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      Detective Isaac Taylor jumped when his ringing cellphone shattered the silence and had him waking with a start. He let loose a string of foul language under his breath when the twins began a song of protest.

      He’d pay for that in a minute.

      Beside him, Sidney groaned and sat up, reaching into the bassinet.

      Ike snatched up his cell, silencing it and noting the time. It was half past midnight.

      “Taylor.”

      His voice was groggy and agitated.

      “Good evening, Sgt. Taylor,” the dispatcher on the other end of the line said in a pleasant tone. “We have a body in a home in Detroit-Shoreway. Units on scene say they have a suspect in custody. But our night detective teams are busy with other calls at the moment.”

      Isaac sighed and cleared his throat. “Text me the address. I’ll be there as soon as I can. And call Detective Vega.”

      He ended the call and sat up, running both hands down over his face. Man but he was tired.

      He looked over at Sidney and leaned over to peak into the bassinet.

      Somehow his beautiful wife had managed to soothe both babies in record time, lulling them back to sleep with the help of their binkies. Of course, it probably helped that they were already dry and fed. Isaac had changed Atticus while Sid took care of Andrea just over an hour or so ago.

      At least Greer hadn’t had a nightmare in a couple of days. That was a small miracle. But all this broken sleep was really getting to Isaac.

      He leaned in and lightly kissed Sidney’s temple.

      “I’m sorry about that, darlin’,” he whispered. “My phone waking them up like that.”

      “It’s okay.”

      “It’s not actually. You know, I don’t mind sleeping upstairs for a few months so that my phone won’t keep waking them. It’s not a big deal.”

      “It is a big deal, Isaac,” Sidney insisted, sounding just as agitated as he felt. “We are not doing that.”

      He sighed at the predictable ending to his familiar suggestion.

      It was a conversation they’d had several times since the end of his two week paternity leave when the occasional nighttime calls woke the babies.

      “Well, I’m sorry.” He kissed her again and then started to climb out of the bed. But he stopped and stared at the chair that sat across from the bed on the wall between the bathroom and the small walk-in closet.

      The room was dark so it took a few seconds for his eyes to adjust and confirm what he was seeing. He turned back to Sidney. “Would you look at that,” he whispered.

      “Look at what?” Sidney asked.

      “In the chair,” he said, gesturing with his chin.

      They both studied the chair in the dark room. Then Sidney moved to turn on her bedside lamp and looked again.

      Curled up in the chair using his stuffed stegosaurus as a pillow and his bare feet sticking out from under the blue blanket that his Granny Irene had crocheted for him, was Greer. The boy was sound asleep.

      “I never heard him call out with a nightmare?” Sidney said.

      “No. He didn’t.” Isaac was certain of it, because usually he felt Greer’s distress even before the boy called out for them.

      “Well, this is new,” Sidney said.

      “Yeah. But maybe it’s a good thing,” Isaac suggested.

      “How so?”

      “Well… it means he didn’t wake up screaming from a nightmare. He simply woke up. And he was brave enough to then grab his beloved dinosaur and his security blanket and make his way down the stairs and into our room.”

      Isaac glanced at their bedroom door, which was closed. Meaning the boy had been smart enough to close the door behind him so that the cat didn’t follow him in and wake them all up.

      “Maybe this is progress,” Isaac stated.

      “Should we leave him there?” Sidney asked.

      “No. I’ll carry him back up on my way out,” Isaac said as he stood and headed for the bathroom. He stopped and carefully covered the boy’s bare feet as he walked past the chair.

      In the bathroom he threw some cold water on his face, brushed his teeth and combed his hair. Then in the walk-in closet he pulled on a pair of jeans, a black sweater, and his boots. He retrieved his holster and gun from the lock box on the closet shelf and secured it to his hip. Then he affixed his detective shield to the front of his pants and walked back into the bedroom.

      Sidney was laying down.

      Probably already asleep again, he thought.

      Isaac stepped over to the bed and gently lowered himself down so as not to disturb her, and kissed her cheek.

      “Mmm. Be safe, baby,” she mumbled.

      “I’ll be safe,” he whispered. “You get some sleep.”

      He stood and crossed the room and then gently lifted Greer, his dinosaur pillow, and blanket into his arms. Then he closed the bedroom door behind him as he left.

