
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Stilettos

	and

	Sniper Rifles

	Gail Koger

	



	


Copyright August 2023 by Gail Koger

	All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this e-book ONLY. No part of this e-book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission from Gail Koger. Please do not participate or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized copies.

	Image/art disclaimer: Licensed material is being used for illustrative purposes only. Any person depicted in the licensed material is a model.

	If you find this book on a “free” site, it’s been stolen by pirates. No, not the kind with big ass swords who yell, “I’m going to use your guts for garters, my pretty.” These internet pirates are stealing our books.

	Authors and publishers are being forced to walk the financial plank. Not only do these brigands cost us hard-earned income, but they also contribute to ending our careers. Sales determine an author’s success and if thousands of our books are being downloaded from the pirate sites instead of legitimate sites, it can seriously impact our sales and future career.

	Cover Artist: Limabean Designs

	Published in the United States of America

	This e-book is a work of fiction. While reference might be made to actual historical events, existing locations, the names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

	



	


Contents

	Prologue

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine

	Chapter Ten

	Chapter Eleven

	Chapter Twelve

	Chapter Thirteen

	Chapter Fourteen

	Chapter Fifteen

	Chapter Sixteen

	Chapter Seventeen

	Books in the Coletti Warlord series

	

	



	


This book is dedicated to my parents

	




Prologue

	My name is Gemma Stone and I’ve been a Maricopa County Sheriff’s Deputy for four years. Why did I become a cop? Genetics, and tradition. After my father and five brothers were discharged from the Marines, they all went into law enforcement. Mom wanted me to join the Army and become a sniper like her, but the thought of lying on my stomach for hours in a ghillie camouflage suit was a turn-off. I’m a crack shot, but I like helping people and I love chasing down bad guys. Too bad most of the citizens I encounter are friggin’ nuts. I mean, seriously, did they put something in the water?

	I work out of District Three, which includes Sun City, eight unincorporated towns with small populations, Lake Pleasant, and lots of desert. Fifteen deputies cover 1600 square miles. District Three is always understaffed and our calls for service are incredibly high. If you get in trouble, you are pretty much on your own.

	Most folks don’t have a clue about what a cop deals with every day. Law enforcement isn’t for the fainthearted. Are you brave enough to enter my world?

	




Chapter One

	I hate Mondays. People are still bad-tempered and hungover from the weekend. My first call of the day was a dog attack on a postal worker. I rolled up to the address given and the poor guy was perched on top of his postal truck shouting, “Get out of here! Go away.”

	The dogs? Five chihuahuas. With a snort of amusement, I parked my patrol car behind the postal truck and keyed my radio mic. “Charlie-23 I need animal control at my location.”

	“Copy, Charie-23,” the dispatcher responded.

	I swung my car door open and stepped out.

	“No! No! Get back in your car,” the postal worker yelled. “They’re vicious.”

	“Seriously? They’re just chihuahuas.”

	“They’re land sharks.” The postal worker held out his legs. His pants were shredded to the knee.

	Growling ferociously, the gang of dogs attacked me.

	The little ankle biters yanked on my pants legs so hard it knocked me back against my car. Using my mean mother voice, I ordered, “Let go. Now! Bad dogs! Get out of here.” The little buggers kept attacking. On the positive side, I was wearing boots.

	“Told ya. Land sharks,” the postal worker shouted.

	I shook my left leg wildly trying to dislodge them.

	Grrrrrrrrrrrr.

	Their growls kinda reminded me of hungry grizzly bears. “I am not dinner! Shoo! Go away.

	The growls got louder.

	My temper flared at the sound of my pants ripping. “Bad dogs! Spit! You heard me, spit!”

	Grrrrrrrrrrrr.

	“Dang it, let go.” I shook my right leg.

	Grrrrrrrrrrrr.

	“Didn’t your mom teach you any manners at all?” Rippp! My right pants leg now had a three-inch tear. “That does it!” I yanked out my Mace and sprayed them.

	Screeching blue bloody murder, the mutts ran toward a cinderblock house with desert landscaping.

