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Praised by New York Times best-selling author Dee Henderson as 
“a name to look for in romantic suspense,” Dani Pettrey has written 

eight novels, which have sold more than 300,000 copies. Dani 
combines the page-turning adrenaline of a thriller with the chemistry 

and happy-ever-after of a romance novel. Her novels stand out for their 
“wicked pace, snappy dialogue, and likable characters” (Publishers 
Weekly), “gripping storyline[s],” (RT Book Reviews), and “sizzling 

undercurrent of romance” (USA Today). For more information about her 
novels, visit www.danipettrey.com



A consummate world traveler: Africa, South America, Australia—been 
there, done that.
 
A die-hard thrill seeker: heli-skiing, cave diving, storm kayaking—if 
it’s extreme, she’s there.
 
A bullet-dodging, high-speed-car-chasing, treasure-hunting 
adventurer.
 
An antiquities theft investigator, FBI agent, archaeologist, forensic an-
thropologist, and a detective who tracks down justice for a living.
 
Okay, not really, but her characters are. And, that’s why she loves the 
passion God has placed in her for telling stories.
 
In real life, Dani Pettrey is a wife, former homeschooling mom and 
author. She feels blessed to write inspirational romantic suspense 
because it incorporates so many things she loves–the thrill of adven-
ture, nail-biting suspense, the deepening of one’s faith and plenty of 
romance. She’s a huge fan of dark chocolate, is always in search of the 
best iced mocha and her dream is to one day own a little cottage on a 
remote stretch of beach. She and her husband reside in Maryland, 
where they enjoy time with their two daughters, son-in-law, and 2 super 
adorable grandsons.
 
Just in case you’re curious…The real Dani does love traveling. She’s 
been to some amazing places (Greece, Hawaii, the Keys) and there are 
many more she hopes to visit in the future.
 
And while she’s not quite up to sky-diving, cave diving or heli-skiing 
(too high, too enclosed, too cold!) she and her family love hiking, 
canoeing, wave jumping and a ton of other outdoor adventures a little 
further down on the risk scale.
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A W A R D - W I N N I N G  S E R I E S

A L A S K A N  C O U R A G E



Discover how the McKenna parents really met… the story 
their kids will never know. 

In this prequel to the Alaskan Courage novels, adven-
ture, romance, and danger collide when a young fisher-
man nets the body of a open water swimming competi-
tor and possible Russian defector. 

Turning to a college friend of the woman, the two begin 
to try and solve her death.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S H A D O W E D

Bailey Craig vowed never to set foot in Yancey, Alaska, 
again. She has a past, and a reputation--and Yancey's 
a town that doesn't forget. She's returned only to bury a 
loved one killed in the plane crash, but then dark evidence 
emerges and Bailey's own expertise becomes invaluable 
for the case.

Cole McKenna can face dangerous rescue dives. He can 
face the fear a murderer may be threatening his town. But 
facing the reality of Bailey's reappearance is a tougher 
challenge. She broke his heart...but doesn't seem to be 
the same girl who left Yancey ten years ago. And he’s not 
the same guy she left behind.

Racing against the clock and a rising body count, Bailey 
and Cole must move beyond the hurts of their pasts to 
work together until the truth of what is hidden in the 
depths finally surfaces.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S U B M E R G E D
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Piper McKenna couldn’t be more thrilled that her 
prodigal brother, Reef, has returned to Yancey, Alaska, 
after five years. But her happiness is short-lived when 
Reef appears at her house covered in blood. A fellow 
snowboarder has been killed. Despite the evidence, 
Reef swears he’s innocent. And Piper believes him.

Deputy Landon Grainger loves the McKennas like family, 
but he’s also sworn to find the truth, and he knows those 
closest to you have the power to deceive you the most. 
With the sheriff pushing for a quick conviction, pursuing the 
truth in this case could mean the end of Landon’s career.

As Piper wages her own search, the two head deep into 
Canada’s rugged backcountry–and unexpected complica-
tions. Not only does their long friendship seem to be turn-
ing into something more, but the search for answers is be-
coming deadlier with each step.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S H A T T E R E D

When her friend vanishes from a cruise ship, reporter 
Darcy St. James isn’t satisfied with their explanation that 
she simply left her job of her own accord. Something isn’t 
lining up, and Darcy believes the only way to find the truth 
is to put herself in Abby’s position.
Within days, Darcy learns her friend wasn’t the only person 
to disappear mysteriously. Last summer, a woman van-
ished under almost identical circumstances.

Gage McKenna has taken a summer-long stint leading 
adventure excursions for the passengers of various cruise 
lines that dock for a few days of sightseeing. He’s sur-
prised to find Darcy working aboard one of the ships, 
investigating a troubling report.
Something sinister is going on, and the deeper they dig, 
the more Gage fears they’ve only discovered the tip of the 
iceberg.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S T R A N D E D
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A relaxing day of rock climbing takes a disturbing turn when 
Kayden McKenna’s route leads her to a face-to-face en-
counter with a dead climber. Is it a terrible accident or 
something sinister? When the case is handed to the over-
burdened sheriff, he turns to Jake Westin.

