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Chapter 1
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Colin “Snake” Thurston looked over at the two men that rode their motorcycles with him and he used his head to give the signal that he needed to pull over at the next rest stop. When he got the nod from them, he continued riding, and twenty miles later, he turned on his signal to take the ramp for the exit. Instead of parking where the other cars parked, he went directly to the gas pumps, where Bulldog and Wheels followed him.

After he climbed off his bike, he stretched, withdrew his wallet, and inserted his credit card into the pay slot of the gas pump. He filled his tank, then passed the nozzle over to Bulldog so he could fill up his tank, then he passed it to Wheels. When they had filled their tanks, they started the bikes up, and instead of leaving, they pulled off to the side, dismounted, and went into the building, heading to the men’s room.

In the lobby, Wheels looked at them with a question in his expression.

“What?” Snake asked as he grabbed a bottle of water before he walked up to the cashier to pay. 

“How much longer?”

“For?”

“To your home?”

Snake looked at his watch, then looked around and grinned when they walked to the other side of the lobby where a gigantic map of the state they were in was mounted on the wall. He studied it for about two minutes before he nodded and reached up with his finger to trace a route.

“We are here, we have roughly thirty to forty-five minutes before we get to the ferry.” He looked at them with a grin. “We’re still in New York, but once he hop on the ferry, that will take us across Lake Champlain and into Vermont. My dad’s house is roughly an hour past where the ferry stops. I need to go to St. Albans.” He pulled his phone and accessed something, then turned it for both Bulldog and Wheels to look at.

“I don’t know where you’ll break off, but you can continue on with Bulldog and break off on Interstate 91 to head south. That will eventually dump you into 95, and you can take that to Virginia Beach.”

Wheels took the phone and studied it, then looked at Bulldog. “You going to be okay if I don’t go all the way into Maine with you to pick up 95 there.”

“I’ll be fine, will you?”

“Yeah,” he sighed as he handed the phone back to Snake. “Are there any hotels in your town?”

“No clue, there weren’t when I left here after high school, but back then the population for only about four thousand. Last time I talked to Dad, six months ago, it had almost doubled and was over seven thousand.”

“Excuse me,” someone said as he walked by them, and held up his hands when the three hardened bikers turned to look at him.

“Yes?” Snake asked with a raised brow.

“I don’t mean to interrupt, but I heard you’re taking the ferry across the lake?”

“Yes.”

Instead of answering right away, the man looked at his watch, then back at the three of them. “The ferry stops running at seven and opens up again at six in the morning.” 

The three of them looked at their watches and sighed as they looked back at the guy. They saw that it was already six thirty, and they were more than thirty minutes away from the ferry.

Snake looked at the man, and shook his head. “I have family in St. Albans. I know this is probably too much information, but I haven’t been home in years, and they don’t know I’m coming. Instead of me bothering them with this, is there a hotel between here and the ferry?”

The man nodded. “About fifteen minutes down the road there is a Motel 8, there’s also a restaurant a few doors down from it. Walking distance.”

“Thanks,” Snake said as he held out his hand and they shook, then the three of them left the lobby, while the man went into the men’s room. Snake looked at Bulldog and Wheels before giving them a shrug. “What do you think?”

“I’m ready to stop riding for the day,” Bulldog said, and Wheels seconded the sentiment. With a nod, Snake led them back out to the bikes, finishing his water on the way and tossing the bottle in the trash. They climbed onto the back of their own bikes, and before they started them, Snake looked at them with a grin.

“What?”

“You guys good on separate rooms?”

“Good how?” Wheels asked in confusion.

“Money.”

“Oh, yeah, we’re like you, we don’t spend our under pay.”

“Yeah,” Bulldog said as he grabbed his helmet, prompting them to take their own. Within three minutes, they were out on the highway again. Because both Bulldog and Wheels were road captains, Snake rode behind them, and when he saw the sign for a hotel and food a few miles down the road, he nodded to himself.

When they finally arrived at the hotel, they parked, grabbed their duffels to head to the front entrance.

“Welcome, how may I help you?” the young man behind the desk asked as they approached the front desk.

“Do you have any rooms available?” Snake asked.

“We do, how many would you like?”

“Three.” They waited until he punched the keys, then looked up at them with a friendly smile.

“Would you prefer a king, or two queens?”

“A king,” Snake said, and the others echoed his request. As more keys were punched, Snake spoke, “Do you have the rooms close together?”

“Actually, I can give you connecting rooms. Whomever takes the middle one can open the doors on either side.”