	An elderly woman wearing a faded yellow housedress hobbled out the front door. “My babies!” She pointed her cane at me. “What did you do to my babies?”

	“I maced them.” I rubbed my burning eyes. Lucky me, the wind had blown the chemicals right back at me. My eyesight blurred and I blinked rapidly. “They attacked the mailman and me.”

	“Mace!” Granny swung her cane at me.

	I didn’t duck fast enough, and pain exploded in my left cheek. “Fuck!” I grabbed the cane as she took another swing at me. “You’re under arrest.” I placed the cane on the roof of my patrol car.

	“You can’t arrest me!” The old gal kicked me in the shin. “I’m too old.”

	I twisted her right arm behind her. “Stop it! And yes, I can. You assaulted a police officer. Twice!”

	“Help! Help! Police brutality.”

	People came out of their houses. Some lookie-loos stopped their cars and were happily filming the old gal’s antics with their cellphones. With my luck, I’d make the evening news. I quickly slapped the cuffs on and stuffed her in the backseat of my patrol car.

	“Help! Help!”

	I rolled my eyes. The perfect start to a Monday. God, I hoped my brothers didn’t hear about this.

	The postal worker climbed down and confronted the crowd of older folks. “Emma hit the deputy with her cane.”

	They all looked at me.

	“Yep, you’re gonna have a beaut of a shiner,” an old guy said.

	One elderly woman peered at me through her thick glasses. “Did you provoke her?”

	“Emma sicced her dogs on me again. The Deputy was just trying to protect me,” the mail carrier added.

	I pulled out my pocket notepad and pen. “Why does she send the dogs after you?”

	“She says I bring her too many bills,” the postal worker answered.

	Everyone nodded.

	I frowned as Emma kicked at the backseat window. “Do you want to press charges for assault?”

	“I do. This isn’t the first time, and these pants aren’t cheap.”

	Neither were mine.

	“Look out!” Someone shouted.

	The chihuahuas charged toward us.

	Everyone ran for their lives.

	A Maricopa County Animal Control van pulled up.

	“About time.” I pulled my Mace and sprayed the chihuahuas again.

	Yelping, the dogs ran back home.

	Emma kicked the window harder. “My babies! My babies!”

	“Knock it off or I’m macing you next.”

	“You wouldn’t dare!”

	I bared my teeth in a predator’s smile. “Try me.”

	Her eyes widened in alarm.

	Ichabod Shufflebottom, my sorta boyfriend, rolled the window down on his van. “Is it safe?”

	“Five uncontained chihuahuas. You’ll need your snare.”

	“Gotcha.” Ichabod climbed out of his van and yanked up his baggy pants. He always bought his uniforms two sizes too big to hide how skinny he was. Like that worked. The fact he is five-foot-three and I’m six-feet tall made him a bit insecure. Okay, a lot insecure and never, ever bring up his weight. I mean, my God, he’s worse than a woman and he always thinks people are staring at him. Well, duh, of course they are. Off-duty, Ichabod dresses like a Goth. I mean eyeliner on a guy isn’t cool unless you’re that pirate dude.

	The real problem with our relationship is I’m a kick-ass cop and Ichabod is a dog catcher who’s afraid of his own shadow. He drives my family nuts with his tendency to shriek like a girl when something scares him. Mom hates his scruffy goatee and man bun. I wasn’t too fond of them either, but a promise was a promise.

	Carrying a snare and small dog carrier, Ichabod ambled over to me. “I see you’ve met Miss Emma.”

	“I did.” Ichabod ignored my burgeoning black eye.

	Emma shrieked, “You can’t take my dogs. You can’t.”

	“I warned you what would happen if you let them out again, Miss Emma,” Ichabod replied. His high-pitched squeaky voice made him sound like a nervous high schooler, not a grown man.

	Shrieking in rage, Emma kicked out the window of my patrol car.

	I stared at the shattered glass in disbelief. Emma weighed about eighty pounds, and I didn’t think she had it in her.

	“I’m gonna get my shotgun and shoot your ass,” Emma shouted. “Do you hear me? You’re a dead man. A dead man!”

