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Dead & Buried




First published by Graffridge Publishing 2021  
Copyright © 2021 by TK Eldridge

Dedication: To all of those men and women who serve the public at large - from grocery clerks to doctors and everyone in between. Thank you for your service and your sacrifice.      

Epigraph: “I’ve learned that people will forget what you said, people will forget what you did, but people will never forget how you made them feel.”   — Maya Angelou

Description: 

Jamie Kennedy thought finding his partner's body was hell! Being haunted by a ghost with unfinished business? Worse. 

Donovan had been his partner for all eight years of his detective career. Their families knew each other, their kids went to school together. They were as close as brothers. It felt like someone punched him in the chest. Mud splattered the sweatshirt and jeans of the figure lying in the mud, but he recognized the college logo and the splash of green paint he'd put on the faded blue cloth just the week before. “Yes, that is Michael Donovan.” 

Identifying the body was hard. 

Telling his wife was harder. 

Getting drunk that night to numb the pain was easy. 

Then he woke up to Donovan sitting on his coffee table.

“Wake the fuck up, Jamie! We caught a case and you're already late.”

One eyeball peeled open to see his partner, Michael Donovan, seated on his coffee table. They headed in to work, with their usual stop at Dunkies for coffee and donuts.

It wasn’t until he’d driven away from Dunkies, coffee in hand and Mike in the passenger seat that he remembered. “You’re dead.”

“I know I’m dead. We need to solve my murder,” Mike said. 

“But you’re dead.”

His partner might be gone, but he’s not resting in peace. And he’s got a job for Kennedy: find his killer.

But working a case with a ghost comes with complications. How does Kennedy explain the tips? How does he keep his badge when his colleagues think he’s talking to thin air?

The deeper he digs, the messier it gets. Someone wanted Donovan dead. 

If Kennedy’s not careful, he’ll be next.








  
  
Prologue




Being ignored or shunned was not something they were used to. Doting parents, sycophant friends, they all hung on their every word. The best schools, the best clothes, the best trainers, no expense had been spared. When someone grows up with every wish granted, every desire fulfilled, what more could they strive towards? 

Oh, they knew they should be grateful. Charitable, even. Instead, they had decided that it was time to take the next step. No more being under parental control, no more answering to every demand of mother or father – it was time to show them just what they’d created.

Thumbs danced across the screen, and the text was sent. A reply came back moments later. “Target acquired.”

One by one, they’d all come tumbling down. It was only fair. What else was a person supposed to do for family, if not take up their battles when they could no longer fight?








  
  
Chapter One




Jameson Kennedy made his way around the tangled crowd of vehicles and people. A flash of his badge and he ducked under the yellow tape, steeling himself for the sight of yet another body. The sideways looks he was getting from the other cops and techs made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. Donovan had been his partner for all eight years of his detective career. They knew each other’s families, their kids went to school together, his ex-wife and Donovan’s wife were friends – they were as close as brothers. If this really was Donovan lying in the mud at the side of the road, he had to keep it together. He couldn’t break down in front of everyone. 

Finally the last row of people parted, and he stepped close enough to see the body.

He couldn’t stop the hard intake of breath. It felt like someone had just punched him in the chest. Mud splattered the sweatshirt and jeans of the figure before him, but he recognized the college logo and the splash of green paint he’d put on the faded blue cloth just last week. The face was mud-splattered, battered and bloody, but he knew it well. He tried to speak, but his voice cracked, so he cleared his throat and said, “Yes, that is Michael Donovan.”

“Positive identification made of the victim as Michael Donovan, detective second grade, Harbor PD,” the coroner said as he moved back to allow his assistants to finish bagging Donovan’s hands and putting his body into the bag.

“Sorry for your loss, Kennedy,” Dr. Finney said as he passed him.

Crime makes a mark. It leaves a scar that resonates in the atmosphere of the place where it happened. Jameson Kennedy knew he would never pass this place again without feeling the pain of Donovan’s loss.

“I want to do the notification,” Kennedy said.

“Take Edgars with you,” Sergeant Simmons replied.

“Whatever,” Kennedy muttered as he headed back to his car.

Jerry Edgars, new to the squad, was standing beside the car when Kennedy got there.

“Sarge called you?” Kennedy asked.

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry for your loss,” Edgars replied.

“Just stay quiet and get in. I know Katherine Donovan, so let me talk, okay?”

“Understood.”

They were both silent as Kennedy drove them the half mile to Donovan’s house and pulled up out front.

“I don’t suppose you’d stay in the car?” Kennedy asked Edgars.

“Sarge said I was to stay with you as a witness in case she said something,” Edgars replied.

Rage surged, but he swallowed it down. The knee-jerk reaction to protect his partner and his partner’s family had to be kept in check. He had to behave as if this were any other notification for any other case. Silence seemed his best choice, so Kennedy gave Edgars a nod and got out of the car.

He walked across the grass front lawn and up to the door. The simple brick two-story with a front porch that wrapped around one side and a fenced-in backyard was just like any other suburban home. He knocked on the door and waited as Katie opened it and gave him a smile.

“Hey, Jamie. Mike went to the store, but he should be back any minute,” Katie said. “Want to come in for a coffee?”

“Hi, Katie. This is Detective Edgars. We need to speak with you. The kids at school?” Kennedy said.

“Jamie, what’s wrong? Yes, the kids are at school.”

Jamie took her hands in his and looked her in the eyes. “Katie, I just came from a crime scene. Someone killed Mike.”

“No, he’s just at the store. He called and asked if the store brand was fine. He should be home any moment.”

“I had to identify his body, Katie.”

That’s when she started to sob and leaned into Kennedy’s chest. He walked her over to the couch and sat her down, still holding her for the moment. “Let me call Elise to come be with you, okay? She can get the kids and come be here.”

Katie nodded and sniffled, then got to her feet. “Tissues. I’ll be right back.”

They watched her go into the half-bath under the stairs, heard the water turn on, then they heard a howl of such pain it caused both men to flinch. Edgars took a step towards the sound and Kennedy shook his head. “Let her get it out and pull herself together. She’s been a cop’s wife for fifteen years, she’ll be okay. I need to call my ex.”

Kennedy pulled out his phone and hit the button to dial.

“I don’t need your shit right now, Jamie,” the voice said, and Kennedy sighed.

“Elise, I’m calling for Katie. Mike was killed, and I identified his body about half an hour ago. Can you get her kids at school and come be with her? She’s going to need you.”

“Oh, fuck,” Elise said. “I’ll get them and be there in thirty minutes. Are you staying with her until I get there?”

“I’m not leaving her alone. Edgars and I are here right now.”

“On my way,” and the call disconnected.

Elise arrived, then more family, and Kennedy felt like he couldn’t breathe. Edgars gave him a good excuse to leave, so he bailed on his friend’s family. He dropped Edgars at the station without getting out of his car, then headed home.

