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 Prologue

It was a hell of a place to meet a snitch. A cold night, a dark street, with the smell of whiskey and sweat seeping through the pores of the bar door at his back. Colt drew easily on a slim cigar as he studied the spindly bag of bones who’d agreed to sell him information. Not much to look at, Colt mused—short, skinny, and ugly as homemade sin. In the garish light tossed fitfully by the neon sign behind them, his informant looked almost comical.

But there was nothing funny about the business at hand.

“You’re a hard man to pin down, Billings.”

“Yeah, yeah …” Billings nibbled on a grimy thumb, his gaze sweeping up and down the street. “A guy keeps healthy that way. Heard you were looking for me.” He studied Colt, his eyes flying up, then away, soaring on nerves. “Man in my position has to be careful, you know? What you want to buy, it don’t come cheap. And it’s dangerous. I’d feel better with my cop. Generally I work through the cop, but I ain’t been able to get through all day.”

“I’d feel better without your cop. And I’m the one who’s paying.” To illustrate his point, Colt drew two fifties from his shirt pocket. He watched Billings’s eyes dart toward the bills and linger greedily. Colt might be a man who’d take risks, but buying a pig in a poke wasn’t his style. He held the money out of reach.

“Talk better if I had a drink.” Billings jerked his head toward the doorway of the bar behind them. A woman’s laugh, high and shrill, burst through the glass like a gunshot.

“You talk just fine to me.” The man was a bundle of raw nerves, Colt observed. He could almost hear the thin bones rattle together as Billings shifted from foot to foot. If he didn’t press his point now, the man was going to run like a rabbit. And he’d come too far and had too much at stake to lose him now. “Tell me what I need to know, then I’ll buy you a drink.”

“You’re not from around here.”

“No.” Colt lifted a brow, waited. “Is that a problem?”

“Nope. Better you aren’t. They get wind of you …” Billings swiped the back of his hand over his mouth. “Well, you look like you can handle yourself okay.”

“I’ve been known to.” He took one last drag before flicking the cigar away. Its single red eye gleamed in the gutter. “Information, Billings.” To show good faith, Colt held out one of the bills. “Let’s do business.”

Even as Billings’s eager fingers reached out, the frigid air was shattered by the shriek of tires on pavement.

Colt didn’t have to read the terror in Billings’s eyes. Adrenaline and instinct took over, with a kick as quick and hard as a mule’s. He was diving for cover as the first shots rang out.


Chapter 1

Althea didn’t mind being bored. After a rough day, a nice spot of tedium could be welcome, giving both mind and body a chance to recharge. She didn’t really mind coming off a tough ten-hour shift after an even more grueling sixty-hour week and donning cocktail wear or slipping her tired feet into three-inch heels. She wouldn’t even complain about being stuck at a banquet table in the ballroom of the Brown House while speech after droning speech muddled her head.

What she did mind was having her date’s hand slide up her thigh under cover of the white linen tablecloth.

Men were so predictable.

She picked up her wineglass and, shifting in her seat, nuzzled her date’s ear. “Jack?”

His fingers crept higher. “Mmm-hmm?”

“If you don’t move your hand—say, within the next two seconds—I’m going to stab it, really, really hard, with my dessert fork. It would hurt, Jack.” She sat back and sipped her wine, smiling over the rim as he arched a brow. “You wouldn’t play racquetball for a month.”

Jack Holmsby, eligible bachelor, feared prosecutor and guest of honor at the Denver Bar Association Banquet, knew how to handle women. And he’d been trying to get close enough to handle this particular woman for months.

“Thea …” He breathed her name, gifting her with his most charming, crooked smile. “We’re nearly done here. Why don’t we go back to my place? We can …” He whispered into her ear a suggestion that was descriptive, inventive and possibly anatomically impossible.

Althea was saved from answering—and Jack was spared minor surgery—by the sound of her beeper. Several of her tablemates began shifting, checking pockets and purses. Inclining her head, she rose.

“Pardon me. I believe it’s mine.” She walked away with a subtle swish of hips, a long flash of leg. The compact body in the backless purple dress glinting with silver beading caused more than one head to turn. Blood pressures were elevated. Fantasies were woven.

Not unaware, but certainly unconcerned, Althea strode out of the ballroom and into the lobby, toward a bank of phones. Opening her beaded evening bag, which contained a compact, lipstick, ID, emergency cash and her nine-millimeter, she fished out a quarter and made her call.

