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Cole plunged his tongue deep inside Pepper’s mouth as he entered her the same way... fast and deep. She liked it that way—a little rough, but not crossing over into pain. Her manicured nails raked his back, and he didn’t need to hear her moan of pleasure to know he’d hit it just right.

He enjoyed his time with Pepper. She was upfront about her likes and dislikes and didn’t play games. His hands roamed over her soft, tanned skin, caressing her generous curves. When they’d first met, she’d been self-conscious about her size, but he’d been quick to assure her she was perfect as she was. 

Cole didn’t have a type—he liked all women... short, tall, slim, or heavy. They all returned the pleasure he gave in spades. Bolstering the brunette’s self-esteem paid off in his favor, as Pepper gained a new-found confidence that only heightened their lovemaking sessions. She also understood and accepted his one rule—not asking for more than he was willing to give. It was the main reason he always returned to Bellerieve to see her. She also didn’t know he was a shifter, and it would stay that way if he could help it.  

Pepper’s legs tightened around Cole, and she flipped them over until she was on top. Cole grinned up at her. For a human, she was strong, just adding more fun to their bedroom romps.

She pulled her hair up, letting it spill around her shoulders, then ran her hands over her voluptuous breasts, cupping them as an offering. Cole reached for her, but Pepper put a hand on his chest, stopping him. She rode him slowly, heated passion in her dark blue eyes. Licking her lips seductively, she squeezed her inner muscles, clamping around his shaft. Cole uttered a guttural oath, and Pepper laughed low.

“Fair is fair.”

“I’m not arguing, darlin’. You can do that all night if it pleases you.”

“Hmm, but there’s so much more I want to do before the night’s over.”

“I like the way you think.”

Cole sat up, pulling Pepper against his chest. Sliding his mouth across hers, he thrust fast and hard as he cupped and squeezed her generous ass with both hands. When Pepper’s breath came out quick and shaky, he took over again. This time, he rolled her to her knees, taking her from behind. With one hand on the nape of her neck, the other fingering her folds, she drenched his hand with creamy essence. Entering her hot sex, he groaned as his cock slid deep into her steamy recesses. Pepper’s pace increased with him inside of her, and she covered his hand with hers, letting him know exactly what she wanted. 

She screamed his name into the pillow, and Cole erupted inside her. Pepper drained every last bit from him, and he grunted in satisfaction. Lying beside her, he pulled her close, holding her for a few more minutes. They were good together, and for a split second, Cole wished for more but knew better. It wasn’t meant to be, so he would enjoy the time he did spend with her and be satisfied with that.

Pepper eventually disentangled herself and sat on the edge of the bed, pulling the sheets with her.

“You make it damn hard to get up and ready for work. I just want to take a nap now,” Pepper teased playfully.

“You have time for a nap. I’ll let myself out.”

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned. “Not exactly the motivation needed, lover.” Pepper stood, wrapping the sheet around her, covering all the curves Cole enjoyed so much. “I need to get a run in, then shower, before I head for work. I don’t have the luxury of a nighttime job like some people.” She winked and headed for the bathroom.

He followed her, pulled the sheet away, and kissed her, long and hard. 

“You’re a special kind of lady, Pepper Easterly. The least I can do is make coffee for you.”

She gave him a weary but satisfied smile.

“That would be great.”

Cole made a pot of coffee, fixing a to-go mug for himself. The shower was still running, and he smiled to himself. Pepper would be moving slowly until she hit the track, where she could stretch out sore muscles and feel like herself again. 

Grabbing a pen and a Post-it note from her desk, he scrawled across the small square of yellow paper.

See you soon. Cole.

He didn’t have a future with the lovely Pepper, but he wasn’t ready to stop seeing her, either. Easing out of her apartment door, making sure it locked behind him, he sipped his coffee as he walked over to his truck. She wasn’t the only one who started the day with a run, but his would wait until he got home... Cole needed a shift and acres of woods to stretch his legs out.
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Monday nights at the Den were usually slow. Even shifters had jobs and family lives that required attention, leaving relaxation and playtime for later in the week. Cole didn’t mind it at all. There wouldn’t be a dire need for his enforcer position, so he could hang with Zane at the bar, helping out if needed.