Jameson’s bare little apartment mocked him as he stepped inside. He had a couch, a big flat screen TV, and a battered footlocker that acted as a coffee table, but no pictures on the wall or decorations laying around. He changed his clothes, put on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, then looked in the fridge for a beer.

The only things in his fridge were a bottle of ketchup, a jar of mayo, and three eggs that were probably about to hatch dinosaurs they’d been in there so long. “Well, shit,” he muttered.

Socks, sneakers, wallet, phone, and make sure the gun is locked in the safe. Check. There was a bar about two blocks from the apartment, and they would have beer. And whiskey. And he wouldn’t have to sit at home with the TV and his memories of Michael Francis Donovan.

Keys tucked into his pocket, he locked the doors and headed out. No, he wouldn’t be driving. A walk home would sober him up enough to manage to get the key into the keyhole, or so he’d learned over the eighteen months he’d been living here.

It was still daylight when he landed outside the door of the Copper Ceili Pub, better known as ‘the Coppah’. It sat in the middle between his precinct station and his apartment, making it his neighborhood bar. It was also the cop bar for this area, which he probably should have considered before deciding to come on this particular day. Dinner time wasn’t too busy, but there were enough faces turned to give him a solemn nod or an ‘it’s a shame, Kennedy’ with their awkward condolences at the loss of Donovan.

The bartender, Owen, let him take the last stool in the corner at the bar so he’d be mostly out of sight, then took his order for the dinner special, a whiskey and a pint. The whiskey burned and the pint soothed, and soon he had food to soak up some of the booze.

After the fifth person came by to buy him a drink and offer their sympathies, Owen himself took pity on Kennedy and waved them away.

“Let the man drink in peace, boyo. It’s a hard day when you lose your partner and friend,” Owen would tell them, and they’d tell him to put a drink on their tab for Kennedy then head on their way.

“At this rate, Kennedy, yer tab will be paid and you’ll be drinkin’ free for a month,” Owen said as he slid another pint in front of him.

“Fine with me,” Kennedy said.

“Yer not driving, are ya?” Owen asked.

“Never do,” Kennedy replied.

“Good on ya,” Owen said and left him to his beer.

As the night wore on, Kennedy needed the wall beside him to keep him on his stool, and finally Owen cut him off.

“Time to head home, my man,” Owen said.

“Yer prolly right,” Kennedy mumbled. “I’ll settle up t’morra if’n that’s fine?”

“You’re all set and then some. Go on, get home safe, will ya?” Owen replied.

A fumbled salute and Kennedy headed out the door. The cooler air helped enough that he could tell where the sidewalk ended, and not much more. He started walking towards his apartment, or so he hoped, but he couldn’t even be sure he had headed in the right direction.

Funny thing was, he didn’t really care. He started to sing as he staggered on his way.

“And since it falls...unto my lot...that I should rise...and you should not…” he sang.

“Yo, old man, shaddup. You sound like my grandma’s cat, howling out the window.” Two teenagers walked toward him, full of attitude.

“Ohh, give to me...the parting glass…” Kennedy sang as he stumbled past the first one, but the second one stepped into his path and made him stop. “Out of m’way.”

“Nope,” the kid said as a fist landed in his gut. He bowed forward and the kid behind him grabbed his shoulders and pulled him back. They kicked and punched him until he curled on the ground, then searched his pockets. When they found his wallet, they pulled out the cash and went to look at his credit cards – but saw his police ID instead.

“Oh, fuck, a cop,” one said and they dropped the wallet and ran.

Kennedy fumbled for his wallet and pulled it to his chest. He heard a familiar voice say, “Jaysus bloody hell, Jamie. Hang on, Kennedy, we’ve got ya,” and then it all went dark.








  
  
Chapter Two




Jamie knew before he opened his eyes that he was  not in his bedroom. The light was never this bright in his bedroom, thanks to the other buildings nearby. He also knew that he’d drank more than his share last night, because his mouth tasted of blood and stale beer.

“Wake the fuck up, Jamie. We caught a case and you’re already late.”

One eyeball peeled open to see his partner, Michael Donovan, seated on his coffee table.

“What the hell, Mike?” Jamie groaned. “I sincerely regret ever giving you a key. Fine, I’ve got to shower and then we can go.”

“Drunk off your ass, you are. Got yourself rolled like a bum in the subway, too. Go shower and let’s move. We’re gonna hear it from Sarge for being so late,” Mike said.

Jamie whimpered as he rolled to his feet, then swayed for a moment. “I’ll stop at Dunkies and get him a cruller. He’ll forgive anything for that,” he said as he peeled off his clothes on the way to the bathroom.

The shower was fast and hot, and illuminated all of the bruises from his beating last night. Jamie barely remembered yesterday, and right now, he simply wanted to remember to put his pants on correctly. It felt like it took him forever to get dressed, but he found his wallet, keys, and phone on the counter in the kitchen next to a note that said “Call if you have questions. Got you home last night – Joe.”

“Okay, let’s roll,” Jamie said, then realized Mike must’ve already headed down to the car. He locked up and found his car, then got in and started it up.

“Hit the drive thru at Dunkies and let’s go. How did we ever solve a case when you were this out of it?” Mike asked and Jamie nearly jumped through the roof.

“Were you in the car all along?” Jamie asked, then shook his head and pulled out into traffic.

A large dark roast, cream and three sugars, and a box of assorted with at least two crullers in it, and Jamie was back on the road. “Shouldn’t we head to the scene instead of the station?” Jamie asked. He put his coffee in the cup holder, pulled out a random donut, then handed the box to Donovan. Jamie almost hit the car in front of him when the box landed on the floor.

“Come on, Mike, don’t drop the donuts all over my car, will ya?”

“Sorry,” Mike said. “We need to go to the station first so you can check what they’ve already pulled together.”

“Why would someone else have pulled anything on our case if we just caught it this morning?” Jamie asked.

“Because it’s not our case. Yet.”

He didn’t know if it was the high-octane coffee or the sugar rush, but Jamie slammed on his brakes and nearly got rear-ended by the truck behind him. He took a couple of quick breaths, then pulled over to the side of the road and put the car in park.

He had just remembered.

“You’re dead.”

“I know I’m dead. We need to solve my murder,” Mike said.

“But you’re dead.”

“Yes, I’m well aware. Now are you going to go to the station and check the file or what?”

“I got drunk last night, then I got mugged, and Joey and Paul found me, but I passed out. I must have a brain bleed or something,” Jamie said. He carefully checked the traffic, then pulled out and took the next right to take himself to the hospital. “I’ll just go to the ER and get checked out and they can tell me what got scrambled and I’ll be fine.”

“You’re already fine, Jamie. Nothing’s wrong with you,” Mike said.

“Nope, I’m not talking to my dead partner’s ghost. Nope.”