“Is that normal?” Bulldog asked.

“Not usually, but this hotel has that feature. It works well with traveling families.” He smiled and leaned in to whisper. “It’s not something we advertise.”

“Ah, thank you. If they are available, we’ll take them.”

“Which one of you would like the middle one?”

“I’ll take it,” Snake said as he pulled out his wallet and showed his Vermont driver’s license, something he had always kept hidden on his last assignment, but had been able to have either Flynn or Kessler to renew for him. When he’d been ‘arrested’ out in Arizona and taken to safety, he had been handed the current license that he now used. He noted that both Bulldog and Wheels had pulled theirs out also, but from their respective states.

“Here you go, Mr. Thurston, you’re in room four twelve.” He returned the license, and a room key, and Snake stepped aside and waited for Wheels and Bulldog to get their rooms. They were in four eleven, twelve, and thirteen. As they turned away, the desk clerk called out.

“Breakfast starts at six in the dining room.” He pointed and the guys turned to see the area and nodded. “Free.”

Snake turned back around to verify what the man in the rest area told them. “Is there a restaurant within walking distance to the hotel?”

“Yes, there are several. When you go out of the parking lot, the way you rode in, turn right, and two blocks down is the area where there are stores and restaurants.”

“Thank you,” Snake said again, then turned and headed to the elevator. None of them spoke as they waited for it, and rode it to the fourth floor. On their floor, they had to walk half-way down the hall and grinned when it was far enough away from the elevator that they wouldn’t be hearing it all night. They went into their rooms, and it was a good fifteen minutes before the knocks on the connecting doors sounded. All Snake did was unlock each door and go back to sit at the table. They settled in the other chair and ottoman.

“How hungry are you?” Bulldog started grinning when Snake’s stomach rumbled. They made sure they had everything, before heading out, but Snake stopped them.

“Armed?”

“Yes,” they answered, and pointed toward their feet. He nodded and headed toward his door, with the others following closely behind. They left the connecting doors opened when they stepped out in the hall. Outside, they went in the direction they were told, and it felt good to walk after riding for ten hours that day.

“Steak?” Bulldog asked as he rubbed his stomach, and used his head to nod toward a popular steakhouse sign several yards away.

“Yes,” Snake said, and looked at Wheels, who nodded. They had grins on their faces as they walked in, and were immediately seated. After ordering a beer each, they looked at the menu, and when the waitress returned with their drinks, they placed their orders, and it was Wheels that asked for separate checks.

Twenty minutes later, they looked at each other with gigantic grins as their meals were set down before them. They ordered another beer, then dug into their food.

“Damn,” Snake said almost thirty minutes later as he laid his fork on his empty plate, pushed it away, and settled back in his seat. “That fucking hit the spot. Now, all I need is a hot shower, and I’m going to be done for the night.”

The others agreed, and nodded to the waitress when she asked if everything had been to their satisfaction, then she gave them their bills, and left. They all left a healthy tip, paid their checks on the way out, and walked back to the hotel. In the hall, they again went to their separate room, and before he opened his, Snake looked at the two of them.

“I’ll close your doors, but I won’t lock them.”

“Sounds good,” Wheels said, and Bulldog only nodded as they went into their rooms. Snake put action to words, and as soon as they were closed, he dug into his bag for clean underwear, then went in to take a shower. He stood beneath the spray until it started to run cold, then finally washed, got out, and dressed in just his boxers he climbed into bed and was asleep in minutes. He never even turned on the TV, like he had planned to do.

Snake woke by slowly opening his eyes, stretching, and before he used the bathroom, he made a cup of coffee and frowned when he realized the pot was a one cup wonder. When he came out of the bathroom, he had a towel wrapped around his waist, grabbed his first cup of coffee of the day, and started another one. He dressed, and put his clothes from the previous day in the bag with his dirty ones. He was just putting his socks on when the doors on either side of him opened and the others joined him, holding their own coffee cups.

“What’s on the agenda for today?” Bulldog asked as he settled in the spare chair while Wheels sat on the ottoman.

“We’re close to my home, you guys are more than welcome to come home with me for a couple of days. Once we cross Lake Champlain and get into Vermont, I’m roughly an hour from home. If memory serves, it’s almost two miles across the lake on the ferry, taking roughly fifteen minutes. Depending on the water.”

“Meaning?”

“If it’s rough, or smooth.”

“How deep is it?”

“Don’t quote me, but roughly four hundred feet deep.” He looked at Wheels with a scowl. “Why?”

