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CASE 1: The Widow’s Game

Episode 3: Depths
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The bay was black glass until Jack Colder broke it.

He rolled off the side in tank and line and a kind of winter in his head. Harbor Six at night was bad water. Ropes. Bottles. Stray cable. Drag from bigger hulls. The coordinates from the marina cam said this was where the floater should have drifted. This was where Harbor Patrol said they had “lost sight” of what could have been David Hale.

He dropped.

Surface light went green, then gray, then nothing. His lamp cut a narrow tunnel through weed and trash. First sweep, nothing. Second, metal and crab. Third sweep he saw him.

Male. Suit torn. Weight belt on like someone had wanted him to stay. Current had rolled him half over. Face wrong. Hair wrong. Jaw wrong. But the right hand was there. Same size as Hale’s. Same knuckles. Same small scar at the base of the thumb from the autopsy photo.

“Not you,” Colder said into the reg.

He took the hand anyway.

He slid the latex mix over the palm under water, let the cold set it, peeled the negative and bagged it. If somebody was dropping hands in the bay, he was going to own every one of them.

He surfaced into rain.

The storm had come in while he was under. Water hit the yacht’s deck like fists. He threw his gear up, hauled himself after it. Boots slammed on wet fiberglass.

Elena was there.

Not in coat. Not in black silk. Bare legs. Towel tied once and low. Hair dark and wet like she had showered to meet him. Behind her the salon glowed. The safe panel was lit and waiting.
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