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CHAPTER ONE
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Cameron Walsh prowled the hall at the hospital, waiting for his brother's old buddy to return his call and imagining the bullet he'd lodge between the eyes of Nigel Rowe, YouTube host and general thorn in Cam's side. Rowe had stolen their discovery of an Alaskan gold mine, sparked the disappearance of Cam's father, and caused the death of his brother, Jerry. Not to mention this whole hospital visit: Mama in bed for a week, babbling when she was alert enough to speak at all—

"Hey, Cam. She's lucid." Hannah's boot heels clicked as she walked toward him, beckoning. "They said she can have coffee, and Lord knows I could use some."

"She still going on about—him?"

"Big time." Hannah shrugged. "Maybe she's not wrong."

"You cannot be serious."

His sister tipped her head one way, then the other. "I dunno, Cam. We've been slogging through the desert for weeks now, and we got nothing to show for it. No gold, no pearls. We lost Jerry, and almost lost Mama. Maybe we oughta think about picking something else to go after." She squeezed his biceps. "You've been working so hard. Surely you want a rest as much as we do."

Could've sworn, when they got to Baja, that she'd been the gung-ho one, while he'd been looking to retire. "Look for something else. Like a desk job, you mean?"

With a toss of her hair, Hannah said, "Don't be a jerk. There's a lot of ground between treasure hunting and desk jockeying. We got skills, we just go apply them someplace else. There's plenty of gold left to find."

"Yeah, like the pirate ship Content, for example." That haul, worth millions, plus the historic value was Rowe's latest victory. It dominated the news for the last few days, along with the arrest of a single criminal. That guy was the sole surviving member of the outfit that had been trying to undercut local conservation efforts. All thanks to Cam's nemesis, Nigel Rowe. Huge windfall, criminals thwarted, tied up with a neat little bow. How many ways could the guy be a freaking hero? If that made Cam something else entirely, he'd take it—along with Rowe's head.

Hannah leaned in a little to whisper, "Besides, Jerry's not gonna last forever." She met his eye sidelong, then pulled away. "What d'you want? Triple espresso?" With a flash of her smile, she said, "I can't tell you how nice it is to be back to civilization, not have to drink instant coffee from a tin cup."

"Get me an Americano. I'll hang with Mama." He pointed toward their mother's door as his sister strode off down the hall and out the hospital's entrance. Even the term "hospital" was pretty grand for a building smaller than an American day care center. What, like thirty rooms? Best that Cabo San Lucas had to offer, and didn't Mama deserve the best.

Cam ruffled back his hair and went to Mama's door, making sure he knocked first. She sat propped on pillows while a doctor unwound the bandage on her scalp. Mary Martha Walsh. "Mama" even to her friends, much less her three—make that two—children.

At Cam's knock, she looked up, radiant, and held her hand out to him. "Cameron, honey. I had the most wonderful dream."

Pasting on a smile, Cam went to join her, accepting her hand with a squeeze. Since the shooting, she'd been more spiritual, more interested in contact and sharing and all the crap Cam couldn't care less about. He braced for impact and said, "Go on, Mama, tell me about it."

Her gaze drifted skyward. "I was lying on the ground, with the blue sky above me. It was a holy place, Cam, I could feel that, just being surrounded by those I loved. I offered a gift, and my sacrifice was embraced, and then—"she sniffed, her eyes sheening with tears—"the angel came."

Cam could practically recite the rest, word-for-word. "The angel was holding you, supporting you." He managed to scrub the annoyance from his voice. If he failed, she showed no sign.

"That's right." Her grip tightened her face glowing. "He had eyes the color of the sky, and such a depth of compassion—"

The description made Cam want to vomit, bile literally rising in his throat.

"—I could've just died right then, right in his arms, but he didn't want me to, Cam. He wanted me to live. It was just pouring over me, this pure love—not like something naughty, but something so true—"

Cam's smile had rigor mortis, his gut taut with the effort of holding back the bile. "Let me guess, Mama," he said, cutting short to the end of the story. "The angel had a British accent."

"Why, yes." She laughed, and patted his hand. "I told you this before, didn't I? Doctor says it'll be a little while before it all comes back to me." Her hand moved to her head where the doctor had replaced the large wrap with a small bandage that covered the healing incision over the drilling it had taken to repair her skull.