“Grayson.” While she listened, she pushed back her fall of flame-colored hair. Her eyes, a tawny shade of brown, narrowed. “I’m on my way.”

She hung up, turned and watched Jack Holmsby hurry toward her. An attractive man, she thought objectively. Nicely polished on the outside. A pity he was so ordinary on the inside.

“Sorry, Jack. I have to go.”

Irritation scored a deep line between his brows. He had a bottle of Napoleon brandy, a stack of apple wood and a set of white satin sheets waiting at home. “Really, Thea, can’t someone else take the call?”

“No.” The job came first. It always came first. “It’s handy I had to meet you here, Jack. You can stay and enjoy yourself.”

But he wasn’t giving up that easily. He dogged her through the lobby and out into the brisk fall night. “Why don’t you come by after you’ve finished? We can pick up where we left off.”

“We haven’t left off, Jack.” She handed her parking stub to an attendant. “You have to start to leave off, and I have no intention of starting anything with you.”

She only sighed as he slipped his arms around her. “Come on, Thea, you didn’t come here tonight to eat prime rib and listen to a bunch of lawyers make endless speeches.” He lowered his head and murmured against her lips, “You didn’t wear a dress like that to keep me at arm’s length. You wore it to make me hot. And you did.”

Mild irritation became brittle and keen. “I came here tonight because I respect you as a lawyer.” The quick elbow to his ribs had his breath woofing out and allowed her to step back. “And because I thought we could spend a pleasant evening together. What I wear is my business, Holmsby, but I didn’t choose it so that you’d grope me under the table or make ludicrous suggestions as to how I might spend the rest of my evening.”

She wasn’t shouting, but neither was she bothering to keep her voice down. Anger glinted in her voice, like ice under fog. Appalled, Jack tugged at the knot of his tie and darted glances right and left.

“For God’s sake, Althea, keep it down.”

“Exactly what I was going to suggest to you,” she said sweetly.

Though the attendant was all eyes and ears, he politely cleared his throat. Althea turned to accept her keys. “Thank you.” She offered him a smile and a generous tip. The smile had his heart skipping a beat, and he didn’t glance at the bill before tucking it into his pocket. He was too busy dreaming.

“Ah … drive carefully, miss. And come back soon. Real soon.”

“Thanks.” She tossed her hair back, then slid gracefully behind the wheel of her reconditioned Mustang convertible. “See you in court, Counselor.” Althea gunned the engine and peeled out.

*   *   *

Murder scenes, whether indoors or out, in an urban, suburban or pastoral setting, had one thing in common: the aura of death. As a cop with nearly ten years’ experience, Althea had learned to recognize it, absorb it and file it away, while going about the precise and mechanical business of investigation.

When Althea arrived, a half block had been secured. The police photographer had finished recording the scene and was already packing up his gear. The body had been identified. That was why she was here.

Three black-and-whites sat, their lights flashing blue and their radios coughing static. Spectators— for death always drew them—were straining against the yellow police tape, greedy, Althea knew, for a glimpse of death to reaffirm that they were alive and untouched.

Because the night was cool, she grabbed the wrap she’d tossed into the backseat of her car. The emerald-green silk kept the chill off her arms and back. Flashing her badge to the rookie handling crowd control, she slipped under the barricade. She was grateful when she spotted Sweeney, a hard-bitten cop who had twice her years on the job and was in no hurry to give up his uniform.

“Lieutenant.” He nodded to her, then took out a handkerchief and made a valiant attempt to clear his stuffy nose.

“What have we got here, Sweeney?”

“Drive-by.” He stuffed the handkerchief back into his pocket. “Dead guy was standing in front of the bar, talking.” He gestured to the shattered window of the Tick Tock. “Witnesses say a car came by, moving north, fast. Sprayed the area with bullets and kept going.”

She could still smell the blood, though it was no longer fresh. “Any bystanders hit?”

“Nope. Couple of cuts from flying glass, that’s all. They hit their mark.” He glanced over his shoulder, and down. “He didn’t have a chance, Lieutenant. Sorry.”

“Yeah, me too.” She stared down at the form sprawled on the stained concrete. There’d been nothing much to him to begin with, she thought. Now there was less. He’d been five-five, maybe a hundred and ten soaking wet, spindly bones and had had a face even a mother would have been hard-pressed to love.

