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Check out the first novel of the series:

At the Scene of the Crime

Jennifer Cahill only meant to drop off a message.

Instead, she walks straight into the sound of a gunshot—and into the path of a killer.

With no training and no time to think, Jennifer is pulled into a deadly chase through the streets of Chicago. Every clue drags her deeper into a tangled web of lies, danger, and betrayal. The police need her help—but trusting the wrong person could cost her life.

What began as an ordinary day is now a fight for survival. And the killer is always one step ahead.

Special thanks to Suzan Clouthier, Brenda Patterson-Mack, and Dan Patterson for their help to continue the story of Jennifer Cahill.
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My first partner at the Police Academy went by the name of John O’Brien, and from day one he was a puzzle I couldn’t solve. While most of us were running ourselves into the ground trying to prove we belonged, John coasted along like the outcome didn’t matter. He cut corners on assignments, lagged behind on runs, and seemed to treat every lecture like background noise. His grades scraped by just enough to keep him in the program, and his half-hearted attitude earned him more than a few side-eyes from instructors.

At first, I thought I was imagining it—maybe he just had a different way of processing things. Not everyone wore their effort on their sleeve the way I did. But the more time I spent with him, the more convinced I became that it wasn’t just his style; it was indifference. He didn’t want to be there, not really.

Being paired with him made that truth harder to ignore. Every time I tried to push myself harder, John was a reminder of the drag factor—like running wind sprints with a weight tied around your ankle. I bit my tongue more times than I can count. My instinct was to confront him, to shake him by the shoulders and demand to know why he was wasting the opportunity. Instead, I kept my irritation buried, telling myself that maybe, just maybe, there was a lesson in all this.

Life in the field wouldn’t be fair or easy. I wouldn’t always get to pick my partners or teammates. If I wanted to last, I had to learn to work alongside people I didn’t understand—or even respect. That became my mantra whenever my patience wore thin: this is training too. Still, there were nights when I went back to my room with my fists clenched, replaying the day in my head, wondering if he’d ever realize how much of a gift he was squandering.

Back then, I chalked his behavior up to nepotism. In my mind, he was someone’s son, someone’s nephew, someone who had strings pulled for him to coast through doors the rest of us had to batter down. The thought of it burned. I’d worked too hard, sacrificed too much, to sit beside someone who acted like being at the Academy was a punishment instead of a privilege.

It wasn’t until much later, long after he flunked out, that I learned the truth. John wasn’t simply lazy—he was compromised. He had ties to an Irish mob called The Emeralds, and his spot at the Academy had been part of something bigger than I ever could have guessed. He was being groomed as an inside man. The revelation floored me. Suddenly, all the apathy, all the carelessness, made sense. He’d never been invested in the Academy because it had never been his true purpose.

But at the time, I didn’t know any of that. At the time, all I saw was someone wasting what I was fighting tooth and nail to earn. And if I’m honest, when the day finally came that he washed out of the program, I felt an undeniable surge of satisfaction. I wasn’t proud of it, but it was there, sharp and bright like a victory I hadn’t asked for.

My own path to the Academy couldn’t have been more different. Nothing about it was easy. I spent years juggling coursework with a full-time job as an administrative clerk at the District 3 Police Department. By day, I filed reports, answered phones, and learned the rhythms of a precinct from the sidelines. By night, I buried myself in textbooks and online modules, slowly piecing together the qualifications I needed.

It was in those years that my fascination with criminal psychology took root. I found myself drawn not just to the what of crime, but the why. I devoured everything I could get my hands on—case studies, profiles, theories. It was like working on a massive puzzle where every piece revealed a new corner of the human mind. The more I learned, the more convinced I became that this was where I belonged—not behind a desk, but out in the world, piecing together patterns, chasing shadows, seeking answers.

So when I graduated from the Academy, applying to District 3 felt like coming full circle. That precinct had been my starting point, and I wanted it to be the place where I proved myself as an officer. My application was accepted, with the condition of a 13-month probationary period. It didn’t scare me. If anything, I welcomed it. My whole life up to that point had been one long probation, one long test of endurance.

I’ll never forget the call from Lieutenant Brendan Cole. He summoned me into his office with that gruff, no-nonsense tone he always carried, but when he delivered the news—that the Commander had signed off on my hire—there was a flicker of warmth in his eyes. He tried to smother it with professionalism, but the quick wink and half-smile betrayed him. For a second, it felt less like a formality and more like a personal victory shared between us.

He sent me to Officer Brenda Kennedy, my assigned Training Officer. The name carried weight—everyone at District 3 respected her. Walking back into that precinct, my old workplace, I felt an almost physical sense of belonging. The clang of the doors, the murmur of voices, the faint bitterness of coffee in the air—it all felt like home, though this time I wasn’t just a clerk in the background. I was here to step into the uniform, to shoulder the responsibility, to start my life in earnest.