“Fine, then I’ll talk. They’re going to say I was carjacked, beaten, then thrown out of my own car on the side of the road. That’s not what happened. Nicky Carrera pulled a gun on me. He put me in the back of a dark blue Ford van, while one of his guys took my car. Two other guys in the back of the van worked me over with weighted gloves and a tire iron, then rolled me out into that ditch,” Mike said. “He said it was payback for us putting his boy away for that murder down at the docks. Said his boy didn’t do it.”

“We had Tony Carrera dead to rights in that case. His prints, his DNA, witnesses, and no alibi,” Jamie said.

“Well, Nicky feels strongly enough about it that I’m dead and you’re next on his hit list,” Mike replied.

“If your death was a Carrera hit, then there’ll be a ‘C’ carved on your body somewhere,” Jamie said.

“So, go to the morgue and find out,” Mike replied. “I didn’t see them do that part. I died and it took a bit to figure things out before I could get back to my body – just in time to get rolled out of a van going forty so I could land in a ditch.”

Jamie pulled up to the Emergency entrance to the hospital and parked. He refused to look back at his car as he locked it up and headed inside.

“I’m going crazy, I know it,” Jamie muttered to himself, then went up to the window and explained that he was a detective and had been attacked last night – and thought maybe something was wrong with his head.

Four hours and several tests later, Jamie was signing papers and putting his insurance cards back in his wallet. They told him they would call him if the experts noticed anything, but from what the doctors and technicians could tell, he was just fine.

Jamie decided he was also starving, but since he was already here, he headed down to the morgue to see what he could find out.

“Hey, Finney,” Jamie said as he stepped into the morgue.

“Kennedy, you shouldn’t be here,” Dr. Finney said. “Don’t they give you guys a day off or something when your partner’s killed?”

“Yeah, but I need to know something about Donovan’s death. Have you done the autopsy yet?”

“I have. I also shouldn’t be talking to you about this.”

“Why not? Because I knew the guy? I’m a detective, Finney.”

“It just doesn’t feel right.”

“He wasn’t my boyfriend, Finney. He was my partner. Can you tell me if you found anything weird?”

“Weird like what?”

“Like something that didn’t come from a beating and getting tossed out of a moving vehicle?”

Finney hesitated for a moment, then pulled out a thick folder and sorted through the contents until he found a photo and laid it on top to show Jamie. “This wasn’t from a beating, or from him being tossed.”

The photo showed a neatly carved letter C inside of a triangle in the middle of Mike’s chest.

“Well, damn,” Jamie whispered. “He was right.”

“Who was right?” Finney asked.

“Just someone. One of my confidential informants,” Jamie replied.

“Your CI knew that this would be on the body?”

“Yeah. Thanks, Finney. Appreciate the info,” Jamie said and left the morgue. 

When he got back to his car, he was relieved to find that Mike, or whatever that was, no longer sat inside. He picked up the donut box and pulled out two, eating them right there, washed down with cold coffee. A few things needed to happen, in case he really was brain-scrambled, and the first thing was he needed to get some supplies in his house. A text on his phone from his commander told him he was not to come in for five days, so he drove to the grocery store and spent a couple hundred on groceries and beer. Then he went home and hauled all of the stuff up to his apartment and put it away. Jamie then changed into jeans and a sweatshirt, cleaned up the clothes from last night, and made himself a sandwich. 

Only then did he open up his laptop to log in to the Harbor Police Department database and see who had caught Mike’s murder and if they’d posted anything about it. 

“Oh, hell no,” Mike said from his spot to Jamie’s right. “They did not give my murder case to Dumb and Dumber.”

Jamie yelped and nearly fell off his chair. “Dammit, Mike, don’t do that. You’re gonna give me a heart attack.”

“Sorry, I’m new to this ghost stuff. I’ve been here since you started bringing in the groceries. Guess I just wasn’t visible.”

“Pete Dumbaugh and Anna Dumbeck have the case, yes,” Jamie said. He agreed with Mike, it was not great. They really had earned the ‘Dumb and Dumber’ nickname, even without their unfortunate surnames.

“That settles it. We have to solve it because they sure as hell won’t,” Mike said.

“Right. Because I can tell them my information came from the deceased.”

“What did you find in the morgue?” Mike asked.

“The letter C carved on your chest, outlined with a triangle,” Jamie replied.

“Told ya.”

“Told me what? That Carrera was behind it? Great. I’m sure you’d be a great one to bring in for a lineup. Never mind the fact that I am convinced I’ve got brain damage and am talking to myself here.”

“Look, I don’t know why you can see me. No one else can. Not Katie, not Maureen, or Kevin. None of them. Even Elise didn’t see me. I managed to knock over a vase of flowers, but that was it.”

He could hear the sadness in his partner’s voice. “Look, Mike. If this is your ghost, maybe it’s so we can solve this and give your family some closure. I know I need to do this for myself if not for them. Maybe I am nuts and you’re just a projection of my need to work this out with you. I really don’t know. But for now, I’m going to do what I can to get Carrera and his boys locked up for taking you away from us,” Jamie said.

“Thanks, Jamie. That means a lot. Okay, pull up some mug shots and I’ll see if I can ID the other guys that were there,” Mike said.

“Yeah, I’m not sure how to rationalize this to myself, so I’m gonna just shut up and roll with it for now,” Jamie said and pulled up the files.

Two hours, another sandwich, and a fresh pot of coffee later, they had the names of the other three guys besides Nicky Carrera that were involved in Mike’s murder.

“Just tell them a CI told you,” Mike said.

“But a CI didn’t tell me,” Jamie replied.

“I’m your CI,” Mike said with a grin.

“You’re my hallucination. I can’t submit this without more proof. It gives me something to work on, but I can’t add any of this to the case file until I have more than my whacked-out brain telling me it is so.”

“If you say so,” Mike said. “Although I think you’re just making it harder on yourself.”

“Do me a favor and go bug someone else for a while? I’ve got a headache and want to just think for a bit,” Jamie said.

“Sure thing. See you later,” Mike said and disappeared.

He took a couple of pain pills and downed a bottle of water, then Jamie stretched out on his couch. Everything hurt and he needed a breather.

A nap wasn’t a bad idea, either.








  
  
Chapter Three




The nap helped, but Jamie still had a sneaking suspicion something was medically wrong with him. The brain was a strange and wonderful instrument that science still didn’t fully understand – so of course something had to be wrong with his, right? 

Nothing else made sense.

Nothing else could explain why he woke to the sound of his dead partner pacing the length of his tiny apartment.

“Mike, for the love of all that’s holy, will you stop?” Jamie said as he sat up and ran a hand through his hair.

“Oh, I didn’t think you could hear me this time. Sorry, man.” Mike said.

