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Dedication: To my family, both by blood and birth, and by choice. Without you, these books would never have happened. Thank you.  

Epigraph: “Sooner or later everyone sits down to a banquet of consequences.”  - Robert Louis Stevenson      

Description:
When a congressman's wife is murdered, Jamie and Jack find themselves in the crosshairs of dirty cops and political plays. 
Someone had killed Melly Warren. Melly herself had let them know when Mike brought her to meet Jack and Jamie. 
Melly really hoped Mike and his friends could help, because her children didn’t have her to protect them anymore. Her teenaged twins had no idea how dangerous their father truly could be. 

Melly needed Mike to help before the twins learned that the monster wasn’t under the bed – he was in the master bedroom. 
“When being a cop meant you were as at risk from those in uniform as you were from those out of it, it stopped being about protecting and serving the community and became about surviving the job. – But this is our home, and if we let them run us off, we’re letting them win.” 

How high does the corruption go? How many will they kill to keep them silent? 
And what do you do when the threats are coming from inside the house? Different kinds of ghosts show up and the team learns that some of those from the other side are just as evil dead as they are alive. 

It’s going to take everything they’ve got for Jack, Jamie, and Mike to keep those they consider family, safe. 








  
  
Chapter One




Melly Warren was dead, that much she knew. How she’d died, well, that she didn’t remember. The why? Oh, she knew that. Sort of. It was because she’d said the wrong thing or done something he didn’t approve of – and he’d finally had enough. At least, that’s what she suspected. Her husband, Trey, or Congressman-elect Channing Alistair Warren III had very exacting standards for how a wife should look, act, behave, and so on. Melly rarely managed to meet all of those standards on a good day. It looked like today had not been a particularly good day at all. 

The others on this side told her to go talk to this guy, Mike Donovan. Said he could help. She hoped he really could because her babies didn’t have her to protect them anymore. Teenagers never met anyone’s standards, and Channing and Liz had no idea how dangerous their father truly could be. Melly needed Mike to help before the twins learned that the monster wasn’t under the bed – he was in the master bedroom.








  
  
Chapter Two




Jamie answered the knock at his door and was met with a bag of take-out food to the chest and the smiling face of his friend, Joey Mahoney. 

“You’ve been avoiding me,” Joey said as he stepped inside. “No invites to come hang out, no showing up at my door with take-out to harass me for information. I mean, where’s the love? What the hell, man?”

“I know you follow the news,” Jamie said. “So you know damned well what’s been keeping me busy. That whole almost dying – again – to solve a case thing?”

“Bah, you didn’t almost die. They shot up your brand new house and pissed you off. That was their mistake, and we both know it. Piss you off and that’s pouring fuel on the fire of your already pig-headed Celtic determination to solve the case.”

“You still know me too well,” Jamie said and gripped Joey’s wrist as Joey grabbed his. “I’m glad you’re here. It’s been too long. How’s Dai?”

They unpacked Thai food and settled down to eat. “Dai’s good. He’s a brilliant asset in the PI business. His intellect, combined with his connections? That’s gold right there,” Joey said. His partner, Dai – Daffyd Llewellyn - had recently retired from government intelligence and now worked with Joey in his new private investigation business. Joey and Jamie had been partners for a brief time after Mike’s murder while Joey’s partner, Paulie Giannetti had been busy with other things. Namely, organized crime and Mike’s widow – not necessarily in that order.  The two of them had uncovered a few bad cops and that earned them some negative attention. It got to be too much for Joey, and he quit the force and opened his own PI business.

“You know, you could come work with me. You’ve already invested enough to be a partner,” Joey said.

“What about Jack, though? She’s good people and I can’t leave her stranded. I won’t do that to her,” Jamie said.

“Bring her with you. We’ve got more work than we can handle. I’ve had to turn away cases for the past two weeks. I hired more staff, some just for the office work, so Dai and I could focus on the investigative tasks.” They ate in silence for a few minutes, then Joey spoke again. “How about this? You can do side jobs while still with the Harbor police, as long as there’s no conflict of interest, right?”

“Right,” Jamie said.

“You two work a case for me and see if you like it? I’ll pay you both, bring you on as part time staff. You work it when you have time around your regular policing and see what you think.”

Jamie thought for a moment. Things at the station had been not great since Mike’s murder and all of the negative stuff solving it had uncovered. The only one at the station still behind him, besides Jack, was Sergeant Lincoln Tremont and Sarge was coming up on retirement soon.

“I’d have to talk to Jack about all of this. If she’s not in, then I’m not either. Not right now, anyway. Agreed?”

“Agreed. Now, tell me all the gossip,” Joey said.

Jamie laughed and started to fill him in on the latest at the Harbor Police Department.


      [image: ]Jack enjoyed having her place all to herself once more. Avery’s tiny house at the far end of her back yard kept them close enough to be involved in each other’s lives but gave them both the privacy they craved. Her son was a lot like her, Jack knew, and when they were deep into their work, they needed the solitude. Avery’s summer was filled with plans to spend weekends with his friends, but during the week he worked as a freelance editor for a couple of local authors as well as a writer for the city paper.

Jack’s home office was also her guest room when needed – but now she enjoyed having the Murphy bed hidden in its cabinet and her desk set up for ultimate productivity. This, of course, included the mini one-cup brewer on the cabinet behind her. It kept the coffee fresh and kept her from procrastinating with multiple walks into the kitchen for a refill.

Sarge had given them a couple of days off after the last case, but Jack couldn’t not work for more than a day. Lately, she’d found she could get a lot more done at home, or at Jamie’s office at his house, than she could at the station. Things there were getting less and less comfortable for Jamie, and to some degree for herself. Word had been passed around from her old New York City precinct to the guys at Harbor, Massachusetts that Jacqueline Forbes was crazy and shouldn’t be carrying a gun or wearing a badge. General consensus seemed to think that Jack and Jamie deserved each other. The crazy NY cop and the guy who snitched on his fellow cops.

