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Dedication:

The writing itself may be a solo gig, but being an author takes a village. 
This one is for my village. The folks from Hangouts, who are there to encourage, uplift, and answer a bazillion questions.
My mom, who is my greatest fan and always there to share her pride in me.
The rest of my family - blood and chosen – that encourage, support and talk up my books to strangers.
Thank you – all of you. 

Epigraph: Whatever you are is because of what your ancestors have done. - Li Lu 

Description:

Jack and Jamie are called to a hundred-year-old murder scene where they find two skeletons, and one ghost—Patrick Kennedy.
Called to an excavation site in the subway tunnels under the city, Jack and Jamie meet Jamie’s great-grand uncle who’d been murdered in nineteen twenty-one. 

What do you do with a ghost who is suddenly a century in the future -who likes arguing with the TV?
“I think unnecessary drama should be a valid murder defense,” Jamie replied. “I’ve tried to explain to him that the TV characters can’t hear him, but he doesn’t understand.” 
Cultural difference make things difficult, then throw in the fact he’s family and Jamie’s ready to strangle Patrick, if he wasn’t already dead.

When a second case lands in their lap, with another ghost seeking justice, the complications add up.
A young woman is murdered in her home and the connections between the two cases are building with every new bit of information they find. Murder, arson, and stolen legacies from the 1920s are now relevant, a century later. 

Power and politics are again behind the threats to Jack, Jamie, and the people they love. Will they be able to right a century-old wrong and still get justice for a current crime?








  
  
Prologue




The evening had been going like gangbusters. The shipment of Irish whiskey had been offloaded out in the harbor and brought in through the tunnels as planned. They didn’t dare leave any of it in the lower basement in case it flooded, so it was stored in the upper basement and all of the glassware and crates of supplies for the house were moved down a level. At least if there was a flood, glassware and linens could be salvaged. Thirty thousand dollars’ worth of whiskey could not.   

“Paddy, come on, lover. We’ve got a party going on upstairs and I need my number one man at my side,” Celia Fitzgerald said as she posed on the third step down from the top. Patrick Kennedy looked up the stairs at the glittering creature above him, then held out his flask to her. “Had to refill my flask, doll.” He watched as Celia sipped the aged Irish whiskey, then he lifted one of her gloved hands to press his lips to her fingers. Satin wrapped those fingers and arms up to mid-bicep, the beads and crystal on her gown sparkling like stars in the dim light. He pulled his jacket on, adjusted his cuffs, and slid the flask into his inside breast pocket. “All right, dollface. Let’s cut a rug.”

They made their way to the speakeasy that occupied what had once been a ballroom at the back of Celia’s house. Jazz music poured through the door as they stepped through into the club itself. 

People stopped them as they made their way to their reserved table, shaking hands and kissing cheeks. Patrick Kennedy and Celia Fitzgerald were the underground ‘it’ couple on the Irish Gold Coast of Harbor, Massachusetts in the 1920’s. If you wanted booze, broads, or a good time, you went to Celia and Paddy’s place – Fitzy’s Folly. Having the last names Fitzgerald and Kennedy in Harbor was both a boost and a handicap. People tended to assume that Celia and Patrick were connected to the other powerful families with those names - but those two names were fairly common. They may be distant cousins, but the powerful Kennedy clan would never acknowledge a rum runner or a brothel owner. 

On the surface, Celia Fitzgerald was the widow of a soldier who died in World War I. Mrs. Fitz ran a boarding house – a perfectly respectable occupation for a widow – and paid her taxes. She dressed demurely with a proper hat and gloves when she went out, and was often seen being escorted by the dashing and gallant Patrick Kennedy. Mr. Kennedy had returned from the war and bought himself a couple of ships that he then used to transport cargo for local merchants. He had reinvested his income and was now the proud owner of six ships that ran cargo all up and down the Eastern seaboard. Harbor Shipping Services was well regarded, and young men were eager to get a job working for Mr. Kennedy. 

When the Women’s Christian Temperance Union pushed the lawmakers into making prostitution illegal – and then enacting prohibition - two pleasures often enjoyed became a way to make some serious money. Celia and Patrick stepped up, with local law enforcement and politicians happy to smooth the way, or look the other way, for a taste of the pleasures offered at Fitzy’s Folly. 

“Father Riordan, a pleasure to see you here tonight,” Celia said to one of the local parish priests as he buried his face in the cleavage of the rather well-endowed Rosemary Sullivan draped across his lap. 

“All thanks to you, Celia,” Riordan said. “Best whiskey and women in the state.”

“Glad you’ve noticed,” Celia offered, her tone dry as Paddy pulled her close and guided her to their table. “Rosie told me that he tells her to take confession after he’s finished with her. Disgusting old geezer.”

“His money spends like everyone else’s,” Paddy replied. “Let’s catch our breath, then take a spin on the dance floor, shall we?”

They danced and had a couple of drinks before they left the speakeasy and headed upstairs to their suite. The house boasted four floors above the street and the very top was Celia’s private apartment. A kitchen, sitting room, bathroom and three bedrooms – one of which acted as a private office space – gave Celia and Patrick privacy and enough distance from the speakeasy that the noise didn’t bother them. Patrick’s official address was an elegant house on the hill overlooking the harbor. It was where he entertained business associates and their wives, when necessary, but most nights he slept in Celia’s bed. 

“Are you still up for joining me on Tuesday? I’ve got Frank Burke and his wife coming for dinner so Frank can try and get me to give him a price break on shipping his merch to South America,” Patrick asked.

“You know it, baby,” Celia replied. “I’ve got a new dress from Madame Michaud’s coming that I ordered just for that night.” She stepped up close to Patrick and started to undo his collar and tie. “It’s that shade of green you love on me.”

“The one that matches your eyes? You’re the bee’s knees, baby doll. I sure wish you’d say yes and marry me.”

“Maybe someday, my love. Right now, what we’ve got works, so let’s leave it alone, huh?”

“Don’t you want kids? We could have a couple and you could take it easy,” Patrick said.

“Someday, maybe. I don’t want to be in this city when we have kids, though. Imagine them finding out about the Folly. Let’s get a nice bank roll, then get married and move further south. You can keep up your business and I can be a lady of leisure,” Celia said. 

“How about a nice long engagement, then?” Patrick asked.

“Now, that I’d be willing to consider. Better get your business in order, mister,” Celia replied.

Patrick pulled her into his arms. “I’ve got some business I’d like to discuss with you,” he teased as he pulled the strap of her dress off of one shoulder. “Hurry up and get undressed.”

Celia laughed and took a step back, then flattened her hands against his chest and pushed him back onto the bed. “Just watch me,” she purred as she removed her clothes piece by piece. Creamy pale skin, wide green eyes, and dark red hair cut short and sleek to brush her jaw and frame her delicate features made her appear younger than her thirty years. 

Patrick thought her the most beautiful creature he’d ever seen. Her looks, her wit, her intelligence - they all captivated him, and he loved her beyond reason. That night, he showed her just how much.


      [image: image-placeholder]A week later, it was Friday night at the Folly and Celia had Patrick on the dance floor doing the Charleston. The dinner had gone exceptionally well on Tuesday and the Burkes were enchanted by the future Mrs. Kennedy and the delicate emerald and diamond ring Celia wore on her left hand. Patrick had presented it to her earlier that evening when she had officially agreed to marry him at some point in the future. 

