
    
      
        
          
        
      

    





RICH STRYKER PI:

Julie’s Last Hope

Tamara L Adams


RICH STRYKER: Julie’s Last Hope

Copyright © 2016 by Tamara L Adams

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations em- bodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organiza- tions, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For information contact :

http://www.tamaraladamsauthor.com

tamaraadamsauthor@gmail.com

––––––––

Pleases consider leaving a review ! It is your greatest compliment !

––––––––

Book and Cover design by Tamara using Canva



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One





[image: ]




It’s a hot one today. Over a hundred degrees with a shirt-soaking humidity.  

It’s the kind of day that brings out the crazy of Chicago. People get irritated and start committing stupid crimes. But I guess it is not my problem anymore now that I’m retired from the force.

Though it doesn’t keep me from worrying about the innocent people on the streets who eventually come to me for help when the police drop the ball.

Amanda interrupts my thoughts. “Rich, you have a Mr. Nelson here to see you.”

I have no recollection of a Mr. Nelson or any scheduled appointments, but business is slow. “Alright, send him in.”

A few seconds later the door opens and in walks an older gentleman with bloodshot eyes and disheveled hair. “Thank you for taking the time to see me Mr. Stryker.” He reaches out a hand.

I stand up and shake it. “No problem. What can I help you with, Mr. Nelson?”

“Carl, call me Carl.”

“Okay, Carl, what seems to be the issue?”

“Well, sir, I’m not sure what kind of cases you take, but my granddaughter has been missing since Friday. My daughter is worried sick and the police seem to think she is just another teenage runaway. But we know better, sir. My wife recalled your mother talking about her detective son, so we asked for your office address. I hope you don’t mind me dropping by like this, but we didn’t know where else to turn. No one else will help.”

“No problem at all, Carl. I’m here to help, and any friend of my mother is a friend of mine.”

“Thank you, sir! You don’t know how much this means to us.”

“You can call me Rich, and don’t thank me yet. First let’s see if I can help. How about you tell me everything that has happened so far? Give it to me straight and don’t leave anything out. The truth will get me farther than any sugarcoating, okay?”

“You got it, sir. I mean Rich. Thank you.”

Carl spends the next hour telling me about his grandchild. A sixteen-year-old girl named Julie. She had always been a good kid, got good grades and obeyed the rules. 

Recently, she’d gotten involved with a group of kids of whom Carl was not a fan. There were rumors going around about the kids selling drugs, and no matter how much Carl and his wife, Glenda, pleaded their case, Julie wouldn’t listen. Florence, Carl’s daughter, also suspected Julie was seeing one of the boys in the group. 

Friday Julie asked to sleep over at Emily’s house, but Florence had said no. Emily was a new friend, and Julie had been giving Florence attitude all week. The two argued before Julie stormed out. 

When Julie did not return home that night, Florence thought her daughter had just disobeyed her and stayed overnight anyway. 

Then Saturday night came around and Julie still hadn’t come home or called, so Florence began to worry. She called everyone she knew, but no one had seen Julie since Friday and she never did stay over at Emily’s house that Friday night.

Florence called the police who were convinced it's a teenage runaway case. They claimed they would look into it, but Florence hadn’t heard anything since.

Florence and her parents had done everything they could think of to find Julie but had come up with no leads. The family was at their wits end and that is when Glenda remembered Linda talking about her detective son.

Now I’m their last hope.

I have never taken on a missing person case, not even during my time on the force. I had always worked homicide, so this would be a whole new ball game for me, and I’m not certain I want to play.

I stare Carl in the eye. I need the truth. “You’re certain she has not run away? You did say she and her mother had been fighting the day she went missing.”

“Rich, I’m certain, more certain than anything else right now. Julie is a typical moody teenager, but not the kind to just leave. She is a good kid. She may have had a few issues here and there, but what teenager doesn’t? We need your help here. We need it bad. I fear the worst.” His eyes plead with me.