      He carried the sleeping boy through the house and up the stairs to his bedroom, where he carefully laid the child down in his bed. He tucked the dinosaur pillow in next to him and covered him up. Then he kissed the boy’s forehead and quietly left the room.

      Back downstairs in the mudroom across the hall from he and Sid’s bedroom he grabbed his fleece-lined leather jacket and shrugged it on. He even took the time to zip it up and check the pockets for his leather gloves. The official start of winter may still be a week away, but tell that to the frigid temperatures and the light dusting of snow on the ground.

      Mother Nature was working early.

      Out in the garage he slipped behind the wheel of his Mustang GT and headed for the crime scene in Detroit-Shoreway.

      As he drove, the cheerful lights of Christmas decorations caught his eye. Tiny white or multi-colored orbs framing his neighbors houses and twinkling against the night sky.

      Here it was nearly mid-December and he and Sid had yet to put up a single holiday decoration, inside the house or out. That was very unlike them. His wife was a die-hard festive sort who loved to decorate for every holiday and season. But they simply hadn’t had the dang time.

      He had known that their entire lives would change with the arrival of the twins. Hell, he’d been expecting that. He just hadn’t understood the magnitude of it. The scope of that change. You heard it said all the time, but babies really did change everything.

      Your priorities.

      Your sleep schedule.

      The way you viewed the world.

      Your grasp on time management.

      New borns needed a lot of attention. And with two of them, Sidney needed all the help she could get. Not that he wouldn’t feel obligated to pitch in if they had only had one baby. Of course he would. But with two, it was just a given. Not to mention the fact that they also had Greer to take care of too.

      Once they had made the decision to foster Greer it hadn’t taken Isaac long before he gained a totally new appreciation for his own parents.

      Brock and Audrey Taylor had raised four children. And they had done the twin thing with two rambunctious little boys already on board. On top of that, one of those little boys developed life-changing psychic abilities at a very young age that neither he nor they knew how to deal with. Yes, they had made more than a few mistakes and bad decisions around it, but Isaac could see now that they had only done what they thought was best for their child at the time.

      As far as he was concerned, his parents were suddenly saints in his eyes.

      Well… his mother was anyway.

      His dad could have handled things better.

      Much better.

      But that was all water under the bridge now.

      Isaac yawned and pushed all of that stuff to the back of his mind as he drove on. He and Brock had finally made their peace, and they were both really trying to heal their relationship. Not to mention the fact that Brock was turning into a very doting grandpa.

      And besides… right now Isaac needed to focus on his job.

      Detroit-Shoreway was the type of neighborhood that one might call thriving. If not affluent it was definitely up and coming. With its proximity to Lake Erie and Edgewater park it was a nice, picturesque place to live and work.

      Isaac pulled to the curb where he spotted two police cruisers, both with their lights on but sirens muted. He scanned the area as he got out of his car.

      “Hey, partner.”

      He turned and saw Pete approaching him. “Hey, man. What have we got?”

      “I don’t know. I just got here, like you.”

      They turned and headed for the house where one patrolman was busy pulling bright yellow police tape around the yard, while another patrolman guarded the front door. He nodded at them as they approached. “Detectives.”

      Isaac returned his nod and moved past him.

      The instant he stepped through the doorway Isaac was assaulted by the oppressive sense of violence and rage and fear. It sat heavy in the room they entered, weighing everything down and making him edgy.

      The house had one of those open floor plans where one room flowed into the next. In the middle of what must be the living area, Isaac spotted the body of a young woman. She was sprawled out in an unnatural pose, a halo of long brunette hair all around her head as a pool of blood fanned out around her torso.

      “Detective Sergeant,” one of the officers said, getting Isaac’s attention.

      “Hey, Burrows,” Isaac replied, glancing at her nameplate. Not that he didn’t recognize her face. He had interacted with Officer Judy Burrows many times over the years. “What’s the story here?”

      “Our vic is Lauren Franelli, aged 27, social media influencer. Call came over the radio about twenty minutes ago. Dispatch said they got a call from a neighbor that there was lots of yelling. My partner and I arrived approximately ten minutes later and found that guy kneeling over the vic’s body. He’s got blood all over his hands but he claims to be a private investigator and says he was here because the vic called him and asked him to come.”

      Isaac and Pete both turned to look at the man Burrows and her partner had in custody.

