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Stay sharp. Double-encrypt. Watch your mirrors. | —Colbie

Clearance—Nov 16th

Tomorrow at your office? 10?

I’ll meet you at the office at 10.

Eyes on . . .

Confirmed.

Deli! Abort!

Message delivered

SB

Show time!

Return to base
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U

nderstanding Decklin’s, Colbie’s,  and his investigation were inextricably linked, after discussing it with his partners, Devon Bryson assumed the responsibility of tying names to shell organizations buying fire-scorched land near Florida’s panhandle—companies also manufacturing synthetic fentanyl. It was the least he could do since his partners were buried with other avenues of their own investigations.

A monumental task to be sure, yet it was one made infinitely easier when Miguel Sanchez surreptitiously directed Devon to meet him at a private location the day after Marcus Beckham’s body parts began lacing the shoreline. It was there he located the journalist chain smoking, illuminated only by dock lights and guilt. “I’m done being a middleman,” Sanchez immediately informed Devon as he approached. “Beckham was cleaning house and, now that he’s gone, someone else will assume his duties.” A pause. “Clarke’s out, Allan Dixon’s in, and there’s little doubt anyone who can name the supply line is disposable—including me.”

Stunned, Devon said nothing, his gut telling him Sanchez wasn’t done blabbing. 

He was right, too.

Moments later, Miguel handed him a small notebook, a battered burner phone, and a glare that carried no guarantees. “It’s all there,” he advised. “Crypto laundering, oceanic sabotage, fentanyl channels . . .”

Accepting the items, Devon couldn’t believe what he was hearing, his expression telegraphing undeniable disbelief. “You think I’ve stayed alive by accident,” Miguel chastised, momentarily considering he made a mistake by taking Bryson into his confidence. “Get out of here,” Sanchez suddenly ordered as he lit another cigarette, then turned his back on the only person he hoped he could trust. 

Saying nothing, Devon slipped the small notebook into his jacket pocket, then made his way toward his car parked several blocks to the west. The notebook, however, taunted him enough that he ducked into an alley behind a dimly lit Cuban café, his fingers trembling as he opened it. Amid coded shell corporations, GPS coordinates, and cartel acronyms, one entry was underlined in red—KB&C + EM, November 16. 

What the hell, Devon wondered, realizing the November 16th date was familiar. According to Colbie, it first surfaced in a folder Quinn Patterson buried on one of the three computers hidden in a secret room behind her office.

A room Robert claimed not to know existed.

At Colbie’s direction and though it took considerable time, Elliott Masterson, KB&C’s new cybersecurity lead decrypted fragments from the computers, discovering environmental anomalies, drug shipments, and encrypted satellite pings, all clustering around a mid-November date . . .

And, there was no question they were tethered.

After learning of the fragmented contents, Colbie tacked the November 16th date to the cork board in her office beside a photo of Quinn Patterson, the sonar anomalies off the coast of Nova Scotia, and a controlled burn map from California. Not only that, the date kept returning regarding warehouse fires tied to expedited rezoning, as well as through sonar trace signatures linked to dead whales packed with microtracers. Most important? The date appeared through fentanyl analogues so potent, the DEA’s existing models shattered. A coincidence?

Fat chance.

Flipping to the last page of Sanchez’s notebook, Devon discovered a single, handwritten line. “If they find this, assume I’m dead. If I’m not, I’ll meet you where the ocean ends . . .”

***
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AS SOON AS MARCUS BECKHAM’S ravaged body parts began surfacing, including his wallet jammed into his pants pocket, identification was a given. “This puts us in a precarious position,” Robert Patterson commented as he prepared cocktails for his guests. 

“It’s also a warning,” Adam Clarke suggested. Glancing at each of his business partners, the former senator sighed as he understood what Beckham’s ravaged body really meant. 

“It also brings to mind we’re not truly in charge of our own aspirations,” Christopher Li agreed as he accepted a vodka on the rocks from his business partner. “Thank you, Robert . . .”

“Meaning?” 

“It’s clear our private venture raised antennae, and Beckham’s murder was designed to put us in our place.” A smile as Christopher took his first sip. “A slap-down of sorts . . .” 

A disconcerting thought for each of them. 

As Patterson took his seat, he, too, took a sip, then focused his attention on the topic at hand. “The bottom line is each of us was given a warning—one which we chose to ignore until it was too late. Even so, there’s no doubt in my mind the packages were Beckham’s work.”