Around ten that evening, the doors opened, and the few customers at the bar froze in place, all eyes on the pair at the door. One was a deputy from Bellerieve, and the other was a stranger, both humans. Suspicion automatically went on high alert, but everyone remained outwardly calm. Ridge wiped his hands on a towel and leaned over the bar.

“Can I help you, gentlemen?” 

“We’re looking for Cole Landry. I’d like to ask him a few questions,” the deputy stated in a quiet voice. 

Before Ridge could say anything, the other man pointed at Cole. “That’s him, right there.” He took a step in Cole’s direction, but the deputy quickly grabbed his arm, pulling him back.

“I’ll handle this, Heath.”

Without a word and only the sound of chair legs scraping the floor, the few customers finished their drinks and left the bar, leaving only the Den’s staff and the two newcomers. A mental command from Ridge could have them all back in the bar in an instant, with backup, if needed, so things appeared calm to the stranger. The deputy, while human, was well aware of who he was dealing with and gave a small sigh of relief. 

“What’s this all about?” Ridge directed the question to the deputy, but never took his gaze off the stranger. The human was agitated and angry, a bad combination. He was looking for trouble, and if the deputy couldn’t keep him in line, he’d find more than he was looking for.

By this time, Ridge had come out from behind the bar and was standing in front of the pair. Cole had joined them and stood at Ridge’s side.

“I’m Cole Landry. What’s going on?”

“Where’s my...”

The deputy glared at the man. 

“If you don’t let me do my job, I’m gonna lock you in the back of my unit. Got it?”

The man sputtered angrily, but eventually nodded, taking a step back.

“I’m Tab Prejean with the sheriff’s department. We’re looking for a young woman by the name of Pepper Easterly, and we have reason to believe you were the last one to see her.”

There was no feigning the shock on Cole’s face. He hadn’t seen or heard from her since he’d left her place earlier this morning, so he had no idea that anything was wrong.

Ridge laid a hand on Cole’s arm in warning, and he knew what his brother was telling him without words. Something had happened to this female, and they were trying to drag Cole into it. The tightening grip warned him—answer carefully.

“I don’t know about the last one to see her, but I was with her last night.”

“Can we sit so I can get your side of the story?” Officer Prejean asked politely.

“Why aren’t you bringing him in for questioning?”

“Because he hasn’t done anything wrong to our knowledge, Heath. Now, shut your trap and let the man tell us what he knows.”

The men pulled up chairs, and Kitty served them steaming cups of coffee. Cole shot her a grateful look. Whatever this was about wasn’t going to go away in the next few minutes.

“Pepper and I see each other occasionally, and I was with her last night. Around five this morning, I got dressed and left. She told me she was going for a run, then would shower, and go to work. I haven’t heard from her since then, so I don’t know any more than that.”

“Yeah, right. Likely story,” the belligerent stranger muttered.

“Who the fuck are you anyway?” Cole growled. He’d had enough of this idiot and wasn’t going to find out anything about Pepper until someone muzzled him... and he was more than up for the job.

“Last warning, Heath,” the deputy snapped. Turning to the brothers, he apologized. “This is Heath Easterly, Pepper’s brother. He’s rightfully upset, but we don’t have any proof of wrongdoing at this point. We’re simply backtracking, trying to figure out where she was and who with.”

“My sister’s missing. I’d say that’s proof enough,” Heath exclaimed, slamming his hands on the table. Coffee cups jumped from the force, brown liquid sloshing onto the table.

“She hasn’t been gone twenty-four hours. I’m doing this as a favor to your family, so calm your ass down, damnit.”

“Like I said, I haven’t seen her since early this morning. Have you checked the walk track?”

“We will now, thanks to you, Cole. All we know so far is that she didn’t show up for work.”

“I’d be happy to help with the search if you’d like,” Cole offered.

“Appreciate that, and I’ll let you know if we do. Right now, we’re gonna head back into town and put together a search party. Do me a favor and sit tight, okay?”

“Sure thing,” Cole answered. “I’ll be here.” He knew the implied warning meant ‘don’t leave town’, marking him as suspect number one. It didn’t bother him too much at this point because he knew he hadn’t done anything wrong, but now he wanted to search for Pepper, and that wouldn’t bode well with her family and law enforcement. He hoped they found her soon and that she was all right.