Jack didn’t know how to be anything but a cop, so she didn’t see any other real options. The cop in her never shut off. She was always paying attention and on alert – and that skill had saved her life more than once. Jack knew that detective work was five percent law, ten percent clues, and eight-five percent gut instinct. Jamie worked the same way, which is why they were such a fantastic team.  Unfortunately, another large part of policing resided in politics. Inter-office politics and city-wide politics all impacted the job to one degree or another. Considering their last case had ended the governor’s time in office prematurely – and cancelled his dreams of a senate seat – neither the office level or city level politicians were what you might call ‘happy’ with Jack and Jamie.

Done with the paperwork, Jack decided to take the rest of the evening off and settle in front of the TV with a glass of wine and a bowl of popcorn. Time to forget work and politics for a while.








  
  
Chapter Three




Mike sat on the second floor balcony of Jamie’s place, staring out at the midnight sea. The tide was high, so the slap of the waves could be heard more clearly from his position across the street from the beach. Melly Warren paced the balcony beside him. 

“I am really worried about my kids, Mr. Donovan. Please help me?” Melly asked.

“I get it. I left my kids behind, too. But you’re the wife of a politician and the last time I got Jamie and Jack involved in a case, the politics almost got them killed,” Mike replied.

“Trey is a congressman-elect. He’s not even sworn in yet. I’m sure he’s the one that killed me. He threatened it so often, it was just a matter of time.”

“Look, Mrs. Warren,” Mike started.

“Please, just call me Melly,” Melly interrupted.

“Okay, look, Melly,” Mike said. “You don’t even remember how you died yet. You don’t know where your body is or where your death happened. Give it a day or so and things will start to come back to you. When that happens, we’ll revisit the idea of me passing the case on to Jack and Jamie. Okay?”

“I’ve already been over here for four days, right? Maybe five?”

“Being a ghost isn’t an exact science, Melly. I’m still learning stuff and I’ve been here almost a year now. When – or if – you ever remember more details, we’ll talk.”

Jamie walked out onto the balcony from his bedroom and looked at Mike. “Who are you arguing with?”

“No one,” Mike said.

Jamie arched a brow and gave him a look. “Didn’t Noah tell you to introduce us to Melly? Why are you holding back?”

Mike grumbled and reached out a hand, and there she was. A pretty brunette with soft brown eyes and cupid bow lips stood beside Mike, clad a simple silk sheath dress in dark gold. She wore a gold and diamond necklace, matching earrings, bracelet, a diamond wedding band, and a slender gold watch for accessories. On her feet, strappy gold Louboutin shoes with the tell-tale red soles. Her hair seemed long but had been pulled up in a loose bun with soft tendrils that brushed her cheeks.

“Melly, I presume?” Jamie asked.

“Thank you, Mr. Donovan,” Melly said to Mike, then turned to Jamie. “I’m Amelia Warren, but my friends call me Melly. Please, I’d like you to call me Melly.”

“Well, Melly, I’m Jameson Kennedy, but my friends call me Jamie. I’m glad I finally get to meet you.”

“Not my idea,” Mike grumbled. “Her husband is Congressman-elect Channing Alistair Warren III, also known as Trey. She has twin teenagers, Channing and Elizabeth – and she’s worried about the kids.”

“Why are you worried about the children?” Jamie asked Melly.

“Because I’m pretty sure their father killed me and he’s a monster. I protected them from the worst of it, and now I’m not there to keep that shield up for them.”

Jamie looked at Mike, and Mike filled him in. “She doesn’t know where her body is or remember her death. Not where, or when, or anything. We figure she’s been on this side for at least four days, maybe longer.”

“And there’s been nothing in the news about the Congressman suffering a loss, or having his wife missing, so that’s a red flag,” Jamie said.

“Maybe she’s in a coma in the hospital or something?” Mike said.

“That would’ve been in the news, too,” Jamie replied. “Okay, first thing tomorrow, I’ll do some digging. Jack should be here around breakfast and we can get started. Don’t wander too far, Melly. I’ll need Mike to get us to see you to answer questions.”

“Against my better judgement,” Mike said. “You two blame me for this, I’m going to remind you that I didn’t want to do this.”

“Fine, Mike. You’re blameless. Now please keep it down? I’m going to get some sleep,” Jamie said.

“Thank you, Jamie,” Melly said as he stepped inside.


      [image: ]Jack showed up at Jamie’s place the next morning with fresh blueberry muffins she’d baked before coming over.

“I figured you’d have the coffee already, so I baked. I know, don’t get used to it. I finished all my paperwork and had time on my hands,” Jack said.

“Are they any good?” Jamie asked as he eyed the container warily.

“I ate one already, and left some for Avery, so if they’re not edible, you’ll be the only one complaining.”

“Come on into the office. We’ve got a mystery,” Jamie said as he picked a muffin out of the container.

“Mike finally introduced you to the new ghost?”

“Yeah. And, as we’ve discovered is a common problem this early on, she has no clue when or where she got killed. The only thing we know for sure is that she’s not conscious. I’m assuming she’s dead, but it could be a coma. Did you know that was a thing?”

“Jamie, I didn’t know ghosts were a thing until Ellis,” Jack said as she put her bag down in the office. “But it makes sense, in a way. Unconscious and trapped – or dead – could put the soul or consciousness or whatever you want to call it in a state of limbo.”

Ellis Calder had been one of Jack’s criminal informants, or CIs, when she worked in New York City. Ellis had tried to speed up the take down of a drug lord and ended up dying in Jack’s arms. Her ghost showed up and made Jack’s life a living hell for a while. Eventually, Ellis followed Jack to Harbor, Massachusetts and met Mike – and had a change of heart. It had only been a few days since Ellis had crossed over and found her peace. Somehow, in her crossing, she gave Jack the ability to occasionally see ghosts other than Ellis, so now Jack could see Mike. It certainly made things easier for Jack to be able to see him herself and not have to get everything translated and relayed through Jamie.

Jamie sat back with his coffee and looked at Jack for a minute, doing his best to assess her current state of mind. “How are you doing? I mean, truth time.”