“I thought ghosts were supposed to be quiet,” Jamie muttered. He got up and started a fresh pot of coffee, then pulled out a can of beef stew, dumped it in a bowl, and stuck it in the microwave.

“You really need to eat better,” Mike said.

“I’m not the one that’s dead,” Jamie replied.

“I didn’t die because of the crap I ate.”

“Weren’t you coming back from the grocery store?”

“Okay, you’ve got a point there, but I was buying milk and toilet paper. Not crappy beef stew.”

Jamie pulled the bowl out of the microwave, buttered some bread, and brought his food and a beer over to the couch.

“It’s pretty sad that you eat most of your meals in front of the TV,” Mike said.

“It’s better than eating my meals in front of a disapproving wife,” Jamie replied.

“Elise has been really good with Katie and the kids. They’ve made arrangements with Doherty’s Funeral services for when my body is released. At least I managed to get my will and all of that in order.”

“We did that together when we became detectives,” Jamie said. “Both of us want to be cremated, because the idea of worms is disgusting and creeped us out.”

“I remember,” Mike said.

“No, I’m remembering and you’re not real,” Jamie replied. He turned on the Red Sox game and ate the rest of his meal in silence.

Half asleep, the game still going, Jamie heard a knock on his door. “Who is it?” he called out.

“It’s Joe. Lemme in.”

Jamie got up and peered through the peep hole to see Joe Mahoney on the landing. He opened the door and gave Joe a wry smile. “Thanks for hauling my drunk ass home last night.”

“You’re welcome. Paulie and I stepped out of the pub and saw those two punks running away. You insisted you were fine, but I wanted to make sure,” Joe said.

“I went to the ER today to get checked out. They said other than some pretty bruises, I’m fine. I’m watching the game. You want to come in for a few and have a beer?”

“Sure. Did you eat yet?” Joe asked.

“A couple of hours ago, why?”

“How about I order pizza?”

“You’re gonna pay for pizza?” Jamie teased.

“Why not? You’re supplying the beer. Besides, unless you did some shopping, you ain’t got nuthin’ in this place I’d want to eat.”

“I shopped – but pizza sounds good. I don’t care what you get, but no fish, no fruit,” Jamie said as he went to grab a couple of beers.

“Right. One extra large pineapple and anchovy pizza, coming up,” Joe said as he pulled out his phone. “Gah, that sounds so disgusting, I can’t even joke about it.”

“At least I can’t smell it if he does get that,” Mike said.

“Shut up,” Jamie hissed and Joe gave him a confused look. “No, Joe, not you. The, uh, neighbor’s dog is yapping again. I wish it would just shut up.” He turned to glare at Mike, then mouthed ‘get lost’.

Mike just shrugged and wandered into the kitchen.

“Twenty minutes,” Joe said as he stuffed his phone into his shirt pocket, accepted the beer from Jamie and sat on the couch.

They sat in silence for a few minutes, eyes on the game, then Joe spoke up. “I’m going to say something here, and I hope I’m not out of line, but if you need help figuring out who did this to Mikey, let me know.”

“I take it you saw who caught the case, huh?” Jamie said.

“Frikken Dumb and Dumber. I went up to the Chief of D’s and asked him to give it to someone, anyone else and he said he couldn’t – but that he’d be watching every move and double checking all their work. He then said that if I happened to find out anything that would help solve the case, he’d be appreciative. Appreciative, he said. In other words, someone up the chain is making noise and he can’t officially pass it off, but he hopes those of us with half a brain will help solve a frikken cop murder and not let it go cold.”

“I don’t think Mike would let his case grow cold,” Jamie said, then froze for a sec before he put the bottle to his lips.

“Yeah, he’d probably come back from the dead and kick our asses,” Joe said and took a drink himself. 

Jamie made a concerted effort to focus on pizza and the ball game, and not slip up and talk about Mike as if he weren’t sitting in the recliner to his right. Mike didn’t stay quiet, either. He kept commenting on the game and on the lack of pizza in his hands and the craving for a beer, ad nauseum.

Joe finally got ready to leave when the game ended. “Y’know, Jamie, it was like Mike was right here with us the whole time. I could almost hear him bitching out the umpire over that call in the eighth inning.”

Jamie, who had heard Mike bitching out the umpire, gave Joe a sickly grin. “Yeah. It’s gonna take some time before I get used to the idea that he’s really gone.”

Joe gave Jamie a pat on the shoulder, then headed out the door. “Call me if you need anything,” he said as he left.

Jamie locked the door behind him, then bounced his forehead off the painted steel.

“What’s the matter?” Mike asked.

“Do you realize how fast they will rip my badge from me and lock my ass up in a psych ward if I slip up and talk to you, or about you, as if you’re still around?” Jamie was tired, frustrated, angry...and more than a little terrified. 

“But…”

“No,” Jamie snarled and turned to face the very real figure of his partner’s shade. “You keep showing up and acting like you’re not dead and I’m going to slip up and say something in front of the wrong people at the wrong time. Then who will you get to solve your fucking murder? It sure as hell won’t be me, because I’ll be in a hug-myself jacket in a padded room, with the key thrown away.”

“But…”

“Shut up!” Jamie yelled, then walked through Mike’s form. Probably not the smartest thing to do, since both of them had a bad reaction. Mike poofed out of the space and Jamie felt a teeth-rattling chill, then fainted. He wasn’t out for long, but it was enough that he seriously wondered if he had brain damage or something. He shut off the TV and the lights, then crawled into his bed. Late summer, and he was so chilled, he left his clothes on and pulled up the extra blanket. Even then, it took him a while before he fell asleep. 


      [image: image-placeholder]Ten the next morning, Jamie had showered and pulled on some clothes, then decided to clean his place. When he was working, he really only slept here, but if he had to be stuck for a few days, he could at least wipe down a few surfaces or something.

As the day wore on and his apartment sparkled, Jamie tried to not think about the fact he hadn’t seen Mike’s ghost all day. Part of him wondered if he’d shattered the illusion when he walked through the mirage, while the other part of him felt like he’d done something unforgivable and it brought him near to tears.

“No. I won’t cry over this. I won’t,” Jamie said to himself.

“Good, because tears ain’t gonna solve my murder,” Mike said.

Jamie whirled around and failed to hide the grin when he saw Mike leaned up against the fridge.

“I thought I’d done something bad,” Jamie said.

“Naw, I need to figure out how to be better at this ghost stuff. There is no real sense of time here. I feel a sense of urgency, but that’s just my emotions. I also need to be more considerate because you’re right. You slip up and we’re both done.”

“I’m still not convinced that I don’t have brain damage and am hallucinating this whole thing,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, I know – and I don’t blame you. I sure as hell wouldn’t be taking it half as well if the roles were switched.”

“I probably should stop in and see how Katie is, but I’m not in any mood to deal with Elise. It would be bad if I shot my ex wife in your front yard or something.”