The deputy and Heath left the bar, but the brother was still disgruntled and made no attempt to cover his displeasure over the outcome of the visit. Cole wasn’t sure what Heath expected to find. He’d never met the male and didn’t think Pepper had talked about him to her family. She was pretty private about her life, especially with two older, controlling brothers. Pepper had told Cole more than once that she didn’t tell her brothers more than they needed to know; otherwise, they would shadow her every step.

“Anything you need to fill us in on in case this escalates?” Ridge’s low voice broke the silence.

“Not much more than I told them.” Cole shrugged and hitched a thumb toward the closed door. “Been seeing Pepper off and on for a few months. Nothing serious. She’s a sweet female with overbearing brothers. She just wants something in her life that isn’t controlled by her family.”

“How did they know to come here looking for you?” Zane asked. 

“We didn’t make a secret of seeing each other.” Cole shrugged again. “We always met at the same neighborhood restaurant and ate dinner before going to her place. She was a regular, and after a while, they got used to seeing us together. Someone who knows me probably saw us. Like I said, it wasn’t a big deal.”

“Guess the big question is, did this female know about you?” Ridge’s tone changed, just enough to let Cole know he was taking all this seriously. Cole might be seen as a player, but he was discreet, and right now, he was glad of the fact.

“No, I never tell humans about us.” Cole didn’t know if he felt angry or hurt that his brother had actually asked the question. Either way, he kept it to himself.

“Don’t get all riled up. I didn’t figure you did, but we need to all be on the same page,” Ridge said in a softer tone. 

“I don’t know what’s going on, or what happened to Pepper, but I had no part in it,” Cole said, his jaw clenching tightly. If they didn’t find Pepper in the next twenty-four hours, he’d look for her himself.
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“Where do you think you’re going?”

Cole cursed under his breath. His brothers were watching him, but it was harder to get away from Ridge... especially when they lived in the same house.

“You know where I’m going.” He wasn’t going to lie to Ridge. It wouldn’t do any good. He’d sense a lie on him in a heartbeat. Besides, they didn’t work that way. The Landry brothers were tight, and they stood up for each other, no matter what.

Two cups of coffee were placed on the table, and Cole knew it for what it was—his Alpha commanding him to sit and listen. He didn’t hold back a sigh, but Ridge only rolled his eyes.

“You know what’s going to happen if you go out there, right?” Ridge asked in a low voice, blowing on his coffee before he took a sip.

“Yeah, I’m gonna find Pepper.” Cole pulled out a chair and sat, reaching for his coffee.

“That’s right,” Ridge agreed. “With your superior sense of smell and keen eyesight, you’ll find her faster than anyone, and what’s that going to tell her brothers and the sheriff’s department, who, by the way, know what you are?”

“But what if she’s hurt? I could get help to her...” Cole trailed off. He knew that look on his brother’s face. Ridge’s mind was set, and he wasn’t going to change it.

“You go out there and find her before anyone else; it’s just going to confirm to everyone that you knew where she was. That’s just gonna make you look guiltier than they already think you are.” Ridge caught Cole’s gaze and held it. “Let them deal with this one. It’s officially human business... even though you were seen with her. The ones who count in Bellerieve law enforcement knows about us and that you’re my enforcer. They’re gonna think long and hard before they accuse any one of us. We’ve never given them any trouble, and we’re not gonna start today.”

Cole squirmed in his chair, but he knew his older brother was right. Besides, they’d probably gone out and started looking for her right after they’d left the Den last night. She could be home, safe and sound, for all he knew.

“Why don’t you go work off some of that frustration by chopping wood? Gonna be cold soon enough, and you know we like to use the fireplace. I’m sure Zane wouldn’t mind if you cut an extra cord for him and Callie.”

Cole growled low, but there was nothing behind it. He’d do anything for his brothers... even chop wood, and it wouldn’t hurt to take out his frustration on a couple of trees.

“You’ll let me know if you hear anything?”

“You’ll be the first.” Ridge nodded as he poured another cup for himself.

Heading out the back door, Cole walked over to a pile of heavy branches. The axe was stuck blade first in a large stump, used for chopping the wood into logs fit for firewood. It was the best way to dispose of fallen trees on the property and a good way to vent out anger and frustration. Pulling off his t-shirt and tossing it on a stack of cut wood, he grabbed the axe and started his task. 

It was a cool morning, but naturally running hot and working out had Cole working up a sweat in no time. As his body got into the rhythm of splitting and cutting the wood, his mind went off into its own zone. He tried not to think about Pepper, but his mind always circled back to her, distracting him. 