Jack leaned back and took a sip of her own coffee. “Truth time, huh? Well, I love my house and having Avery close, so that’s all good. I’m not really comfortable in the precinct yet, and the leaks from my old precinct calling guys in this one to tell them I’m unstable isn’t helping the situation. Doesn’t matter, though. I’m a cop to my bones. I don’t think I could do anything else other than solve cases.”

“What if you could solve cases and never have to deal with precinct bullshit again?”

“You found a magic wand or something?” Jack replied.

“Or something. Remember Joey Mahoney?”

“Yeah, the guy you partnered with after Mike. Didn’t he quit and open a PI firm?” Jack paused. “Ohhh.”

“Yeah, Joey came by and asked me if I was ready to give up the PD and join the PI firm. I told him I wouldn’t leave you hanging. He suggested we work a case for him on the side and see if we like it. We get paid for doing a side job and see how the system works.”

“Can we work as PIs and police?”

“Well, we’d have to file for a license, but it’s no different than working security on off hours.”

“How much for the license?” Jack asked.

“Don’t worry about that, it’s covered. Joey wants us to work for him, he covers the license costs, etc. Because we’re already law enforcement, we don’t need to take a class, but we do have to pass a written test. We can take it online at any time, but Joey advised us to read the book first, then take the test. It’s mostly so we understand the difference between PD and PI. What we can and cannot do.”

“What’s the case, do you know?”

“Not yet. He knew just having a case out there was enough to tempt me. And, to be frank, I’m really fucking tired of being looked at as if I were the criminal instead of Paul Giannetti or Katie Donovan. Just because the crimes were committed by a cop and a cop’s wife, doesn’t mean they get a free pass. The only reason it’s bearable at all right now is because Sarge is backing us. That’s not going to be for much longer, though. He’s due to retire in the next year or so. Sooner if he can manage it.”

“Gods, if not for Sarge I would’ve packed up and applied somewhere else after the first week,” Jack said. “Okay, let’s do this. Let’s give this PI thing a try and see how it goes.”

“Let’s download the book and read it tonight, then we can come together here tomorrow morning and take the test. I’ll call Joey to get us registered and paid up,” Jamie said. “For now, let’s see what we can do about Melly Warren.”

“Have you let Sarge know what we’re doing? With the case and the possible PI gig?” Jack asked.

“Not until I know if we even have a case,” Jamie said. “If we think we do, then I’ll call him.”








  
  
Chapter Four




They’d both taken the private investigator’s exam and Jack was still teasing Jamie with her near-perfect score compared to his almost-near-perfect score. She’d earned a ninety-eight and he’d ended up with a ninety-four out of a possible one hundred on the exam. Now it was up to Joey to get their licenses and identification sometime in the next week, and then they could get started on the case. Both Jack and Jamie had also had to pick a secondary weapon to use as their police-issued weapon could not be used for PI case work. They had spent the last three hours at the range, making sure they were both comfortable with their new weapons. Even though Jack had gone with an identical Glock to the one she carried for work, each individual gun had its own quirks and she wanted to make sure she was comfortable with the new one. Jamie had gone for a .45 instead of the 9mm and was singing its praises as they loaded their gear and themselves into his SUV. 

Jamie’s phone rang and Jack muttered, “Saved by the phone.”

“Ha-ha,” Jamie said as he hit the ignition on the vehicle and answered the phone through the Bluetooth. “Kennedy here.”

“Jamie, it’s Shane Collier. I got that information you were looking for.”

“Hey, Shane, Jack’s here with me,” Jamie said. Shane was one of the best intel people Jamie knew and he consulted for everyone from the US government to Harbor PD, as well as certain agencies that would remain nameless.

“Hi, Jack,” Shane replied. “The best I’ve got for you two is that Amelia Warren went to a party on a yacht and disappeared. The party was a fundraiser for a cancer center the Warrens had endowed a few years ago and she would make appearances a couple of times a year at these events.”

“Was her husband with her?” Jack asked.

“No. While she was on the yacht, he was the guest of honor speaker at another event in New Haven at his old alma mater. Several hundred people are his alibi.”

“Did the yacht leave the harbor that night?” Jamie asked. Most party cruises just did loops of the sheltered harbor area so they were never too far from shore.

“I’ll have to check on that. I’m waiting for a copy of their route,” Shane said. “And no one reported Mrs. Warren as missing. She got on, but cameras at the dock never show her getting off.”

“The event organizers didn’t notice? That’s unusual, isn’t it?” Jack asked.

“Very. Most of these things have a checklist of who gets on board, and who gets off. This one didn’t check who got off,” Shane replied.

“Can you get us a list of the event attendees?” Jamie asked.

“Already in your inbox. There were some cameras and some video. I’ll have all of that uploaded to the cloud account and you can download it when you get home. Oh, and by the way – the sooner the two of you stop dancing around with Harbor PD and go work for Resolute Investigations, the sooner I’ll be more amenable to helping you out with things like this.”

Jamie chuckled. “Thanks, Shane. Your opinion has been noted. Payment the usual way?”

“You know it. I gotta pay taxes like the rest of you. Stay safe, both of you. My gut isn’t liking this one even a little bit.”

“Later, Shane,” Jack said and the call disconnected. “Now that’s an interesting twist and we’ve barely started. I’m thinking Melly is at the bottom of the ocean, and not in the harbor. If she was in the harbor, there’s a good chance the way the tides and currents go, she would’ve already been beached somewhere, right?”

“There are a ton of places around the harbor where a body could have washed up and no one has laid eyes on it yet. Rocky cliff bottoms or under a pier or dock somewhere would mean she wasn’t spotted until someone cruised by or swam near her.”

“Let me guess, we can’t get teams out there looking for her body if we can’t prove she might be in the water, correct?” Jack said.

“Correct. And it doesn’t help that Melly herself can’t tell us how she died – or where. Or where her body is right now,” Jamie said.

“So, sort of like a regular murder case then,” Jack teased. “We’ve become spoiled.”