That Friday night, the ring glittered on Celia’s hand and the champagne flowed as they celebrated with the rest of the Folly’s guests. They’d just come off the dance floor when one of the staff came up to their table and said that a gentleman was asking for a private meeting. This was not unusual, so Celia and Patrick made their way to the first-floor study. Two men were seated near the fireplace with drinks in hand when the couple entered the room. 

“Gentlemen, I’m Patrick Kennedy and this is my fiancée, Celia Fitzgerald. How can we be of service this evening?” Patrick said as he approached the men, hand outstretched to shake. 

The larger of the two men stood and shook Patrick’s hand. “Joe Delaney, and this is Mikey. We were sent by Mr. Burke to purchase a bottle of the sixteen-year-old whiskey you told him about.”

“Nice to meet you both. Let me send one of the staff down to grab a bottle…,” Patrick started to say when Joe shook his head. 

“I’d rather see your setup for myself. Mr. Burke spoke so highly of your business,” Joe said. 

Patrick gave Celia a look. Celia shrugged, so Patrick held out his hand towards the door. “The cellar is this way,” he said.

Celia went to take a seat and Mikey held out his arm to her. 

“Oh, no. I’m staying right here,” Celia said.

“I think Mikey wants you to join us,” Joe replied. “He doesn’t say much, but he’s a total gentleman.”

“We don’t need Celia to pick out a bottle for Mr. Burke. Besides, it’s dusty down there,” Patrick said.

Mikey moved closer to Celia and held out his elbow again. 

“I think Mikey insists,” Joe said. 

Celia sighed, got to her feet, and took the man’s arm. “Fine. But if my dress is ruined, Mr. Burke is buying me a new one.”

“I’ll be sure to tell him that,” Joe said as the four of them made their way into the cellar. 

Patrick lead the way, with Joe behind him, then Celia and Mikey in the back. The door at the top of the stairs was closed behind them by Mikey as they stopped on the first landing. 

“The whiskey is in here,” Patrick said as he reached for the doorknob. 

“What’s down there?” Joe asked as he looked past Patrick and down the next flight of stairs.

“Storage is all,” Patrick said.

Mikey pulled a gun out of his jacket when Joe revealed his own weapon. 

“Both of you, down those stairs,” Joe said.

Celia put a hand on Patrick’s shoulder to steady herself as a faint whimper slipped past her lips. “We can pay you. Please, don’t hurt us.”

“Keep walking,” Joe replied. 

Patrick got to the bottom first and pulled Celia close, then tucked her behind him. “Come on, fellas. Can’t we talk about this?”

The blow caught Patrick on the temple and dropped him to the floor. Celia screamed and Mikey fired, the bullet hitting her heart. Blood soaked the gold silk and glittering beads of her dress as Mikey picked her up and sat her in a chair inside the room. Both men pulled Patrick to another chair and bound them both with rope. 

As Patrick started to rouse, Joe held a hand under Celia’s nose and shook his head.

“She’s gone already,” Joe said and crouched down to pull the emerald and diamond ring from her finger. “I’ll keep this.”Patrick struggled against the ropes and Joe gave him a faint smile. 

“Was a pleasure doin’ business with ya,” Joe said and fired twice.

Patrick slumped forward against the ropes as blood soaked his shirt and vest. By the time he returned as a ghost, the blood had dried on the floor around their chairs and Celia’s ghost was gone. He tried to leave the room, but couldn’t. 

He had no idea how much time had passed, or why no one had come down to find their bodies. Or why he had come back as a ghost and Celia had moved on. The main motivating factor that kept him in that cellar was his need for answers – and for revenge.

It would be over a hundred years later before he would finally get a chance to get those answers.








  
  
Chapter One




In the first week of the new year, Jamie and Jack were called to an excavation site in the subway tunnels under the city. A controlled demolition as part of the metro railway expansion had revealed a sealed room – with a couple of skeletons inside. 

“They said this was once the basement of an old tenement building,” Jack said. “I’m just surprised it managed to stay so dry being so close to the harbor.”

“This was the Irish gold coast during Prohibition,” Jamie said as they stepped through the hole the demolition made, into a space that hadn’t changed in a century or more.

“Holy hell,” Jack whispered as they saw the two well-dressed skeletons, tied to chairs in a room that held cases of liquor and glassware covered in inches of dust.

“Well, it’s about time someone let us out,” a man’s voice said, the Irish brogue easily heard.

Jamie spun around and saw the ghost of the man leaning against the wall. “Who are you?”

“You can see me, aye? And hear me? Saints be praised. I’m Patrick Kennedy, at your service.”

“Kennedy, huh? Well, he does look a bit like you,” Jack said to Jamie. “Who was the woman?”

“Celia Fitzgerald, my fiancée and the owner of this fine establishment. She crossed over right away, but not me. I wanted to make the no-good lollygagging cat pay for what he did. And who might you two be?” Patrick said.

“I’m Jacqueline Forbes and this is my partner, Jameson Kennedy. We’re detectives with the Harbor Police. What year did you die?”

“A babe as a copper? No way,” Patrick exclaimed. Then he paused and moved closer to Jamie. “You know, with the right haircut, you and I could be twins.” They both shared the same close-cropped dark curls, bright blue eyes, and a dimple in their left cheek. 

Jamie shook his head, stunned at his sudden realization. “I don’t believe it. You’re my great-grandfather’s brother, the one they said went back to Ireland in nineteen twenty-one.”

“What year is it now?” Patrick asked, a little hesitantly.

“About a hundred years after you died,” Jamie said.

“And you’re related to my brother Frankie?” Patrick asked again.

“Francis Kennedy was my great-grandfather. His son, Joseph died when I was about five. My father was James. He’s gone, too. I’m Jameson,” Jamie said.

“Well, you’re a dead ringer for my brother Frankie,” Patrick said. “And he was my twin.”

“We need to get out of here and let the crime scene techs come in,” Jack said.

“Mike, can you come help us out?” Jamie said.

Mike popped in and skidded to a stop. “Is that your twin, Jamie?” he asked as he looked at Patrick.

“No, it's my great-grandfather’s twin. Can you get him settled somewhere? We need to let the techs come in,” Jamie said.

“Sure, come with me, Patrick. Have you been stuck in this room for a hundred years?” Mike asked.

“I guess so? I couldn’t get out, but I don’t remember whole sections of time, so maybe I just slept or something," Patrick replied.

The two ghosts floated through the hole in the wall and Jamie closed his eyes. “Either he’s been zoning in and out for a hundred years, or he’s completely psychotic after a hundred years in solitary. Either way, I think we’ve got our work cut out for us with this one.”

“At least he’s not my great-whatever relative. He really could be your twin, though. It’s kinda creepy,” Jack said.

Jamie went over to the corpse and crouched down where the hands were bound. He slid a signet ring off of one bony finger and tucked it into his pocket. The techs didn’t need to know about that, and it might help him find some answers.

“Dead ringer, my ass,” Jamie muttered as they left the scene for the techs to manage. He had a puzzle to solve.


      [image: image-placeholder]Paddy Kennedy may have been normal for his era, but he was a drama queen for this one. 