"Do not have strong activities, si? No climbing, no motorcycles." The doctor admonished her, dividing his glare with Cam. "She can be released I think tomorrow. We will have the papers, but she will be fragile. Her memories will return, I think."

Then she'd remember that her "gift" had been diving in front a bullet meant for Cam, and that her "angel" had been the man who set her up for it, the man who caused the death of her older son, and maybe her husband, too. Lately, Cam felt like the only person who even cared that Jerry was dead.

The phone buzzed, and Cam grinned at the message: Landing in one hour, loaded for bear.

After all, veterans weren't the only ones who had brothers-in-arms: ex-cons formed similar bonds. Jerry's old buddies were on the way, bringing the expertise and equipment to put Rowe off the air, permanently. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Nigel tipped back his hat, letting the sun glaze his unbruised cheek while the other remained in shadow, hiding some of the evidence of all he'd been through. No need for his army of followers to start acting like an army of nannies, eager to patch him up or worse—to kiss it and make it better, as the American mums always said.

"En route through Baja Sur, to Cabo San Lucas at the furthest tip of this remarkable peninsula, one finds a site perhaps even more remarkable than any we've yet surveyed," he told the camera, meeting its glossy, unblinking gaze. Nigel gestured toward the very European town around him. "Santa Rosalia looks unlike any town in Mexico. It was founded not by the indigenous peoples of the region, nor by the Spanish colonizers, but by an entirely unexpected group, a French mining concern, determined to exploit the land's mineral wealth, without sacrificing all the comforts of home."

Behind the camera, Devi Alexander, his bodyguard-turned-producer wore aviator sunglasses that concealed her dark eyes, but not the cynical lift of her eyebrows, urging him to get on with it. Hard to say, now, who turned more heads along the street, his own recognizable self—taller than the average local, with the classic British pallor updated by a well-earned tan, blue eyes twinkling (or else he wasn't doing his job)—or his new companion, a striking, athletic woman of mixed American and sub-continental Indian descent who was fully capable of killing a man without a second glance.

"While most people think about gold and silver in relation to Mexican mining, for the French the money lay in copper, a rich vein they mined for decades, transporting water, building mining camps, and crafting tunnels to sustain their work—tunnels that now stretch for miles beneath the very land where we sit."

A few people stopped to listen, some even filming him, and he tried to sell it with his usual fervor. The aftermath of his recent efforts to locate the lost ship of Pirate Thomas Cavendish left him with stitches in his right shoulder, and a blood-stain on his heart. The task of deploying his sunny disposition wasn't so easy as it once had been. His arm ached if he gestured too broadly. His heart ached if he stayed silent for too long. 

"Aside from turning the territory into the proverbial Swiss cheese, the most valuable French contribution to the local culture—"he put up a finger, hiding his wince of pain—"well, there are the pastries, of course, and I fully intend to avail myself shortly—but perhaps the most unexpected feature is the charming and unusual Iglesia de Santa Barbara, an all-metal fabrication created by none other than Gustave Eiffel himself." Clasping his hands, with an expression of delight, Nigel paused. He held the pose for a moment, then signaled Devi to stop. 

"Church next?" she inquired, strolling closer with the monopod as her staff, the somewhat battered primary camera still perched on top. Nigel had taken the time to clean the bits of hair and flecks of blood from when he'd been forced to wield the camera as a weapon. It was remarkably sturdy. He must remember to mention that to the sponsors who provided it when he delivered his own review of the product.

Devi squatted down, bringing her head to a level with his. He'd prefer to do these monologues while strolling, but his ankle prevented that, at least for today. "Do you need another dose?"

Nigel dropped his left hand. He'd been cradling his right elbow again. "Too soon. Yes, the church." He pushed up and strolled in that direction. "We'll want a slow pan up the steps, then zoom in on the church facade. I'll open the door, yes?"

"You said something about taking a break."

She hadn't moved from her spot, holding the monopod as if about to speak prophecy. Nigel tipped his head. "We're heading for Cabo, where I expect we'll have the chance to—how do you put it—kick back and relax."

"Maybe stay off your ankle for a few days?"