“I suppose we have,” Jamie said with a laugh. “Let’s grab lunch and head back to my place. See if maybe Melly has remembered anything, or if we can jog her memory by telling her about the party boat trip.”

“I’m still confused about one major point,” Jack said. “If she’s been gone since the cruise – and that was five days ago – why has she not been reported missing? I mean, the kids would’ve noticed even if the husband wasn’t around and didn’t realize.”

“As soon as we can speak to them – with a valid reason for speaking to them – we’ll ask. Without a missing person report or someone asking us to do a wellness check, we can’t be rolling up on a politician’s family and asking why they didn’t report a member as missing.”

“In particular, we can’t roll up on a politician’s house and ask. We’re barely allowed in public as it is after blowing up the governor’s senate race by arresting him and his son,” Jack said.

“That, too,” Jamie agreed.

Half an hour later, they climbed out of the SUV into Jamie’s garage and headed inside.

“Mike, you around?” Jamie called out. “Need you and Melly in the office if you’ve got a minute.”

“You mean he might have something else on his schedule?” Jack asked.

“Hey, just because I’m dead doesn’t mean I don’t have plans,” Mike replied as he floated through the wall beside Jack.

“Gah, don’t do that,” Jack yelped as she jumped at his sudden appearance.

Jamie chuckled. “He’s good at that. Okay, Mike, is Melly around?”

“She’s watching her kids right now. I can send one of my minions to get her if you need her?”

“Yeah, we need her. We learned she’d been on a harbor cruise party boat. Hoping that if we tell her what we know, it might trigger some memories. Has she remembered anything else?” Jamie asked.

“She remembered being at an event, but not which one. She said she’d given a speech, then accepted a glass of champagne from someone – and that’s it,” Mike said.

“Maybe there were drugs in the champagne,” Jack said. “Rohypnol can paralyze someone and cause amnesia. That would explain why Melly can’t remember.”

“So, she got roofied and killed? That’d make sense,” Mike said.

Mike turned away from them and spoke to someone they couldn’t see. “Go get Melly, please. They need to talk to her. Thanks.” He then turned back and held out his hands. “Sent Tenny. He’ll go get her for us.”

“Tenny?” Jamie asked.

“Tennyson – one of the spirits over here. He likes being helpful,” Mike said.

Jack arched a brow and Jamie shook his head. “Best to not ask. Okay, I’ll go make a pot of coffee, you go ahead and get set up.”

Mike followed Jack into the office and perched on the corner of the table they used as a work space.

“Something I can do for you, Mike?” Jack asked after a few minutes of silence.

“No, I’m just watching. I’m glad Jameson has a solid partner who doesn’t think he’s crazy. I guess the Universe does have a sense of humor. I mean, the odds of his getting a partner that not only believes in ghosts but can see them like he can? That’s kind of amazing.”

“I’m glad it worked out this way, too. The ‘crazy cop lady’ stories had tanked my career in the city, and I chose Harbor because it was where Avery planned on being for the next few years. I probably should have looked further out because the crazy rumors got leaked here, too.”

“You and Jamie will do well as PIs. Probably better than you do as cops, and that’s saying something. Everything you do as a cop is now tainted by the harassment and bullshit you guys have to wade through every day. You won’t have that to worry about, working for Joey.”

“But we still can’t tell Joey how we get our info,” Jack said.

“We don’t have to report every information source as a PI,” Jamie said as he came in with their favorite mugs and the carafe full of coffee. “So, we can put down that we were told information that the ghosts tell us, and just say it was an anonymous source.”

“What about when the prosecutors get ready to work the case?” Jack asked.

“We’re the first line,” Jamie said. “For criminal cases, we then pass the information to Dai’s connections in law enforcement – usually at the state level – and they distribute the case and information to someone to verify what they can and prepare it for court.”

“And as PIs you won’t be getting assigned criminal cases. Mostly missing persons, cheating spouses, information collection, stuff like that is what you’d handle. The dead people I introduce you to, you can gather and work the case, then pass it off and let Dai’s connections tie it up in a pretty bow. No more putting you two in the crosshairs,” Mike said.

“Huh. Well, I know Avery will appreciate me not being the target in their sights anymore. He’s not interested in law enforcement except as to how it plays to his readers.”

“I’d like to be able to drop that rider on my insurance I now have to carry after my place got shot up,” Jamie said.

“Let’s not get too excited,” Jack said. “We’re still Harbor PD and we’ve got about ten days of administrative leave left to try and solve this case.”

“Is Melly here?” Jamie asked Mike.

Mike reached out a hand and Melly appeared. “She just got here.”

“Hey, Melly,” Jack said. “We’ve learned a little bit, and we’re hoping what we tell you might help jog your memory.”

“Before you go into that, I have something for you. Trey told the kids that I’m on a spa retreat vacation that he gave me as a surprise,” Melly said.

“Well, that answers the ‘why has this not been reported yet’ question,” Jamie said. He poured two mugs of coffee and settled into his seat across the table from Jack. 

“We learned that you were on a harbor cruise party boat on Saturday night. It was for the Ribbon Benefit and you gave a speech. We were told you were definitely aboard and gave the speech, but no one remembers seeing you get off – and they didn’t do a checklist as people departed,” Jack said.

“That’s a cancer benefit I do every year. My mother died from breast cancer, so I feel like I’m giving something back when I do that one. I guess that explains my outfit,” Melly said as she looked down at the evening attire. “I guess this is better than spending eternity in my pajamas.” She gave Mike a side-eye look.

“These are not pajamas. Who do you know sleeps in their jeans? It was my day off and I was doing a quick trip to the grocery store. Jeans and a sweatshirt are perfectly normal day off attire,” Mike replied.

Melly started to laugh. “Gotcha.”

Jamie snorted into his coffee. “She got you good, Mikey.”

“Try and think back through each step you do remember,” Jack said to Melly. “Maybe it’ll help trigger something. You remember picking out your outfit?”