      He was roughly late twenties to early thirties. Tall, maybe six foot. Dark hair, blue eyes, probably about 200 pounds. And Burrows was right, the man’s hands — now cuffed — were covered in blood. As were the knees of his jeans where he had obviously knelt beside the body. But Isaac noted that he didn’t appear to have blood anywhere else.

      “The vic was shot?” Isaac asked.

      “No. She was stabbed. Several times it seems.”

      That new information caused Isaac to look over their cuffed suspect again. The lack of blood anywhere besides the man’s hands and his knees suggested that he was not their killer. Not after a stabbing that brutal. Still… he was found kneeling over the body.

      “What’s your name, Mr. P.I.?” Isaac asked, stepping closer to the man.

      “Dex. I-I’m Dexter Franco, sir. And when your cops found me, yes I was kneeling over Lauren’s body, but I did not kill her. See, Lauren is my client. Killing her would be extremely bad for my business! I was just trying to stop the bleeding when they⁠—”

      Pete held up a hand. “Stop talking, Mr. Franco. All we asked was your name.”

      “Oh. Okay.”

      “What else can you tell us, Burrows?” Isaac asked.

      “We have a witness. A Mr. Silverton from next door⁠—”

      “Same neighbor who called 911?”

      “Yes, sir. He says that he heard the yelling and then a loud crashing noise when he was in his kitchen. He looked out the back window and saw someone running from the back of this house and out into the wooded area that sits behind the row of houses.”

      “So you’ve got one suspect kneeling over the body and another fleeing into the woods?” Isaac asked, cataloging all the available information.

      “That’s correct, sir.”

      “Has anyone gone into the woods in search of that second suspect?” Isaac asked, sounding hopeful to his own ears.

      “My partner, Officer Douglas, was just about to.”

      “Well don’t,” Isaac instructed, feeling a rush of excitement zip up his spine. “And keep everyone out of the backyard. Get me a K9 unit out here now!”

      “Yes, sir.” Burrows got on the portable radio attached to her shoulder and called for a K9 unit immediately.

      Isaac knew that there were cops who were skeptical of the whole police K9 thing, more inclined to brush it off as chance or a fluke. Isaac was not one of those cops. He was more inclined to trust the superior canine nose and the handler’s ability to read their dog. In all his experiences on the force, he had seen the dogs in their K9 unit do some pretty amazing things.

      He was a believer.

      “So we’ve got one kneeling over the body and one fleeing the scene. What are the chances that our two suspects are working together?” Pete asked while they looked around the crime scene.

      Isaac shook his head. “That’s a good question. We’re going to have to lean into this Franco guy since he’s the one we’ve got right now. Find out why the vic hired him and what his case was about. And why she supposedly called him to come here tonight. It might have some baring on her death.”

      “Assuming his story about being a P.I. is even true,” Pete said.

      “Right.” Isaac stepped closer to the body to get a better look. The victim was dressed in one of those short silky nightgown things. The kind Sidney called a teddy. The vic’s was copper-colored and trimmed in black lace. Now it was torn and cut in multiple places and saturated with her blood.

      He would have to wait for the Medical Examiner to confirm, but Isaac suspected Lauren Franelli had bled out fairly quickly.

      “Hopefully Hiroshi will be able to find some DNA under her nails or on her body,” he said. “Give us something to work with.”

      “I’ll be interested to know if she was sexually assaulted,” Pete said.

      “Hmm.” It was Isaac’s only response as he stood and looked around the room. He was hoping for a murder weapon, but he knew that wasn’t very likely. Whoever did this most likely took it with them.

      “The Evidence Response Team is here,” the officer at the door announced, using the new name they were now supposed to call the Crime Scene Unit. “And K9 just pulled up.”

      “Great,” Isaac stated. “I’m gonna go talk to K9 and to this next door neighbor, to hear what exactly he saw. If you could make sure the ERT tests our supposed P.I. for any defensive wounds and patrol gets him back to the house?”

      “Yep. I’ll have him placed in the cage in three,” Pete said.

      “Also, have a look around the rest of the house. Particularly the bedroom and the bathroom. Let’s try to find out if our vic had a boyfriend.”

      “I’m on it,” Pete said.

      Isaac nodded and then headed outside.