With Jake’s past now revealed, he’s ready to use his talent 
for investigation again-–but he could never prepare for 
where the case will take him. Kayden and Jake soon realize 
that the death was no accident. And worse, it seems the 
killer is on to them. When strange things begin happening 
in Yancey, Jake is terrified that once again his world may 
put someone he loves in danger. But the truth is far worse 
than either of them imagine.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S I L E N C E D

Growing up, goody-two-shoes Kirra Jacobs and 
troublemaker Reef McKenna were always at odds. Now 
paired together on Yancey’s search-and-rescue canine unit, 
they begin to put aside old arguments as they come to see 
each other in a different light.

Then a call comes in from the Iditarod that will push them 
to their limits. Kirra’s uncle, a musher in the race, has dis-
appeared. Kirra and Reef quickly track the man, but what 
they discover is harrowing. Frank’s daughter has been kid-
napped. In order to save her, the man must use his knowl-
edge as a mechanical engineer to do the kidnapper’s bid-
ding or she will die.

Kirra and Reef, along with the entire McKenna family, are 
thrown into a race to stop a shadowy villain who is not only 
threatening a girl’s life, but appears willing to unleash one 
of the largest disasters Alaska has ever seen.

D O W N L O A D  T H E  B O O K  E X C E R P T

S A B O T A G E D
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W H A T  R E A D E R S  A R E  S A Y I N G

“Submerged is romantic suspense that will 

keep you up at night!”

- Dee Henderson, bestselling 
author of  Full Disclosure

“An amazing story of faith, suspense, the 

power of forgiveness and second chances!

 Dani Pettrey has a gift for developing 

characters to fall in love with..."

- Lynette Eason, bestselling author of 
THE WOMEN OF JUSTICE series

“Packed with scenes featuring the 

extended McKenna clan, the story rushes

 on as breathlessly as the race itself.... As the 

conclusion to the Alaskan Courage series, 

Sabotaged is a breathtaking read and a 

satisfying goodbye to a beloved cast of

characters. Readers are sure to be excited for 

Pettrey's new series.”

- BookPage

"Hard-to-put-down romantic 

suspense with snappy dialogue, realistic 

characterizations and fast-moving intrigue." 

- Suspense Zone

“Pettrey keeps the pages turning with a wicked 

pace, snappy dialogue, and likable characters, 

while deftly handling deep emotional and 

spiritual struggles. Series fans will relish--

and mourn--the conclusion of the McKenna 

siblings' adventures.”

- Publishers Weekly

“Shattered is a masterful story that blends 

suspense and distinct characters into a

what-if tale that keeps the reader turning 

pages and begging for more.”

- DiAnn Mills, bestselling 
author of The Chase

"Readers who enjoy Lynette Eason, Irene 

Hannon, and DiAnn Mills will add this to 

their to-read list." 

- Library Journal about Stranded
 

"Murder, romance, and faith compete in the 

Alaskan wilds for victory in Shattered. Dani 

Pettrey rocks it once again with indomitable 

characters, fierce courage, and cutthroat 

danger! Sit down, buckle-up, and hang on for 

an avalanche of a story!”

- Ronie Kendig, award-winning author of 
Wolfsbane and Trinity: The Military War Dog
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Prologue

Never wager unless you control the stakes.
And she’d thought she held such a strong hand.
Agnes Grey forced her head against the rattling seat back, 

clenched the armrests with such force her nails broke. Perspira-
tion soaked her brow, seeping into her eyes, but she refused to 
cry. She was too old to cry.

The plane was going down into the water within sight of her 
home. Home—warm, safe, dry. She’d never see it again.

Her friend Henry Reid strained to look back, his white knuck-
les bulging on the wheel as he fought to regain control of the 
spiraling Cessna, but the fiery plane seemed bent on destruction. 
Panic flashed through his eyes. “Tighten your belts. Put your 
head between your knees.”

His concern was sweet, but it wouldn’t change the outcome. 
Their fate was set.

They were going down—hard and fast. The other passengers’ 
terrified expressions said they knew it too. Innocents, every one,
Agnes thought, fury on their behalf trumping her own fear. 
She was the only one on board who knew this catastrophe was 
no mechanical failure. It was him. She knew it as surely as she 
knew she’d seen her last sunset.
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A bitter cry tore from her cracked lips. Any semblance of 
control on her part had been an illusion.

She’d played her hand, and he’d just called her on it.
If she hadn’t been so stinking stubborn, if she’d kept her 

mouth shut and given him what he wanted . . . But Momma 
hadn’t raised her like that. She’d done the right thing. She only 
wished she hadn’t brought the others down with her.

Managing to crane her neck left, she took in the sight of the 
loving couple’s hands clasped tight, crying as they whispered 
frantic words to each other.

Agnes’s stomach lurched. She’d brought them on this journey, 
doomed them to a watery tomb.

At least now he’d be satisfied. She’d be gone. They’d be gone. 
No one was left to . . .

Acid burned up her throat.
Bailey.
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1

OFF THE COAST OF TARIUK ISLAND, ALASKA

Cole McKenna left the chaos at the water’s surface for the chaos 
below. The black water quickly su�ocated the floodlights di-
rected down at him from the rescue boats above. Within seconds 
it was only him, the strobe attached at his waist, and the im-
mense darkness of the sea.