Wild Bill Billings, part-time pimp, part-time grifter and full-time snitch.

And, damn it, he’d been hers.

“Forensics?”

“Been and gone,” Sweeney confirmed. “We’re ready to put him on ice.”

“Then do it. Got a list of witnesses?”

“Yeah, mostly useless. It was a black car, it was a blue car. One drunk claims it was a chariot driven by flaming demons.” He swore with inventive expertise, knowing Althea well enough not to worry about her taking offense.

“We’ll take what we can get.” She scanned the crowd—bar types, teenagers looking for action, a scattering of the homeless and—

Her antenna vibrated as she locked in on one man. Unlike the others, he wasn’t goggle-eyed with either revulsion or excitement. He stood at his ease, his leather bomber jacket open to the wind, revealing a chambray shirt, a glint of silver on a chain. His rangy build made her think he’d be fast on his feet. Snug, worn jeans rode down long legs and ended at scuffed boots. Hair that might have been dark blond or brown ruffled in the breeze and curled well over his collar.

He smoked a thin cigar, his eyes scanning the scene as hers had. The light wasn’t good, but she decided he looked tanned, which suited the sharply defined face. The eyes were deep-set, and the nose was long, and just shy of being narrow. The mouth was strong, the kind that looked as though it could thin into a sneer easily.

Some instinct had her dubbing him a pro before his eyes shifted and locked on hers with an impact like a bare-fisted punch.

“Who’s the cowboy, Sweeney?”

“The— Oh.” Sweeney’s tired face creased in what might have been a smile. Damned if she hadn’t called it, he thought. The guy looked as though he should be wearing a Stetson and riding a mustang. “Witness,” he told her. “Victim was talking to him when he got hit.”

“Is that so?” She didn’t look around when the coroner’s team dealt with the body. There was no need to.

“He’s the only one to give us a coherent account.” Sweeney pulled out his pad, wet his thumb and flipped pages. “Says it was a black ’91 Buick sedan, Colorado plates Able Charlie Frank. Says he missed the numbers ’cause the plate lights were out and he was a little busy diving for cover. Says the weapon sounded like an AK-47.”

“Sounded like?” Interesting, she thought. She’d kept her eyes level with her witness’s. “Maybe—” She broke off when she spotted her captain crossing the street. Captain Boyd Fletcher walked directly to the witness, shook his head, then grinned and enveloped the other man in the masculine equivalent of an embrace. There was a lot of back-thumping.

“Looks as though the captain’s handling him for now.” Althea pocketed her curiosity as she would a treat to be saved for later. “Let’s finish up here, Sweeney.”

*   *   *

Colt had watched her from the moment one long, smooth leg swung out of the door of the Mustang. A lady like that was worth watching—well worth it. He’d liked the way she moved—with an athletic and economical grace that wasted neither time nor energy. Certainly he’d liked the way she looked. Her neat, sexy little body had just enough curves to whet a man’s appetite, and with all that green-and-purple silk rippling in the wind … The sunburst of hair, blowing away from a cool cameo face, brought much more interesting things to a man’s mind than his grandmother’s heirloom jewelry.

It was a cold night, and one look at that well-packed number had Colt thinking about heat.

It wasn’t such a bad way to keep warm while he waited. He wasn’t a man who waited well under the best of circumstances.

He hadn’t been particularly surprised to see her flash ID to the baby-faced cop at the barricade. She carried authority beautifully on her luscious swimmer’s shoulders. Idly lighting a cigar, he decided she was an assistant DA, then realized his error when she went into conference with Sweeney.

The lady had cop written all over her.

Late twenties, he figured, maybe five-four without those ankle-wrecking heels, and a tidy one-ten.

They sure were making cops in interesting packages these days.

So he waited, sizing up the scene. He didn’t have any feelings one way or the other about the remains of Wild Bill Billings. The man was no good to him now.

He’d dig up something, or someone, else. Colt Nightshade wasn’t a man to let murder get in his way.

When he felt her watching him, he drew smoke in lazily, chuffed it out. Then he shifted his gaze until it met hers. The tightening in his gut was unexpected—it was raw and purely sexual. The one fleeting instant when his mind was wiped clean as glass was more than unexpected. It was unprecedented. Power slapped against power. She took a step toward him. He let out the breath he’d just realized he was holding.