Jamie sighed and walked out of the guest room where Paddy was trying to hold a conversation – aka argue – with the characters of a TV show. 

“If he wasn’t dead, I’d kill him myself,” Jamie said to Tara.

“Now, now, he’s just a touch dramatic.” 

Jamie just gave her a look. 

“Okay, a lot dramatic,” Tara said.

“I think unnecessary drama should be a valid murder defense,” Jamie replied. “I’ve tried to explain to him that the TV characters can’t hear him, but he doesn’t understand.”

“Put it in perspective,” Tara said. “Radio was fairly new. It wasn’t in most homes until the mid-nineteen-thirties – and he died in what, nineteen-twenty-three? His experience with actors would’ve been live on a stage.”

Jamie’s brow furrowed. “Good point. Maybe you could explain that to him?”

“Hah. His ears are still probably ringing for the verbal smack-down I gave him for assuming women in pants were prostitutes,” Tara replied.

“The cultural differences are going to make this case more difficult than the fact he’s a dead relative,” Jamie said.

“That, and the fact you really could be his twin. It’s more than a little disconcerting,” Tara replied. “At least you don’t have to explain him to people that might have known him.”

“True. Anyone alive when he was alive would be nearly one hundred, and that’s if they had been a newborn just before he died. I’m used to having the living to help solve a case. This is going to be very different.”

Tara leaned up and kissed Jamie’s cheek. “I have faith in you and your team. You’ll figure it out.”

“I’m going to start by getting Shane Collier to start digging. Deeds, land records, anything he can find out about that house and the area during the early 1920’s. Yes, I may have Patrick here to answer my questions, but I’m not real confident in his mental state after a century in a cellar.”

“Understood. If you’d like, I have a friend who works at City Hall who might be able to check on the deeds as well. I know a lot of it has been digitized, but not enough of it,” Tara said. “Her name is Mira Sloan. I can take her to lunch and pick her brain. I’ve needed to catch up with her anyway.”

“Any help you care to give is wonderful. I know Shane won’t physically go out and hunt things down, but he does hire minions. If Mira can’t help, it’s okay.”

“Let me give her a call and see if she can meet today,” Tara replied and wandered into the other room so she could hear her phone and not be drowned out by the TV noise.

Jamie stuck his head into the ghost’s hangout room. “Patrick, could you keep it down in here? Tara’s trying to make a phone call and I have to get some work done.”

“They’re not listening,” Patrick replied.

Jamie walked over and shut off the TV. “Because they cannot hear you. It’s a moving picture box, not a communication device. Please, if you’re going to stay here, you need to try and be more considerate.”

“I’m your family, of course I’m staying here. Well, at least until we get justice for my Celia.”

“Then if you plan on staying, learn to keep it down, okay? I’m happy to let you watch TV anytime you want – but screaming at the set has to stop. Please.”

“Where are our bones?” Patrick asked.

“At the city morgue. I’ll see that you and Celia are buried near the family as soon as they release them. Do you know when Celia was born? And what the date was that you two were killed?”

“Celia was born March 5, 1893, as Celia Keith. She married Tommy Fitzgerald on September 3, 1910, and he died in the great war in 1917. We were killed on May 18, 1923. I had asked her to marry me just four days earlier.” Patrick paused and looked at Jamie. “Did they find her ring yet? I think the hatchet men took it when they shot us. I didn’t see it in that room, but I couldn’t move anything to really look.”

“They haven’t found her ring, and I took yours so it wouldn’t disappear. Do you want to be buried with it?” Jamie asked.

“Naw, you keep it. No point in putting good gold into the ground.”

“Thank you,” Jamie said. “I’ll get it cleaned up. So, can you describe Celia’s ring to me?”

“Gold with three emeralds and six diamonds. The emeralds were light green, like her eyes – not dark like most of them are. I had it made by Carl H. Skinner on Boylston Street, across from the Public Gardens. Ya think Skinner’s place is still around?”

“Probably not, but I can have Tara look up his mark and we can add that to the description for shops and pawn brokers to keep an eye out,” Jamie said. 

“Sorry about being loud,” Patrick said after a moment. “I’m not used to having people able to hear me. I’ll try and keep it down.”

“Appreciated. You can turn it back on, but keep the volume around seven, okay? I’m going to go to work. Stay out of trouble and don’t hassle Tara. I’ll be back tonight.”

“Still can’t believe you’re a copper. Come back safe, boyo.”

“Thanks, Patrick,” Jamie said and went to find Tara. 
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By the time Jamie got to the precinct, Jack was already in their office and on her second cup of coffee. Her dark hair was cut short to frame wide green eyes set in a slender face that some might call pretty. 

“Good morning, partner,” Jamie said as he hung his coat on the hook by the door. 

“Morning,” Jack mumbled, then sat back and stretched. “Running late today, huh?”

“A little. Patrick needed a reminder that he was a guest and should try and be a little more considerate. Tara’s also having a lunch meeting with a friend of hers that works at City Hall to see about the deeds and records for the property above that cellar.”

“Great. While I get that solving the cellar murders is on our plate, we’ve got a more pressing and current case to work. Just before you got in, Aidan sent us a case. I told him as soon as you got here, we’d head out. CSI is delayed, so we had the time. Put your coat on, we’ve got to head over to the Back Bay.”

“What can you tell me about it so far?” Jamie asked as he put his messenger bag into a drawer and locked it up before he grabbed his coat once more.

“Samantha Colson, age twenty-four, was found dead in her home. We’re on it because she worked for Senator Edward Burke.”

“Oh, shit,” Jamie said.

“Yep,” Jack replied. “Another politician-connected case. Lucky us.”








  
  
Chapter Two




Jack and Jamie pulled up in front of a brick and granite mansion that had been divided into condos a decade or so earlier. The patrol officer at the door wrote down their names, handed them gloves and booties, and sent them to the elevator inside. The condo Samantha had called home was at the top of the building, on the fourth floor. The elevator opened into a marble hallway with a dark gray rug down the middle. Two condos opened onto the hallway with a third door for the stairs. It was easy to tell which was Samantha’s – the door was wide open, and a patrol officer stood outside.  

They showed their badges, pulled on their booties, and stepped into the foyer. The smell of blood grew stronger the further into the unit they went until it was the only thing they could smell.

“Someone open a window, please,” Jack asked.

“But it’s cold outside,” someone said. 

“I don’t care. The medical examiner’s team is downstairs and will get the body in a few minutes, but we all need to breathe while we work. Open a fucking window,” Jack replied. 

The sound of a window opening and the waft of cold, and fresh, air flowed over them. 

“Thank you,” Jack said. Jamie wandered the room, looking at the blood splatter and various items while Jack looked over the body. 

“One gunshot to the forehead, stippling and burn marks show it was up close. I’ll bet the bullet is in the couch once the body is moved,” Jack said. 

“So she knew her killer,” Jamie replied. “And she looks like she’s dressed for a date. Do you see her phone anywhere? Maybe she’s got a calendar app that can tell us who she was meeting.”

“No phone that I can see, but we can have the crime scene techs look more thoroughly when we’re done,” Jack said. 

The techs arrived with their gear, so Jack and Jamie headed for the door.

“If you find a phone or appointment book or diary of any kind, make sure we get it right away,” Jamie told the lead tech as they pulled off their booties and gloves to drop into the box by the door. 