Somehow, he'd not expected his bodyguard to take this level of concern about his body when it wasn't at risk of gunfire, explosion, poison or blade. "I expect so, but I hope you don't expect me to be literally idle."

"Editing, voiceovers, that kind of thing." 

It sounded so deadly dull and poised to give him far too much time to think. "If it's of any help, I fully intend to sleep the rest of the rather lengthy drive to Cabo, presuming you don't require navigational assistance. Will that do?" 

"Nigel. Not that we've been letting this stop us, but there's no roads here. All I have to do is head south." She paused, then added, "Have a doctor take a look at your arm if it's still bothering you that much."

Nigel frowned. "Tesanee's gotten to you, hasn't she."

Devi nearly smiled, a trace expression he'd come to know as surely as a weatherman might read the parting clouds. "Your assistant is very persuasive."

It had been a mistake ever to hand her the phone while a local nurse had been stitching him up after his last adventure—some adventures went more rogue than others, and he surely hadn't expected a bomb-laden pick-up truck or a ex-military mercenary crew led by a man named for a reptile. His first gunshot wound. His last, if he could manage it. "If I give you a raise, will you promise not to speak with her again?"

"Depends." Devi took a few steps, stationing the camera between them. "Might see if she has a counter-offer."

Nigel scowled, then saw the red light go steady to indicate filming. Wonderful—another glimpse of his over-expressive face to spark joy for his legions of fans. He turned away. Such as it was, he had work to do. Hard to put the usual spring in his step, but he made a good show of it, opening the door to usher the camera inside as Devi followed his instructions. Inside, a man waited on a pew near the front, not rising as Nigel drew close. 

"Your guy I assume?" Devi asked. "Where's the band?"

He'd told her once that a good location shoot involved hiring a band, or whatever passed for local art and culture, to spice up an otherwise ordinary scene. "I should never have mentioned my strategies. Now I shall never hear the end of it. But yes, Pierre is here at my request." Nigel walked to the occupied pew and squatted down, holding out his hand to the occupant. "Pierre Richmond? Nigel Rowe. Are you comfortable here for the interview?"

"Si." Pierre appeared to have combed his fringe of white hair over his liver-spotted scalp for the occasion. He perched on an embroidered cushion, his leg stumps thrust out before him, clad in hand-knit socks with vibrant stripes. In the side aisle, a young man lifted his hand to wave, indicating the waiting wheelchair.

"Se necesita, abuelo?" the young man called.

Pierre waved him off, then slapped his palm on the pew next to him. "We stay here. It's good to be at the church. Also, they have the fans." He indicated the numerous ceiling fans mounted along the arched metal roof and side aisles, all blowing at a good clip, trying to keep the historic structure cool enough for its frequent visitors.

Narrow metal ribs and beams, much like those on Eiffel's famous tower, supported white metal panels to form a structure often compared with an Erector Set. Indeed, in a fashion similar to those building toys, the church had been transported from France in pieces, then assembled on site by miners like Pierre, back in 1897 after being disassembled from its display in the fair at Brussels.

Setting his hat on the pew behind him, Nigel chatted with Pierre about life in the mining village prior to 1954, when the French still ran the place, and the El Boleo mine, its raison d'etre. Pierre darted glances at the camera at first, then relaxed into his narrative. He'd been a child, and his father had been the miner, when the French pulled out. "Then there is Mexico. They take over the mine and they try to still extract the copper, but they use the same equipment that's been here since another century." He wafted a hand, indicating days gone by. "It is due to this I have lost my legs." 

He beckoned Nigel closer, and Nigel rested his elbows on his knees, listening keenly, gratified to see Devi zoom in and shift her angle a little. Whatever else might be said of her, she was a quick study. Presumably an asset in her prior line of work with the special forces intelligence service.

Pierre's blue eyes gleamed. "There is tunnels all beneath the hills from so many shafts." His fingers threaded through the air between them, indicating passages like capillaries. "And most, they are not safe, not with the supports and beams. I think the vein we work has no more to offer, but the crew boss, he thinks yes, and so we go, but the rock is no good. When they have set the charges down low, we think we are far enough from the blast..." 