“I knew things were bad, but she’s really kind of a raging twat where you’re concerned, isn’t she?” Mike said.

“I wasn’t blameless in the whole thing, but I also wasn’t the one that ended up in someone else’s bed. She knew I was a cop when we got married. She knew I was a cop for fourteen years of that marriage. I guess Elise decided that it was time she did what she wanted, and to hell with our marriage. To hell with me.”

“So, you were guilty of working overtime to help pay for her college courses and the kids lessons and that nice house and the pool she had to have...and she decided you were gone too much and found a toy to keep her company.”

“Pretty much, although I don’t think Roderick Venzetti the third would like to be called a ‘toy’.”

“Ohh, the third. I see. Is she still seeing him?”

“No clue. I stopped caring who was in her bed when I no longer slept in it.”

“Why didn’t you tell me all of this when I was alive?” Mike asked.

“I told you enough, but I wasn’t going to talk shit about my ex, when you might say something to Katie – and it would get back to Elise, and she’d raise holy hell and screw with my visitation again.”

“Good point. I could never keep my mouth shut around Katie. That’s how she never questioned if I was faithful or not. I’d walk in the house, take one look at those big blue eyes, and spill my guts.”

“And I knew that, so I was careful what I said around you. No point in me fucking up your marriage with the mess mine had become.”

“I had no idea,” Mike said with a sigh. “Hey, have you checked the HPD files yet today?”

“Not yet. I decided if I had to actually spend time in my apartment, I should probably clean it. Took me ten minutes to find a place to plug in the vacuum. Guess I haven’t done that in a while.”

“Gross, man. You can’t let your place get that dirty.”

“It wasn’t that dirty. I mean, I’m hardly ever here.”

“So? Go check the files. Not like I can type on the keyboard or anything.”

“Fine,” Jamie said and put the last of the cleaning supplies away. He poured a mug of coffee and sat down at the table with the laptop. A few keystrokes and he opened up the file. “Looks like the autopsy report is in here now.”

“I can’t look at that yet,” Mike said. “You do it.”

“Gee, thanks. I don’t know if I want to see the whole thing yet, either.”

“Well, one of us has to read it, and since you’re the only one that can feel the mouse pad, that’s you.”

Jamie gave Mike a look and rolled his eyes. “Fine, I’ll download a copy and check it later if I need it. Right now, I want to see any interviews from the canvass they should have done.”

A few clicks later and Jamie was on the phone to Joe. “Joe, I was just checking the file on Mike’s murder. What the actual fuck, man?”

“I know, I know. We’ve got four of us out here now, and a handful of uniforms doing the canvass right now. Already put in the warrant to dump the grocery store’s security cameras and a traffic cam on the parkway. Hopefully, the data hasn’t already been wiped,” Joe said.

“Need another body?” Jamie asked.

“Naw, we’re good. If you like, though, I’ll come by with my laptop and the camera dumps and you can help me scour it once we get them,” Joe said.

“I’m in. Just let me know and I’ll put the coffee on.”

“I’ll call when we have it. Later,” Joe said and disconnected the call.

“I take it that the two twits didn’t even do the canvass yet?” Mike asked.

“Nope. Didn’t dump the security cameras at the store or in the area, either. Joe’s got the store dump and a traffic cam on the parkway with warrants. We just have to hope they’re on a 7 day write over instead of a 24 hour one.”

“If my murder goes unsolved because of those two idiots, I’ll make their lives a living hell.”

“Do you really want to spend any time around those two?” Jamie asked.

“Okay, you have a point. But maybe I can ask someone else to torment them. There’s enough bored ghosts over here.”

Jamie opened his mouth, then closed it again. There were some things he just wasn’t ready to ask. Not yet. This was still just a hallucination – or so he hoped.








  
  
Chapter Four




Joe sat in front of his laptop on one side of the table with Jamie in front of his own to the right. A bowl of tortilla chips and two smaller bowls of salsa were within their reach, and they had coffee, soft drinks, and plates that once held really good Mexican take out. This time, Jamie had paid for the take out while Joe had brought the soft drinks, chips, and salsa – and the video data dumps he’d claimed from evidence. 

It took a lot longer than one might think to go through videos. While they knew roughly when Mike had been taken, they would need to watch a bit before and a bit after that time to see the actual event – then go back to see when the perps had first arrived. Getting an idea of how many were there, who they were, see if they could get a good face shot, and then seeing what they did while they were at the site meant there was a lot of detail to record.

“I’ve done this a million times,” Jamie said, “But it never bothered me as much as it does now. Watching my partner and best friend go through this just sucks.”

“I hesitated to ask you to help, but I know if it was Paulie, I’d want to do something...anything...to help catch the fuckers that did this.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Jamie said after a few more minutes. “Look at this. The van that picked up Mike is not the one that dumped him. Different make, different shades of paint, different plates, and even if the plates were stolen, they’re not the same vehicles.”

“Well, damn, you’re right. The one that dumped him was darker than the one that grabbed him, and a Dodge, while the one they used to grab him was a Ford. Plates on the first one come back to a Toyota Camry, so we know they were stolen. Can you see the full plate on the other one?” Joe asked.

“No, just the first three letters,” Jamie said.

“That guy looks like Nicky Carrera,” Jamie said as he pointed to a profile shot of the driver from the grocery store.

“Again, I think you’re right. See? We’re gonna solve this before Dumb and Dumber pull their heads out of each other’s backsides,” Joe said.

“That wasn’t a visual I needed,” Jamie said and they both chuckled.

The chips and salsa were gone, the coffee pot emptied, and Joe yawned for the third time in ten minutes, so Jamie nudged his arm.

“Joe, pack it up and go home. We’ve done a lot of good work tonight, and you can hand it to Sarge tomorrow. It’s a start,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, you’re right. Thanks for the help,” Joe said.

“No, thank you for including me. We should see if there are any more cameras between the store and the dump spot. Maybe we can find out where the switch happened.”

“No one has even mentioned there was a switch yet, so they’re probably not even looking for it. Just assumed the grab, beating, murder, and dump all happened from the same van,” Joe said.

“I’ll take a look tomorrow and let you know what I find,” Jamie replied as he cleaned up the dishes. “Call me if you learn anything, and I’ll do the same.”

“You bet,” Joe said and headed out.

Jamie locked up behind him and turned off some lights before he sat back down at the laptop.

“I thought he’d never leave,” Mike said.

Jamie startled and nearly spilled his drink. “Be nice. He’s helping figure out what the hell happened.”

“I know, but I can’t talk to you when he’s around and it’s not like I can make a note to remember to tell you something later,” Mike said.

“True. I need to save these files on my backup drive and then I’m going to bed. Tomorrow, I’m going to drive around and see if there are any more cameras that might have caught what happened. Now that we know there was a transfer between vehicles, there’s more to look for.”