      He spotted K9 officer Riley Hamilton exiting her police issued SUV and walked out to meet her in the front yard.

      Hamilton was not what Isaac typically pictured when he thought of police K9 handlers. But that was only because he had only ever encountered men in the role. In the entire Cleveland Police Department they currently had half a dozen canine officers — four street dogs and two drug drugs — and only one of those four-legged officers had a female handler.

      Officer Riley Hamilton.

      She was young. At least to Isaac, who sometimes felt ancient at only 37. But then again, she was Black. And if getting to know his beautiful wife and her family had taught him anything, it was how difficult it was to guess the age of most Black people. Women in particular. All that wonderful melanin kept them looking at least ten years younger than they most likely were.

      Hamilton had a warm brown complexion and black hair with a single stripe of electric blue at the front that she wore in a tight bun as per the rule for all female patrolmen. She hadn’t been in the K9 unit long, but from what Isaac had heard of her, she and her canine partner, Tank, were quickly making a name for themselves.

      “Hey, Hamilton.”

      She nodded. “How can I help you, Sarge?”

      “We’ve got a female body in the house,” Isaac said as he started walking, leading Hamilton around the side yard to the back of the house. “She was stabbed multiple times. Witness, a next door neighbor, says he heard a commotion and saw someone run from the back here into the wooded area behind the houses. I’ve kept everyone out of the backyard in the hopes that your dog can pick up a scent.”

      Hamilton nodded, her eyes scanning the yard. “Okay, great. I’ll need to speak with that witness before we get started.”

      Isaac pulled out his small handheld radio and pressed the button. “This is Sgt. Taylor. I need the witness brought to the to the south side of the backyard. And make sure he is walked through the front yard to get here, do not go through the back.”

      “Acknowledged, Sergeant,” came the reply.

      “Thank you for that, Sergeant,” Hamilton said. “Most supervisors don’t think about cops contaminating a search field during a call.”

      “You’ll find that I’m a big believer in our K9 Unit, Hamilton. I’ve seen what the dogs can do and I respect them. Dogs can be a valuable asset. I personally believe all police departments should have them. Regardless of the department’s size.”

      Officer Hamilton smiled at him, and Isaac decided she was actually a very attractive young woman.

      “Thank you for saying so, Sarge. The K9 program can use all the support it can get.”

      When the witness was finally brought over to them, Isaac stood by and listened while Hamilton questioned him about what he saw.

      “And where exactly was the very last place you observed the suspect, sir?” Hamilton asked Mr. Silverton.

      “Well the last place I saw him was right over there, just before he disappeared into the trees.” The man pointed out toward the grove that ran behind the row of houses. “He ran right between those two huge evergreen pines.”

      “All right. Thank you for your help, sir,” Hamilton said and then turned to Isaac. “That’s where Tank and I will begin.”

      “Do you need an escort?” Isaac asked. “Someone to track with you?”

      Officer Hamilton grinned, but Isaac could see the attitude behind it.

      “Thanks for the gentlemanly offer, Sarge, but Tank and I will have each other’s backs.”

      Isaac held up a hand. “I apologize, Hamilton. I wasn’t trying to be chauvinistic, just practical. I would offer the same escort to any of our K9 teams going out to track a murder suspect in the dark of night.”

      “No, I’m sorry, sir,” Hamilton said, sounding contrite. “It’s just that I usually end up having to babysit my backup instead of concentrating on my dog. And that’s just a recipe for disaster. So Tank and I will be fine on our own.”

      Isaac drew in a deep breath. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust her to be out there on her own with only her K9 partner as backup. In fact, he admired her determination and her confidence. He only hoped she wasn’t refusing the extra backup to try and prove a point.

      He decided to trust her judgment.

      “All right. Get on it.”

      “Yes, sir.”
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      Officer Riley Hamilton marched back through the front yard and across the street to her SUV. Through the lightly tinted windows she could see Tank pacing about in his huge cage, waiting for her to return.

      At the back of the vehicle, she opened up the hatch and reached for the compartment that held her gear. She pulled out a small flashlight and secured it in a pocket of her dark blue cargo uniform pants. Then she checked her gun and returned it to the holster at her thigh. Finally, she pulled out the tracking harness and lead and secured it under her arm while she opened up Tank’s cage. She clipped the short traffic lead to his collar before the dog came bounding out of the vehicle.