Pierre shook his head with a dismissive gesture. "It is always too close when death rides your tail. There are eight men who go down to the vein that day, and only three return." Then he tipped his hand and grinned. "Two and a half. I am caught beneath the stone, and it is hours, better than a day, before they come for us. By then." He shrugged.

"I can imagine the terror you must've felt, trapped in the darkness." Nigel cupped his chin. 

"It's a long time now. I have the grandchildren, and one of the girls, she is a mine engineer, to make everything safe." He settled his arm along the back of the pew. "To think of this, a girl who can do such a thing." Pierre's eyebrows rose, his eye landing on Devi. "There is still money in the mines, but maybe better to stay out from the hole."

"So there's still mining in the area."

A nod that wafted the white strands of hair from his comb-over, and he raked them back again. "The machines now, and the companies. The miners, not so much. Long time since, there are men who search the mountains for silver. Always, there is the legend, the lost mine, the strong vein." He bunched up his fist and popped a powerful biceps. "For the man so daring, maybe they still get rich, eh?" 

"There are always men in search of silver, it's true."

Pierre jabbed Nigel's chest. "And you? Aren't you one of them? This is all I hear now—this man who comes, he finds the mission and the pearls, and now the Spanish gold. You want the mines, now, the silver?"

The tap against his chest felt hollow, and Nigel said, "What I treasure is meeting the people and learning about the place, hearing your stories."

With a wave of his hand, Pierre said, "So you say, but when the coin falls, then you snatch as fast as anyone." He chuckled to himself. "You'll see. Why else does a man go into the darkness, but to find what matters?"



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE
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The call from his posse gave Cam the jitters, eager to get moving and get this job done. He still had to work out how to find Rowe, isolate him from his bodyguard, not to mention all the crazed fans and locals who glommed onto Rowe's coattails. That had been Rowe's salvation when he rode Cam's own research into the lost mission and claimed its treasure on behalf of a bunch of lazy goatherds. That's why Cam had to call for back-up: no way he could get anywhere near Rowe after all that had happened. Hadn't worked out that part of the plan yet, but at least he'd have help now that Jerry was gone.

On the bed at his side, his mother went on about angels, how they were always depicted with hair to their shoulders and blue eyes, how they had divine voices, and—

How Cam was gonna get through the next few minutes, hours, days without throttling her or jumping out a window was beyond him. The coffee would help when Hannah finally got back. Probably making out with the server.

Good thing few of the buildings topped three stories around here. But maybe he could crash—

"...finding your father, Cameron. I mean, if he's got that kind of knowledge." Mama gazed at him with the sort of blank expectation he associated with dogs, and he wasn't at all sure that the surgery had been as successful as the doctors claimed. 

"He's no angel, Mama," Cam said, for the thousandth time. "Anybody could've done the first aid. He's nothing special."

"Oh, I don't know about that." She pouted. Not so easy now that she'd lost some weight in the hospital. "And you wouldn't say so if you'd've seen that halo around his head. Big as life and glowing like the sun."

"It was the sun, Mama. You took a shot to the head from that woman he works with."

"Oh, no, it's more than that. That's what got me thinking about the mine, Cameron. Don't you think he'd be able to find that Oso Grande mine, that one your father was so keen on?"

The doctor patted Cam's shoulder, leaning close to him to whisper, "Better not to contradict the patient, Señor Walsh. We should assure she is not too agitated." 

In a louder voice, as if Mama were deaf, the doctor said, "Adios, Señora Walsh. I will see you again soon!"

Cam was the one getting agitated, every time his mother mentioned that man. He pinched the bridge of his nose and tried better, for Mama's sake. "Well, he's pretty good at finding things, I gotta admit that. First there was the mission, now the wreck."

The doctor had left, replaced by an identical functionary, this one female and fussing over the equipment plugged in or strapped on to his mother.

"What wreck?" Mama asked, peering at him.

Cam cursed himself for a fool. Shouldn't have said a word. All it would do was enhance Rowe's legend in his mother's mind before he could uproot the damn thing and burn it down.

The nurse glanced up then. Not an identical functionary after all, she looked to be a foreigner like them. "I can't believe you haven't heard! There was this shipwreck? Up the coast by the lagoon, y'know? Where you go see the whales. It's on all the channels."

