that certain individuals managed to leave out of their reports. They always underestimated him. 

What they didn’t know was that he always asked questions for which he already had the answers. He 

found it very telling. After an hour of playing detective he went back to his office. Peter sat down at his 

desk and broke out into a cold sweat; his heart racing. He was devastated. He had left his CEO in charge 

and judging by the looks of things his first order of business would be to fire him. What has he been doing 

while I’ve been gone? He thought frantically. Based on the conflicting information he had discovered on his 

tour, his projects’ government approvals were all in jeopardy and his company was close to financial ruin! 

He knew he had to act fast. He picked up the phone and called a close business associate. “Jordan, hey 

it’s Peter Sloan. How the hell are you man? ...Got back last night... Thanks...It’s good to be back. So I 

was wondering... Do you know of someone that specializes in government approvals and corporate 

business issues? ... Yeah I’m thinking maybe a land use attorney would be a good start... Oh you know, 

when the cat’s away...! Sure, go ahead...Cory Wynters....what’s her number? Got it....okay, I’ll give her a 

call. Thanks Jordan...yes, let’s have lunch in a week or so after the dust settles. That would be great. Talk 

to you soon. Bye now. He made a few more calls and the recommendations were all the same, Cory 

Wynters. 

*** 

 

“Ms. Wynters, there’s a call for you on line two. He says his name is Peter Sloan, with Sloan 

Development. Do you want to take the call?” 

I looked up from behind the stacks of reports carefully stacked on my desk to see my assistant 

Henrietta standing in my doorway. “Did he say why he was calling, Henrietta?” 

“Nope, he just asked for you specifically.” 

“Okay. Go ahead and put him through.” I had heard of Sloan Development in my travels to the 

west coast. This should be interesting, I thought curiously. “Hello, this is Cory Wynters.” 

“Ms. Wynters, this is Peter Sloan, with Sloan Development,” the man responded pleasantly in a 

unique baritone voice. 

“Mr. Sloan, how can I help you?”  

“Please, call me Peter.” He went on to brief me on the purpose of his call. He explained he had 

heard of me through several mutual business associates that had worked with me on past land deals.  



Peter wanted to hire someone with my experience and expertise to solve his project’s government 

agency roadblocks and other corporate issues. Our conversation was in-depth lasting over an hour. 

Finally, much to my surprise he made me a tempting proposition. Two weeks later, I boarded a plane 

headed to California to meet with Peter Sloan. 

 