“To what end, Robert? I see no reason for him to do such a thing unless it were for personal gain . . .” As Adam Clarke placed his glass on the end table, Patterson and Li couldn’t help noticing gnarled fingers and swollen knuckles, a testament to the peril that could befall each of them. “All of us agreed Marcus Beckham was getting too big for his britches,” Clarke continued. “His modus operandi was always money and, sadly, it was coupled with insufferable hubris. As long as Marcus was rolling in the bucks, life was good—until it wasn’t.” 

Li nodded, focusing on the Marine Conservations Strategies exec, recalling their recent conversation as he took his time before responding. “And, don’t forget, Robert, it wasn’t too long ago I came to you with my concerns about Beckham’s making decisions not in the best interest of our operations—such as appearing at Benito’s without our knowledge.”

Robert Patterson was quiet for a moment, cycling through their brief conversation. “I recall, and it seems you were right—there’s little doubt Beckham was operating outside the confines of our original agreement. I apologize for not taking your concern seriously . . .” 

Though apologies rarely meant anything to TZ International Group’s CEO, Patterson’s did. “I appreciate that, Robert,” was all Li commented as he turned his attention to the former senator from Florida. “It’s time we regroup—don’t you agree, Adam?” 

A glare and a nod. “I retired from public life for a reason, Christopher, and I don’t plan to return. I’m afraid whatever you choose to do must be without me at the helm.” 

Exactly what Patterson and Li didn’t want to hear. If Adam Clarke bailed on their former agreement, his actions would place his two partners in an untenable position. It was clear the senator endured unimaginable pain as a result of someone’s wrath, though neither partner chose to reveal what they knew to be true. “Are you sure that’s wise,” Li asked, hoping to change Clarke’s mind. 

“Honestly, Christopher, I’m not sure wisdom plays a part in my life anymore . . .”

Li was silent for a moment, considering what the former senator’s defection from their organization truly meant. “It’s no secret investigators are digging—including Colbie Colleen—and it’s in our best interest to keep our ears to the ground.”

Again, Adam Clarke nodded. “However, we don’t know if one of our operatives were responsible for Beckham’s swimming with the sharks—so, for now, we know nothing.”

“And, I prefer to keep it that way,” Patterson agreed, his thoughts returning to one thing . . .

His personal safety.

***
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“GET TO BISCAYNE AND 4th—don’t flinch,” an unnamed voice ordered calmly before severing the connection, alerting Devon that something epic was about to happen. Stunned by the caller’s words, Devon stared at his cell screen, yet the number was unfamiliar, the voice disguised. The address, however, was one he thought he recognized. What the hell is that about, he wondered as he glanced at his car’s GPS, then detoured onto a side street placing him on a direct route to the designated location—and it was then he realized why it sounded familiar. “That’s the Tribune building,” he muttered as he parked down the street. “What the hell . . .”

Scanning the area, there was nothing catching his eye except a man in a windbreaker exiting the newspaper’s lobby with a ragged duffel out of sync with his expensive suit. Keeping an eye on him as he vanished around the corner, Devon’s instincts stirred, but he overruled them, ultimately tossing them aside. Then? 

The Miami Tribune erupted into a geyser of flames and shrapnel, a shock wave of heat and pressure rolling over his car like a physical wave. “Holy shit,” he exclaimed as he instinctively ducked down, peering over the dashboard as the building imploded into pillars of ash, instantly understanding scores of people just lost their lives. 

With trembling hands, Devon punched in Decklin’s number, hoping to catch him before he left on a flight to Jacksonville. “It’s gone,” he shouted as distant sirens soon rounded the corner. “There’s nothing left!” 

“What’s gone?” 

“The Tribune! It’s totally gone!”

Not waiting for additional information, Decklin took charge immediately. “Get your ass out of there! Get back to the office!” 

“I have to help,” Devon screamed, fully understanding the building was an intended graveyard. 

“You can’t do anything—get your ass out of there!” 

With tears streaming, Devon followed his partner’s orders, keeping his eyes on the rear view mirror as he pulled away, his hands shaking as he grasped the steering wheel. Replaying in his mind what he witnessed prior to the explosion as he headed back to the KB&C offices, there was only one thing seeming out of place. The man with the duffel, he recalled, dishing out a personal, mental scolding. I knew there was something weird about him! Of course, there was no evidence to connect the man with the explosion, but it was a damned good place to start and, the more Devon tapped his memory recall button, there was one thing gaining focus . . . 