“Nothing, just wondering. This ferry you keep mentioning, we can drive the bikes on it?”

“Yes.” Snake stood, finished dressing, and packed up his toiletries. He looked at the others. “You packed?”

“Yeah, we’re just waiting for you.” Bulldog grinned when Snake flipped him off.

“I don’t know how this works, but I’m going to take my bag down, strap it to the bike, get breakfast, then check out.” He looked at his watch. “We’ll have plenty of time to get to the ferry.”

“Okay, but I think I’m going to head for home,” Bulldog said as he went into his room to grab his bag. “I’m still another eight hours or so from my home. I’ll have to go through Vermont, New Hampshire, then into Maine.”

“Yeah, I’m going to break off at Interstate 91 and head south,” Wheels said. “I won’t make it all in one day. I’ve got to go through Vermont, Massachusetts, Connecticut, around New York City, into Jersey, Delaware, then home.” He finished his own coffee and went to get his bag, while still talking. “I’m thinking at least two days, almost eight hundred miles.”

“You’ll let us know when you make it home?”

“Yes.” He looked at the two of them, then nodded to Bulldog. “You’ll let me know?”

“Yes.”

Snake held out his hand to them, and as they shook, he gave them a nod and then a grin. “I’ll see you in Iowa in sixty days.”

“Sixty,” Bulldog said.

“Iowa,” Wheels said with a nod. They took their bags down to their bikes, strapped them on, then took advantage of the hotel breakfast. It shocked Snake with the variety of foods offered. He loaded up on waffles, and smothered sausage gravy over them. All three of them ate their fill, and by the time they checked out, Snake felt like he could barely move, but he climbed on his bike anyway, since that was his only mode of transportation, and settled in as they hit the road toward the ferry.
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“Wow,” Wheels said as he came up to stand beside Snake and Bulldog at the side of the ferry as they watched the landscape go by. Snake had his phone out and filmed the passage.

“Yeah,” Snake said with a grin. “My buddies and I would ride this ferry back and forth in the summer. It was a blast.” He laughed and the others looked at him, because in all the years they knew him they had never seem him so carefree. “Look.” He pointed and there was a ferry further along. They looked over when the guy from the rest stop stepped up on the other side of Bulldog.

“Morning.”

“Morning,” they said with a grin, and Snake turned back around and still using his phone, he zoomed in as far as he could to see if he could make out the faces of the people on the other boat. He swore under his breath, then shook his head.

“What?” Bulldog asked quietly.

“I’m zoomed in, and there’s a beautiful woman over there,” he said with a nod, and he grinned when the three of them pulled out their own phones to do the same thing.

“Shit,” Snake said as he saw two men come up behind the woman, and she whipped around to stare at them. He couldn’t tell what was being said, but she was trying to walk away one second, and the next the two men picked her up and tossed her over the side of the boat.

Snake didn’t hesitate, he whipped off his leather jacket, toed off his boots, and started stripping. He slammed the keys to his bike in Bulldog’s hand, and the turned and pointed. “Meet me over there!” Before anyone else could react, he climbed up on the side of the ferry, and dove in. He swam like his life depended on it, trying to get to the woman. He noted that the other ferry never stopped. It felt like hours, but he would learn later that it took him five minutes to get to the woman. She was floating face down when he reached her, and he flipped her over, and pulled her toward the shore.

On the ferry he had jumped off, the man they had seen the day before looked at Bulldog and Wheels, then down at the clothes the other man named Snake had stripped out of.

“Jesus, is that real?” He pointed and the others immediately picked up Snake’s gun and government ID.

“Yeah, we’re ATF and DEA agents.”

The guy nodded and pulled out his own badge. “Vermont State Police. Now, I know you outrank me, but see that truck?” He pointed and elaborated. “With the trailer?”

“Yeah? What about it?”

“If you guys move your bikes, I can pull forward and we can load your bikes on the trailer. I can get the three of them and the two of you over there.” He pointed to where Snake was, and they sighed in relief when they saw that Snake had reached the woman.

“I’ll call it in, and by the time we get there help will be on the way.” He walked away, talking into his phone, and because several other people had been at the railing and saw what happened, they helped direct cars to back up so there was enough room to move the bikes so the guy could pull his truck forward. By the time the ferry had docked, the bikes were loaded, and they were going to be the first ones off. The ferry workers had been informed of what happened, and the boat where the woman had been tossed over was going to be delayed until the police could arrive. Unfortunately, they had to call the New York State Police to get them to investigate. The Vermont policeman, whose name turned out to be Eric Peters, had called his own friend on the force in New York. He had also suggest that the ferry where the crime had occurred wait a few yards off shore until the police could arrive. That would lesson the chance of the perps to get away.