“We also need you to look for the bullet once you move the body,” Jack said. “It’s probably in the frame of the couch or something.”

The tech nodded, made notes, and walked away. 

“I always feel like an idiot, telling them what specifically I need from a scene,” Jack said. “Like I don’t trust them to do their jobs or something.”

“I look at it as refining their focus. There’s a lot to track in a crime scene and giving them specifics helps them help us,” Jamie said.

It wasn’t until they were in the elevator and alone that Jack turned to Jamie. “No ghost.”

“Nope, not yet. Remember, it took Mike a while to come back to his body. She’s only been dead about ten hours? If that?”

“True. Ellis was there right away, so I forget that sometimes there’s a lag,” Jack replied. 

“I’ll have Mike check in on her if he’s got the time.”

“He’s not around as much as he used to be. And with Mari in Rome, working with Lucian and the Watchers, we really need him.”

“If he doesn’t keep the population of ghosts down, we have more crime and trouble than we can deal with. He’s got a lot on his plate right now. But I hear you. I’ll see if there’s a way he can delegate some of his work or get us some extra help.”

In the car, Jack took notes while Jamie drove. “What did Samantha do for Burke?” 

“Admin assistant or something like that. She was part of his campaign staff that stayed on and worked in the office after he was elected. That’s what the report said, anyway,” Jamie said.“I think we need to see if that’s all she did for Burke. He’s got a reputation as a bit of a perv, so it wouldn’t surprise me to find out she was sexually involved with the guy.”

“We also need to find out if her family had money. There’s no way a glorified assistant is making enough to afford a multi-million-dollar condo on her salary.”

“True. So, check into family, inheritances, finances, dating life, history with Burke or anyone else…” Jack paused and sighed. “I’ve been spoiled. It’d help if her ghost was around.”

“After living with Patrick for a few days, trust me. The ghost isn’t always helpful,” Jamie replied dryly. “I really need to cross him over, but we need to get him justice.”

“I’ll text Doc to let him know we caught this one so he can be ready for my questions,” Jack said with a grin. “Nothing wrong with using our connections to smooth things out a little, right?”

“As long as we don’t get written up for you trading baked goods or sexual favors for a boost up from the head medical examiner,” Jamie teased.

“I’ll never tell,” Jack replied.


      [image: image-placeholder]Patrick sat in the room set aside for ghosts in Jamie and Tara’s house, with the television off. He stared out the window, then slid through the glass to stand on the balcony that wrapped around the upper level of the building. 

Wind buffeted the shrubs planted in stone pots on the balcony, but Patrick didn’t feel it. The level of wealth and comfort his great-grand-nephew enjoyed was incredible, but it was the love he saw between Tara and Jamie that he envied the most. 

He missed Celia every day of the past hundred years. It broke him early on when he realized she’d crossed right away. He wondered if she’d left him to go to Tommy Fitz, the man she’d said “I do” to before she ever had a chance to say it to him. Maybe that’s why she wanted to put off the wedding? Patrick wasn’t sure anymore. There was so much he questioned now. Maybe it was his job to make sure Tara really loved Jamie? He’d do his best to find out. It was the least he could do for family.








  
  
Chapter Three




Senator Edward Burke sat in the study of his elegant mansion on the Hill in Harbor, Massachusetts. Sunlight streamed through the stained-glass windows designed by Louis Comfort Tiffany onto polished oak and thick Persian carpets, and glinted off of the Baccarat crystal tumbler in his hand.  

His usual drink of aged Irish whiskey filled his senses with the smoky, peaty aroma and flavor as he sipped and stared into the flames that flickered on the hearth. He appreciated what his great-grandfather had put into play all those years ago. Resources that had been built during prohibition a century ago and parlayed into a multi-million-dollar fortune had bought him his senate seat. Great-grandfather Francis Xavier Burke may have been a criminal in his earlier years, but he had died a legitimate businessman in his eighties. Edward’s grandfather and Frank’s son, Michael, had invested a large portion of the resources into steel and railroads, then Edward’s father, Eagan, had managed stocks and investments to nearly triple the bank balance for the Burke family. Now that the Burke’s finances were secured, it was Edward’s duty to build their power in other ways. It was also why his son Kade was in his final year at Yale and the current president of the Skull & Bones society. His efforts to continue the Burke dynasty were only beginning and his plans would not be foiled by anyone or anything. Money was one thing. Power? That was something else, entirely. 


      [image: image-placeholder]Mike coiled the rope around his arm and let out a sigh. An accident between a commuter train and a truck had given him more than a few spirits to cross over. Every day he crossed at least ten spirits, more than Mari or Bernie had had to deal with when they were in charge. Some days, like today, it was closer to a hundred. It was exhausting and debilitating to have to chase down so many ghosts. He wanted to ask for help, but he didn’t want to appear weak. Mari had told him how unique and powerful he was, and Mike liked that he was able to do so much good on this side. It fed his ego, but it was a lot. A whole lot. 

He felt Jamie calling for him and closed his eyes. He hoped he had the energy to help his friend with whatever he needed. A moment passed and he popped into the office at the precinct and smiled to see Jack and Jamie at their desks.

“You called?”

“Hey, Mike. Thanks for popping in. We know you’ve been busy, but we caught a case, and we were hoping you could help us find the girl’s ghost if she was still around,” Jamie said.

“Tell me,” Mike said.

“Samantha Colson, twenty-four. She was shot in the forehead at close range sometime last night in her condo over in the Back Bay. I can give you her address,” Jack said. 

“They haven’t found her phone, laptop, any appointment book, or journal. Nothing that tells us what she did, where she was, or who she might’ve been with. We really need your help, Mike,” Jamie said. 

“I’ll take a look tonight and check in over the next couple of days and see if she shows up. I can try and see if Tenny’s willing to sit on the place and watch for her, too. At least that I can delegate without fucking something up,” Mike said with a sigh. 

“Are you doing okay, Mike?” Jack asked. “You seem a bit stressed.”

“This isn’t as easy as Mari made it seem,” Mike said, his voice soft. “I don’t know how much longer I can do this on my own.”

“Is there anything we can do to help?” Jamie asked.

“I don’t know. I think I need to reach out to Mari and find out what my options are. I’m trying to avoid that, though, because if I tell her the volume of ghosts is too large for me to handle, she might bring the Watchers to clear the number of ghost-seeing people in the area to help limit the congregating masses. I think this is what they were warning us about.”

“There are a lot of us now. Jamie and me, then Tara, Doc, and Avery. Aidan and the Commish,” Jack said. “But before Mari left, Bernie hadn’t been keeping up with the flow of the dead and Mari didn’t either so we could explain to her that the backlog is causing you difficulties, right? Maybe that’ll help deflect a bit.”

“Good idea,” Mike said. “I’ll try that angle. In the meantime, I’ll grab Tennyson and we’ll head over to Samantha’s place and see if she’s around. I’ll bring her by if we find her.”

“I appreciate that, thanks,” Jamie said. 

When Mike faded, Jack shook her head. “I didn’t know a ghost could look so exhausted.”

“I’m worried, too,” Jamie replied. “Father Lucian gave me his card before he left. I’m going to give him a call if Mike hasn’t reached out to Mari in the next couple of days.”