The man climbed into a dated silver sedan, face unreadable, and drove off without a glance in the rear view mirror. More than that? 

The weathered duffel bag. 

By the time Devon pulled into the KB&C parking lot, he couldn’t stop cycling through his single moment of hesitation regarding the man. Amidst sirens fracturing the humid Miami air and glass raining down like diamond-esque shrapnel, Devon realized he turned away—yet he had no idea why.

***
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“I WAS SO WORRIED,” Adele cried as she rushed to hug him the second he walked in the door. 

Ashen, he held her tightly, realizing how quickly things changed. “I can’t believe something like that happened in Miami—and I was there!” Refusing to let go, Devon buried his face in Adele’s hair, tears spilling, the loss of life heavy and unimaginable. 

Moments later, Decklin blew through the KB&C door as Colbie exited her office after terminating a phone call. “Did you hear anything on the news,” she asked as she turned on the television in the conference room. Gesturing to her partners to join her, it was then she fully understood the magnitude of what Devon witnessed. “Oh, my God!” 

Saying nothing, Colbie plucked water bottles from the small fridge, placing them on the conference table.  “Drink this,” she ordered Devon as she handed one to him, hoping to change his focus for a second or two. 

Stunned, each took a seat, eyes glued to the television, Devon searching for the silver sedan. “It’s not there,” he muttered, scanning the images on the TV. 

“What’s not there,” Colbie asked. 

“The silver sedan . . .” 

“What about it?” Glancing at Devon, Decklin realized his personal, initial reaction was for his young partner’s safety—just like a dad. “Take it from the beginning . . .” 

So, for the next several minutes, KB&C’s youngest partner recounted the phone call, the unfamiliar voice, and the warning. “The voice was digitized, so I had no way of recognizing it . . .” The first thing Decklin wanted to know? 

Whether Miguel Sanchez were in the building. 

“I don’t have any idea,” Devon replied, completely pushing the notebook Sanchez gave him to the back of his mind. “Do you think he has something to do with it?” 

“It’s too soon to tell—clearly someone wanted you in the vicinity, and he’s the only person you know who has ties to the Tribune.” 

That was true—as Devon thought about it, there wasn’t one time he could recall when Sanchez mentioned any name other than a couple of cartel members. “Maybe someone wanted to get rid of him . . .” 

“Sanchez,” Colbie suddenly asked, glancing at Devon. “It seems a little excessive to take out only one person.” 

Decklin nodded, returning his focus to the television screen. “This was done by someone who wanted to make a statement . . .” 

“I agree—and, I have a feeling it’s more far-reaching than we can imagine.” 

So, for the rest of the day, individual cases were placed on the back burner as the KB&C partners and Adele watched the television footage. One thing they knew? 

The body count made someone feel good. 

***
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TWO DAYS LATER, AS Devon sat in his car down the street from where the Miami Tribune once stood, he focused on the still-smoking Tribune tower, then south toward the docks—the place where it all began—and it was then he returned his attention to the notebook. From the time of the explosion, he heard nothing from Miguel Sanchez, though Devon really didn’t expect to. Figuring it was more prudent to wait for some sort of communication from the journalist, he knew he needed to discuss the notebook and his last encounter with Sanchez with his KB&C partners as soon as possible. Snatching his cell from the car’s center console, he called his office, asking Adele to alert Decklin and Colbie he needed to meet them ASAP. “Tell them it’s critically important,” he advised, “then call me back with a time.” Five minutes later? 

A two o’clock meeting on the books. 

***
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“SO,” DECKLIN BEGAN, “what’s so important we had to be in the office for this meeting?” 

Silence as Adele placed two cups of coffee and an iced tea on the table, then closed the door gently behind her. “With everything happening over the last two days, I realized I didn’t explain my last meeting with Miguel Sanchez . . .” 

“You met with him,” Colbie asked, frowning as she doctored her tea. “When was that?” 

A blush. “Right before the Tribune explosion . . .” 

“The same day?”

Devon shook his head, fully realizing his mistake of not telling them. “The night before—he looked as if he hadn’t slept in a week.” Glancing at Decklin, there was little doubt KB&C’s senior partner wasn’t pleased. “It was a day after Beckham’s body parts began washing up on shore . . .”