His heart seemed to beat in time with the strobe’s rhythmic 
flash.

Thump. Thump.
It was amazing the things one heard when surrounded by 

darkness.
Thump. Thump.
Cole checked his depth gauge with his left hand, keeping 

his right fixed on the lifeline. When diving in depths without 
any natural light and with no distinguishing landmarks, in an 
ever-changing current, a few seconds o� the line was all it took 
to get disoriented, and those seconds could mean the di�erence 
between life and death.

Thirty feet.
Thirty-five.
“Diver two in the water,” Gage instructed over the comm 

from topside.
He was glad he’d have Landon Grainger at his side tonight. 

He was going to need all the help he could get.
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Sonar had indicated that what remained of Henry Reid’s 
floatplane tottered on the edge of Outerman’s Ridge, forty feet 
beneath the surface. He wished the flight manifest had arrived 
before deployment so they knew how many passengers had been 
on board. He hated going in blind.

Forty feet.
He slipped his external light from his utility belt and switched 

it on. The Cessna glimmered a murky white in its beam.
“I’m going o�-line,” he alerted topside.
“Be safe, Cole. Diver three is in the water.”
Cole swallowed. “Roger that.” He shouldn’t worry any more 

about Kayden than Landon. As dive captain, he was responsible 
for every member on the rescue team. He couldn’t allow the fact 
that Kayden was his sister to a�ect his decisions. It wouldn’t 
be fair to the rest of the team or to the victims. But a brother’s 
innate protective nature always lingered.

He inhaled, the pressure-demand regulator automatically 
releasing a pu� of oxygenated air into his face mask. The device 
made him sound like Darth Vader, each breath deliberate and 
punctuated. His black neoprene dry suit, gloves, and hoses only 
added to the image.

The glow in the fuselage had disappeared, but the fact the 
fire had lasted as long as it had bolstered his hope that there 
was still air trapped in the craft. He prayed their search tonight 
would end in rescue and not just recovery.

Panning his beam along the vessel, he began his inspection 
at the tail—torn and jagged—and moved along to the cock-
pit. His breath hitched at the compressed metal. He prayed 
Henry had been tossed free before the plane nosedived onto 
the ridge. At least then there was a chance Ginny would have 
a body to bury.

“Going o�-line,” Landon announced a moment before he 
was at Cole’s side.

“Best access is going to be that door,” Cole said.
“I agree.” Landon pulled the crowbar from the gear bag.
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Kayden joined them, her beam of light bouncing o� Cole’s 
mask before settling on the fuselage.

“Landon, you’re with me,” he instructed. “Kayden, watch 
the currents and how this wreckage is moving. Be ready to help 
lift to the surface.”

“You got it, boss.”
Cole wedged the crowbar inside the door’s seam and, brac-

ing against the sidewall, heaved back. Heat rippled through his 
fingers and up his arms with the exertion. Three minutes later, 
the door hung open on its hinges.

A tangle of wires littered the opening. Cole set to work clear-
ing a pathway.

He checked his dive watch. Five minutes closer to the Golden 
Hour—the limit for cold-water drowning victims to be revived. 
Any longer and all hope was lost.

Not tonight. Not on his watch.
He gave Landon the go signal and entered the craft behind 

him, wedging his body through the opening and to the right.
Landon’s auxiliary light reflected through the water ahead. 

“I’ve got two. Man and woman. Strapped into their seats, right 
side.”

Cole didn’t recognize the couple. In a town Yancey’s size, 
everyone was a neighbor, so he knew most residents of his town 
by sight. Flying debris had left the woman with a gash on her 
face, and the man had taken a hard blow to the temple.

He turned the torch on his dive watch. Thirty-five minutes 
since the crash, another fifteen to get them to the surface, an-
other ten to get them to the hospital . . .

“We take her out first.” Cole unclipped the seat harness and 
cleared the woman from her seat. “Kayden, I need you at the 
door ready for a lift to the surface.”

“Ready, boss.”
Cole lifted the woman’s legs as Landon lifted her shoulders. 

He carefully walked backward, measuring the distance to the 
opening by the steps he took.

_Pettrey_Submerged_KS_djm.indd   11 2/9/12   8:04 AM

                                                       Dani Pettrey, Submerged 
Bethany House Publishers, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2012. Used by permission.



 Submerged

12

“Hold here.” He lowered her legs and cautiously wedged 
himself out of the craft. He leaned back in. “Slowly now.” He 
eased the woman through the doorway. “She’s out.”

Cole held her upright as Kayden secured her for transport to 
the surface. Giving pressurized air to an unconscious drowning 
victim caused more harm than good. A fast lift to the surface 
and waiting emergency personnel was the best option.

He watched Kayden and the woman disappear into the 
darkness above, then headed back into the wreckage to rejoin 
Landon.

“He’s almost ready to go,” Landon said, kneeling beside the 
unconscious man. “You want me to lift with him?”

“Yes. As soon as Kayden is back down, you head up with him.”
Something bumped into Cole’s back, and he panned his torch 

around. A flash of movement caught his eye. He moved toward 
the rear of the fuselage and got kicked.

Someone was desperately trying to hug a pocket of air in the 
raised tail of the craft. “I’ve got another one—conscious,” he 
alerted Landon.