“Well, I didn’t pick it out. Trey had his assistant pick it out for me. I’m not allowed to pick my own attire for events. It might prove to be inappropriate or embarrassing for Trey. But I do remember Alis saying I couldn’t wear the pearls that night.”

Jack blinked at Melly’s pragmatic tone and shook her head. “Okay, then what?”

“I showered, did my makeup, fixed my hair, then got dressed. Trey checked me over to make sure I met his approval, and I kissed Liz and told her to go finish her homework. Channing was at his friend’s house for the night. I got into the hired car, then took off my earrings and put them in my purse. I hated those earrings. I exchanged them for these smaller gold squares as they’re more comfortable.”

Melly stopped talking and looked at the floor. “I remember the car stopping at the bottom of the gangplank. I got out, checked in with the attendant there, and made my way up onto the yacht. I was about ten minutes early, so I asked someone to show me to the cabin they had set aside for me to go over my speech and have some privacy.”

No one wanted to speak and interrupt the flow of memories, but Melly had started a slight rocking of her body. Mike kept her hand in his with a light grip.

“Once the boat had pulled out into the harbor, I left the cabin to find something to eat. I chatted with a few people I knew…and that’s where things get confusing. I remember bits of conversations, but not exactly who I was speaking to. I remember the podium and the lights, but don’t remember my speech at all. It’s just bits and pieces after that.”

“That’s really good, Melly,” Jack said, her voice soft. “That’s more than you remembered last time. Why don’t you go relax? We’ll be good with this for a while. If you remember anything else – people or conversations – just tell Mike and he’ll let us know.”

They sipped coffee and waited a few minutes until Mike said Melly was upstairs.

“Someone drugged her on that boat and either her body is still on it, was tossed overboard, or she was removed from the boat and disposed of elsewhere,” Mike said.

“How would they get her off the boat without someone noticing she was dead?” Jamie asked.

“Suitcase, catering cart, duffel bag, there are a lot of ways they could do it. Let’s be honest, she’s maybe a buck-twenty soaking wet, so it’d be no trouble at all to fold her up small enough to be carried off,” Jack said.

“And the spa weekend that she doesn’t remember? If we can find out where he supposedly sent her, then we can confirm she’s not there,” Jamie said.

Jack typed on her keyboard for a moment, then picked up her phone. “Shh,” she whispered to Jamie as the phone rang.

“Congressman-elect Channing Warren’s office, Elektra speaking, how may I direct your call?”

“Hello, Elektra, this is Jaqueline Forbes. I’m trying to reach Melly Warren, but her phone says the voicemail is full,” Jack said.

“Oh, I’ve been finding that myself when I call her. I heard that Congressman Warren surprised her with a spa trip. Maybe she just shut off her phone?”

“Maybe. Do you know where the spa is? I’ve got one of those coming up myself. Maybe we’ll cross paths there,” Jack said, her tone that of a woman without a care in the world.

“I heard someone say it was Willow Bend, some place in Virginia. It supposedly is on an old plantation and there’s a river or something,” Elektra said. “If you’d like, I can take a message for when Mrs. Warren calls in?”

“Oh, that’s okay. Melly has my number. If you hear from her, ask her to give Jaqueline a call, please?”

“I’ll do that,” Elektra said. “Have a lovely day.”

As the call disconnected, Jack gave an all-over body shudder. “I’m most definitely not the trophy wife type. I get squicked just trying to pretend to be one on the phone.”

Jamie chuckled, then looked up from his phone. “Old Willow Bend Plantation Retreat & Spa, just a little south east of Jamestown on the York River. Want the number?”

“How about you do this one? It must be a thing for husbands to buy spa trips for their wives, right?” Jack said.

Jamie just made a face at her, then dialed the number. He, too, put the phone on speaker.

“Old Willow Bend Plantation Retreat and Spa, Shelby speaking, how might I help you?”

“Well, hello, Shelby, this is Jameson Kennedy. I’m interested in one of your spa packages as a gift for my wife. Her dear friend, Amelia Warren, is supposedly there right now, enjoying your facility’s services.”

“I’d be happy to help you with that, Mr. Kennedy. Let me see if I can find out what package Mrs. Warren is enjoying and we can work on coordinating that surprise for your wife.”

They listened to Ashokan Farewell on repeat for a good five minutes before the dulcet tones of Shelby returned to the call.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Kennedy. It seems that the spa weekend Mr. Warren ordered for his wife was cancelled last week. She would have been here from last Sunday through Friday, but it was cancelled last Saturday.”

“Do you know who cancelled it?” Jamie asked.

“There’s no notation, but it would’ve had to have been either Mr. Warren or Mrs. Warren, their representative or staff. They would need to know the booking number and the credit card used to pay for it in order to cancel.”

“I appreciate your help with this. I guess I’ll have to reach out to the Congressman myself and see what the package was. Maybe both ladies can attend together next time.”

“I hope we do get to see them both here soon. Have a good day and thank you for calling,” Shelby said and disconnected the call.

“She was awfully ready with information for such an exclusive place, wasn’t she?” Jack said.

“It’s the last name. They hear ‘Kennedy’ and immediately think of JFK and his clan,” Jamie said.

“I see. Well, where’s your compound?” Jack teased, then sobered. “So, even though they’ve cancelled the trip, and someone is aware that Melly’s not at the spa - no one has reported her missing. They’ve created a gap without having to pay for it. That’s the hole in all of this, though. The spa trip that isn’t happening.”

“And we can’t do much until there’s an official missing person report, or we’re risking getting fired before we can quit,” Jamie said. He was interrupted by his phone ringing. “It’s Joey.” He hit answer and set the phone on the table. “Hey, Joey. You’ve got Jack and me here on speaker. What’s up?”

“I’ve got two license and ID folders, hot off the presses. You two have time to come in and pick them up – and get briefed on a case? It’s not the one I had originally intended to give you. This one just came in today and I think it’s one you can really sink your teeth into,” Joey said.