Forty-five minutes after Snake jumped into the lake, Eric parked a few feet away from him, and when they didn’t see him giving the woman any life saving measures, they thought the worst. Bulldog was the first out of Eric’s truck and he ran forward with Snake’s leather, that he draped over his shoulders.

“Is she?”

“Alive,” Snake said. “She’s breathing and has a pulse.”

The men breathed a sigh of relief and Wheels handed Snakes his clothes. He tried to dress, but Eric had him stop for the EMTs to check him over. They could hear sirens in the distance.

“Snake,” Bulldog said as he turned his back to the lake and subtly handed the other man his gun and ID. “These fell out when you stripped. Eric saw them. He is with the Vermont State Police.” When Snake looked at him, he nodded, and waved his arms to try to get warm from his swim. He stood there in his soaking wet boxer briefs and his leather jacket. “He’s on our side, and he called New York to get them to investigate the other ferry.”

They paused long enough to watch as an ambulance pulled up, and two EMTs rushed over. Snake was calm as he told them what happened, and they loaded the woman on a gurney, and took her away. She was alive, breathing, and had a pulse, but she wasn’t awake.

Before the ambulance was done loading her, three cop cars came screaming toward them, and Snake just stood between Bulldog and Wheels. Eric came up to them and stuck his hand out. “Trooper Eric Peters.”

“Colin Thurston, aka, Snake.” He looked around and leaned in to whisper, “ATF and DEA.”

“Both?” Eric asked in shock, and saw all three of them nod. He had failed to ask what agency the other two were with, until now. “You?”

“Same,” Bulldog said with a nod.

“What they said,” Wheels echoed their statements.

Eric looked at them with his head cocked to his side, and a scowl on his face. He sighed and asked quietly, “If I run your names, what will I find?”

Snake smirked at him. “Do you have x-ray vision?”

Eric frowned, not understanding it until his eyes widened. “Redacted?”

“Heavily.”

“Ah, say no more. I’ll talk to these guys, but they’re going to want to take your statements.”

“Understood.” Snake nodded, then had Eric stop before he walked away. He looked over both shoulders, and leaned in. “We’re undercover.”

“Ah, understood. You got regular ID?” At the nods, he said, “Use that.”

Eric walked away to talk to the police officers, and before the ambulance left, one of the EMTs came over, along with another police officer, to check Snake out and to get his statement while the other guy took his vitals. As he was looked over, he told the cops what he had been doing with his phone, and he accessed the video he’d taken from their trip across the lake. Bulldog and Wheels showed the police what they had captured also.

“Do you guys have ID?” one police officer asked, and watched as they held up their hands, not making any sudden movements as they reached for their wallets. Snake had to bend down and get his from the pants his friends had brought him. 

“Can I get dressed?” he asked, but then shivered.

“Yes, but I want you to go to the hospital to get checked out,” the EMT said.

“Why?”

“Because that water can’t be more than forty degrees, you’re shivering, your lips are blue, and I want you to get checked out.”

“Besides,” Eric said as he joined them after talking to the other police. He pointed toward the other side of the lake, and though they couldn’t see everything clearly, they did see blue and red flashing lights. “It will be documentation on what they find, and whatever trouble that young lady is in, I’m sure she’s going to need your medical records to go after whomever tossed her overboard.”

“Okay,” Snake knew he had to give in when he saw the looks on Bulldog and Wheels’ faces. “You guys can take off if you’d like.”

“Yeah, right,” Bulldog snorted a laugh.

“Did you hit your head when you dove into the water?” Wheels asked as he jerked back like he had been slapped.

“We should get going,” the EMT said, and they walked Snake to the ambulance. He didn’t have a gurney to sit on, but he did sit on one of the side benches, and sighed in relief when he was handed a couple of blankets. Instead of removing his leather, he wrapped it around his legs, and the second one handed to him he put around his shoulders. He hunched forward and studied the unconscious woman. He didn’t know how long her hair was nor the exact color, because it was wet and dark at the moment. Her face was calm, peaceful, like she was just sleeping. As he continued to study her, he saw she had fine lines around the corner of her eyes, and knew that she wasn’t young like he had thought when he’d seen her through the phone lens.

“Is she okay?”

“Yes, her vitals are good, she’s just unconscious,” the EMT said. “I didn’t see any bumps or cuts on her head, but I’ll tell the doctors at the hospital to do a thorough check.”