He stepped on a plane seat, getting as high as he could. A 
pocket of air, no more than five inches deep, hugged the angled 
roof of the cabin.

An icy hand hit his face. This time he grabbed and caught 
it. He lifted his torch and found a pair of terrified eyes staring 
back at him. “I’ve got Agnes Grey!” She was standing on the 
headrest of the last seat, hugging an air pocket barely a hand’s 
width deep. He yanked his pony bottle from his vest, pulled the 
release to let the air flow, and wrapped her cold hand around 
it, guiding it to her mouth. He shoved his mask back and tilted 
his head to move into the air pocket so she could hear him. 
“Breathe slowly, and stay as still as you can. I’m going to get 
you out of here.”

She nodded in rapid fire as she gulped a deep breath in. Water 
was lapping against her face, and he wasn’t sure how long she 
could stay upright in the cold water. Her lips were blue, her 
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skin pallid. She’d moved beyond the last of the seats trying to 
find the air. Getting her to willingly go underwater to get out 
of the wreckage was going to be a challenge.

“You, two other passengers, and Henry the pilot? That’s who 
I’m looking for? Four people?”

She reluctantly released the air to reply. “Five. Another pas-
senger went forward to try to help Henry.” She swallowed hard. 
“I saw his body floating outside after we crashed.”

“Stay right here. I’ll be right back. I promise you.”
He waited until she nodded, pushed his mask back over his 

face, and used the seat’s headrest to propel himself back toward 
Landon. “Let’s get him outside. Agnes is alert enough—I’m 
going to try to buddy breathe her out.”

Landon nodded. They lifted the man clear of the seats and 
into the aisle. The plane shifted, toppling Cole forward and 
causing Landon to lose his balance. The pitch of the fuselage 
rolled another five degrees. “Move!”

Landon shimmied backward, guiding the man’s legs, while 
Cole supported his shoulders. A torch lit outside of the plane, 
its beam sliding across the windows. “Kayden’s back.”

“How’s it look?”
Landon disappeared through the door. “Tight, but it’s 

enough.” Cole eased the man down as Landon guided him out 
of the plane. “We’re clear.”

Cole didn’t wait for word they had the man ready to lift; he 
turned and headed back into the plane for Agnes.

There was no way to safely put her in front, so he’d have 
to pull her through the wreckage. And he wouldn’t be able to 
communicate with her once they moved out of the air pocket. 
He hoped she didn’t so badly panic he had to knock her out 
just to get her to safety.

She was submerged now, fully underwater, her eyes closed, 
clutching the air canister to her chest.

He turned his torchlight on her face.
Her eyes opened, panicked.
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He grasped her wrist and nodded as she in turn grasped his. 
He motioned they were heading down.

The plane shifted again.
He didn’t give her time to react to the threat; he pushed them 

back through the water as quickly as he could, using the seats 
to judge the distance. She stayed with him, keeping a death 
grip on his wrist.

An ominous groan reverberated through the fuselage. Water 
vibrated around them. Cole’s gauges swayed with the seat backs.

“Cole.” Kayden didn’t have to say any more. Her tone said 
it all.

The ridge wasn’t going to hold the plane much longer.
Tugging Agnes, he bolted for the doorway.
Ten feet.
Nine.
Eight.
“Cole, get out of there!”
His heart squeezed at the terror in his sister’s voice.
The tail section lurched forward, metal scraping coral with 

an eerie rasping as the water-filled fuselage teetered on the brink 
of darkness. This time it didn’t stop.

Agnes let go of his wrist and yanked from his hold. Frantically 
she spun around, her eyes wild in his torchlight.

He reached for her, but she kicked o� a seat, trying to pro-
pel herself to the opening. With no light and the plane shift-
ing around them, she propelled straight into the AED storage 
cabinet.

Her body went limp, the air canister floating away.
Cole lunged for her, managing to seize her arm.
With a roar, the right side of the plane broke o�, the outside 

current swirling in.
Struggling against the water’s force, he wedged his leg be-

tween the seats and used the leverage to pull Agnes back to him.
“I’m coming in.”
“Don’t you dare, Kayden. Hold position. That’s an order!”
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He swam down toward the doorway, scraping his air canister 
on the frame. Keeping Agnes protected as best he could, he 
scrambled to grab a handhold on the frame.

Another hand met his. Kayden.
He wrapped Kayden’s hand around Agnes’s wrist. “She’s 

unconscious.”
“I’ve got her!”
Cole let his sister pull Agnes through the door, and then slid 

out of the fuselage behind her.
Kayden got Agnes secure for lift.
“Head up,” he instructed.
“You’re right behind us.” It wasn’t a question.
He gave the thumbs-up signal. The search for Henry and the 

missing passenger would have to wait until after the wreckage 
settled. He began his ascent, and as the plane faded from view, 
he saw it slide o� the ridge into the darkness. A sick feeling 
rolled through his stomach. That had been too close for comfort.

Concentric circles spread out in ever-increasing rings above, 
pinpointing the helicopter’s location. At least there was plenty 
of help above.

He breached the surface to the whirring of rotary blades.
Three paramedics crowded the rescue boat’s platform, reach-

ing to help lift Agnes carefully aboard. Cole waited until Agnes 
and Kayden were clear, then grabbed the ladder.