“I like that plan. In the meantime, we need to talk to someone at Burke’s office and find out who was the last person to see Samantha Colson alive and breathing,” Jack said. “Let’s get going.”

“Is the senator even in Harbor? Or is he in DC?” Jamie asked.

“He’s in Harbor since the senate has a week-long break from the fifteenth to the twenty-third. He was in town as of Friday afternoon and isn’t scheduled to go back to DC until the morning of the twenty-third.”

“So he was in town when Samantha was killed, and he’ll be here long enough for us to make sure we have our ducks in a row before we talk to him in person. Good. Let’s go to the office while he’s relaxing at home and see who knows what.”

“I’m driving,” Jack said. “My nerves can’t handle you in the snow.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Jamie laughed. “It’s fine. I don’t like the rental anyway. But when my truck is back? We’re flipping for it.”

“So you think,” Jack said as they pulled on their coats and headed out the door. “You do realize that turning the living into ghosts isn’t going to help the population issues, right? I’m not interested in being on the Other side anytime soon.”

Jamie just rolled his eyes as they got into the elevator. “No sense of adventure, my friend. None at all.”








  
  
Chapter Four




Kendrick Finney, also known as Doc, poured the last of the bottle of wine into Jack’s glass, then leaned back and curled his arm around her shoulders. “This is the best part of my day,” Doc said as he sipped from his own glass. “Relaxing with you and getting a chance to catch up.” His hair was dark and military short, his eyes a warm brown set in an angular, tanned face.  

“It’s the part of the day I look forward to, too,” Jack said. “And the last couple of days have been rough, so this is very much needed.”

“It was nice of Avery to spring for pizza and salad for us all,” Doc said. “I was running late today myself, and had thought about grabbing take-out, but he beat me to it.”

“A late intake?” 

“No, just had to finish up the report on the Colson girl. She was fourteen weeks pregnant. I’ve made sure to do a DNA test on the fetus.”

“Are you going to run the results against CODIS?” Jack asked. The Combined DNA Index System was spread across hundreds of state and federal law enforcement systems to help identify and track down people via DNA.

“Yep. Not sure what help it’ll be for your case, but it might point at why she was killed,” Doc said. 

“Particularly if it identifies Senator Edward Burke as the father,” Jack grumbled. “We were at his office today and found that most of the women in his office dislike the man intensely. He’s one of those grabby, touchy-feely types.”

“Ugh. Well, if he tries that with you, you’ll make it so he sings in a slightly higher octave,” Doc replied. 

“I’ll want to, but I can’t be assaulting a sitting Senator on the job. That’d be a bad thing,” Jack said with a laugh.

“Not like it’s the first time you’ve wanted to beat a politician with a stick,” Doc said. 

“You’re talking about ex-Commissioner Grimes? Or ex-Congressman Trey Warren?”

“Do we need to narrow it down to one or the other? How about both?” Doc said with a laugh and nuzzled her neck. “You’re amazing and I’m so glad you’re in my life.”

“I could say the very same thing. But that’s part of why we work so well together. We appreciate each other. Now, how about we turn that television off and see how well we do other things together?”

Doc pulled her under him a bit more and laughed low. “Now you’re talking.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Jack, Jamie, Mike, and the ghost of Samantha Colson were at the penthouse in Jamie’s office. They had long ago determined that talking to ghosts in their precinct office was less than ideal. A more comfortable environment seemed to work best, and a police station was not what those outside of law enforcement considered comfortable. 

It was still morning as Mike had brought Samantha over to Jamie’s at around seven and Jamie had called Jack by seven-thirty. Coffee and pastries gave the living a boost of caffeine and sugar while the dead wished they could enjoy them. 

“I’m just glad I can’t smell it. That’d be the worst,” Mike said as he watched Jamie refill his coffee mug. 

“How are you holding up, Ms. Colson?” Jack asked.

“Please, call me Sam. I’m grateful you had someone watching for me when I returned. That was disconcerting, to say the least.” Sam’s voice was a nice contralto pitch with clear diction. She looked much as she had when they saw her body, minus the blood and bullet hole. Clingy black dress, stilettos and quality jewelry meant she had planned to go out, so Jack started there.

“Sam, you can call me Jack, and this is Jamie. You’re dressed to go out. Do you remember what happened when you were killed?”

“I was supposed to meet my friend, Cady – Cadence Ryland, and our dates at the theater, with dinner plans afterwards. I had ordered a car service and when someone knocked on the door, I thought it was something to do with that. Sometimes the buzzer doesn’t work, and the concierge will come up and let us know in person.”

“Who was at the door?” Jamie asked.

“I don’t remember. I remember someone knocking, and the next thing I remember, I was in my dark condo and some guy named Tennyson was there. He went and got Mike, and we talked a little, then came here,” Sam said.

“It happens like that sometimes. I couldn’t remember details for weeks, remember, Jamie?” Mike said.

“Yeah, it’s not like it’s an exact science or anything. Do you feel any impulses or motivations?” Jamie asked Sam.

“I feel confused and a bit disoriented – and angry. Really angry. Someone decided to cancel me and that’s just not okay.”

“Do you mind if we ask you a few more questions?” Jack asked after a moment.

“No, ask away. I want to know who did this, and why.”

“Who is your boyfriend?” Jack asked.

“I have a serious boyfriend who’s away at college, and I have friends who are boys that I go out with as friends. My date that night was Joe Hallsworth. We’ve known each other since Beacon Prep days and we’re just good friends. Joe likes guys for more intimate relationships.”

“I need to ask you something personal, something that might upset you. If you disappear, don’t worry – you’ll come back after your emotions calm down, okay?” Jack said. When Sam gave her a nod, Jack leaned in. “Who got you pregnant?”

“Wait…what?” Sam asked and bolted to her feet. She flickered and Mike reached out to her. 

“Easy, Sam. You’re okay. I guess you didn’t know you were pregnant?” Mike said.

“No, I didn’t. I’ve got an IUD and I sometimes skip periods or have a very light one like every six months,” Sam said. 

“Fourteen weeks, Sam,” Jack said. “You were fourteen weeks pregnant.”

Jack watched Sam’s face register confusion, then horror – and then Sam disappeared. Sighs filled the room.

“Well, that’s something to make note of. She didn’t know and when she heard how far along, she looked horrified. Poor thing,” Jack said and leaned back in her chair. 

“I guess that takes killing her because she was pregnant off of the table as a motive,” Jamie said.

“Not necessarily,” Jack replied. “She might not have realized she was pregnant, but if someone else figured it out, it could still be a reason.”

“How could she not have known?” Mike asked. “That’s over three months pregnant and she didn’t figure it out?”

“When it’s your first, you don’t often show until closer to six months. She also said she had an IUD and so tracking her cycle wouldn’t have told her anything,” Jack said. “Sam also had a high-stress job and there are so many factors that can have you feeling ‘off’ that she probably just chalked the weirdness up to work stress or lack of sleep or something.”

“I hope she comes back soon,” Jamie said. “While we’re waiting, let’s see what we can find on Cadence Ryland and Joe Hallsworth. Which do you want?”

“I’ll take Joe. If he’s tied to the Hallsworth family, I may have an angle we can play to get more information,” Jack said.

“Let me guess, Avery is friends with a Hallsworth?” Mike said.

“Yep,” Jack said as she pulled her laptop closer and started to type.