The ride to the hospital took thirty minutes, and when they arrived, Snake stayed behind as they took the woman in first. An orderly stood there with a wheelchair waiting to wheel Snake inside. He sighed and did as told, then watched as he was parked in the hallway and they assessed the woman.

“Sir,” a nurse said as they approached with a clipboard. “Could you fill this out, please.”

Snake sighed and took the paperwork, thankful he had slipped his wallet into the inside pocket of his leather jacket, so he had all his vital information on him. He passed it back with his ID and insurance card. The woman came back, took it, and walked away, but not before stating that she would make copies and return them.

A doctor approached, and someone wheeled Snake into an examination area, then the doctor started asking him questions as a nurse took his vitals. He ended up showing the doctor the video of how the woman had been tossed overboard, and then he explained how he had stripped to jump in to save her.

“That was either very brave or very stupid of you,” the doctor said as he examined him, and nodded. “Your temperature is a little low, but other than that, I don’t see anything wrong with you. Do you need me to send the nurse for a pair of scrubs for you?”

“No, I have friends coming with my clothes. We were on motorcycles, and someone from the Vermont police department was on the ferry with us. They loaded up our bikes to come get me. When they’re done out at the scene, they’ll bring everything.”

“Okay, but in the meantime, I’m going to get you some heated blankets.” He stood and went over to a silver cabinet in the corner, reached in, and came back with three blankets. “Please, remove your jacket.”

Snake did and sighed in relief when the warm blanket was placed over his back, then over his thighs, and finally, the last one was wrapped around his legs. 

“I’ll leave you here until your friends come. You should be free to go then.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” Snake said, and settled back on the bed, and snuggled into the warmth of the blankets. He must have dozed, because the next thing he knew he opened his eyes to see both Bulldog and Wheels staring at him.

“You got my clothes?” he asked, and grinned when they pointed to the foot of his bed. He flopped the blankets away, stood, and dressed. His boxers had dried out, and once he was fully dressed, he felt better. Before he could say anything, the curtain was pulled back and the nurse came back with his ID, insurance card, and discharge papers.

“Sir,” she said hesitantly, and took a step back when Snake looked up from putting his papers back in his wallet and only cocked a brow at her. “I don’t know if I should say this or not.”

“What?”

“You are in our system.”

“What’s that mean?” Wheels asked.

“It means that Mr. Thurston has been at this hospital before, and because I didn’t know the situation of why he was brought in practically naked, I called the contact person listed in his file.” She looked at the three tattooed bikers, and swallowed so hard, it was heard by the three of them.

“Okay, what’s wrong with that?” Snake asked, trying to reassure her.

“The woman you came in with?”

“Yes?”

“Her emergency contact was the same as yours?”

“Come again?” Snake asked after thirty seconds of complete silence. “Are you saying you called my father for both of us?”

“Yes, is she your sister?”

“No,” Snake said. “I’m an only child.”

Just then, the curtain was pulled back, and Colin stared at the older man standing there for fifteen seconds before the older man rushed forward, and wrapped his son in a gigantic bear hug. Bulldog, the nurse, and Wheels stepped out to give them privacy.

“Junior,” Colin Thurston, Sr. said as he hugged his son, then stepped back with his hands on his shoulders. “When the hospital called me about you, I about panicked. I thought you were undercover out west somewhere.”

“I was, and I was on the way home to see you for the next two months before I go to my next assignment. We were on the ferry from New York when a situation arose.” He smirked at his father then. “Me being me, had me stripping down to my skivvies, jumping into the lake, and rescuing the damsel in distress.” He showed the video and watched his expression. The anger he saw shocked him.

“Son of a bitch,” Colin, Sr. said.

“Dad, do you know this woman?”

“Yes.”

“Are we related?” He shook his head and held up his hand. “The nurse said that you were both her and my emergency contact.”

“Yeah, you are, but no, neither one of us are related to her. I was her mother’s lawyer. During her mother’s illness, I got to know Joni, her name is Joni Carpenter, and we suspected something might happen after the funeral. I told her if she was ever in any trouble not to hesitate to contact me.” He sighed and they looked up when the curtain opened, and Eric Peters walked in with two police officers in uniform right beside him.

“Colin, what are you doing here?” Eric asked in shock.

“This is my son,” Colin, Sr. said proudly, and Snake saw respect in the three officers’ faces.

“Holy shit,” Eric said, then shook his head. “Did he tell you what’s going on?”