Ralph Barnes, Yancey’s fire chief, leaned over to give him a 
hand with the heavy tanks.

“Thanks.” Cole took a seat on the gunwale and started strip-
ping o� the weight of his gear as rain fell around him.

Gage hollered over to him, “The support boat is headed back 
with the other victims. Landon too. You going to call this?”

Cole nodded. “Get us to shore.”
Gage waved o� the helicopter and headed to the pilothouse. 

They would reach shore in less time than it would take to trans-
fer Agnes by air.

Cole watched as the rescue personnel started CPR on Agnes. 
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With all she’d been through, he wasn’t surprised to find her 
heart had stopped.

“One one-thousand. Two one-thousand. Come on, Agnes.”
Kayden sat down beside him. She watched the rescue person-

nel work. “She’s icy cold. That’s good. She’s got more time,” 
she murmured, more to herself than to him.

Cole squeezed her shoulder. Kayden didn’t handle losing 
people very well—neither of them did. “I hope so.” He couldn’t 
do anything for Agnes but hope she could fight for her life one 
more time. Red lights swirled like beacons from the emergency 
vehicles on shore, growing closer as the boat neared landfall.

“You should have held position,” Cole said quietly.
“And let you go down with the plane? I don’t think so.”
“Not your call.”
“You would have done the same, and we both know it,” 

Kayden replied.
“Probably, but I would rather not find out.”
The boat pulled into the dock, and Landon was waiting for 

them, securing the boat lines as the engine was cut. Cole moved 
to help the EMTs lift their patient onto a transport board, and 
then onto land. Through the pouring rain, he watched as they 
shocked Agnes’s heart in the ambulance and moments later 
started CPR again. They slammed the ambulance doors. The 
sirens wailed their departure.

Cole wiped at the water snaking in rivulets down his face. 
He was freezing.

Cole hauled gear over to the town’s fire station, where the 
rescue crew had storage space.

The entire crew was family, with the exception of Landon 
Grainger—who was as close as family. Cole trusted them all, 
underwater and above it, to accomplish what rescues could be 
done, and to cope when there was nothing they could do.

They cleaned and readied the gear for the next call.
Kayden worked beside Cole in silence.
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Typical Kayden.
When things hurt she closed ranks, shut everyone else out, 

but Cole would relentlessly fight his way back in.
Landon shouldered his du�el bag. “I’m heading over to the 

station to start the report. NTSB will be here in another couple 
hours.”

Cole nodded, not looking forward to the imminent salvage. 
They would refloat the plane if they could find it again, collect 
strewn parts, and photograph what they could. The work itself 
wasn’t the hard part—it was knowing lives had been lost that 
stung. The missing passenger was somewhere on that ridge, 
and the search for Henry Reid’s body would weigh on the entire 
team, but it had to be done. Ginny Reid deserved no less.

The last to leave, Cole exited the fire station and looked up 
at the sky. It’d gone from dark to pitch-black. At least the rain 
had simmered to a slow drizzle, though he doubted the reprieve 
would last long.

Wind whistled through the empty downtown streets in an 
eerie cadence. Hunching his shoulders against it, Cole hefted his 
du�el into his truck. He’d make a quick stop by the hospital to 
check on Agnes and the two still-unidentified passengers—then 
swing by the house to talk with Kayden.

Tariuk Island Regional Medical Center sat at the top of the 
hill overlooking Main Street. Cole left his truck parked in front 
of the fire station and walked the distance. He passed the sheri�’s 
station on the way and ducked his head in, catching Landon as 
he was finishing up his report.

Landon lifted his chin in greeting. “I just got o� the phone 
with Ginny Reid.”

“How’s she doing?”
“Lousy. Sheri�’s with her now. I think I’ll ride over and see 

if there’s anything I can do.”
“Let me know how I can help.”
“Will do.”
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“Any word on the passengers?”
“Ginny said when Henry left for Anchorage this afternoon 

he was planning to pick up a man named—” Landon lifted his 
notepad—“Mark Olsen, and Agnes Grey, of course. But when 
he called her before leaving Anchorage he said two others were 
added. She didn’t even know their names. Henry said they’d 
settled up when they got to Yancey.”

“I’m heading over to check on Agnes. I’ll see if there’s any 
word on them.”

The disinfectant smell rubbed Cole wrong, always had. The 
overhead glare of bad lighting and starchy white walls only 
compounded his discomfort. The hospital held bad memories, 
and it looked like that record would remain unbroken.

Peggy Wilson leaned against the counter, her brow furrowed 
as she talked on the phone. “I understand that. The insurance 
card says he needs preauthorization, but how on earth are you 
supposed to get preauthorization for an emergency?” She sighed, 
her face reddening.

She looked up, caught sight of Cole, and covered the receiver 
with her hand. “I’m sorry. These insurance companies like to 
drive me insane. What can I do for you?”