“I can go look tonight. Maybe I’ll remember something,” Mike said.

“If you want. I’ll see you in the morning,” Jamie replied as he shut everything down and headed to bed.

Mike watched him go into the bedroom, then slid through the front door. The sense of urgency, of time running out for him had grown. He needed to get answers before he wasn’t around to hear them any more.


      [image: image-placeholder]The next morning, Jamie woke, showered, pulled on jeans and a clean shirt, and made himself breakfast. Something was niggling in the back of his mind and he couldn’t figure out what it was. Usually, when this happened, he’d go for a run and if that didn’t work, he’d talk it out with Mike. Considering there was a chance he was also a target, going for a run didn’t seem like the best idea. Also, considering he figured Mike’s ghost was a hallucination, talking it out with his dead partner really didn’t seem like the best idea, either.

He sat down to eat his breakfast and called his doctor.

“Harbor Medical Center, Dr. Sanders office, how may I help you today?”

“This is Jameson Kennedy, I had some tests done the other day and I need to know the results.”

“Of course, Mr. Kennedy. If there was any problem, the doctor would have had us call you for an appointment – but I can check the files myself.”

“Right, thanks.”

“It looks like everything came back normal. Are you still exhibiting symptoms of a concussion or other brain injury?”

“Not that I know of. If things get weird again, I’ll make an appointment.”

“Dizziness, strange smells or tastes, uncontrollable muscle spasms might be signs of…”

“No, I don’t have any of that,” Jamie interrupted the horrifying list. “I’m fine. Thanks for the information.”

He didn’t even wait to say goodbye, just disconnected the call and shuddered – then nearly screamed when Mike spoke from behind him.

“Good thing you can’t smell me. I haven’t had a shower in days,” Mike said.

“Goddammit, would you stop doing that?” Jamie yelled. 

“Now are you ready to admit that you can see my ghost?”

“Would you be? I mean, seriously, Mike. What the actual fuck? I’m supposed to be helping your wife and family. I’m supposed to be adjusting to the fact you’re gone. Instead, I’m working on solving your murder, based off the few scraps of information you could give me. Solving your murder – with your help. Do you realize how insane that sounds?”

“Yeah, I get it. And it looks like you’re the only one that can see or hear me. But you went and got all those tests. Nothing is physically wrong with you. Mentally? Maybe, but that doesn’t explain how I could tell you things that you could later prove with good detective work. Although, the two vans and getting moved from one to the other is a surprise to me, too. Best I can figure is I was killed in one, and the time it took me to figure out I was dead and get back to my body is when I ended up in van number two and rolled into the ditch. I didn’t see or hear anything that I can remember from the second van. I literally ended up back at my body as I was rolled out and hit the ditch.”

“So we know when you were grabbed, and the autopsy told us when you died, but we have no idea how much time you spent somewhere after you died and before your body was found. You could have been in that ditch for ten minutes or two hours. The one thing that does trip me up is when we told Katie you were dead, she said that wasn’t possible because you’d just called to ask her if the store brand was fine. But the autopsy said you had been dead for over four hours by the time I showed up on your doorstep.”

“So, if I didn’t call her, who did?” Mike asked.

“Let me get Joe to pull the phone records,” Jamie replied as he called up Joe’s number and hit dial.

“Mahoney,” Joe answered.

“Joe, it’s Jamie. We need a dump of Katie Donovan’s phone records.”

“You don’t think…?”

“No, but I just remembered something. When Edgars and I went to make the notification, she said that Mike couldn’t be dead because he’d just called her to ask if the store brand was okay to buy. Mike had already been dead over four hours by the time we got to her house.”

“Right, so if Mike didn’t call her, who did? Or did they just text from Mike’s phone? I didn’t see his phone in the evidence report – but that’s not saying we don’t have it.”

“Can you take care of those things?”

“I’ll do it now. Get the warrant on the phone dump and see if his phone is here, or if we can find out where the hell it is with a ping.”

“Let me know what you find. Thanks, Joe.”

“Roger that.”

“He thinks Katie is involved, doesn’t he?” Mike asked as Jamie disconnected the call.

“Well, I would think the same if I didn’t know she puked all over the place the time she hit that cat at the end of your driveway.”

“True. I’m betting someone texted her from my phone.”

“Was that normal for you? A text instead of a call?” Jamie asked.

“At a store or something? Yeah. I don’t...didn’t like being on the phone in a public place.”

“So it’s likely it was one of your killers that sent that text. Hey, you said you would look for cameras last night. Did you find any?”

“Yeah, there’s one on the corner of Lexington and Salem, and one in the other direction on the bank about halfway down Lex. Since I have no clue which way we turned, those can at least tell you.”

Jaime texted that info to Joe as well, then got up to refill his coffee.

“Man, I miss coffee,” Mike said with a sigh.

“I, uh, would offer you some but I’m not sure how that would work,” Jamie said.

“It’d end up with coffee all over your floor,” Mike replied. “But I appreciate the gesture.”

Jamie could tell something was bothering Mike – other than the fact he was dead. “Whatcha thinking about?”

“I’m wondering if maybe I missed something,” Mike replied. “I could never lie to Katie, but I never thought she could lie to me. I don’t think she has, but now I’m starting to wonder.”

“I wouldn’t wonder too hard, Mike. Katie’s reaction when I told her you were dead was not faked.”

“The other thing I keep wondering? What the hell were they doing with my body for four hours? Were they waiting for something? Trying to decide how to dump it? Doing something nasty to it?”

“I skimmed the autopsy report. There were traces of butane on your clothes. My guess is we’ll find the murder scene van torched somewhere and there was an argument about whether or not to leave your body inside when they did it.”

Mike shuddered. “Ugh, no thanks. Coming back into my body as it burned up? That would’ve scarred me for life.”

Jamie blinked at him, then started to chuckle. Before long, he was laughing – a good, hard laugh.

Mike looked offended. “We’re talking about my body being torched, partner. I don’t find that very funny.”

Jamie gasped between laughs. “Scarred...for life.”

“Oh,” Mike said, then it hit him. “Ohh,” and he started to laugh with Jamie. “Yeah, that was kind of a funny thing to say.”

Jamie wiped his eyes and caught his breath. “I think I needed that,” he told Mike. “Gah, my sides hurt from laughing so hard.”

“It wasn’t that funny,” Mike grumbled.

“Maybe not, but I needed the laugh. My shoulders have been knotted up for the past few days.” He wiped a hand down his face and took a swallow of coffee. “Okay, so let me make sure we have this all down. Nicky Carrera pulled a gun on you just after you opened your driver’s side door in the grocery store lot. He took your keys and gave them to one of his guys to drive your car. He forced you into a dark blue Ford van, then two of his guys beat you while he drove away. Correct so far?”

“I think so, yeah,” Mike said.