“Where did you meet,” Decklin asked.

“Down at the docks—just before midnight. He told me he was tired of being the middleman . . .”

“That’s it?”

“No—he also said Beckham was cleaning house and, now that he’s gone, someone else will assume his duties.” A pause. “According to Sanchez, Clarke’s out, Allan Dixon’s in, and there’s little doubt anyone who can name the supply line is disposable—including him.” As he spoke, Devon lay the notebook on the table, pushing it toward the center. “He gave me this . . .” 

Decklin glanced at Colbie, then pulled the notebook to him. 

“KB&C is in it,” Devon continued, “as well as Elliott’s initials, plus the same red-ink date Colbie pulled from Quinn’s encrypted drives—November 16.”

Decklin said nothing for a moment, fully understanding what Devon just told him.  “So, our cases aren’t just speculation anymore,” Decklin commented as he flipped through the pages.

“No,” Devon agreed. “It’s all there—crypto laundering, oceanic sabotage, and fentanyl channels. There’s  a pattern, and it’s accelerating . . .”

From the time KB&C partners initiated their cases, each partner understood what they felt to be true. What started as three unrelated cases—fire-zoned land grabs, sonar anomalies, and synthetic fentanyl spikes—answers were snapping into place like magnets. Understandably, Colbie sensed it first, though she didn’t explain her feelings outright—she simply started shifting pins on the board, pulling the threads tighter. 

Psychic intuition or not, she was right.

“Put this in the safe,” Decklin ordered. “Carrying it makes you a target . . .”

Devon paused, thinking about the last page of the notebook. “Sanchez left a message . . .”

“What does it say?”

“If they find this, assume I’m dead. If I’m not, I’ll meet you where the ocean ends . . .”

Decklin was quiet for a few moments, unsure of the location. “Do you know where that is?”

“I don’t.”

A nod as Decklin glanced at Colbie. “Please cross-map location tags from Quinn’s server files, so we can track possible convergence sites . . .” 

“Roger that—and, when I have something, Devon, I’ll loop you in. Until then, keep a low profile . . .” A pause. “And, Devon—if Elliott offers to run analysis on the notebook metadata, let him. But, keep your own copy of anything he sends back . . .”

“You think there’s a problem?”

“No. Trust, but verify . . .”

A faint smile.  “Copy that.” 

Three days later?

Elliott Masterson kept unearthing answers faster than seemed possible. Of course, Devon still trusted him fully, though he was beginning to wonder—was Elliott really that great? 

Good question. 

2

A

llan Dixon sat back in his chair as he listened to the news on the TV in his office, a smug expression plastered on his face. People are fools, he thought, watching as a twenty-something reporter attempted to interview someone completely above her station, a situation Dixon found amusing. To his thinking? The whole Miami Tribune thing could work in his favor, which is why he was keeping close tabs on the latest news. As of that moment? 

No one had a clue about anything—or, if they did, tongues weren’t waggin’. 

Even so, the truth was no one would uncover what was really at play, and that’s exactly as Dixon intended. Perhaps it’s time to suggest another few moments of Patterson’s time, he mused as he recalled their first conversation regarding Hudson Campbell’s choice of compatriots. Yet, the more he thought about it, the more he realized such a meeting may prove disastrous, though it would be entertaining. Besides, he had too much on his plate as Anthony Simpson’s campaign manager, and adding to his list of things to do could muck things up, and Dixon simply didn’t have time.

A wise choice, indeed. 

“I don’t pay you to watch television,” Simpson suddenly bellowed as he blew through Dixon’s office door without knocking. 

A smile. “Just keeping up on the news, Anthony—which is exactly what you pay me to do. If I didn’t, your campaign would be in the crapper . . .” Another smile. “So, rather than taking supposed frustration out on me, why don’t you simply state your business. Your reason for being rude . . .” 

As Simpson listened, it was clear Dixon was assuming a role that could jeopardize his candidate’s political aspirations—though Anthony had to admit his campaign manager’s manner of doing business was successful. Polls were climbing in his favor and, as of that moment, there was no competitor who could upend his success. They were dropping like flies and, ever since Hudson Campbell decided to throw in the towel after news leaked of his keeping time with questionable foreign dignitaries, things were looking good. Still, it did place Simpson in a position he didn’t like nor approve of—but, if Dixon’s methods were working, why upset the apple cart? 