“I’m going to go check on Patrick,” Mike said. “Call me if Sam comes back.”

“Will do,” Jamie said as he reached for a pastry with one hand and his laptop with the other. Dealing with the dead meant he deserved another pastry, or so he told himself. His gut feeling was that this case and his uncle’s case were both going to end up giving him an ulcer. He really hated dealing with politicians.








  
  
Chapter Five




Patrick and Mike sat on the railing of the penthouse and admired the view. They could see across the park to the elevated highway in one direction, and the waterfront harbor views in the other. Snow drifted down, but they didn’t feel the cold. Not anymore. 

“Have you left the place since you got here?” Mike asked.

“I come out here a lot,” Patrick said.

“That’s not what I asked.”

“I did go out a couple of times. But it’s so much out there. The noise and the numbers of people is more than I’m used to ever seeing. The types and quantities of vehicles? It overwhelms me in minutes. I wanted to see what was where the house used to be, but couldn’t find it.”

“There’s a parking lot above the cellar we found you in,” Mike said. “Not a building. I think that’s the only reason you were undisturbed for so long. They couldn’t dig for a building foundation with the subway system so close, so they made it a parking lot.”

“I really need to know why we were left down there for so long. It doesn’t make any sense. People should have come looking before the night was through. And to be down there for a hundred years? With no one looking?"

"I agree, it doesn’t make sense. Tara might know something by now. She met with her friend Mira the other day to get some information. I can ask her if she’s heard from Mira yet.”

“Is Tara truly in love with Jameson?” Patrick asked.

“They seem to both be happily in love, why do you ask?”

“I’m starting to wonder about my Celia. Why did she cross over right away, and I stayed down there? Was it because she wanted to see her first husband, Tommy? Was it something else? Did she just not love me enough to stay?”

“I’ve only been a ghost not quite two years now, but I’ve learned a lot. Some people cross right away. Some have a need to find out why, so they stay. Some are angry and want revenge. Some want to protect those they’re leaving behind. One ghost I know, she’s staying until her children are grown. Another left as soon as they knew the truth of their murder. It’s as varied as the people that die. There’s no one answer.”

“We also need to find out what happened to my shipping company and my property. I had a will that gave it all to Celia, or to my brother if she was gone – so Frankie should’ve got it all.”

“Jamie didn’t have a lot when he was growing up, so I don’t know what happened to it. His dad worked as a grocery store manager and died after being shot in a robbery. His mother stopped parenting after that, and his little sister got sick and died a few years after his father. This? What you see now? He built this with money I gave him. No, not the building itself – but the resources to live like this. I left him some money. He shared it with Jack, and they invested it wisely. Now they’re both set for life.”

“So why are they still working every day?” Patrick asked.

“Because they want to help others. They both can see ghosts, and they’re exceptional homicide detectives. Jamie doesn’t want other families to suffer like his did, and Jack wants to use her skills to help make things better when they’re the absolute worst. Jack’s partner, Kendrick – we call him Doc – is the chief medical examiner. We’re all people that are called to service, even though they could retire and travel the world.”

“I guess that even explains you, right?” Patrick said. “You could have crossed over long ago, but you stay around and help your city and your friends. That’s rather generous.”

“It’s what I do. I stayed to find out who killed me, then started to help other ghosts and keep working with Jamie. Then working with Jamie and Jack,” Mike said. “Now I’m in charge of this area and connected to the Watchers at the Vatican. It’s my responsibility, and I don’t take it lightly.”

“Is there a way I could help?” Patrick asked.

“Not that I know of. Other than trying to be a good guest here, and answering questions, there’s not much I can think of that you could do right now. If I come up with any ideas, I’ll let you know.”

“Thanks, Mikey,” Patrick said.

“You’re welcome, Patrick,” Mike replied. 


      [image: image-placeholder]Cadence Ryland lived in a three-bedroom apartment with three other roommates. Jack and Jamie knocked on the door on Saturday afternoon after finding Cadence’s car parked in front of the multi-family unit. 

The photos of Cady and Sam from Sam’s phone didn’t match the woman who answered the door. Dressed in a baggy sweatshirt and leggings, hair pulled up in a tangled nest of a bun, Cadence Ryland looked like she’d been crying for a week straight after a few rounds with a boxing champ. Her face was swollen, her eyes looked bruised, and she shuffled from the door into the kitchen. 

“Do you want coffee?” Cady asked.

“No, we’re good. We just had some questions for you about your friend, Samantha Colson,” Jack said as she sat in the chair beside Cady. 

A hiccup and a sniffle had Cady reaching for a tissue in her pocket and she wiped her face. “I’m sorry. I can’t seem to stop crying. She was my sister in every way except blood. You’re gonna find who did this to her, right?”

“We are doing our best,” Jamie said. 

“Ms. Ryland,” Jack began. 

“Cady is fine.”

“Okay, Cady – you were supposed to meet up with Samantha at the theater, correct?”

“Yeah. I got there with Ethan Doyle, my boyfriend. A few minutes later, Joe Hallsworth showed up. He’s a friend of ours, but often steps in as Sam’s plus one when her boyfriend is out of town.”

“Who’s that?” Jamie asked.

“Sam’s boyfriend? Oh, that’s Kade Burke, the senator’s son.”

Jack blinked and shot a look to Jamie before she bent over her notebook for a moment, then kept going. “Where was Kade?”

“He’s in his last semester at Yale. He won’t be back in town until mid-March. He left about a week ago to go back to classes. He’s cool with her hanging with Joe because we all know Joe’s gay, so Kade figures he’s safe, y’know?”

“Is he jealous? Kade?” Jamie asked.

“Yeah, he can be. He wants to marry Sam…wanted to marry her, I mean. His father didn’t approve because Sam’s father took off when she was a kid. Her mother is Marissa Cabot, old Boston Brahmin family and the District Attorney for Suffolk County. You’d think that pedigree would be enough, but the scent of a possible scandal was too much for King Edward.”

“King Edward? Do you mean Senator Edward Burke?” Jamie asked.

“Yep, that’s him. Jacob Colson disappeared when Sam was about three years old. The FBI hasn’t been able to find him, and all of the Cabot money couldn’t turn up a body, so he’s been declared dead. But the not knowing? That’s not okay in King Edward’s book. Then again, I think he kept saying no because he wanted in Sam’s pants himself.” Cady paused and bit her lower lip. “That’s not very nice to say, I know, but it’s true. He always creeped on us girls.”

“Did he ever do anything to Samantha?” Jack asked, her tone gentle.

“I think he did, but she wouldn’t say anything to me. Or to anyone else. About the second week in October, last year, Yale had their family weekend festivities. Sam had caught a ride down with Joe and spent the weekend with Kade. She rode back to Harbor with the Senator. She wasn’t okay after that. Joe was seeing a guy at Yale at the time, but they’ve broken up since. He had stayed longer so Sam had to figure out another way back. If you ask me, I think the Senator did something then.”

“Do you have anything that might help with that?” Jack asked.

“She avoided being alone with the senator after that weekend. Even at work, she said she wouldn’t go into his office unless someone was in there with her. She was looking for a new job and really just wanted to get away from him. Anytime the senator was brought up in conversation, she went silent. She never said anything negative, but it was pretty clear she wasn’t okay with the guy.”