Stopping for a few minutes, he grabbed his shirt, wiping the sweat from his face. Without realizing it, he’d cut a lot of firewood. It probably wouldn’t hurt to start stacking cords by the house. He’d drop off Zane’s load later.

Cole was halfway finished stacking firewood when he spotted a car headed his way at a sedate pace. With the lights on top, it was easily recognizable as a sheriff’s deputy. Shouting out for Ridge, he grabbed his sweaty t-shirt and put it on. They were too close for him to sprint upstairs for a dry one. Best to wait for them out here in the open.

Cole heard the front door slam shut, and Ridge’s heavy boots hit the steps. He’d reached Cole’s side as the deputies got out of the car. Tab Prejean had returned with another deputy; thankfully, Heath Easterly wasn’t part of this visit. Cole didn’t care for what he’d seen of Pepper’s brother, and he could understand now why she avoided them as much as possible.

“You don’t look like you have good news,” Ridge said by way of a greeting.

“I’m afraid not,” Tab agreed with a regretful shake of his head.

“We found Pepper’s body this morning...”

“Body?” Cole blanched. “She’s dead?”

“Afraid so.” Tab reached for his handcuffs and walked toward Cole. “I’m sorry, but we have a warrant for your arrest for the murder of Pepper Easterly.”

The other deputy stepped forward, handing the warrant to Ridge, and began reading Cole his rights.

“You can’t arrest him just because she was with him. There’s no proof of foul play,” Ridge’s voice was tinged with anger.

Cole was too stunned to speak at first. It was only when the deputy realized his cuffs wouldn’t go around Cole’s wrists and asked for another pair from his partner that he regained his senses.

“What happened to her? You know damn well I didn’t hurt her, Tab. I’d never hurt any woman.”

“I’m sorry, man. Just doing my job.” The deputy looked over at Ridge. “They found Cole’s fingerprints on her.”

“Of course they did,” Ridge reasoned. “He told you he’d been with her. That doesn’t mean he killed her.”

“You’re not gonna give me a hard time, are ya?” Tab asked Cole in a low voice.

They all knew what the deputy was asking. Cole took a deep breath and shook his head. 

“No, I’m not going to fight.”

Cole could hear the rapidly pounding heartbeats of both men and knew they were nervous as hell, but trying to put on brave fronts. Those who knew about the people of Bayou Crescent didn’t want to cross them unnecessarily. This was definitely one of those times.

“I’m gonna call Maddox and get a lawyer down here ASAP,” Ridge assured his brother. “We’ll get this straightened out before you know it.”

Cole met Ridge’s gaze and held it for a moment.

“I didn’t hurt her, Ridge. She was fine when I left her place.”

“I know. We’re gonna fix this.” He turned toward the deputies. “Where are you taking him?”

“Out to Ashland.” 

They had jail cells at City Court’s Annex, but since this was a murder charge, they would take him to the larger facility outside of Bellerieve, where the majority of prisoners were held.

Easing Cole into the back seat of the unit, the deputies talked quietly with Ridge for a minute, then got into the car. Turning around, they left the way they’d come, slow and easy, not making a show of their presence. Cole looked around. He didn’t see anyone, but he knew better. Everyone in their settlement had seen the unit and would be making their way to Ridge to find out what was going on.

As for himself, Cole had nothing to say, remaining silent and staring straight ahead for the drive to Ashland jail.
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Processing was a blur—fingerprinting, taking his picture, giving up personal items, then being handed a towel, hygiene items, sandals, and a red jumpsuit. Cole was doing his best to clamp down on his temper and be as cooperative as he could. He could sense the tension of the officers around him and the confusion of the others who didn’t know who or what Cole was. 

His wolf wasn’t making anything easier. He was confused and scared, snarling and snapping at the air, wanting to surface and lash out. Cole couldn’t let that happen, not at any cost. 

Taking deep breaths, Cole kept a close eye on those around him. He’d never been arrested before, and this was all new to him. Sure, he’d done his share of pranks when he was younger, but nothing serious enough to involve the law. This was new territory for him, and he didn’t like it one bit. It was more the not knowing that was gnawing at his insides. He didn’t know what was going to happen, where he was going to end up, or how any of this worked. Being a pack enforcer didn’t automatically clue you in on the laws of humans.