“Well, we just hit a brick wall with the case we’re messing with right now, so I don’t see why we can’t head over. See you in about fifteen minutes,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, I’m good with that. As long as Jamie drives,” Jack said. “I hate trying to find parking around your place.”

“See you both in a few then,” Joey said and disconnected the call.

“Guess I’m driving,” Jamie said with a chuckle. “Grab a couple of those muffins. Joey has a vicious sweet tooth. I bet he’d like them.”

“Good idea. I’m going to get something to put them in from your kitchen. Tuck my laptop in your safe, please?”

“Will do.” They’d gotten into the habit of locking their laptops and sensitive files in the huge fire safe Jamie had in his office after having people try to steal things while on the last case. At this point, they were both wondering what kinds of changes they’d be adapting to next.








  
  
Chapter Five




Parking was a challenge, as usual, when they got to the storefront where Resolute Investigations resided. 

“Couldn’t he have found a place with better parking?” Jack asked.

“Not with this location. There’s a new parking structure being built at the end of the block. Once that’s done, parking won’t be such an issue,” Jamie said. “Besides, he didn’t waste any time getting up and running. Property this close to the city center goes fast.”

“I take it you were behind him being able to grab this?” Jack asked.

“I invested a good chunk into the business to help him get started. I figured it was a good way to share the wealth and set myself up for a steady income stream down the road.”

“And now you’re going to get paid to work for the company you partially own. How’s that for advance planning?”

“Honestly? I never thought about leaving the police force – until I realized I dreaded going into the precinct now. When something is that off, then it’s time to reconsider. When my gut is telling me it’s time to go, then I need to listen – no matter how much I don’t want to. And my gut has been telling me it’s time to go for a couple of months now.”

“Let’s see how this case works out and decide if we want to go this route or consider something else,” Jack said as they got out of the SUV and walked towards the building.

The front of the building was clean red brick with a wide window and a glass door to the side. ‘Resolute Investigations, LLC’ and a magnifying glass logo in black and gold spread across the window and on the upper pane of the door. Inside, light gray walls with white trim, black padded chairs and glass tables marked out a small waiting area to the left with a reception desk directly in front of the door. The man behind the desk wore a dark suit with a dark gold tie over a white dress shirt, his hair slightly longer than a military crew cut, but not by much.

“Welcome to Resolute Investigations, how might I assist you today?” he said.

“Hi, I’m Jameson Kennedy and this is Jaqueline Forbes. We’re here to see Joey…” Jamie started when he heard a yell from the doorway behind the receptionist.

“Get in here, you two,” Joey called out. “They’re our new hires, Antonio. Meet Jamie and Jack.” He finished the introductions as he stepped through the doorway with a huge smile on his face.

“Nice to meet you, Antonio. Looks like we’re expected,” Jack said as she walked towards Joey.

“Expected and eagerly awaited,” Joey replied. “Come on in, I’ll show you around and then we’ll get started.”

“Nice to meet you both,” Antonio said as he settled back behind the desk and tapped the phone. “Resolute Investigations, Antonio speaking, how may I direct your call?”

They stepped through the doorway into a space that had a kitchenette, coffee and tea station, a table with four chairs in the middle and a couch off to one side. Short hallways led off in different directions and Joey waved them down the one to the left. They passed a bathroom, another door that led back out to the waiting area and stopped outside a glass-walled conference room. “This is where we have team meetings or meet with clients. Dai and I have offices on this side, and you two will have offices on the other side. I have the onboarding packets in here,” Joey said as he stepped into the conference room. “You can take these home and finish them up over the next couple of days. I just need you to both sign the non-disclosure agreement before we can talk about the case.”

They all sat down while Jack and Jamie went through their folders and signed several documents each. They slid them over to Joey and when they were done, he let out a soft breath.

“Thank you. This case needs the two of you. Nathaniel Dellarosa has reported his mistress as a missing person. The police aren’t interested because she’s a known party girl – LaSherie Fantasia. And yes, that’s her legal name. They think she’s just leaving him hanging to make him sweat. Apparently, she’s done it before. So, he decided to go private and hired us to find her.”

“I think I’m already liking this,” Jamie said with a smirk. “Find the party girl with the stripper name so her rich and connected sugar daddy stops worrying.”

“Her ‘sugar daddy’ isn’t just rich and connected,” Jack said. “He’s the head of the state’s Fusion Center for Counterterrorism, correct?” She turned to Joey to confirm what she’d just said.

“Yeah, that’s him. He’s a politician and an intel wonk so he appears trustworthy, but I wouldn’t trust him. Dai said he’s one of those guys that smiles to your face and stabs you in the back. He came to us because he knew Dai was here and thought it would get him to the front of the line. I didn’t tell him there was no line because neither Dai nor I wanted to work this one. He’s called twice a day for the past two days and I only said we’d take the case today, so yeah, he’s gonna be a pain in the ass.”

“Lovely. Well, let’s get what info you have and then we’ll go pay Mr. Dellarosa a visit,” Jamie said.

“I need the rest of those forms back to me tomorrow, so don’t forget. There are a ton of hoops to jump through so we can keep doing what we do. Stay safe out there. Remember, you get hurt on this job, it’s a different kind of insurance than what you get as a cop. I’d say it’s better, but it’s still too much paperwork – so don’t get hurt.”

“Yes, Mom,” Jamie said. “No, seriously, we’re going to be fine. Relax.”

“Uh huh. And how did your last case go? I think I’ll stay stressed, thank you very much,” Joey replied.

“Hey, that wasn’t our fault,” Jack contested. “We were just doing our jobs.”

“I can hear it now,” Joey moaned. “Go, get out of here.”


      [image: ]Settled back in Jamie’s SUV, Jack flipped through the electronic file Joey had sent to their phones. She read off the address of Dellarosa’s residence and Jamie pulled into traffic.