	I keyed my shoulder mic and shouted over Emma’s tirade, “Charlie-23, I need a backup.” I couldn’t transport a prisoner with a broken window.

	Emma’s screams grew louder.

	“Charlie-23 say again,” the dispatcher replied.

	“Emma, shut the hell up or I will Mace you.”

	“He can’t take them. He can’t,” She sobbed hysterically.

	“Charlie-23 I need a unit for prisoner transport. My patrol car has been damaged.”

	“Copy. Is there a unit in the area of 14100 North 103rd Avenue for a prisoner transport?”

	“Charlie-24 I’m responding,”

	The dispatcher answered, “Copy Charlie-24.”

	Charlie-24, aka Julie Garza, is my very best friend, and a former homecoming queen. Men always tended to dismiss her as harmless. Their mistake. She is deadly in a fight. Julie worked the beat next to mine. It didn’t matter if it was a lost kid or a bank robbery. We always had each other’s backs.

	Ichabod’s large Adam’s apple bobbed nervously. “I’ll go impound Miss Emma’s dogs.”

	“You do that.” Julie and Ichabod did not get along and he avoided her like the plague.

	Emma tried to wiggle out the broken window. “I’ll kill you. I’ll kill you.”

	I pushed her back into the car. “Do you want me to add threatening and intimidating to your charges?”

	“No.”

	“Then, zip it.”

	“I need to finish my deliveries,” the postal worker stated.

	“Can you hold on a little longer? I need to get your information.”

	“Sure. I’ll wait in my truck.”

	“Thanks, I appreciate it.” To my relief Julie’s patrol car parked behind mine.

	Julie’s tailored khaki uniform was always immaculate, and she never had a hair out of place. Me? My gaze fixed on my shredded pants. I was never that lucky. Julie’s gaze quickly surveyed the area and then she looked at me. “Ouch. Who clocked you?”

	“I did,” Emma said proudly. “With my cane. She maced my dogs.”

	Julie raised an eyebrow.

	“Yep. I did Mace her dogs.” I pulled at my shredded pants. “After they attacked me.”

	“Let’s get her in my car,” Julie said, opening the back door.

	“I ain’t going anywhere with you, bitch. Touch me and you’ll be on the nightly news for police brutality.”

	Julie glanced at the lookie-loos and assumed her stern cop’s demeanor. “Threatening a police officer is a violation of ARS 13-1202, which carries a fine of two thousand five hundred dollars and six months in jail.”

	“What?” Emma squawked.

	I added, “You also assaulted me, damaged my patrol car and sicced your dogs on the mailman. You are going to jail. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. What’s it going to be?”

	“I want to call my son.”

	“Not a problem,” Julie said. “Once we’re in booking, I’ll let you make a phone call.” She reached in and grabbed Emma’s arm.

	Emma chomped down on her fingers.

	“Fuck.” Julie yanked her hand back. “She bit me.”

	“Ain’t got me teeth in, or I would have got you good,” Emma cackled.

	“Emma Louise Brown,” a harsh voice growled. “Is this any way for a Sunday school teacher to act?”

	I glanced over my shoulder. Holy crap! It was Sergeant Bergman. For an ex-clergyman, he appeared to be a mild-mannered man, but in reality, he was one mean sonovabitch.

	“Did you assault my deputies?”

	Emma hung her head. “Yes, sir.”

	Sergeant Bergman’s gaze roved from my face to my shredded pants before settling on the mail carrier. “Where are her dogs?”

	Right on cue, Ichabod let out a shriek and made a mad dash for his van with the dogs in hot pursuit.

	“Stone, I want you to get checked out at Boswell Hospital. Emma is a golfer and has a mean swing. Garza, you book the prisoner.” He put a suddenly agreeable Emma in the back seat of Julie’s patrol car.

	“Yes, sir,” we said in unison.

	“Sit. Stay,” Sergeant Bergman commanded as the dogs charged us.

	Like magic, all five chihuahuas obeyed.

	Sarge picked up Ichabod’s discarded carrier and put all the
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