“I came to check on Agnes Grey. She was brought in here—”
“An hour ago.” Peggy’s face fell. “I’m sorry. She didn’t make it.”
Cole balled his hands at his side. If  he’d been faster . . . 

stronger . . .
“They tried resuscitating her, but it was no use. Her heart 

just wouldn’t beat.”
Cole swallowed. “Any word on the couple brought in?”
Peggy bit her bottom lip. “I’m afraid they didn’t make it 

either. They were pronounced DOA.”
He closed his eyes as regret bit deep. “I really thought they had 

a chance.” Maybe if he’d taken them out in a di�erent order . . .
Her thick hand clamped on his. “I’m sorry, sugar.”
“So am I.”
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He exited through the automatic doors into the crisp, black 
night, his heart heavy.

Agnes Grey, gone.
He headed down the quiet street, past darkened shop win-

dows, past the Russian-American Trading Post, where Agnes 
lived and worked.

Yancey wouldn’t be the same without the venerable Lady Grey.
And Bailey? His step faltered as her beautiful face flashed 

before him. How would she take the news of her beloved aunt’s 
passing?
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A W A R D - W I N N I N G  S E R I E S

C H E S A P E A K E  V A L O R



In college, Griffin McCray and his three best friends had 
their lives planned out. Griffin and Luke Gallagher would 
join the Baltimore Police Department, Declan Grey would 
head to the FBI, and Parker Mitchell would study to become 
a crime scene analyst. But then Luke vanished before grad-
uation and their world--and friendships--crumbled. 

Now years later, Griffin has left the police and his friend-
ships behind. Still trying to forget a case that went bad 
when he was a SWAT team sniper, he's living a quiet life as 
a park ranger at Gettysburg. Quiet until skeletal remains are 
uncovered near Little Round Top--and they aren't Civil 
War-era. Griffin just wants the case to go away, but charm-
ing forensic anthropologist Finley Scott discovers evidence 
pointing to the work of an expert sniper. When FBI agent 
Declan Grey steps in to take over the case, past and present 
collide. Griffin soon realizes he'll need to confront some of 
the darkest days of his life if he--and those he cares 
about--are going to escape a downward spiral of crime, 
danger, and murder.

C O L D  S H O T

Blacklisted in the photography business when one of her 
shots causes a scandal, but desperate to somehow contin-
ue in the profession, Avery Tate answered an ad for a crime 
scene photographer. She fully expected to be laughed at, 
but crime scene analyst Parker Mitchell hired her out-
right–taking time to teach her the trade. Now she’s half in 
love with the man, half terrified to even acknowledge her 
feelings, and completely hooked on the job–until the next 
crime hits too close to home.

Avery attends the gallery opening of a new photography 
exhibit to support her best friend who modeled for the 
show. The only image of her, though, is a chilling photo of 
her posing dead. Only the photographer insists he didn’t 
take the shot, and Avery’s friend can’t be found.
As Avery and Parker, along with Parker’s brilliant friends, 
begin to dig into the mystery, they find themselves 
face-to-face with a dangerous, relentless, and deadly threat 
which could endanger them all.
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"The wrath is coming" were the final words that FBI agent 
Declan Grey heard the suicide bomber say. Now Declan is in 
the chase of his life--but isn't sure exactly what he's chas-
ing after or when the threat will be unleashed on American 
soil. When his investigation's best clue leads him to a 
closed immigrant community, he turns to Tanner Shaw for 
assistance. She's sought justice for refugees and the dis-
placed around the world, and if there's anyone who can 
help him, it's Tanner. 

Tanner Shaw has joined the FBI as a crisis counselor . . . 
meaning she now has more opportunity to butt heads with 
Declan. As they work together to uncover the mounting 
threat, the tension between them also includes a spark she 
can't deny--and she's pretty sure Declan feels the same. 
But before anything more can develop, they find them-
selves in a race against time to stop the coming "wrath" 
that could cost thousands their lives.

B L I N D  S P O T

Burning debris littering the ground . . . smoke pluming in 
the acrid air . . . this is just the beginning if he fails.

Seven years ago, operative Luke Gallagher vanished to 
become part of an elite team set on capturing a deadly 
terrorist. When Luke returns to face those he left behind, 
their help becomes his only hope of stopping his target's 
latest threat of an attack that would shake America to its 
core.

Private investigator Kate Maxwell never stopped loving or 
looking for Luke after he disappeared. But she also never 
imagined he left her or his life by choice. Now he's back, 
and together they must unravel a twisting thread of secrets, 
lies, and betrayal, all while on the brink of a biological 
disaster. 

Will they and their love survive, or will Luke and Kate 
become the terrorist's next mark?

P R E O R D E R

T O D A Y !
( c o m i n g  

J u l y  2 0 1 8 )
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C O L D  S H O T  

M E E T  T H E  C H A R A C T E R S



W H A T  R E A D E R S  A R E  S A Y I N G

“Pettrey’s third Chesapeake Valor novel is a 

major thrill ride with some fascinating twists. 

There are two plots here — one continuing

from previous novels and one that wraps up 

within the tale. The romance is sweet and 

beautifully developed, and the action is 

basically non-stop. The interaction between 

Declan and Tanner is heartwarming and

believable, and the puzzles they solve will 

appeal to mystery lovers everywhere.”

- Romantic Times 4 Stars

“Forensic anthropologist Finley Scott and 

Ranger Griffin McCray get closer to a 

murderous sniper as they get closer to each 

other in Pettrey’s (Shattered) first book in her 

new Chesapeake Valor series…Readers will 

empathize with the well-crafted and 

believable characters in this tense opening 

to her new series.” 