I didn’t know then the challenges waiting for me—the long nights, the cases that would test my resolve, the choices that would blur the line between right and wrong. All I knew was that I was finally where I was meant to be. And for the first time, I wasn’t just imagining the road ahead. I was standing on it.
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My first official assignment as a probationary Police Officer was to join the foot patrol rotation in Bohn Park with Officer Brenda Kennedy. Brenda had been on the job for seven years, long enough to earn the kind of confidence that came with experience but not so long that she had lost her patience with rookies. 

From the moment we shook hands, I knew we’d get along. She had an easy laugh and a straight-shooting way of explaining things, and I could sense she took pride in showing newcomers the ropes. It made me feel less like a burden and more like a partner in the making.

Bohn Park itself carried a weight of history. It was a popular place—families with kids on the playground, joggers cutting through the trails, retirees walking their dogs—but beneath that normalcy lingered shadows. Reports of drug activity had been trickling in, especially along Patricia’s Path, a winding fitness trail shaded by old elms. The name sounded peaceful, almost idyllic, but the truth behind it was anything but.

Patricia’s Path was named for Patricia Granderson, a woman who was brutally murdered there by her husband, Kyle. The Grandersons had been the picture of civic pride—a wealthy, philanthropic couple who were fixtures in charity circles and community events.

Their smiling faces had graced the society pages, their donations had built playgrounds and funded scholarships. On the surface, they seemed untouchable, enviable. And then one night, everything shattered. Patricia was stabbed, left bleeding out on the trail that now bore her name, and the city learned that behind the glossy veneer was a story of violence and betrayal.

The tragedy didn’t stop there. Detective Lou Marsden—one of the investigators on the case—was also killed during the ordeal. Lou wasn’t just another name on a casualty list. He had been a close friend of my father’s, back when my dad was still on the force. I’d grown up hearing Marsden’s name around our kitchen table, woven into stories of late-night shifts, close calls, and old victories. Lou kept an eye on me when I was hired on as an administrative clerk, always providing advice when he thought I needed it. When the news of his death came, it didn’t feel like the loss of a stranger; it felt like losing a member of the extended family.

That case was more than a headline to me. It was a turning point. I’d been pulled into the periphery of it—tangled up, in fact, when the Lieutenant asked me to track down Detective Marsden and deliver a message. I had no way of knowing it would be the last time I’d see him. 

That moment stuck with me, sharp and unshakable, and it crystallized something inside me. I didn’t just want to join the police force; I needed to. If there was ever a doubt in my mind about the path I’d chosen, that case burned it away. But that’s another story—one I’ll carry with me, always.

So there I was, standing in Bohn Park on my first day of patrol, my badge still feeling new and heavy on my chest. The weather was near perfect, as though the city had conspired to welcome me. The sky was a clear, endless blue, the kind that seems to stretch into forever. For some reason, it reminded me of Josh and Christine’s wedding day, when the whole sky had opened up in the same brilliant shade.

Joshua Kelly was another familiar figure in my orbit—an officer at District 3, like me. He and his partner, Cameron Grayson, had been thick as thieves with my older brother, Theo, ever since they were kids. Growing up, I’d seen them sprawled out in our living room, plotting mischief or swapping jokes that left me, the younger sibling, feeling half-annoyed and half in awe. 

Even now, with Theo living on the West Coast with his wife Suzie, the bonds between them hadn’t frayed. Calls, texts, reunions whenever Theo flew back—it was like nothing had changed. Whenever they all gathered together, it turned into a kind of family reunion, the kind where stories flowed, everyone talked over each other, and laughter carried late into the night.

That memory, paired with the expanse of blue sky, made me feel grounded. Even with the weight of the badge and the responsibility that came with it pressing down on me, I knew I wasn’t alone. I had Brenda at my side to guide me, the legacy of people like Marsden and my father behind me, and the comfort of knowing my family was only ever a call away.

Bohn Park was calm that day—too calm, maybe—but as I walked the trail with Brenda, every sense felt heightened. The crunch of gravel beneath my boots, the whisper of wind through the trees, the echo of children’s laughter from the playground—all of it felt sharper, like I was stepping into a world I’d been looking at from the outside for too long.

I was finally inside it now. And for the first time, I wasn’t watching. I was part of it.
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Before I ever set foot inside the Police Academy, I had one last chance to breathe easy. That opportunity came in the form of Josh and Christine’s destination wedding at an all-inclusive resort in the Dominican Republic. To this day, I can honestly say it was one of the best weeks of my life.