“Dellarosa said he bought the condo for her three years ago, but they had been together for two years before that. His wife was his high-school sweetheart. Melisande Vincenti Dellarosa was hit by a drunk driver seven years ago and it put her in a wheelchair. Nathaniel and Melisande are still best friends, and she apparently knows about his mistress and is fine with him getting relief on the side, as long as it’s not with a horde of women. Melisande was pregnant with their first child when the accident happened and they lost the baby. She’s unable to have children now, so they’re in the process of adopting. According to Nathaniel, LaSherie wanted to have a baby with him and he couldn’t do that to Melisande, and they fought. LaSherie ran out of the condo and by the time he got downstairs, she was gone.”

“We will need to check the cameras at the condo building to see if they back up his story,” Jamie said.

“I’m not buying this story,” Jack said. “It’s a little too perfectly heart-breaking. Damaged wife, dead baby, accepting of mistress – mistress wants more and he can’t hurt his wife. It all reads like a script for a soap opera.”

“Or a well-crafted political piece,” Jamie said. “Let’s see what he says in person, and if we can disrupt his little fairy tale.”

“We’re not a little sarcastic or jaded now, are we?” Jack quipped and Jamie gave a snort of amusement.

“After the last case, I’d be surprised if we weren’t jaded. Let’s see what this one brings, shall we?” Jamie said as they parked in front of a one story brick home that boasted wide windows with a view of several paved pathways that wound around the house and through the raised bed gardens.

The faint hum of tires on pavement had Jack turning until she spotted a woman across the yard in a low profile wheelchair, a straw gardening hat on her head, gloves on her hands, and a basket in her lap. The woman turned to look at Jack, then shifted her attention back to the garden bed to her side.

“That must be Melisande,” Jack said to Jamie. “I guess I could go talk to her while you handle the husband?”

“No, let’s stay together. You catch things I don’t, and vice versa, and we don’t want to mess this up,” Jamie said.

“Nervous?” Jack asked.

“A little, yeah. I know it’s not logical. It’s just starting something new always makes me a little jittery,” Jamie said.

“This isn’t new, it’s the same old shit we do every day, just with a different ID card to flash,” Jack said. “Don’t get all twitchy on me now. We need this PI thing to work out.”

“Good point,” Jamie said as he pressed the button to ring the doorbell.

A man with dark hair, bright blue eyes, and the kind of tan one gets from tanning beds and golf courses opened the door. “Tell me what paper you’re from so I can get you fired,” he snapped.

Jamie held up his PI identification. “Jameson Kennedy and Jacqueline Forbes here from Resolute Investigations. You asked to have an investigation?”

“Oh, right. Come on in. Sorry, the press has been relentless,” the man said.

“Are you Nathaniel Dellarosa?” Jack asked.

“I am. Please, call me Nate. We can speak in my office,” he said as he led them down a short corridor to open pocket doors in a wide archway.

The room beyond was lined with bookshelves on three walls, the fourth being mostly windows and French doors that led out into a side terrace with gardens beyond. A massive desk sat at one end of the room, with a collection of leather wing chairs and side tables at the other end in front of a fireplace that currently held a silk flower arrangement on the hearth instead of logs. Antique Persian area rugs had been layered over polished hardwood that silenced their footsteps as they took seats near the hearth.

A young woman dressed in slacks and a silk blouse came in a moment later and Nate turned to her. “Santana, could you bring a coffee tray, please?”

“Yes, Mr. Dellarosa,” Santana said as she pulled the doors closed and walked away.

“My wife’s assistant, but she’s been indispensable to me as well the past few days. I’m hoping you can find LaSherie. She’s been gone too long,” Nate said. “She’s precious to me and I’m concerned that she’s come to harm in some way.”

“Why would you think she’s come to harm?” Jack asked.

“Why else would she be gone so long?” Nate replied. “We’ve had our arguments before, but she always comes back to me. The longest she’s ever been away unplanned was three days and that’s because a storm grounded the plane. It’s been forever now.”

“According to our notes, it’s been four days,” Jamie said. “We’ll need to get into her condo and take a look around. As you’re the registered owner, we only need your permission – and a key if you have it.”

“It feels like weeks already,” Nate said. “Let me get you a key.” He got to his feet and went to the desk to dig around in the drawers.

Jack rolled her eyes at Jamie and shook her head slightly. Nate’s propensity for drama was really getting on her nerves.

“Here’s the key card,” Nate said as he handed a fob to Jamie. “This will open the main lobby door, give access to the elevators, and allow you into her condo. Please don’t lose it, getting them to make and re-code a new one is a pain.”

“How many times have you had to get that done?” Jack asked, tone casual.

“Four or five times. Sherie was not the best at keeping track of things like keys or her phone,” Nate replied.

“Are the missing ones deactivated?” Jamie asked.

“How would they do that if they’re lost? No, they just make up new ones.”

Jack made a note to check with the security office at the condo building to find out if they recoded the locks when fobs were lost, or just made a new fob.

“Here’s a card for Resolute. Call if you think of anything else,” Jamie said.

Nate took the card, then glanced up as Santana returned with a coffee tray. “Thank you, Santana.”

She set the tray down, then turned to leave. She paused and Jack looked at her. Santana gave Jack a look, then flicked her gaze to Nate before she slid out through the doors. 

“We’ll be going so we can go to the condo. If we have any questions, we’ll call you,” Jack said and headed for the door.

“I can see you out,” Nate offered.

“I think we’ll be fine. Enjoy your coffee,” Jamie said and followed Jack. Neither one took the direct path back to the front door but wandered the house as much as they thought they could get away with to get a sense of Nate and his wife’s living situation. Once they were both outside and headed to the car, Jack noticed Melisande wasn’t out in front any longer.

Jamie headed out towards the condo building and Jack let out a breath. “He was all over the place in there. It was confusing.”

“You mean that he acted guilty and not guilty all rolled into one?”

“Exactly that. Like he knew something he wanted to tell us but couldn’t, and that he was afraid. Speaking of knowing something, I need to try and contact Santana. She gave me a look when she left that has me curious,” Jack said. “I looked for her inside, but didn’t see her.”