“I saw the video, and I know those two men that tossed Joni overboard.”

“Wait,” the taller officer said as he pulled out a notebook and pen. “Do you know the woman?”

“Yes.”

“How do you know her?”

“I’m her lawyer.” Everyone saw the police officers swallow, sigh, then looked at Colin.

“What can you tell us?” By this time Bulldog and Wheels had returned and were openly listening.

“Her name is Joni Carpenter. She’s forty-two years old, and for the last eighteen months she’s been the sole caregiver of her mother, Melissa, who was dying of cancer.”

“Jesus,” Snake said quietly. He laid his hand on his father’s shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. When he was fourteen, he and his father had been the caregivers to his mother who also had passed away from cancer.

Colin looked at Snake and nodded. “Yeah.” He turned back to the police. “Melissa had me fill out her will, and Joni is the sole heir. I won’t get into all the details without permission, but I can tell you it was a significant estate.”

“Can you ballpark how significant?” Eric asked as he also took notes.

“Let’s just say that Joni will never, ever have to work another day in her life, and all of Melissa’s bills were paid before Joni received the inheritance.” He looked at the officers sternly. “You’ll have to talk to her about what it all entailed. I’m not talking just cash, there is the cash, vehicles, houses, a business or two.”

“Significant.” The officers nodded.

“Correct. Now, Junior showed me the video.”

“Junior?”

“Me,” Snake said with a grin.

“Got it. What about the video.”

“I know the two assholes that tossed Joni overboard.”

“Really?” Eric asked in shock.

“Yes, write this down. They are...”

“Wait!” Eric called out as he held up his hand to stop him. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to get the police from New York on the line so they can hear what you have to say.”

While Eric dialed, Snake looked over at the nurse that just entered the area. “How is Joni?” he asked, the name rolling off his tongue like he’d been saying that name for years.

“Stable, if she doesn’t wake in the next hour, we’re going to move her to a room upstairs.”

“Thank you,” Snake said, and turned back to the others with a nod, waiting to hear what his father had to say about Joni Carpenter.
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Chapter 3
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The three undercover biker agents leaned against the bed as Snake’s father took a seat on the stool doctors used while talking to patients. The three police officers stood across from them.

“Do these gentlemen need to be here?” the younger officer asked as he pointed to Snake, Bulldog, and Wheels. They looked at each other, pulled out a slim black wallet, and opened it, showing their government ID. “Oh.”

“What?” someone on the phone asked.

“I’ll explain later, Ted,” Eric said. “It’s not relevant to this case.”

“Okay, so, who will be doing the talking?”

“Colin Thurston, Sr. He is the attorney to the woman tossed overboard.”

“Got it. We have the two perps in custody, and we have Ms. Carpenter’s vehicle and possessions.”

“Did you find an urn?” Colin asked.

“Come again?”

“Joni Carpenter was on that ferry because her mother’s wishes were that on her first birthday after her death, Melissa, the mother, wanted her ashes scattered across the lake from Vermont to New York. I was able to get all the paperwork to make sure it was legal. Today was Melissa’s birthday.” Colin looked at everyone and gave a nod. “I asked if she wanted me to be there with her, but she said no, she had to do this by herself.”

“Damn,” Snake whispered, and shrugged when they looked at him.

“Do you know the two gentlemen the were involved in the incident?” Ted asked.

“Yes, they are Carl Willis and James English.”

“How are they involved with Joni Carpenter?”

“They aren’t really,” Colin said with a heavy sigh as he pinched the bridge of his nose. “Okay, this is going to be confusing, but here we go. Joni Carpenter, the victim, is the daughter of Melissa and Duane Carpenter. When Joni was seven, Duane was killed in an accident involving a drunk driver. Duane was not drunk.” He made sure he looked at everyone until he received their nods. “Duane was a great guy, and he was smart. I’m talking with his estate planning. He left most of everything to Melissa, and some to Joni for her college. When Melissa passed, Joni received the rest of it.”

“Okay, but what does that have to do with Willis and English?”

“I’m getting to that, I wanted you to have a little background first.”

“Got it.”

“Willis and English are half-brothers, with the same mother, different fathers.” Colin sighed and shook his head. “Pay attention because this is the confusing part. Duane Carpenter grew up in the foster system. At one time Duane and the mother to Willis and English were in the same foster home. She was three years younger than Duane. They had been in the same foster home for only eight months before Duane aged out, and because of his grades, and he had worked to save money, he went away to college.”

“Let me guess,” Snake interrupted his father. “He never looked back.”
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