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CASE 1: The Widow’s Game

Episode 4: Reckoning
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The storm caught him ten miles out.

Wind hit sideways, cutting spray into needles. Waves stacked short and nasty, not the long roll he liked. The sky was one flat bruise over the Atlantic and Elena’s clean yacht pitched hard enough to make loose gear walk. Jack Colder kept one hand on the rail, one on the cabin handle, and told himself bad weather was good. Bad weather meant no tour boats, no Harbor Patrol joyrides, no phones held up for video. Bad weather meant private.

Below, in the engine space rental companies never photograph, a very rich, very angry man kept trying to shout through a gag.

Colder heard it when the wind dropped. Hoarse, drugged, furious. Not scared. Mad. The sound of money tied up and not used to it.

“I know,” Colder said. “None of this was on your calendar.”

He pulled the hatch and dropped.

Heat from the engines fought with wet salt. Smell was diesel, bilge, and human. The man on the deck was taped, cuffed to a stanchion, ankles tethered, linen jacket thrown over marina sweats like someone had grabbed what was close. Hair wet with sweat. Eyes wide.
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