      Tank was gorgeous, if she did say so herself.

      And impressive as all get out.

      Okay, so maybe she was a little bit biased, but she had heard it from multiple people. Not all of them cops either.

      A medium-haired, rust-colored, 90 pound German Shepherd with a black mask — meaning his face and muzzle were black. And the most intelligent brown eyes Riley had ever seen on a dog.

      Seriously.

      There were times he would give her a look that she would swear was more human than animal. It was slightly freaky. And the dog had a presence about him. Intimidating and commanding. An air that said ‘I ain’t afraid of shit, but you should definitely fear me.’

      It was the way he looked at people. The way he watched everything going on around him.

      Like he was studying you.

      Learning your secrets and your tells.

      Tank didn’t miss much, and he was a great judge of character.

      If her dog didn’t like you, Riley rested secure in the knowledge that she shouldn’t trust you either.

      “Time to go to work, buddy.”

      She closed the hatch and locked it up. Then she fisted the loop of the leather traffic lead in her left hand.

      “Heel.”

      She led Tank across the street to the yard in question, noting with some interest the looks of intrigue and apprehension her partner garnered from their fellow officers.

      Yep.

      Tank was impressive.

      She walked him around the house to the backyard and about ten feet out from where the witness claimed to have last seen their suspect. When she stopped walking, Tank sat and looked up at her. Waiting for instructions.

      “Good boy. Stay.”

      She removed the short traffic lead that was used to keep the dog at her side, and clipped it to the loop on her utility belt. When she pulled out the tracking harness, Tank stood eagerly and waited for her to put it on him.

      Riley smiled. The tracking harness signaled that it was time to work. And there was nothing Tank loved more than working.

      The harness was attached to a 30 foot length of leather leash that would allow Tank the freedom to move about as they searched for their suspect.

      Riley took hold of the loop at the end of the lead and folded a small length of it into her left hand to make sure she had a good grip. Then she looked at her partner and gave him the command to begin.

      “Track.”

      Tank immediately put his nose to the ground and began to sniff. It didn’t take him long to latch onto a human scent. When he did, he took off through the giant Eastern White Pines and into the woods.

      Riley followed after him, her boots crunching against the inch of snow on the ground. She shivered and gave silent thanks for her decision to wear the thermal  underwear under her uniform tonight. Last time she checked, the temperature was hovering right around freezing and dropping lower with each hour.

      The forecast was calling for more snow.

      The wooded area behind the victim’s house was not large. It stretched about ten acres in length across the back of the plat and maybe around 30 yards or so in width. But it was incredibly dense with patches of thick undergrowth in some places.

      Luckily for Riley, their trek wouldn’t have to traverse the entire stretch of woods. Her job was to trust her partner’s nose to track the suspect and follow along wherever he led.

      They moved stealthily through the woods. The only sounds she heard were the soft crunch of snow beneath their steps and the occasional huff of Tank’s breathing.

      Overhead, the moon was only about three quarters of the way full. Just bright enough to cast eerie shadows in the night that danced across the snow in her peripheral vision.

      Taunting her.

      Trying to spook her.

      Riley swallowed down the sliver of trepidation that tried to take hold of her thoughts.

      That was always the hardest part, she decided. Getting cool with being out here alone. Getting used to walking among the shadows. Getting comfortable with searching for criminals in the dead of night and relying on only her wits, her gun, and her dog to survive.

      But being a K9 handler was all Riley had ever wanted. It was her dream job. And she was determined to become the best at it. That’s why she and Tank got in all the extra training that they could.

      The department only allotted for two hours of training time as part of the K9 work week. So Riley and Tank would get in extra training during Riley’s free time. She usually aimed for a total of eight to ten hours of extra training per week. And all that extra effort showed in her dog’s performance on the street.

      Tank suddenly stopped and pawed at the ground. Then he sat down and looked up at Riley.

      “Good boy, Tank,” Riley quietly said as she reached for one of the pockets on her cargo pants and pulled out a small evidence bag. With her flashlight she quickly illuminated the ground in front of the dog and spotted the item he’d just indicated on.

      She carefully turned the bag inside out and picked up what looked to her like a piece of fabric that had been ripped from one of those puffer-style jackets people wore in the winter time.