No reason, at all. 

“Turn it off,” Anthony ordered as he sat, his initial glare beginning to soften. “We have business to discuss.” 

Snatching the remote from his desk, Allan Dixon tapped the on/off button. “Like what?” 

“Like Marcus Beckham . . .” 

Launching a glare, Dixon didn’t take his eyes from his candidate. “What about him?”

A question Simpson considered unbelievably stupid. “You know exactly what I’m talking about,” he countered, signaling he was growing weary of his campaign manager’s attitude. “Beckham’s winding up as fish food has raised too many antennae, and it’s only a matter of time before the authorities come knocking.” 

“Why should they be suspicious of you? You had nothing to do with anything—it was your illustrious competitor who chose to be in bed with him when it came to political donations. Besides, if they were interested, you’d already be on the hot seat.” 

A true statement. 

“It’s no secret Campbell and I hate each other’s guts, so it only makes sense whomever is cozy with Hudson has reason to suspect me, as well. You and I know extrapolating political candidates from each other is next to impossible, and I want nothing to do with it. Not only that, it’s widely known within our circle that Marcus Beckham had his fingers in too many pies, and it comes as no surprise—at least to me—that someone had enough of him.” 

“Anyone in particular,” Dixon asked as he fiddled with the TV remote still in his hand. 

And, that was the question, wasn’t it? If Anthony Simpson had any idea of what Beckham was up to, surely he would’ve found a way to connect Campbell to him before Hudson withdrew from the senatorial race. “Well . . .” 

“That’s what I thought—so, again, Anthony, I suggest you leave things to me. Under my tutelage we’re on the right track, and there’s nothing standing in your way of winning the election in November. Beckham’s unfortunate demise works in our favor . . .”

“Just make sure the word ‘communist’ isn’t mentioned in the same sentence with my name.” With that, Anthony Simpson took his leave, unable to put to rest the niggling knowledge that Allan Dixon could mark the end of his political aspirations—his career.

Watching his boss close the door, Dixon chuckled, energized by the impromptu conversation. What Anthony Simpson didn’t know? 

Time was of the essence. 

***
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“WHY DO I FEEL AS IF time is running out,” Colbie asked Decklin as she reviewed every note pinned to her office cork board. “I don’t mind telling you, the Miami Tribune disaster has really gotten under my skin—I can’t make sense of it.” 

“When that happens, it’s usually because you aren’t meant to—someone has gone to a lot of trouble to keep the obvious submerged.” Decklin watched as his partner began arranging her notes in a different order. 

“You’re right, but this feels different . . .” 

“Would you feel the same way if you didn’t know about the notebook Miguel Sanchez gave to Devon,” Decklin asked, knowing the information it contained was a puzzle their investigation firm needed to solve. “Up until then, we felt as if we were making progress—now, however, I’m not so sure.” 

“Maybe . . . do you have time to go over this with me,” Colbie asked, focusing on Decklin before returning her attention to the cork board. 

“Yep—if it means I have a few extra minutes to hang out with you, I’m in!” 

“Perfect!” A pause, Colbie’s eyes narrowing as she gathered her thoughts. “Okay—I think the first thing we need to address is the November 16th date. It keeps looping through every encrypted file, burner message, and corpse we’ve tripped over since Quinn Patterson’s throat met a knife in Garage Level B4. Her secret computer drives first surfaced the November 16th timestamp, confirming a multi-front operation—a fentanyl pipeline, forced land-fire rezoning, and oceanic sonar sabotage.”

Decklin was quiet for a few moments, considering how each linked with each other. “At first blush, none of it makes sense—but I’m convinced that was the plan should anyone get too close.” 

“Like us . . .” 

“Exactly.” 

Silence as Colbie switched her notes about Robert Patterson to in-between Quinn Patterson and Marine Conservation Strategies. “Okay, what about Robert Patterson?” Another pause as Colbie thought about the man who hired her to learn what she could about his duplicitous wife. “One thing that always bothered me is his lack of grieving when she was murdered . . .” 

“Well, it isn’t a secret that their marriage was in the toilet—and when he learned that Quinn Burke wasn’t her real name, I’m guessing that pissed him off, though he may not have shown it.”

“True—a man like Patterson doesn’t like to be made a fool of, and I think that’s exactly how she made him feel.”