“Alright, I’ll ask around and find some things out. We’ll go from there. I’ll get a sense for what’s going on and get back to you, okay?”

“Thank you so much. You don’t know how much this means to us. And I promise we will get you the down payment soon.”

“How about we not worry till later about the money, okay? For now I will need you to get a list together of all Julie’s friends with numbers and addresses, plus any info you can get to me on her recent hangouts.  Sometimes the friends know more than you think. Give me it all and I’ll work my way through it before we talk money. Okay, Carl?”

“Okay, I’ll get you everything. Thank you so much.”

Carl leaves after what seems like an eternity of ‘thank yous.’ It was exhausting, and brought on more pressure to solve the case. What have I got myself into? This will not be easy.

“Amanda, can you come in here a minute?”

“Sure, boss.”

I cringe at the word boss. No matter how many times I tell her to stop, she still calls me that.

“Please Amanda, call me Rich.”

“Sorry. What do you need...Rich?”

“I need you to find any recent missing teen reports to get a heads-up on them for this one.”

“Missing person, huh? This is a new one. I’ll get on it, boss.” She spins around to leave and I spot her six-inch platform shoes and tight mini-skirt. 

I roll my eyes. She is a piece of work and the flashiest assistant I’ve ever seen. When I offered her the job I told her the dress code, but apparently her idea of business casual is different than the rest of the world. No amount of castigation from me will change it.

I have to remind myself Amanda is one of the best assistants I have ever worked with, including on the force. You can count on her to do the research, track down a lead, or find any kind of source you want. 

I learned long ago not to ask too many questions on how she comes up with some of the info. She’s also the only person I’ve met that has a photographic memory. It amazes me she never used the gift for much good before I came along. 

But that’s what happens when you grow up with an abusive father and drug addict mother. Amanda was hooking before she was sixteen and addicted to every kind of drug by nineteen. 

The girl had been through hell and back before ending up in a cell one night while I was on duty. She witnessed a triple homicide when a client turned crazy. Her memory and description of the scene caught my attention. 

Intrigued by her unique talent, I knew I had to help her. After much convincing, I made a deal with her; I would pay for her to get cleaned up and give her a place to stay if she worked for the force as an informant. She was not too keen on the idea, but getting a place of her own and not having to sleep with random men every night was enticing enough for her to give it a try. 

Now here we are, two years later. She stopped being an informant a few months after I left the force and came to work for me. We make a great team. I’m the brains and brawn, and she has a talent for acquiring information. 

Business is decent enough for me to pay myself and give Amanda a generous salary, while still being able to supplement my mother if need be. With so much corruption on the police force, the neighborhood needed another place to turn when times get tough. 

I’m that place and it feels good to make a difference. The cops don’t like me meddling in their business, but I couldn’t care less what they do or do not like. Most of them still dislike why I left, and the feeling is mutual for a majority of the force. 

Though my old friend Anderson is an exception. He is one guy I can count on to never be corrupt. Even the bad cops can’t help but like him. It broke his heart to watch me leave the force, but we still keep in contact. He helps me out once in a while, and in return I do things he can’t or won’t to get answers. It’s a win-win.

Today I need his help. I pick up the phone and hope he’s at his desk.
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Chapter Two
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I’m in luck. “Anderson speaking.”

“Hey, old buddy. How you been?”

“Hey, Rich. I’m good. It’s been a while. How are things? How’s your mom?”

“Things are good, and she’s doing well. Is the precinct treating you well these days?”

“It is. Things are good. So, what can I help you with, Rich?”

“Well, I have a new case, a missing girl.”

“Really? That’s a new one.”

“Yeah. I almost didn’t accept the case, but when they told me the officer assigned, I had to take it.”

“Do I even want to know?”

“Maybe not, but here it goes. Officer Benny Hartman thinks the girl is a runaway, not missing. The family disagrees whole-heartedly, and so far I believe them. I’m not sure dear old Benny boy is going to do a good enough job of looking into the case, if you know what I mean.”
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