“Were you restrained? Did you get any hits in on them?” Jamie asked.

“I wasn’t restrained, but I got my bell rung pretty hard the minute I got into the van. Nicky said, ‘You and your partner are gonna both pay for what you did to my Tony.’ Then the guy with the weighted gloves hit the side of my head and things faded in and out for what felt like forever, but in reality had probably only been a couple of minutes. They didn’t waste any time making me dead,” Mike said.

“I still haven’t heard back from Joey about your phone. I need to get that info, before I go talk to your wife again. I’m afraid I’ll let my suspicions show otherwise.”

“I also need to know what they did with my body for four hours. And, Jamie? I’m feeling like we’re running out of time. We need to solve this before I end up not hearing the final determination,” Mike said.

“When do you think your deadline is? Pun unintended, but it works, right?” Jamie asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe when I’m buried? I really have no idea, but the sense of urgency – of time running out – is growing.”

“You know I’m doing my best here, right? Hang in there, partner. We’ll figure this out,” Jamie said. “I’ve got three more days before I have to report back to work. As soon as I hear from Joe about the phone, I’ll go see Katie and see what she needs. Deal?”

“Deal,” Mike replied. 








  
  
Chapter Five




When the boss’s boss calls you and asks you to do something, you do it. That’s how Jamie found himself sitting at Mike’s desk in their shared office, a couple of file boxes on the floor beside him. The Chief of Detectives had called Jamie around nine that morning and woke him from another alcohol-induced sleep. At least, this time, he’d done all of his drinking at home. 

“Yeah,” Jamie said into the phone.

“Kennedy? It’s Chief Lanaghan,” the voice said.

“Oh, hey, Chief. Sorry, the phone woke me,” Jamie said as he pushed himself upright.

“My apologies. Mrs. Donovan has asked if we’d pack up Mike’s desk and bring it to her. She thinks a couple of his medals are in there and she’s doing a display or something for the funeral.”

“Okay?” Jamie said, his confusion apparent in his voice.

“She specifically asked for you to do it because, as she put it, she didn’t want some stranger digging through Mike’s stuff.”

“Gotcha. Well, I can be there in about an hour, if that works?”

“That’s fine, Kennedy. I’m not about to tell a grieving widow that she needs to cool her jets. If Mrs. Donovan needs this stuff now, then we’ll get it to her asap. Stop by my office once you’re done?”

“Sure, Chief. Will do. Thank you, sir.” The Chief disconnected the call, and Jamie groaned.

“Your wife is a pain in my ass,” Jamie said out loud, then stumbled to his feet and got the shower running. 

“What’s going on now?” Mike’s voice came from outside the open bathroom door.

“That was Chief Lanaghan. Katie called him and specifically asked for me to empty out your desk today. Me, no one else, and she’s looking for some medals or something to do a display for the funeral.”

“Oh, man. I’m sorry,” Mike sighed. “Yeah, my last three awards are in their cases in the bottom drawer, way in the back. There’s also that bottle of bourbon that FBI agent gave us after that case with the guy from Tennessee who had found his way to Harbor. It’s still unopened, so I guess it’s all yours.”

“I guess so,” Jamie said as he came out of the bathroom. “Any surprises I should be aware of? Things I shouldn’t box up for Katie?”

“Nothing that even hints at a case. No photos of me with other cops, nothing like that. I kept work far away from my family and that has to hold even now.”

“That’s not a problem. So, just the family photos, your two mugs, the awards, and those framed certificates – right?”

“Yeah, the rest you can keep or toss or whatever. Thanks, man,” Mike said.

“It’s going to be hard to do this, but it’s a lot less difficult because I know you’re sort of still around,” Jamie said.

“Hah, I knew you’d admit it eventually.”

“I’m not admitting anything. Shaddup.” 


      [image: image-placeholder]Jamie stared at the photo in his hand. Mikey, Paulie, Joey, and himself all outside the Copper last St. Paddy’s day. They were all wearing those plastic green fedoras as they hung all over each other. Jamie remembered they had given the phone to one of the waitresses to take the photo and she’d tried to get a kiss in payment from each one of them. Only Paulie had kissed the girl.

The rest of the stuff in Mike’s desk were old pens, sticky notes, and a couple of his case notebooks. Jamie tucked the photo and the case books into his bag alongside the bourbon. A stack of case files got moved to his desk, and the box of things to go to Katie got closed up and put by the door.

A sharp rap on the door and his Sergeant came in.

“Getting Donovan’s things for his wife?” Sarge said.

“Yes, sir. Chief Lanaghan called me this morning,” Jamie replied.

“How are you doing?”

“Well as could be expected, I guess. It still doesn’t feel like he’s gone.”

“It won’t for a while. I lost a partner in a line of duty shooting my fourth year as a patrol officer. It took me a while to get my shit straight.”

“Sorry to hear that, Sarge. I keep expecting him to drop by and rip me a new one for being late or not tracking his case more closely.”

“Mahoney told me you’ve been helping him a bit, and that’s fine with me. Just don’t run off and try anything on your own, ya hear me? No vigilante justice from you. I get that he was like a brother to you, and I know how pissed I am that he was taken from us – I can guess you’re about ten times more pissed. Particularly with the nitwits that caught the case. I can promise you, Kennedy, I’m doing everything I can to stay on top of those two. Assigning Mahoney and Giannetti to the case as secondaries was the best I could do.”

“I appreciate it all, Sarge. I really do. If I couldn’t help find Mikey’s killer, I’d probably lose what little sanity I’ve got left.”

“Keep your chin up, Kennedy. And if you need more time away from your desk, just let me know. Considering neither one of you took a vacation day unless I ordered it, you’ve got plenty of time. Your accumulated time - and his leftover time – are now on your file. That’s what we do around here.”

“Thanks, Sarge. I might want to pop in now and then, but I don’t think I can really give my best work until after the funeral. Everything feels like it’s on hold until then, y’know?”

“I hear you. I’ll see you at the funeral and we can talk then, agreed?”

“Agreed. Thank you, sir.”

Sarge had been leaning on the desk. He stood up and gave Jamie’s shoulder an awkward pat, then left the room.

“Well, that was awkward,” Mike said and Jamie sighed, got to his feet, and closed the blinds.

“At least now they won’t see me talking to myself,” Jamie said and dropped back into his seat.

“I remembered something. My dress blues are hanging in the closet here. I picked them up from the dry cleaners last week and forgot to bring them home.”

Jamie opened the metal cabinet and pulled out the plastic-wrapped uniform. He laid it over the box by the door and then went back to check if anything else was in there that should go to Katie. “I haven’t poked around in here in a while. Forgot this jacket was in there,” Jamie said as he pulled out a battered rain jacket. The cabinet rocked slightly and something fell to the floor.

