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“We have no reports of a ship in distress in the area, Captain.” 

 

“What about fishing boats?” 

 

“No, sir, no reports.” 

 

Looking once more at his first officer, Eric issued curt orders, the harshness grating in his 

voice. “Send a rescue team to check it out.” 

 

Handing the binoculars off to one of the crew members, he strode with determination off 

the bridge, heading directly to the ship’s launch. His well-trained crew scurried about. Joe 

appeared at his side and they watched from the rail as the small rigid hull sped off in the 

direction of the dinghy. His pulse rose and the dampness on his back soaked through his 

short-sleeved shirt. 

 

“So what do you think?” Joe leaned on the rail, uncertainty clear in the crinkle of his 

brows. 

 

“Don’t know, dammit.” Eric focused on the scene unfolding in the distance. Again he 

commandeered the binoculars from Joe and scrutinized the three-man team approaching, 

then securing the boat to the dinghy. 

 

His senses were keen; over the years, he’d learned to trust them. The uneasiness that 

crept its way into his gut, the hairs now standing up on the back of his neck and the 

racing of his heart; this unshakable feeling was telling him that things were about to 

change—drastically. Puzzled, he felt the mounting frustration build inside, along with 

something else he could not quite put his finger on. Shaking his head, he realized it was 

not a feeling of dread. 

 

The crackle of the radio interrupted his speculation. A voice from the rescue team came 

over the line. “There’s someone in here, a woman, and she’s in bad shape.” 