Mama crossed herself. Slowly. Backwards, from what Cam recalled, but then when was the last time they'd been in a church without looking for gold? When had she ever been? Maybe when she married his dad, but he'd always pictured a chapel with an Elvis impersonator for that big moment.

"There was this British guy?" the nurse carried on. "He's so dreamy, I swear! Here, I'll find it—"

Like he needed to see the man, to see how dreamy he was, and how angelic his voice. Cam didn't want to have to buy the place a new television when he beat Rowe's image to sparks and shatters.

"Not just now, okay?" Cam leaned forward, slipping the remote from the nurse's hand. He offered her a smile with maximum sincerity. "Mama's a little hung up on that guy. I don't know that it's such a good..."

Mama. And the angel. And the idea that Nigel Rowe, of all the people in the world could find the mine his father had been searching for when he’d gone missing. Cam's jumbled thoughts rushed together in a dazzling insight. 

He flicked on the tv with a big, soft smile, leaving the sound off. "Now I think of it, Mama, I'll bet you're right. I've been so—so upset lately, I didn't even think about it that way."

She beamed back at him, though her glance flicked to where the screen showed a reporter standing in the dunes in front of a half-buried wooden ship. An inset promotional photo showed Nigel Rowe at his absolute best. Cam resisted the urge to flip him the finger. From here on out, he had to be all sweetness and light.

Cam slumped a little in his chair, taking his mother's hand in both of his. "With all I've done, Mama, I don't think he'd come anywhere near this if I'm around." 

He swallowed hard, "But you know he cares for you."

Her huge eyes drank in Cam's face. Or maybe Rowe's face, over his shoulder. If anything, her eyes grew even larger. "He sure does!"

"What if...what if I were to go away for a while. Not far, I'll still be around if you need me, but...maybe if you called him, or sent him an email. I'll bet he'd be willing to do it. If you asked him. He'd look for that Oso Grande mine, and maybe we'd finally know if Pop is at peace. I've got a lot to atone for, Mama, and I know it." Dang. Cam managed to tear up, and he compressed his lips like he was holding back the tears as he gazed into his mother's eyes. "Even if I have to lie low for a while, it'd be worth it to know the truth."

"Yes, baby, yes it would. I'm sure my angel would help. I've got copies of all the papers, all the clues your daddy found. It'll be like a big redemption, Nigel Rowe fulfilling our family dream."

Redemption was the furthest thing from Cam's mind, but Mama didn't have to know that. God willing, she'd be recuperating back here in Cabo while Cam did some hunting. She'd never know anything but that her angel got taken right back to heaven.

"Hey, Cam." Hannah's voice drifted over him, along with the blessed scent of coffee. "What'd I miss?"
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True to his word, once they were back in the car, Nigel inflated a portable neck pillow, then leaned the seat back and settled in. 

Thanks to their recent exertions, both of the new vehicles Nigel owned in Baja had been shorn of their window glass and a few other things besides, so they'd been forced to purchase an older model Range Rover, at an exorbitant rate. He'd made a note to check with the company about product placement and see if he couldn't recoup some of the expenditure. After all, he hadn't gotten this far in his new career by being spendthrift. Imagine his mother's horror to know he finally possessed a British automobile, and it had been purchased used! From a farmer! One didn't ride in a vehicle with sheep unless one had purchased lamb for dinner, and even then, one had people for that.

For the first time since his producer had been shot at Las Flores a couple of weeks back, they drove on proper roads, permitting a regular rate of speed and minimal bouncing. The occasional car chase might be exhilarating, but hardly made for a relaxing journey.

To the East, the Sea of Cortez shone blue and glistening. To the West, desert, with mountains beyond. The highway jogged toward the coast, then the interior, depending where a pass might be found or forged to lead to the interior. Pine forest occupied these higher slopes—

"You're meant to be sleeping."

Right. Nigel resolutely pressed his eyes shut, then found his hat in the back seat and tipped it over his face for good measure. The inward-facing dash cam would capture the image, while the outward version would take in the view on his behalf and he could record his voice-overs later. A few hours shut eye might be just the thing...

"What's that?" Devi's voice woke him, very soft, but with a hint of concern.

Nigel popped one eye open and slipped back his hat to eye her. She drove with his phone pressed to her ear. "No, he doesn't," she was saying. "Absolutely not."