Another pair of guards took over, leading Cole through a series of cell doors. They were rougher than the previous guards, pushing him through doorways and generally treating him like a criminal. Cole swallowed hard as reality set in. As of now, he was a criminal. He was being blamed for Pepper’s murder. 

He couldn’t believe he’d never see her smiling face again. She’d been so full of life, despite her overbearing brothers. She’d wanted so much more for herself, and now, she’d never get the chance. Cole gnashed his teeth in frustration. He didn’t even know what had happened to her. No one had told him anything, and he knew he wasn’t going to get any answers until he talked to Ridge.

One of the guards led Cole to a dorm filled with inmates. He pointed to a bottom bunk. 

“That’s your spot. Take everything off except your skivvies and change into the jumpsuit. We’ll bag your clothes and put them with your personal items.”

Cole nodded in understanding and did as he was told. They’d given him an extra-large jumpsuit, but it was snug across his chest and arms. He shrugged. If it ripped, they’d have to give him another one. Slipping on the sandals they gave him, he began folding his clothes and handed them and his boots to the guard.

“As long as you behave yourself,” one of the guards rasped, “you get free rein with the others.”

Again, Cole said nothing. It was for the best. He could sense the tension and confusion in all directions. The last thing he wanted was for things to get out of hand. It wouldn’t go well for him in any case.

Bunk beds lined the room, and a few toilets sat out in the open. That was it. Barest of essentials. Cole’s wolf howled, and he couldn’t blame him. Confinement like this was going to be hard on both of them. 

He looked around, measuring the inmates with a calculating stare. He wasn’t looking for trouble, but it was better to know who you would go up against if it came down to it. Lying down on the bunk, Cole stared up at the mattress above him. How had his life gone so wrong in such a short period of time?
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Ridge filled Zane in on what had happened and left him to deal with informing the pack. He wanted to call Maddox and find out what kind of lawyer he was going to need. The NOLA shifter lawyers worked more along the lines of corporate deals and that wasn’t going to help him much, but Maddox could steer him in the right direction.

Thankfully, Maddox’s secretary recognized him and patched him straight through.

“Good morning, Ridge,” Maddox answered pleasantly. “You were the last person I was expecting to hear from.”

“No offense, my friend, but you weren’t my first choice either.”

Maddox’s tone changed immediately.

“I take it something’s wrong.”

“On point, as usual. I need your advice. I’m in search of an attorney who can handle murder charges. Cole has been arrested.”

“Break it down for me.”

Ridge wasted no time in telling him the little he knew. Cole’s brief relationship with the human female, parting ways in the early morning, and her body being found the next day, brutally murdered in a nearby park.

“Where is Cole right now?”

“They took him to the Ashland jail. I don’t have any other details yet.”

“We’ll take care of that on our end. I happen to have a lawyer on staff who can handle this; his name is Dixon Winnfield. I’ll send Bishop with him to check out the scene and the body. There’s no way Cole did this. We just need to find out who did.”

“I appreciate this more than you know. How much is Mr. Winnfield’s retainer? I can go to the bank now and withdraw the money.”

“Don’t stress about that, Ridge. You and your brothers were there for me in taking down Sanction Noir and getting Ember back. Everything comes out in the wash.”

Ridge let out a rushed breath of air. That relieved some of the pressure weighing on his shoulders. He had the money, but Bayou Crescent wasn’t a rich pack, and if this went to trial, it was going to be costly.

“I appreciate that. When can I expect your men? There’s more than enough room at my place, and I’ll have a hot meal waiting for them.”

“I’m sending them to Bellerieve first. Dixon will go to the sheriff’s office, and Bishop is going to check out the scene and the morgue. I take it that’s where the body is?”

“Yes, as far as I know. They wanted an autopsy done first.”

“That’s to be expected, considering the circumstances. Best we jump on this as soon as possible. I’d say to expect Bishop and Dixon later this afternoon.”

“That’ll work. Thanks again, Maddox. It’s nice having someone to count on when things go south.”

“Pack life at its finest. We’re supposed to help each other. Call if you need anything else.”

“Will do.”