His preoccupation made it easy for Boyd to come up behind him and catch him unawares.

“Colt! Son of a bitch!”

Colt turned, braced and ready for anything. But the flat intensity in his eyes faded into a grin that might have melted any woman within twenty paces.

“Fletch.” With the easy warmth he reserved for friends, Colt returned the bear hug before stepping back to take stock. He hadn’t seen Boyd in nearly ten years. It relieved him to see that so little had changed. “Still got that pretty face, don’t you?”

“And you still sound like you’ve just ridden in off the range. God, it’s good to see you. When’d you get into town?”

“Couple of days ago. I wanted to take care of some business before I got in touch.”

Boyd looked past him to where the coroner’s van was being loaded. “Was that your business?”

“Part of it. I appreciate you coming down like this.”

“Yeah.” Boyd spotted Althea, acknowledging her with an imperceptible nod. “Did you call a cop, Colt, or a friend?”

Colt looked down at the stub of his cigar, dropped it near the gutter and crushed it with his boot. “It’s handy, you being both.”

“Did you kill that guy?”

It was asked so matter-of-factly, that Colt grinned again. He knew Boyd wouldn’t have turned a hair if he’d confessed then and there. “Nope.”

Boyd nodded again. “Going to fill me in?”

“Yep.”

“Why don’t you wait in the car? I’ll be with you in a minute.”

*   *   *

“Captain Boyd Fletcher.” Colt shook his head and chuckled. Though it was after midnight, he was as alert as he was relaxed, a cup of bad coffee in his hand and his scruffy boots propped on Boyd’s desk. “Ain’t that just something?”

“I thought you were raising horses and cattle in Wyoming.”

“I do.” His voice was a drawl, with the faintest whisper of a twang. “Now and again I do.”

“What happened to the law degree?”

“Oh, it’s around somewhere.”

“And the air force?”

“I still fly. Just don’t wear a uniform anymore. How long’s it going to take for that pizza to get here?”

“Just long enough for it to be cold and inedible.” Boyd leaned back in his chair. He was comfortable in his office. He was comfortable on the street. And, as he had been twenty years ago, in their prep school days, he was comfortable with Colt.

“You didn’t get a look at the shooter?”

“Hell, Fletch, I was lucky to make the car before I was diving for cover and chewing asphalt. Not that that’s going to help much. Odds are it was stolen.”

“Lieutenant Grayson’s tracking it. Now, why don’t you tell me what you were doing with Wild Bill?”

“He contacted me. I’ve bee—” He broke off when Althea strolled in. She hadn’t bothered to knock, and she was carrying a flat cardboard box.

“You two order pizza?” She dropped the box onto Boyd’s desk, held out a hand. “Ten bucks, Fletcher.”

“Althea Grayson, Colt Nightshade. Colt’s an old friend.” Boyd dug ten dollars out of his wallet. After folding the bill neatly and tucking it in a pocket of her purse, she set her beaded bag on a stack of files.

“Mr. Nightshade.”

“Ms. Grayson.”

“Lieutenant Grayson,” she corrected. Popping up the lid on the box, she perused the contents, chose a slice. “I believe you were at my crime scene.”

“Sure did look that way.” He lowered his legs so that he could lean forward and take a piece himself. He caught her scent over the aroma of cooling sausage pizza. It was a whole lot more tantalizing.

“Thanks,” she murmured when Boyd passed her a napkin. “I wondered what you were doing there, getting shot at with my snitch.”

Colt’s eyes narrowed. “Your snitch?”

“That’s right.” Like his hair, his eyes couldn’t seem to decide what color they should be, Althea thought. They were caught somewhere between blue and green. And at the moment they were as cold as the wind whipping at the window.

“Bill told me he tried to reach his police contact off and on all day.”

“I was in the field.”

Colt’s brow arched as he skimmed his gaze over the swirl of emerald silk. “Some field.”

“Lieutenant Grayson spent all day putting the cap on a drug operation,” Boyd interjected. “Now, kids, why don’t we start over, and at the beginning?”

“Fine.” Setting her half-eaten slice down, Althea wiped her fingers, then removed her wrap. Colt clenched his teeth to keep his tongue from falling out. Because she was turned away from him, Colt had the painful pleasure of gauging just how alluring a naked back could be when it was slim, straight and framed in purple silk.