"I don't what?" He tried to straighten up, and his arm brushed the door, sending a shiver of pain that made him hiss the next breath.

Deep brown eyes flecked with gold stared back at him, her face impassive. Into the phone she said, "That is a categorical no, Tesanee. I'm hanging up now." She pulled the phone away from her head.

On the other end, Tesanee's voice called, "Nigel!"

"I'm here, and awake. What do you require?" He fumbled with the lever to bring the seat-back up, finally working it with his left hand.

Devi shook her head, her black braid slithering against her bare shoulders. Her thumb hovered over the red icon to hang up. "For the record, this is a very, very bad idea. You didn't hire me for my advice; I'm giving it anyway. Say no. Right now, loud and clear, and tell her not to try again." She held out the phone to Nigel.

Taking over, reminding himself not to press the phone between his head and a shoulder that didn't rise as it should these days, Nigel said, "Tell me what's the matter. What's got her so riled up?"

"She's riled? Do you think so?" Tesanee's Southeast Asian heritage showed in her voice with a certain softness.

"Yes, absolutely." The clock informed him he'd been sleeping for a few hours already. They'd only another hour or so before reaching Cabo. "I take it you'd like me to do something."

"I wouldn't usually bother you with a tip while you're in-country, unless it's in the same country, Nigel." 

"That's the writ, yes." Sounded like an interesting opportunity had come up in Baja. "What've you got for me?"

"It's rather out of your line. But...the informant is something really special, and I think it could give you a bump. A large one."

Nigel tossed his hat to the back seat and ruffled a hand through his hair. "A bump would be lovely. I know that Baja's not as compelling for some viewers."

"Oh, no, the teasers have been testing very well, because—" She broke off.

"Because people keep shooting at me."

"Well...yes."

In the driver's seat, Devi managed to look utterly serene, as if she'd not heard a word of it. Nigel kept his eye on her. "So what you're telling me is, this tip, this possible adventure, is likely to involve people shooting at me?"

"No! Oh, my goodness, no. I don't want people to shoot at you, no. This is...more in the line of a follow-up."

"Methinks the lady doth protest too much."

After a pause Tesanee said, "It's the mother. The woman from that family that you outfoxed in episode eighty-four."

That struck him like the sharp wind off an arctic river. Nigel's hand found the tiny sheathed knife he wore at his throat, a gift from the Yu'pik elder he'd been assisting that day, the first time the Walsh family barged into his life. "The same family that tried to shoot me in episode one-twenty-three, who shot Mike instead—how is Mike, by the way? Recovering at home, I presume?" His producer had nearly bled out in the sand while Nigel fought to keep his blood on the inside where it belonged.

"He's doing great. Very well. Yeah. He's allowed to walk around now, just a little. He'd love to hear from you."

"In the meantime, you've heard from Mary Martha Walsh." Good to know the woman had recovered from her injury, but still. "You've actually spoken with the matriarch of the Clan MacMurder."

Devi touched a finger to her nose and pointed at him, letting him know his remark was right on the nose.

"Mama, yes. She told me to call her Mama." Tesanee giggled. "I guess because of her name? She says everybody calls her that."

"One of her sons died, the other nearly succeeded at offing both myself and Mike." Nigel tempered his voice away from the tension of those memories. His assistant merely safeguarded his online interests, including keeping an eye out for chances to goose the ratings. She hadn't been with them, had, perhaps, not even watched all the footage that showed the Walshes' true nature. "We're not friends with these people, Tesanee. They are not informants, supporters or fans. What could she possibly she want with me? Vengeance, I presume? Trying to arrange a shoot-out at the proverbial corral, OK or otherwise."

"I d—" Tesanee hesitated, then said, "I believe she may be a fan, actually. May've become one. I'm not sure I should tell you all, though. It might inflate your ego."

Honestly, Nigel could use a little inflation at the moment, but he waited, patient.

"She thinks you're an angel, that your magic powers can lead her to her husband's body."
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Hitching up onto a barstool, Cam held up two fingers to the bartender, a man with a mustache that curled at the ends. Could the guy be any more cliche? But then, probably got him better tips in a tourist town like this one. The bartender nodded, but Hannah called out, "Margarita, please! Extra salt." To Cam she added, "In honor of Jerry."