The whole trip felt like stepping into another world. The air smelled of salt and coconut oil, the sun was relentless but forgiving if you kept moving between the shade and the water, and every path wound past endless buffets stacked with food and bartenders mixing cocktails faster than you could order them. The sound of music everwhere you went. The only real responsibilities we had were to keep hydrated throughout the day, avoid the kind of sunburn you’d regret for weeks, and, by night, remember where your room was in relation to the bar. The resort was sprawling—so large that uniformed staff shuttled guests around in oversized golf carts, honking cheerfully at anyone who tried to walk too far in the heat.

Josh and Christine’s wedding itself was picture perfect. They exchanged vows barefoot on the sand while the waves rolled in behind them, a rhythm steady and timeless. The breeze lifted Christine’s veil just so, and for a moment, it was like something out of a postcard. A dream setting, and not just for them—for anyone.

The reception carried us late into the night. Held on a wide terrace strung with lights, the air smelled faintly of sea salt and rum. A local band started us off, their steel drums and guitars pulling even the stiffest of us out of our chairs, and when a DJ took over, the energy only grew. At one point, he dropped Sweet Caroline, and suddenly all of us were singing at the top of our lungs, arms thrown around each other. The DJ laughed and said it was the best party the resort had ever seen. I didn’t doubt it—we Chicagoans know how to party.

My best friend Brianna had come along too, and to save some money we shared a room. She always had the better sense of the two of us and turned in earlier that night, while I lingered. 

By the time I stumbled back, I thought I was being thoughtful—sneaking in with two steaming Spanish coffees to stash in the fridge for our inevitable morning hangovers. Instead, I tripped over the door threshold and sent the tray clattering across the tile, coffee splattering everywhere.

The crash was loud enough to wake the dead, but somehow not Brianna. I scrambled, half-drunk and trying to contain my giggling, attempted to mop it up with every towel I could find. 

By the time I collapsed onto my bed, still in my clothes, the room smelled like scorched sugar and espresso. Brianna didn’t even stir until morning, when I sheepishly explained why the bathroom towels were stained and our room smelled like a café. I left a larger than normal tip for housekeeping when we stumbled out for breakfast.

The next day was quieter. Most of us drifted poolside, sunglasses on, nursing our hangovers with buckets of bottled water and whatever breakfast we could force down to soak up some of the alcohol. I don't know if that is a thing, but I am going with it. 

In the afternoon, a steel drum band played, soft rhythms that coaxed us to sway in our loungers. But the peace didn’t last. A guy parked himself at the pool bar early in the day and never left, steadily drinking until his words slurred and his mood soured. He started yelling at the band to play Free Bird. Judging by their confused expressions, the poor musicians had no idea who Lynyrd Skynyrd even was, let alone the song.

Annoying drunks are one thing, but annoying drunks around a group of off-duty Chicago police officers? That’s a recipe for trouble. When the resort manager stepped in and tried to calm him down, the guy actually took a swing at her.

I didn’t even process it until after it happened: Josh was already moving, Cam right behind him. In one smooth motion, they had the guy face down on the deck, Josh's knee planted between the man’s shoulder blades. It looked effortless, but I knew it wasn’t. There was something in the way they acted—on instinct, calm, decisive, completely in control—that stuck with me. While the rest of us sat frozen, Josh and Cam had simply took care of what needed to be done.

The whole thing was over in minutes when security took over. Local authorities arrived, the drunk was hauled off, and the music started again as if nothing had happened. But I couldn’t shake what I’d seen. The difference between all of us and Josh and Cam wasn’t just training; it was instinct. They didn’t hesitate. They didn’t overreact. I was so impressed that they simply knew what to do and did it. I hoped to have that kind of instinct one day.

Our last day was spent on the beach, soaking up every bit of sun we could before heading home. A lone parasailer floated high above us, silhouetted against a perfect blue sky, not a cloud in sight. We all pointed, shading our eyes, swearing that next time—next vacation—we’d try it ourselves. Whether we meant it or not didn’t matter. In that moment, it felt like anything was possible.

Looking back, I realize that trip wasn’t just a break before the Academy. It was the last time I felt free of responsibility, unshaped by the weight of the badge. Watching Josh handle that drunk at the pool planted something in me. For the first time, I saw with my own eyes what it looked like to be the steady hand in chaos. I didn’t know it then, but I would spend the next years of my life learning how to do exactly that.
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We had been circling the park for a couple of hours when we spotted a guy in a black hoodie with a fair-sized bulge in his front pocket. We knew better than to assume he had man parts that impressive if that was the look he was going for. Brenda caught my eye, smirking, and I had to bite down on my own laugh. Humor kept us loose, but our bodies were already tensing up for what usually came next.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