After laying her coat over a file cabinet, Althea reclaimed her pizza and sat on the corner of Boyd’s desk.

She knew just what she did to a man, Colt realized. He could see that smug, faintly amused female knowledge in her eyes. Colt had always figured every woman knew her own arsenal down to the last eyelash, but it was tough on a man when the woman was as heavily armed as this.

“Wild Bill, Mr. Nightshade …” Althea began. “What were you doing with him?”

“Talking.” He knew his answer was obstinate, but at the moment he was trying to judge whether there was anything between the sexy lieutenant and his old friend. His old married friend, Colt mused. He was relieved, and more than a little surprised not to scent even a whiff of attraction between them.

“About?” Althea’s voice was still patient, even pleasant. As if, Colt thought, she were questioning a small boy who was mentally deficient.

“The victim was Thea’s snitch,” Boyd reminded Colt. “If she wants the case—”

“And I do.”

“Then it’s hers.”

To buy himself time, Colt reached for another slice of pizza. He was going to have to do something he hated, something that stuck in his craw like bad beef jerky. He was going to have to ask for help. And to get it he was going to have to share what he knew.

“It took me two days to track down Billings and get him to agree to talk to me.” It had also cost him two hundred in bribes to clear the path, but he wasn’t one to count the cost until the final tally. “He was nervous, didn’t really want to talk unless he had his police contact with him. So I made it worth his while.”

He glanced back at Althea. The lady was wiped out, he realized. The fatigue was hard to spot, but it was there—in the slight drooping of her eyelids, the faint shadows under them.

“I’m sorry you lost him, but I don’t think your being there would have changed anything.”

“We won’t know that, will we?” She wouldn’t let the regret color her voice, or her judgment. “Why did you go to so much trouble to contact Bill?”

“He used to have a girl working for him. Jade. Probably her street name.”

Althea let her mind click back, nodded. “Yeah. Little blonde, baby face. She took a couple of busts for solicitation. I’ll have to check, but I don’t think she’s worked the stroll for four or five weeks.”

“That’d be about right.” Colt rose to fill his cup with more of the sludge from the automatic brewer. “It would have been about that long ago that Billings got her a job. In the movies.” If he was going to drink poison, he’d take it like a man, without any cream or sugar to cut the bite. Sipping, he turned back. “I ain’t talking Hollywood. This was the down-and-dirty stuff, for private viewers who have the taste and the money to buy thrills. Videotapes for hard-core connoisseurs.” He shrugged and sat again. “Can’t say it bothers me any, if we’re talking about consenting adults. Though I prefer my sex in the flesh.”

“But we’re not talking about you, Mr. Nightshade.”

“Oh, you don’t have to call me mister, Lieutenant. Seems cold, when we’re discussing such warm topics.” Smiling, he leaned back. He had yet to ruffle her feathers, and for reasons he wasn’t going to take the time to explore, he wanted to ruffle them good and proper. “Well, as it happens, something spooked Jade and she lit out. I’m not one to think a hooker’s got a heart of gold, but this one at least had a conscience. She sent off a letter to a Mr. and Mrs. Frank Cook.” He shifted his gaze to Boyd. “Frank and Marleen Cook.”

“Marleen?” Boyd’s brows shot up. “Marleen and Frank?”

“The same.” Colt’s smile was wry. “More old friends, Lieutenant. As it happens, I was what you might call intimate friends with Mrs. Cook about a million years ago. Being a woman of sound judgment, she married Frank, settled down in Albuquerque and had herself a couple of beautiful kids.”

Althea shifted, crossed her legs with a rustle of silk. The silver dangling over his shirt was a Saint Christopher medal, she noted. The patron saint of travelers. She wondered if Mr. Nightshade felt the need for spiritual protection.

“I assume this is leading somewhere other than down memory lane?”

“Oh, it’s leading right back to your professional front door, Lieutenant. I just prefer the circular route now and then.” He took out a cigar, running it through his long fingers before reaching for his lighter. “About a month ago, Marleen’s oldest girl—that’s Elizabeth. You ever meet Liz, Boyd?”

Boyd shook his head. He didn’t like where this was heading. Not one bit. “Not since she was in diapers. What is she, twelve?”