“It also could be Robert Patterson isn’t a man to show his emotions easily.” 

Colbie nodded, though she didn’t feel that was the case. “Probably—but I feel he’s more interested in his business dealings than Quinn’s murder. He’s concerned about how things are going to affect his bottom line, and whatever else he has going on in his life.” 

“You mean in addition to MCS?”

“Yes—let’s not forget that recently we were fairly certain there was another reason for MCS to exist, knowing Quinn Patterson isn’t who she claimed to be. We suspected MCS is nothing more than a shell company as a front for something more sinister.”

Decklin nodded, impressed with Colbie’s ability for total recall—something he wished he had when he was a homicide detective in New York City. “Such as money laundering . . .” 

“That’s my first choice,” she agreed. “So, that brings us to Miguel Sanchez—someone I believe to be a loose cannon. It’s clear he’s involved with cartels, but we don’t know to what extent. However, my gut tells me he is—or was—in deep with them and God knows who else.” 

“I agree—and, who knows if he’s ash after the Miami Tribune was blown to smithereens. What really bothers me, though, is Miguel’s writing down Elliott’s initials in the notebook . . .” 

And, that was the thing—why would someone who’s in league with cartels know anything about Elliott Masterson? “I was going to get to him in a minute, but I share your concerns.” A pause as Colbie pulled out her desk chair, then sat. “There’s no doubt he’s good at what he does, but we contacted him—not the other way around. So far, he uncovered forty-three gigabytes of data, cross-mapping GPS pings with cargo-manifests. In my mind, it’s too much of a stretch for him to be working against us . . .” 

“Money is a powerful motivator,” Decklin commented, though he wasn’t sure it held water. “Which brings me back to Robert Patterson—he’s the only one who, as far as we know, is aware Elliott is working as our cybersecurity lead. So, that places Patterson in my crosshairs . . .” 

“And, if Robert mentioned Elliott to anyone else—i.e., someone persuasive—it’s not out of the realm of possibility. He’s been uncovering information for us quickly, but that doesn’t really surprise me. So, for now, I’m willing to give Elliott the benefit of the doubt—do you agree?” 

“Yep! So, who’s next?” 

“Benito Conti—in my mind we don’t know nearly enough about him. I researched him, and there wasn’t much—which is most likely by design. My gut tells me he prefers to keep a low profile so he doesn’t call attention to himself—and if he has anything to do with the cartels, which I’m sure he does, it’s a good decision on his part. Anyone messing with his perceived anonymity is taking their life in their hands . . .” 

Listening, Decklin recalled seeing Miguel Sanchez leaving through the back door of Benito’s Tavern, Conti trailing him, clearly upset about something, though Miguel stood his ground. “I thought that was an interesting scenario,” Decklin commented when he reminded Colbie of it. 

“And, there’s no doubt Benito is linked to Adam Clarke and Robert Patterson—and don’t forget the video in which Clarke, Patterson, and Conti are discussing an unidentified woman . . .” 

“Ah, yes—when Conti commented ‘she didn’t know what hit her.’” 

Colbie nodded, got up, then moved another note on the cork board to a different location. “Of course, when I saw that video, my mind went immediately to Quinn’s murder—but, Patterson and Clarke said it was a woman whom Marcus Beckham was seeing. A woman who didn’t know to keep her mouth shut. It’s possible, I suppose, but that doesn’t mean I believe either one of them . . .” 

“Don’t forget about the ring—is Conti’s ring the same one you saw in one of your visions?” 

As Colbie was about to answer, Adele knocked, then poked her head around the door. “Do you guys want anything for lunch—you’ve been in here a long time! I think you need sustenance!” 

Laughing, the two partners agreed, advising Adele to make a decision about what they should order. “Surprise us,” Colbie suggested, thanking her lucky stars Adele was so good at her job. 

So, after a quick delivery and about thirty minutes to enjoy their meal, it wasn’t long before Decklin and Colbie drilled down on those remaining on Colbie’s cork board. “Before we leave Conti, let’s come to a consensus about the ring,” Decklin suggested. 

“I don’t think it’s the same one.” 

“Okay! Moving on—who’s next?” 

Standing back to get a look at the entire board, Colbie took her time before answering. “I only have two—Marcus Beckham and Christopher Li. So, let’s discuss Beckham first, mainly because
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