"Not really a joke, is it? Jerry's dead."

Hannah lost her smile. "No, it's not a joke. How about what you said to Mama? What you told her to do? Thought she was the one who'd lost her mind, not you."

"Chill out, Hannah. I'm just setting up for what comes next." 

The bartender placed a cold bottle on the counter in front of Cam then cruised by on his way to another customer. Cam took up the bottle and swung about on his seat, scanning for company.

"Yeah?" Hannah persisted. "What's that, then? Moving her to the loony bin? She keeps going on about angels, that's what's bound to happen y'know, and you reinforcing her fantasies doesn't help. It’s not like she can travel with us if she's not in her right mind."

"Doc says she will be, give it time." He took a pull on the beer. "I got a little work to do in the meantime. A score to settle, for Jerry, and all of us."

Her glass arrived, and he tilted the bottle as if to give a toast, but she glowered at him. "You're going after Rowe and using Mama to do it."

"Clever girl." Beer tasted awfully good to him this afternoon.

"You think that's wise? We're kinda high-profile right now, and so's he. Besides..." she trailed off into something like a sigh.

The pause grabbed Cam's attention and he clinked his bottle back onto the counter. "Don't tell me you don't want us to go after him. You think he and his woman should get away with what they did. Mama's in the hospital because of them, and Jerry's dead. Loyalty's everything, Hannah, how many times you reminded me of that?"

Two men pushed through the door, one of them thin and wiry, with a short beard, the other beefy, with the bulked-up shoulders of a regular lifter. The scrappy one studied the bar like he meant to take it apart. 

The beefy one stalked toward Cam immediately, and a grin split his face. "Jerry's brother! Yeah, man." He stuck out his hand, engulfing Cam's. "Dang, but he used to talk about you all the time, how you were the smart one, and all. I'd recognize that chin anywhere!"

After a vigorous shake, he turned toward Hannah. "Which means," his voice dropped to a low rumble, "this is the beauteous Hannah."

When she put out her hand, the guy bent over it, kissing her knuckles and breathing her in. She tipped her head to meet Cam's eye with a cynical stare as she drew hear hand back. She knew better than to rebuff the guy too hard, not before they solidified the team.

"You must be Daryl Ward. Roommate number one, am I right?" Cam slapped the stool to his other side. "Take a load off, you've been traveling a while."

"Don't mind if I do." Ward circled to the other side of Hannah and hitched half his butt onto the stool. "You're pretty bright, too, as I recall."

"Better believe it." Hannah sipped her drink, then aimed it toward the second man. "Who's your friend?"

"Steve Ortega, Jerry's driver." Ward waved to the bartender. "Get me whatever's on draft." He jabbed his thumb toward Cam. "He's paying."

"Steve? Isn't he the one who forgot to check the tank?"

"Hey, now, we don't talk about that." Ward tried to scowl and wink at the same time. He'd been out of the joint for a year, would've thought he could pick up a few more tips on handling women.

Lowering his voice, Cam leaned toward his sister. "That's why Ortega wanted in. Feels like he owes Jerry because of them getting caught." Cam lifted his hand in greeting. 

Ortega slouched toward them. "This is pretty exposed."

Cam eyed the door. "Is this everybody?"

Ward ducked his chin. "Yeah."

Cam bit down on his frustration and drained his bottle. Leaving his empty, Cam pointed to a booth, and they moved in that direction, Ward saying, "Ladies first," presumably so he could watch Hannah's butt. If the guy got a little more personal, Cam would put him in his place—if Hannah didn't do it first.

All around them, people chattered in Spanish. A few tourists spoke German over in the corner, and that couple at the far end of the bar might be American. A television over the bar switched from soccer coverage to yet another recap of Rowe's stunning discovery, this time showing an old blind woman and a younger guy who was going on about whales, from what Cam could tell, that and the criminal gang they'd defeated to claim the wreck. Ortega took the inside of the curved booth, getting his back to the wall. Fingers cradling her glass, Hannah pointedly waited until Cam sat down, then sat beside him while Ward took the place opposite.

A waitress came over, bearing a tray to set down Ward's glass and another bottle for Cam, taking note of Ortega's tequila order, then taking herself off again.
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