- Publisher’s Weekly

“The first book in Pettrey’s new Chesapeake 

Valor series starts with action, intrigue, and a 

cast of fascinating characters. The combination 

of a present-day crime intertwined with crimes 

that haunt the characters makes for a gripping 

storyline with great potential for future install-

ments.”

- RT Book Reviews

“Fans of Pettrey (Sabotaged) will adore this new 

romantic suspense series. Dynamic protagonists 

and an increasingly tense narrative set the 

scene for a harrowing and thrilling ride. As the 

tension ratchets up, a growing romantic chemis-

try between Griffin and the charming Finley 

builds as well. The author provides just enough 

backstory to set up the rest of the series nicely. 

A solid pick for adrenaline fiction junkies.” 

-Library Journal

“Best-selling Pettrey (Sabotaged, 2015) 

 begins a brand new romantic suspense series, 

Chesapeake Valor. In the first installment, 

forensic anthropologist Finley Scott finishes 

her historical dig near Gettysburg, only to be 

drawn into the case of a much more recent 

burial. Gettysburg park ranger Griffin McCray 

discovers the body, and he sticks with Finley 

throughout the investigation as his past life as 

a sniper quickly becomes essential to 

their effort… 

Pettrey’s fast-paced tale offers smart 

characters who know romance won’t work until 

they are able to deal with their personal issues. 

As they confront their pasts, their tracking of 

the killer leads them into a tangled web of 

historical violence, guaranteeing that readers 

will stay on the edge of their seats.” 

- Booklist
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og wafted over the silent hilltop, dancing in eerie waves 

amidst the centuries-old trees, the weathered trunks the 

sole markers of the lost graves littering the grounds surround-

ing them.

Shoving his frost-nipped fingers into his sti� jeans pockets, 

Angus Reed shifted his weight, trying to pump some warmth 

into his limbs. His cousin Ralph moved slowly, methodically, 

over the grid they’d compiled.

Gazing up at the slip of a moon glimmering behind the 

clouds, he whispered, “Come on. Stay out just a while longer.”

It was too risky to use any light other than the moon’s, even 

if it was the observant ranger’s night o�. Angus shook his head. 

The man possessed a level of dedication and fastidious atten-

tion to detail the other rangers did not.

His leg twitched. The search was taking too long. “Any-

thing?” They should have found it by now.

“Shh,” Ralph hissed. “I gotta concentrate.”

The twitching intensified. Concentrate quicker.
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An owl screeched overhead, sending Angus’s heart racing. He 

caught a glimpse of its shadow disappearing with the moonlight 

into the thickening cloud cover.

“Maybe we should come back another night.”

Ralph’s detector hummed to life.

Angus smiled. He knew it. Too many men had died on this 

hill. Many left to rot in mass graves, even more unaccounted 

for—just like his great-great-great-grandpappy.

Why should that woman and her team get all the treasure just 

because they had a sanctioned dig? His kin died defending this 

hill. Why should some anthro-archaeologist or whatever she was 

swoop in and steal what belonged to the families of those lost?

Nah. He was taking what was his—a chunk of the history 

his kin helped shape.

The detector whirred to a fevered pitch at the base of a 

gnarled oak tree, and Angus’s shoulders slumped with hard-

earned relief. About time.

“Told ya.” Ralph snickered. “Get the shovel—and some light.”

The thickening cloud cover left them no choice. They needed 

some light to work by. Resting the flashlight on the ground 

would hopefully limit the beam’s reach.

Clutching the handle, he cut into the earth. A foot down, the 

tip of his metal shovel twanged o� a hard shock of resistance.

Ralph gaped at him with a tooth-filled grin. Angus couldn’t 

remember the last time he witnessed his burly cousin smile—the 

sight bringing the days of them as young ’uns running wild 

through the Pennsylvania countryside back with a whoosh.

Pulling a trowel from his bag, Angus aimed the light down-

ward and set to work uncovering the source of resistance.
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Gri�n grabbed a flashlight from his desk drawer and slipped 

it into his belt loop. He preferred the stillness of night, nothing 

but the moonlight to guide his steps, but the moon had all but 

disappeared behind the burgeoning blackness of sky about to 

let loose with rain. Hopefully he’d get his rounds in before it 

started. Leave it to Hank to get married on a cold, soon-to-be 

very wet, November night.

Not that he minded swapping shifts. In fact, he far preferred 

patrolling the park after hours, without the usual throng of 

tourists—just him and the battles’ casualties sharing the hal-

lowed ground. He’d drive the necessary perimeter, then park 

behind Devil’s Den and climb to his favorite lookout, which 

a�orded him the best surveying spot outside of the tower.

His gun in his holster, he shrugged on his coat and zipped it 

up. Grabbing his hat o� the hook by the station door, he stepped 

out into the brisk night. The air was thick and held the promise 

of rain, the fresh scent tantalizingly close.

Clearing the lower grounds, he made it to Devil’s Den before 

the rain began. After parking his car, he took o� on foot from 

the boulder-strewn area, heading for Little Round Top. Yes, 

there was a road winding around the back side of the hill fa-

mous for the 20th Maine’s heroic stando�, but driving took the 

fun out of it. This time of year he was likely to see deer—even 

bats if he was silent enough—blending in with the darkness.