“Huh, what was that?” Jamie crouched down to look for what had fallen. He found a rectangular box that had rolled under the edge of the desk. It took him a moment to pick it up and when he stood, Mike cursed.

“Don’t open it,” Mike said.

“Why not?”

“It’s private.”

“Not anymore, old friend. Should I toss it in the box for Katie?”

“Oh, gods no. Just toss it in your drawer and when I’m really gone, you can open it.”

“Now I’m curious,” Jamie said and opened the box.

On a bed of velvet lay a gorgeous Piaget men’s watch. “Woah, Mike. Where’d this come from?”

“It was a gift, and I felt weird about it, so I shoved it in the closet. It’s been in there for three years or more.”

“A gift from whom?” Jamie asked.

“Alexandrina Popov.”

“Woah. The Priest’s baby girl? What the hell is Drina Popov doing, giving you a watch worth over twenty grand?”

“She was grateful that I’d rescued her dog from that car accident and brought him to her. If you remember, she ended up in the hospital, so I took the dog home for the night and brought it to her house the next day. It was a pampered little guy. The shelter would’ve been traumatic.”

“Right, I remember now. Katie wouldn’t let it on the bed, so you slept in the guest room with the dog curled up. She took a picture and sent it to me so I would tease you – but I didn’t because I probably would’ve done the same damned thing.”

“Maybe I should sell this and give Katie the money,” Jamie said.

“No,” Mike replied. “Just wear it. Anyone asks, it’s an heirloom.”

“It’s brand new.”

“You think anyone around here is going to know the difference? Just wear it, Jamie. When I’m really gone, you can think fondly of me when you see it.”

Jamie put the box into his bag next to the bourbon. “I’ll think about it.”

“I don’t think there’s anything else that should go to Katie. Have you heard from Joe about the phone yet?”

“No, but I’m going to stop by his desk and ask him before I go. It’s going to be awkward enough without that hovering over everything.”

“Okay, I’ll be around, but I’ll stay out of sight and out of your way. Keep your eyes open, my friend. Remember, I’m not the only one on Carrera’s hit list.”

“Roger that,” Jamie said. He left everything in the office and headed to Joe and Paulie’s office two doors down. A tap on the door and Joe waved him inside.

“Hey, Jamie. Getting Mike’s things for Katie?” Joe asked.

“Yeah. Where’s your other half?” Jamie asked.

“Paulie took a couple of days off. Personal business, he said.”

“Huh. Well, I was wondering if you’d got any info on the phone dump or if they found Mike’s phone?”

“The phone wasn’t in his stuff, so they either tossed it, or kept it. The records show a text came in to Katie’s phone about the time the body was discovered – from Mike’s phone. So she was telling you the truth.”

Jamie let out a breath. “Good. I wasn’t sure how I would face her with that hanging over my head. Appreciate you tracking that down for me.”

“Not a problem. I’m glad you’re helping me with this case. Paulie has been about as useless as tits on a bull. I don’t know what his deal is, but I hope he fixes whatever ‘family issue’ is going on with his days off,” Joe said.

“Is he still having a problem with gambling?” Jamie asked.

“Not that I’ve heard. He cashed out his retirement account six months ago to clear up his debts and said he was done. I guess Sarge’s threat to pull his badge if he didn’t get his shit together was the answer.”

“Speaking of Sarge, I better get my ass in gear and get the box over to Katie before he thinks I’m moving too slow. Let me know if you need anything else,” Jamie said.

“I will. Oh, and be careful. Word on the street is that Carrera might be looking for you, too.”

“I know, I figured as much. That case with Carrera’s son last year? I think that was the motive.”

“I think so, too. I might have more stuff to run by you tonight. I’ll give you a call if I do, yeah?”

“Yeah, thanks, Joe.” Jamie headed back to his office, slung his bag over his shoulder, then folded the plastic-wrapped uniform on top of the box and left the station. It still felt strange, all of the looks of pity and concern as he walked through the building and out to his car. It was easier to just keep his head down and go, so he did.

Once he pulled up to Mike’s house, he sat in the car for a minute. It bothered him that he would be going into his friend’s place – and his friend wouldn’t be there. Not physically, anyway. 

Jamie got out, picked up the box and hooked a finger around the uniform’s hanger, then nudged the door shut with his hip. The car locks chirped as he got a few feet away from it and walked up the path to the front door. It opened when he got to the top step and Katie stood behind the screen.

“Katie,” Jamie said. “I brought the things from the office that you asked for.”

“Come on in, Jamie,” Katie replied. “Thanks for bringing them by. Were the medals in his desk?”

“Yeah, there are four padded cases in there, some photos, his coffee mugs. Stuff like that. His dress blues were in the closet, so I brought those as well.”

Katie took the uniform from him and hung it in the hall closet. Jamie walked further inside and put the box on the coffee table.

“I’m sorry I haven’t been by sooner. Is there anything you need taken care of? Anything you need at all?”

“No, people have been very kind and helpful. I heard you were helping Joey with the case, and that means more than coming by if I’m being honest.”

“I’m doing what I can. I can’t just sit around my place and wait for someone else to find the answers, even if I’m also a target,” Jamie said.

“I’d heard they might be coming after you, too,” Katie said. “Is that true?”

“That’s what they’re saying. I haven’t seen any evidence of that, but then again, I’ve not been out much.”

“Neither have I. Elise took the kids to stay at her place for a couple of days. The constant drop by visits and condolences were wearing on them.”

“I’m glad you guys are still close and she can help,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, me too. I’m sorry you two can’t be civil, but I guess I understand.”

Jamie felt a flare of anger and did his best to swallow it. “Something about coming home to find your wife in bed with another man? Yeah, I guess that can be understood.”

“Whatever, Jamie. Don’t start, okay?” Katie said.

“Right. I’ll be going. Call if you need anything else,” Jamie said and headed for the door.

“Thanks again, Jamie,” Katie said as he left the house.

He got into his car and started it up, but before he could pull away, he saw Paulie’s truck pull into the driveway. Jamie watched as the other man jogged up the walkway and entered the house without knocking, displaying a familiarity even Jamie didn’t show.

“I was going to ride back with you, but I think I’m going to go see what Paulie is doing here,” Mike said.

“He’s been helping with some of the home repairs,” Jamie replied. “Joe said he took a couple of days off for personal reasons. I think he’s gambling again – or still – but he might just be trying to be a good guy.”

“So you think I should leave it be? Or what?” Mike asked.

“Leave it. I saw a tool box on the pass-through kitchen counter, so maybe he was working on something and had to go get a part. Either way, we’ve got our own jobs to do.”

“Yeah? What do we have to do?”

“Stop and get more beer. Joe said he might need help tonight. I’m going to call him and ask him about the other video dumps from those cameras you found.”

“Get some whiskey. You’ll drink less and pass out sooner.”

Jamie had to laugh. Hallucination or not, it had some good ideas.
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