
 

 

 

 

Excerpt (rated R for language): 

 

“I don’t think we’ve got much choice.” Sutton’s voice was grim. “We’re lucky to have that 

much. Hold on, these trees are coming up faster than I’d like.”  

 

Still fighting to keep the nose of the plane up, Sutton guided the recalcitrant aircraft toward the 

so-called clearing, the ground rising up to meet them far faster than was comfortable. David 

found himself leaning back in his seat, bracing his hands on the console as the tops of trees 

scraped the underside of the plane. Branches swiped at the windshield, and David had the sudden 

impression of being in a car wash scene as written by Stephen King. 

 

“Duck your head!” Sutton barked. “Wrap your arms around your legs!”  

 

“And kiss my ass goodbye?” David shouted, raising his voice over the increasing noise as he 

obeyed Sutton’s orders. 

 

Incredibly, Sutton laughed. It was an oddly comforting sound. Like everything was somehow 

going to be all right because Sutton was at the controls. 

 

The moment of humor was gone in a flash. The plane screamed with the sound of tearing metal 

and the sharp, explosive crack of tree limbs and breaking glass. David kept his head down and 

his eyes closed, praying to a God he was pretty sure had more important things to do than to keep 

up with the well-being of one David McIntyre. Despite being strapped in his seat, his head and 

shoulder thumped painfully against the passenger side door as the plane thrashed wildly. There 

was a moment of eerie, blessed silence, and for an instant, the assault on the plane seemed as 

though it had lifted. Eye of the storm, David thought, just before the plane hit the ground. 

 

Someone had left the window open and it was raining on him. How incredibly annoying. He 

shifted, intent on reaching for the offending window, when a jolt of pain ran through his shoulder 

and he gasped. When he opened his eyes, nothing made any sense at first. Then he remembered 

the crash, and realized that his side of the plane was pointing up at the sky. The rain was coming 

down in a steady stream through the broken windshield. The sound of the rain on the metal hull 

of the plane was nearly deafening. 

 

He winced at the pain in his neck when he turned to look over at the pilot’s seat. Sutton was 

slumped to one side in his chair, unmoving. His sunglasses were hanging off one ear. 

 

“Oh God, oh God, oh God,” David murmured, hastily undoing his seatbelt so he could reach 

across to Sutton. His skin was cold and damp where David touched it, and adrenaline pounded 

through David’s veins as though he could jumpstart Sutton’s heart by sending his own pulse 

beating through his fingertips. “Sutton! Rick!” 

 



David fought to free himself of his seat, twisting for greater access to the other side of the 

cockpit. When the seatbelt came open, he fell half across Sutton. Sprawled practically in his lap, 

David could now see the nasty cut on the left side of Sutton’s temple. The pilot’s side of the 

plane had taken a lot of damage, and David yelped as he encountered a sliver of glass. Bits of the 

windshield and console were scattered like confetti over Sutton’s jacket. “Sutton!” The lack of 

response was unnerving. He tossed aside the sunglasses and worked a hand down into Sutton’s 

collar, feeling frantically for a pulse. 

 

He could have kissed the man when Sutton suddenly groaned. 

 

“Rick, are you all right? Can you understand me?” David began feeling around for additional 

injuries. 

 

“I could never understand you, McIntyre,” Sutton said in a fair approximation of his slow drawl. 

Even the half-smile was a good imitation of his usual expression. “Who tours the toughest 

jungles in the South Pacific dressed to play golf?” 

 

“Hah-hah, very funny, keep your day job. Oh, no, wait. Forget that. You’re not so good at the 

day job either.” Relief made him almost giddy. They were going to be okay. Everything was 

going to be okay. 

 

Until Sutton tried to move and caught his breath painfully. 

 

“What, what is it?” David tried to reach down around the other side of him, to see what the 

problem was. He felt something wet, warmer than the rain coming in the windshield, and he 

pulled back his hand to stare at it in shock. 

 

His hand was covered in blood. The metallic odor of it caught him unaware and almost made 

him gag. 

 

“Shit,” Sutton said mildly. “I seem to be stuck on something.” 

 

“Stuck?” David knew he was practically shrieking, but what the fuck was he supposed to do, 

miles from nowhere, with an injured man impaled on God knows what, who might die and leave 

him here all alone. 