“I’m going to leave my card with you, Cady. If you think of anything, please reach out, okay?” Jack said. “You’ve been very helpful.”

“Take care of yourself, Cady. I’m sure Sam would want you to be okay,” Jamie said. “I know how hard this is. I lost my best friend two years ago.”

“I appreciate that, Detective,” Cady said to Jamie. “Thank you both. Please keep me in the loop as much as you can?”

“We will. Thank you, again,” Jack said as they left.

Once in the car, Jack sighed. “How did we not know who her mother was?” 

“Well, we know now. That also explains the condo. And that weekend? That’s fourteen weeks ago,” Jamie said. “Which still doesn’t narrow down the father of the baby, but it’s looking more and more like the senator isn’t playing nice with others.”

“We need to get Sam back and find out for sure before we go stirring up more shit with a politician. You don’t need bullet holes in your penthouse walls,” Jack said.

“Yeah, but the security in that place is one of the reasons I like it so much. That, and the views.”

“It’s really nice, but I am so happy with my yard and having Avery close but not in my own space. With Doc there, it feels even more like home. I love sitting on the front porch with my coffee and catching glimpses of the salt marsh behind the houses across the street. The scent of the ocean and the quiet side street are good for my soul.”

“And to think you were in a crappy extended-stay motel and I was in a lousy apartment when we first met. How far we have come,” Jamie said.

They were almost back to the precinct when Mike popped into the back seat.

“Hey, you two. Sam’s back at your place, Jamie. Also, Tara’s friend found the original deed to Celia Fitzgerald’s house. You’re going to want to hear this,” Mike said, then held up a hand. “No, do not ask me. I swore to Tara I’d let her tell you.”

Jamie sighed, then chuckled. “Okay, point us towards my home, Jack.”

“Mike keeping a secret? Now I’m really intrigued,” Jack said.

“Ha ha. Very funny. I keep a lot of secrets,” Mike said, acting all indignant – which only got Jack and Jamie laughing harder.

“Keep it up, you two,” Mike grumbled good-naturedly.








  
  
Chapter Six




They sat down to talk with Sam, first. Jack offered to take lead, since if their suspicions were correct, Sam wouldn’t want to discuss sexual assault with a guy in her face. If they’d known she didn’t know about the pregnancy, they would’ve handled telling her earlier a bit differently.  

“I’m sorry I disappeared. I can’t control it all, yet,” Sam said as she curled up in one of the side chairs, arms around her knees.

“It’s okay. We know the first few days of being a ghost is difficult and confusing,” Jack replied. “We’re going to have to discuss some uncomfortable topics. Are you going to be okay?”

“I’ll do my best,” Sam replied.

“We spoke to Cady earlier and she misses you so much. I wanted you to know you are safe here and we’re going to need your help to find who killed you,” Jack said. “We know your mother is Marissa Cabot, but we just learned that from Cady and have not yet spoken to her. What should we know before we do?”

Sam’s face twisted, then settled before she spoke. “My mother and I used to be very close. Us against the world, after my father disappeared. Then I became a teenager and had my own opinions and ideas – and she didn’t like that. We fought all the time. I didn’t want to go to college right away because I had no idea what I wanted to study. She wanted me in school immediately, pre-law and then law at Georgetown, and so on. I had zero interest in being a lawyer.” Sam shifted a bit, then sighed. “The past couple of years, we’ve barely spoken. I’d go see her at Christmas because I had to make an appearance at the holiday gala she held every year – but it wasn’t a warm and welcoming event. She wanted Kade to propose sooner rather than later. She wanted me tied up with a pretty bow and not bouncing from job to job. Kade wanted to wait until he graduated before taking any next steps. We had discussed getting married and we were both interested – but his father refused to sanction it. Now? Now I get it.”

“Get what?” Jack asked.

“Get why his father said no to the engagement. He didn’t want to explain to his son why he raped his fiancée multiple times in the back of his limo on the nearly three-hour ride from Yale to Harbor.”

“Oh, Sam. I’m so sorry that happened to you. Do you have anything we can use to prove he did this?” Jack said.

Sam looked thoughtful for a moment, then gave a nod. “I hid the clothes from that ride in a trash bag, inside of a gym bag, in the back of my closet. I wanted to throw them out, but I couldn’t make myself do it. I had been wearing Kade’s hoodie over my t-shirt and jeans, and I just couldn’t toss it – so I bagged it all up and hid it. Maybe I knew I might need it someday.”

Jamie had been standing outside the door to listen, so he stepped away with his phone and made a call while Jack continued. 

“We’ll get someone to check and see if it’s still there. How did you afford that condo?” Jack asked. “It’s really nice.”

“When my grandmother Cabot died, I had a trust fund from her estate. I accessed it when I turned twenty, and invested most of it, but used some to buy the condo. I wanted property that I could use and either sell or rent out later. I have a will, filed with the Halsey and Fletcher law firm. The condo and everything goes to Cady. She’s been my best friend and sister since we were in third grade. Mom doesn’t need it, Kade doesn’t need it, but Cady could really use the security it’ll bring,” Sam said. 

“They won’t act on the will right away. They’ll want to make sure Cady isn’t a suspect, first,” Jack said.

“Cady had nothing to do with this. She begged me to say something about what the senator had done. I never came right out and told her, but she guessed. She tried to get me to go to the police, but my mother would’ve lost her shit if I made a scandal public.”

“I’ll see what I can do about getting Cady into your place sooner rather than later. I think it might help her process it all, too. Is there anything else you can think of?”

“Find my phone. I was tracking my cycles on with that app thing so I could tell the doctor when I went for visits. It’ll show you that I was still having random monthly periods. My breasts ached and I felt ‘off’ so I’d gone in for a doc’s appointment about a week before I was murdered. Maybe they found out that way?”

“And they didn’t give you the results yet?” Jack asked.

“They might have sent a message on my phone, but I didn’t see it yet. I get lab results and stuff through the clinic’s patient portal on my phone, and I just didn’t look.”

“But someone else could have hacked your phone and read that information,” Jack said. “Do you remember who was at the door yet?”

“Nope. I remember the knock at the door, and then I was back in my condo as a ghost, with Tenny, and then Mike, explaining that I was dead. It still feels like a bad dream. I also wish I hadn’t fought with my mom so much. I know this is going to break her heart.”

“We’ll help you figure it all out, Sam. Having you here to answer questions and keep us from going off on random tangents is a huge help.”

Jamie tapped on the door. “Sam, do you mind if I borrow Jack for a few? Work stuff.”

“Of course. Do you mind if I hang out here?” Sam asked Jamie.

“Please, hang out all you want. We’ll probably be back to ask you questions in a few. You’re safe here, Sam. Just try and process stuff and relax,” Jamie said.

Jack followed Jamie into his office and shut the door.

“We need her phone,” Jack said. 

“I asked Aidan to keep the condo locked down and not to let anyone in unless we clear it first. Doc is headed over there to look for the bag of clothes and make sure the evidence is preserved. They’ve had to keep a few people from trying to get in. Mr. Hallsworth is one they’ve turned away twice now. I think we need to head over to the DA’s house and speak with Ms. Cabot. Are you up for that?”

“We have to. It’s been too long already. Granted, we have the excuse of the different last names and so on, but she should’ve been notified as soon as possible,” Jack said.