“That house is more like a museum than a home,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, it’s clear which rooms are for show and which were for actual use. There’s no way Melisande’s wheelchair could navigate that front parlor with the sheer amount of furniture crammed into that room. The room towards the back of the house with more space and less furniture? That’s where she spends more time. The space for a wheelchair next to a side table where glasses and a basket of yarn rested tells me that’s her spot to watch TV,” Jack said

“I saw some high end art pieces in several rooms,” Jamie said. “Whatever their situation, the Dellarosa’s are not hurting for money.”

“So, if we’re looking at the four L’s of motive – love, lust, loyalty, and loot – it’s clear their motive wouldn’t be loot,” Jack said.

“Maybe not, but let’s not rule it out yet. Besides, they’re the victims, worried about someone they care for,” Jamie said.

“Maybe,” Jack said. “I got the feeling that Nate was worried about LaSherie and was afraid of what we might find. He didn’t read like a victim at all. He also seemed rather flustered for someone who works in counterterrorism. Aren’t they usually more calm?”

They parked across the street from the condo building. The steel and glass tower rose twenty stories with the top ten floors able to enjoy an ocean view. LaSherie’s unit took up one quarter of the eighteenth floor.

“This place must’ve cost nearly as much as that house we just visited,” Jack said.

“The condos with the ocean view start at 1.2 million,” Jamie said as they stepped into the elevator. When he saw Jack’s look of surprise, he shrugged. “I looked at them when I was house hunting. I wasn’t sure if I wanted a yard or not.”

The elevator let them out on the eighteenth floor and unit B was to their left. The key fob beeped as the door unlocked and they stepped inside.

“Apparently LaSherie likes color,” Jack said. The walls were white – as were the cabinets in the kitchen – but the rest of the place was color. Bright red countertop appliances, carpets of abstract jewel tones  on the hardwood and tile floors, as well as in the throws and pillows on the brown leather furniture. The bright colors of the art pieces on shelves and side tables filled the space with a joie de vivre one could feel. They wore gloves as they walked through the place, trying to disturb very little as they looked for notes, pamphlets, something that would tell them where LaSherie had gone.

Jack took the bedroom and bathroom while Jamie took the guest room and bath. Jack called out as she left the bathroom with a bottle in her hand. “Jamie, we’ve got a problem.”

“What did you find?” Jamie asked.

Jack held up a bottle of prescription prenatal vitamins. “Says they were prescribed by Dr. Ortiz. I know he won’t tell us anything, but I might be able to get some information if I show up as a friend.”

“What information would you be getting?”

“How far along she is. If she’s only just pregnant, then maybe Nate doesn’t know. But if she’s four or five months? Then he has to know.”

“Which means he lied to us. He didn’t want her getting pregnant because it would upset Melisande,” Jamie said.

“And if she just told him she was and he lost his shit? That’s motive right there. Do you still have that black light in your car?”

“Yeah, and I got a new bottle of luminol from mail order. I’ll go get it and take a look. You pull the curtains and blinds.”

While Jamie went to get the supplies, Jack made her way through the condo and closed all the blinds and curtains, turning on a light in each room. The whole place smelled freshly cleaned, but that was probably a cleaning service. The trash bins were all emptied with fresh liners inside, and the fridge had food in it, but no fresh produce, dairy, or meat. It looked like LaSherie had planned on a trip away, but if that were the case, she would’ve taken her vitamins, toothbrush, hair brush, and so on. Those things were still in her bathroom and bedroom.

Jamie came back in with a duffel bag. He took the time to lock and bolt the door behind him, then set the bag on the sofa. “I grabbed a few things and shoved them in here. I think we’re going to need to look at setting up kit bags for ourselves – something I didn’t think about until today.”

“The place looks professionally cleaned, and if not for the toiletries and medicine left behind, I’d think she’d gone on a planned trip. I noticed the bleach smell was strongest in the hallway between her bedroom and the half bath. Maybe we should start there?” Jack said.

“As good a place as any,” Jamie said. He closed the doors to the other rooms, then sprayed the luminol on the lower half of the walls and across the tile floor. 

Jack shut off the hallway light and Jamie turned on the blacklight. Smears and splatters showed up all over the end of the short hallway nearest her bedroom, with streaks leading under the bedroom door.

“Holy hell,” Jack whispered.

Jamie opened the bedroom door, sprayed more around the entry area, and shut off the light. He kept following the streaks and splatters until they ended in a puddle beside the bed. “We need to call this in and get crime scene techs on site.”

“There’s too much blood for this to be anything but a murder,” Jack said. “Right? I’m not imagining this?”

“Yes, this is a murder. Here, take the gear back down to the car and stay there. I’ll shut off the lights and lock up, and call Sarge from the car.”

“No, we’ll do it together. Pack up the bag, I’ll go put the blinds and curtains back as they were and we’ll leave together.”

“Whichever, just hurry,” Jamie said.

They locked up and got into the SUV, then Jamie called Sarge. “Hey, Sarge. We were on a case to help out Joey, and we found what we believe to be a murder scene.”

”Of course, you did. Because the two of you couldn’t just get a simple missing person case,” Sarge said. “Fill me in.”

“We’re working the missing person case of LaSherie Fantasia and got a key to her apartment from Nate Dellarosa. We used luminol and a light and found blood trace in the hallway and master bedroom – enough that it has to be a murder scene. We left and locked up as soon as we found that. We were wearing gloves and didn’t find anything else of importance,” Jamie said.

“We did find prenatal vitamins in her bathroom,” Jack added. “Which could lead to motive for murder based on what we know from Dellarosa.”

“I’ll send techs in to go over the place and give it to Haggerty and Jones so they can go pick up Nathaniel Dellarosa for questioning. Put the key in the case file at Resolute in case we need it for anything, and so you’re not tagged as having it out and about while we turn this into an official investigation.”

“Got it, Sarge. Talk to you later,” Jamie said and disconnected the call.

“Let’s go fill in Joey on what happened and get this key into the case file. I don’t feel comfortable having it on us anymore,” Jack said.

“Yeah, me neither. We don’t need to be blamed for something else.”
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