Cresting the rise, a faint glow caught his attention.

Halting, he listened.

Two mu�ed voices.

He crept closer, pulling his weapon. Vandals or relic hunt-

ers, most likely. Either way he wasn’t approaching multiple 

unknowns unarmed.

“There it is!” a man hollered.
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“Keep digging,” a second man responded.

Gri�n’s jaw clenched as the men and the grave they were 

desecrating came into view.

“Looks like we found ourselves a soldier and some fine arti-

facts.”

Gri�n clicked on his flashlight, holding his weapon steady. 

“Oh, I’d say you found yourselves a whole lot more than that.”

Finley’s phone vibrated against her rib cage.

Please be an out.

Slipping it from her clutch nestled tightly between her body 

and the sti� chair arm in the darkened concert hall, she glanced 

at the number and recognition dawned.

Ranger McCray? Seriously? At nine o’clock on a Saturday 

night? The man really had no life outside of work. She looked 

over at the date her mother had set her up on and winced. Ac-

tually, she was only pretending at one. Had been ever since . . .

Blackness flashed before her eyes, and then the shining light. 

She blinked, her chest tightening, her palms moistening.

No. Not now. Not surrounded by all these people. Please.

Nauseated terror sloshed over her in a clawing rush, frustra-

tion and irritation following. How could it come on so fast?

Do the stupid breathing thing.

Sucking in what was supposed to be a deep inhale, her rib 

cage barely inched up, but she focused on the stage before her 

and forced herself to release the pitiful amount of air slowly, 

like a balloon squeaking out tiny spurts as it deflated. One, 

two, three, four.

She let the memory of panic drop, or at least pretended to. She 

was getting good at that—pretending. But she had no choice. 
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She refused to let the world see what a mess she’d become. 

Least of all, a ranger who was too uptight for his own good—or 

anyone else’s.

At least with Ranger McCray what you saw was what you 

got. He didn’t tiptoe around her, which was refreshing, but then 

again, he didn’t know. Though she doubted it would make a 

di�erence. The man possessed no filter, no sense of pretense, 

which she admired . . . at least half the time. The other half she 

wanted to throttle his ridiculously handsome neck.

God was using McCray and their time together as a test. 

She’d sensed it the first time they met, but it was a test she’d 

ignore. Despite what God thought, she was anything but ready 

for it.

Her phone vibrated again in her palm, and she looked back to 

it. Clicking on the voice message, she held it to her ear, attempt-

ing to ignore the o�ended looks of the other concert patrons.

“Ms. Scott,” Ranger McCray began with that tone—his 

nerve-pricking emphasis on Ms., which burrowed under her 

skin. How many times had she asked him to call her Finley?

“This is Chief Ranger McCray from Gettysburg National 

Military Park.”

Like she didn’t know who the infernal man was. If she’d had 

any idea the planned three-month dig would run so far past es-

timated completion, that she’d be forced to endure his brooding 

and incessant lectures about disturbing hallowed ground over 

and over, she never would have applied for the grant in the first 

place. It seemed a safe enough job. Controlled. Helpful. Just how 

she needed to spend her summer. But she hadn’t foreseen Ranger 

McCray or the feelings he stirred—both the good and the bad.

“We’ve got a . . . situation. Could use your expertise. Come 

as soon as you get this.”
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What possible situation could he have with an archaeological 

dig at a Civil War battlefield at nine o’clock on a Saturday night?

He, of all people, would manage to find one.

Glancing over, she found Kirk’s basset-hound-brown eyes 

staring at her. “Is everything copacetic?”

“Actually, no.” Beginning with his use of the word copac-

etic. Was that the fourth or fifth time he’d used it tonight? She 

gripped her clutch. “Work emergency. I’m afraid I have to go.”

Gri�n tapped his booted foot. How long was this going to take? 

She lived an hour away, and it had already been an hour and a half.

He rested against the two-hundred-year-old oak, garnering 

a little shelter from the downpour.

Ralph and Angus Reed were now in the custody of Gettys-

burg police under charges of trespassing, vandalism, and grave 

desecration. Once Ms. Scott found time to arrive and determine 

the general age and possible identification of the remains, they’d 

know if further charges would apply. Feeling a storm in the air 

and in his knee, he’d quickly tarped the site as the first drops 

of rain fell, but the sooner she arrived, the sooner the proper 

processing could begin.

Twenty minutes later the storm subsided and he bent to exam-

ine the condition of the remains, praying the tarp had done its duty.

Shining a flashlight on the exposed bone, he froze.

Was that . . . ?

He leaned closer, examining the ring still hanging around the 

metacarpal and what appeared to be soft tissue holding it there.

He swallowed.

If what he was looking at was in fact soft tissue, this was not 

a Civil War–era grave—it was a modern one.
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I thoroughly hope you’ve enjoyed a glimpse 

into my books and writing life. To fully 

engage in the story-worlds of both series, 

visit www.danipettry.com/books for a full 

immersion experience filled with all the 

character dossiers, story recipes, 

behind-the-scenes-inspiration boards, video 

tours of on-site locations, and much, much 

more! Hope to connect with you there! 
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