“Thirteen. Just.” Colt flicked his lighter on, sucked his cigar to life. Though he knew, all too well, that the tang of smoke wouldn’t cloud the bitter taste in his throat. “Pretty as a picture, like her mama. Got Marleen’s hair-trigger temper, too. There was some trouble at home, the kind I imagine most families have some time or other. But Liz got her back up and took off.”

“She ran away?” Althea understood the runaway’s mind well. Too well.

“Tossed a few things in her backpack and took off. Needless to say, Marleen and Frank have been living in hell the past few weeks. They contacted the police, but the official route wasn’t getting them very far.” He blew out smoke. “No offense. Ten days ago they called me.”

“Why?” Althea asked.

“Told you. We’re friends.”

“Do you usually track down pimps and dodge bullets for friends?”

She had a way with sarcasm, all right, Colt mused. It was one more weapon in the arsenal. “I do favors for people.”

“Are you a licensed investigator?”

Pursing his lips, Colt studied the tip of his cigar. “I’m not big on licenses. I put out some feelers, had a little luck tracing her north. Then the Cooks got Jade’s letter.” Clamping his cigar between his teeth, he drew a folded sheet of floral stationery from his inside jacket pocket. “Save time if you read it yourself,” he said, and passed it to Boyd. Althea rose, going behind Boyd’s back, laying a hand on his shoulder as she read with him.

It was a curiously intimate and yet asexual gesture. One, Colt decided, that spoke of friendship and trust.

The handwriting was as girlishly fussy as the paper. But the content, Althea noted, had nothing to do with flowers and ribbons and childhood fancies.

 

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Cook,

I met Liz in Denver. She is a nice kid. I know she is really sorry she ran away and would come back now if she could. I would help her out, but I got to get out of town. Liz is in trouble. I would go to the cops, but I’m scared and I don’t think they listen to someone like me. She is not cut out for the life, but they won’t let her go. She is young and so pretty, and they are making lots of money from the movies I think. I have been in the life for five years, but some of the stuff they want us to do for the camera gives me the creeps. I think they killed one of the girls, so I am getting out before they kill me. Liz gave me your address and asked me to write and say she was sorry. She’s real scared and I hope you find her okay.

 

Jade

 

P.S. They have a place up in the mountains where they do the movies. And there is an apartment on Second Avenue.

 

Boyd didn’t give the letter back, but laid it on his desk. He had a daughter of his own. He thought of Allison, sweet, feisty and six, and had to swallow a hot ball of sick rage.

“You could have come to me with this. You should have come to me.”

“I’m used to working alone.” Colt drew on his cigar again before tamping it out. “In any case, I intended to come to you after I put a few things together. I got the name of Jade’s pimp, and I wanted to shake him down.”

“And now he’s dead.” Althea’s voice was flat as she turned to stare out of Boyd’s window.

“Yeah.” Colt studied her profile. It wasn’t just anger he felt from her. There was a lot more mixed up with it. “Word must have gotten back that I was looking for him, and that he was willing to talk to me. Leads me to think that we’re dealing with well-connected slime, and slime that doesn’t blink at murder.”

“This is a police matter, Colt,” Boyd said quietly.

“No argument.” Ready to deal, he spread his hands. “It’s also a personal matter. I’m going to keep digging, Fletch. There’s no law against it. I’m the Cooks’ representative—their lawyer, if we need a handle.”

“Is that what you are?” Her emotions under control again, Althea turned back to him. “A lawyer?”

“When it suits me. I don’t want to interfere with your investigation,” he said to Boyd. “I want the kid back—safely back—with Marleen and Frank. I’ll cooperate completely. Anything I know, you’ll know. But it has to be quid pro quo. Give me a cop to work with on this, Boyd.” He smiled a little—just a quirk at the corner of his mouth, as if he were amused at himself. “And you of all people know how much I hate asking for an official partner on a job. But it’s Liz that matters, all that matters. You know I’m good.” He leaned forward. “You know I won’t back off. Let me have your best man, and let’s get these bastards.”

Boyd pressed his fingers to his tired eyes. He could, of course, order Colt to back off. And he’d be wasting his breath. He could refuse to cooperate, could refuse to share any information the department unearthed. And Colt would work around him. Yes, he knew Colt was good, and he had some idea of the kind of work he’d done while in the military.

It would hardly be the first time Boyd Fletcher had bent the rules. His decision made, he gestured toward Althea.

“She’s my best man.”
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