Ridge disconnected the call, knowing Cole would have the best lawyers available, and if anyone could ferret out details, it would be Bishop. It was the sit-and-wait part that would be the hardest, and he knew his struggle wasn’t anything compared to Cole’s. He wanted to call him, but knew the calls were monitored. He’d have to couch everything he said carefully.
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Cole sat on his bunk, watching and listening, as he figured out how things worked in here. No one spoke to him at first, which was fine with him. He wasn’t in the mood to socialize and sure didn’t plan on making friends. 

What he did want was to know what was going on. He had no idea of the procedure of his circumstances. There would be an arraignment for him to plea his case, but he had no idea when that would take place. Considering the charges brought against him, he didn’t know if he would be allowed to make bail. 

“Hey, pretty boy, where you from?” The flat Cajun accent was almost guttural, matching the rough looks of the man looking down at Cole. Dark brown eyes stared out between strands of long, lanky black hair. Ink work covered his neck and arms, and while he wasn’t a large male, he was wiry, and Cole knew there was strength beneath the jumpsuit. Cole had picked up that the male’s name was Brud, and that he had been there quite a while.

Cole slid out from the bunk, not willing to be caught in a vulnerable position, and stood, towering over the inmate.

“Name’s Cole from Bayou Crescent.”

Brud’s eyes flickered briefly at the mention of Cole’s home, but a mask fell over his face, giving nothing away.

“What they got you in here for?”

“A misunderstanding.”

Hoots of laughter broke out among the men, some sneered, making sarcastic remarks, but Brud said nothing. 

“What kind of misunderstanding?” Brud asked.

Laughter choked off, and the inmates glanced at each other uneasily. Something in the way Brud asked the question caught everyone’s attention, and the room fell eerily quiet.

“A woman was killed. I was accused.” Cole sat on his bunk. He didn’t want to talk about it, but not saying anything at all would have stirred up trouble. To Cole’s surprise, Brud crouched beside him.

“They got any proof?” Brud asked quietly.

“Only that I was the last one seen with her.”

Brud grinned at him, exposing a gap from a missing tooth.

“Dude, they gonna have to come up with better than that to pin a murder on you.” He clapped Cole on the shoulder, then rose and walked across the room to his usual spot. “Gotta go through a mess of red tape, but you ain’t gonna be here long. Take my word for it.”

A few of the men tried to ask Brud questions about Cole, but Brud shook his head. He glanced over at Cole and shook his head again.

“You don’t want to mess with them Bayou Crescent people. Leave the man alone.”

Apparently, Brud’s word was law in the dorm because the men scattered about, a few starting up a card game, others returning to their bunks, but no one messed with Cole. He watched from under lowered lids as the dorm returned to its usual state of inactivity. 

Cole wondered about Brud. He’d never seen him before, and he was definitely human. Odds were he came from a neighboring bayou town and had heard tales of Bayou Crescent. There were enough rumors floating around, and old tales of loup-garous and rougarous, some were bound to get mixed in together. Regardless, whatever Brud knew, he was keeping to himself and giving Cole as much distance as possible... which was fine with Cole.

But he did wonder about what Brud had said about the murder charge not sticking. The red-clad inmate was incarcerated for a felony, as he was. The other inmates wore orange jumpsuits, signifying misdemeanors. Brud had been around the block more than once and apparently knew the system well enough. Cole had so many questions, but there was no one he could trust to get the answers. Better to remain quiet and figure it out on his own. Pack life had taught him that much.

“Landry! You got a phone call.” The guard pointed toward a corner of the room where there were several phone units with video screens.

Cole walked toward the tables but wasn’t sure how they worked. Brud met him at the tables and briefly explained how the set-up worked. With a nod of thanks, he sat in front of the screen and picked up the receiver. Ridge’s face appeared, grainy but reassuring. Cole felt a weight lift from his shoulders. At least he had contact with his brother, and at that moment, it was what he needed more than anything.

“You okay in there?” Ridge asked, his gaze searching Cole’s face for any sign of injury.

“Yeah, I’m all right. Did you find out anything yet?”

“I called Maddox. He’s sending down an attorney by the name of Dixon Winnfield to defend you. Bishop is going to be there, too, doing some legwork for us.”

“I’m good with that. Any idea how long I’m gonna be in here?” Cole dreaded the answer because he had a feeling it wasn’t going to be what he wanted to hear.

“They haven’t set up the arraignment yet. We’ll know more when Dixon gets that information. I probably should have held off on calling you so soon, but I needed to know that you were okay. I’m sorry I don’t have any information yet.”
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