“She’s been at a summit in Davos, Switzerland until this morning, so we’ve got a little breathing room. This isn’t news you give over the phone, so we can use that to explain the delay. She’s still going to rip us a new one, and rightly so.”

“Let’s give it a few and get some food in us before we go, and make sure Doc can get that bag of clothes. I’d like to say we have a suspect before we face her,” Jack said.

“Then come with me. Tara’s in the kitchen and we can find out what she learned from Mira,” Jamie said.

They settled on stools at the island and Tara handed them each a bowl of clam chowder, then slid a plate of sandwiches between them. “Glad you two could take a minute to eat.”

“Thank you for putting this together,” Jack said. “It’s delicious. So, what did Mira tell you about the property?”

“The original deed to that property belonged to a John Francis Fitzgerald,” Tara said, eyes gleaming. “Who then gifted the property to his nephew, Thomas Fitzgerald, upon the occasion of his marriage to Celia Keith.”

“Woah,” Jamie said. “Honey Fitz was Tommy’s uncle? That explains a lot.”

“Who’s Honey Fitz?” Jack asked.

“John Fitzgerald Kennedy’s grandfather,” Tara replied. 

“Okay, so why did their bodies sit in the cellar for a century with no one finding them?” Jack asked.

“The house burned to the ground the night Patrick and Celia were murdered. They found five bodies in the ruins, and assumed two of them were the couple. The place was bulldozed over and flattened, sealing the cellar like a time capsule,” Tara replied.

“Woah. So, they were murdered, then someone started the fire to hide the murders?” 

“Yeah, Jack. That’s what it looks like. The property was sold at auction to Francis Burke, along with three other lots that had also burned that night. It was the start of his empire,” Tara said.

“And here we are, dealing with the Burke family, yet again,” Jamie muttered. 

Jack sucked in a breath and stared at Jamie, then looked at Tara. “You can’t say a word.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t. But it does seem rather prophetic, doesn’t it? Your ancestor’s murder and a new murder – and they’re both tied to the Burke clan,” Tara said.

“Some things never change,” Jamie said as he finished his sandwich. 

A chirp from Jack’s phone and she flipped it over where it lay on the counter. “Doc says he got the bag of clothes and there is blood and seminal fluid. He’s testing it now.”

“Thank the gods for that,” Jamie sighed. “We need solid evidence if we’re going after yet another politician, or the Comish will have our heads.”

“He loves us, and you know it,” Jack replied. “But yeah, we don’t need to make his life more difficult than it already is by screwing up a high-profile case. As much as we want to storm into Burke’s office and drag him out in handcuffs, we have to make sure we have evidence to convict.”

“And now you two have to go meet with Ms. Cabot. Be safe out there,” Tara said and leaned over to kiss Jamie. “You can tell Patrick the news when you get back. You’re probably going to want to have Mike here in case he rages.”

“Good point. Okay, Jack, let’s go,” Jamie said and kissed Tara in return before grabbing his coat. 


      [image: image-placeholder]They pulled up to the elegant brick brownstone where Marissa Cabot lived a few minutes later. The man that answered the door was dressed in a dark blue suit and a striped, blue tie, so Jack didn’t immediately categorize him as house staff. 

“Detectives Forbes and Kennedy here to speak with Ms. Cabot,” Jack said. 

“Do you have an appointment?” the man asked.

“No, we’re here to discuss Ms. Cabot’s daughter, Samantha Colson,” Jamie replied.

“Have a seat in here. I’ll see if Madame will see you,” he said.

“Tell Madame that she has to see us now. Thank you,” Jack said and stepped into the small parlor as directed. She wandered around the room while Jamie stood near the doorway and watched the man walk down the long hallway, then tap on a door and step inside a room near the back of the house.

“Five minutes and we go down and walk into that room ourselves,” Jamie murmured to Jack. 

“The murder hasn’t been on the news yet, has it?” Jack asked.

“No, we’ve kept it quiet. It’s only been a little over a day. Unless Cady called her, or someone else, she doesn’t know. Doc said he had Cady do the identification since she knew about the death, and he didn’t know who the family was based on the little bits of info we had at the time,” Jamie said.

Five minutes passed. Jamie started to leave the room and Jack reached out to put a hand on his arm. “Let’s wait a little longer. We’re here to do a notification. No point in making it more upsetting than it already will be.”

“It just really bothers me when someone doesn’t drop everything to find out why cops are here about their kid,” Jamie grumbled.

“Sam told us she wasn’t a fan, so maybe this is a powerplay for her? We don’t know what’s going on, so let’s just give it a few more minutes,” Jack replied.

The sound of heels clicking on polished wood let them know that Ms. Cabot was finally about to join them. The woman that paused in the doorway looked closer to her daughter’s age than the forty-nine years she’d lived. Hair slicked back into a perfect chignon was the same honey-blonde hue as her daughter’s hair, her eyes bright green where Samantha’s were blue. She wore a Chanel suit in a shade of green that brought out her eyes, the dark gold of her shoes echoing the gold embossed buttons on the short jacket. 

“Ms. Cabot?” Jamie said. “I’m Detective Kennedy and this is Detective Forbes. We’re here -“

Ms. Cabot interrupted him with a dismissive wave of her hand. “You’re here to discuss whatever silliness my daughter has got herself involved in. I told her she should just move on, but of course, she would want to make a statement.”

“No, Ms. Cabot, that’s not why we’re here,” Jack said, her tone gentle. “Would you please sit down?”

Something in Jack’s expression caught Marissa Cabot and she blinked twice, then perched on the edge of one of the side chairs. “Why are you here?” she finally asked.

“We’re so sorry for your loss, Ms. Cabot. Samantha was found dead in her home yesterday morning. We only learned of your relationship today,” Jack said.

“How?” Marissa Cabot said. Her voice cracked on that one word. 

“She was shot. When she didn’t show up at the theater as she had planned, or answer any of their calls, one of her friends went to her place the next morning and had the concierge open the door. The concierge called the Harbor Police and we arrived on scene,” Jamie said. 

“You’re sure it’s Samantha?” That faint note of hope in her voice broke Jack’s heart. 

“We’re sure. The medical examiner verified her fingerprints. We are so sorry that we didn’t get to you sooner, but it took a bit to learn who Samantha’s family was. Is there anyone we can call for you?” Jack asked.

“No,” Marissa Cabot said. “My clerk, Jeffrey, is still here. He will…” She stopped speaking, then let out a shaky breath. “When can I see her?”

“You can go to the morgue today and see her, but we cannot release the body yet,” Jamie said as they stood, and he handed her a card. “Here is our information. Call us with any questions, and we will keep you up to date as best we can during the investigation. Again, we’re so sorry.”

Marissa Cabot took the card from Jamie and gave a faint nod as they left the room and stepped outside. As soon as the heavy door closed behind Jamie, they heard a wail of grief and pain that made them both stop in their tracks. Jack closed her eyes and took a slow breath, before she started down the steps while Jamie gently closed the storm door behind him. 

No matter what the relationship had been between Marissa and Samantha – a mother had just learned of the death of her child. 

“Right now, she’s in pain. Soon, she’ll shift to anger,” Jack said as they buckled into their seats. “When she gets there, we had better have some answers.”

“Amen to that,” Jamie said. 
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