      Item bagged and sealed, she turned off the flashlight, stuffed the evidence bag into one of her many pockets and looked at her dog.

      “Good job, partner. Track.”

      The dog stood, put his nose back to the ground and resumed their track. He took them deeper into the wooded area, through brush and over uneven terrain. At one point Riley felt Tank leap up onto some kind of platform and then down the other side of it.

      Just as she was about to hop up onto whatever the dog had just climbed over, Tank turned and circled back, sniffing all around the base of what turned out to be a small rock formation.

      “You got something else, buddy?”

      Tank pawed at an object and sat down, looking up at Riley triumphantly.

      She pulled out her flashlight once again and shone it on the ground along the base of the rock formation.

      A knife blade glistened in the moonlight.

      A spark of victory lit in her stomach.

      “Oh wow. Good boy, Tank.”

      Riley repeated the process of retrieving the evidence, this time pulling out a medium-sized bag from her pocket. The knife in question was covered in blood and it was the kind you might find on someone’s kitchen counter as part of a set.

      She stuffed it into the evidence bag blade first, but the handle was too long to fit. So she improvised, putting another evidence bag over the handle part and then securing the two bags together with the hair tie she had around her wrist. When the knife was safely stored in her pocket she and Tank resumed their track once again.

      Not ten minutes later the wooded area opened up onto a snow-covered grassy slope that led down to the road. Riley took short stilted steps all the way down the steep slope.

      At the curb, Tank indicated that they had come to a large pool of scent, circling around in a tight formation. Then he sat and looked up at her.

      “That’s all she wrote, huh boy? Can’t argue with that.”

      It was the truth. A scent puddle like that meant only one thing. Their suspect had gotten into a car, or onto a motorcycle, or some other type of vehicle that had been waiting at this very point for him or her, and disappeared into the night. But it had been a very successful track.

      Now to reward her partner.

      Riley pulled a tennis ball from her pocket and tossed it down on the ground.

      It bounced one time before Tank pounced on it, his tail wagging happily.

      “Good boy!” Riley said in a high pitched voice, rubbing the dog’s soft fur.

      Tank pranced around with the ball in his mouth, soaking up her praise. It was the proper way to end every job well done, whether they found their man or not.

      While Tank played with his ball Riley got on the portable radio attached to her jacket collar to report in.

      “2-Adam 24 to Base. I’ve just completed a track with my partner. We did not get our man, but we did pick up two articles along the way. I’ll be returning to the house forthwith.”

      “Copy that 2-Adam 24. Will advise the Detective Sergeant of your finds and impending return.”

      “Copy.”

      “Base out.”

      Riley looked at her partner. “Good job, buddy. Let’s get changed.”

      She removed the tracking harness from the dog and took a minute to coil up the 30 feet of lead attached to it. Then she tucked it under her arm and secured her partner with the short traffic lead once again.

      “Okay, let’s head back. Heel.”

      They hiked back up the slope and Riley allowed Tank to pull her up the steep incline. Then it was back into the woods where they retraced their steps back to the victim’s residence. The walk back took much less time since Tank was technically off the clock and no longer concentrating on following a scent.

      He had done his part.

      But Riley still had some work to do.

      By the time they made their way back to the crime scene, she spotted the Medical Examiner’s van pulling away. That meant the victim was finally being transported to the morgue and the Evidence Response Team was most likely finished with their part. It also meant that the detectives were already gone.

      Riley opened up the back hatch of her SUV and loaded Tank back up into his cage. She secured her gear and the evidence found during their track. Then she closed the hatch, got behind the wheel, and opened up her briefcase.

      She pulled out a pen and paper and began to draw a map of the track she and Tank had just completed, making sure to show where they began and ended and at what times. She also detailed exactly where they had found each of the evidence items. When she was done with her map she set it aside and started up the SUV. Then she pointed the vehicle toward the police station.

      Her drive back was relatively uneventful, with the exception of the occasional flurries turning to full blown snow falling and the temperature dipping lower.

      Once back at the station, Riley parked the SUV in the back parking lot and grabbed her track map. Then, leaving the vehicle running, she got out and opened up the hatch and gathered the two pieces of evidence.

      “I’ll be right back, buddy.”

      She closed up the SUV and locked it. Then she went inside the building. Because she didn’t want to leave Tank in the car too long, she kept on task, heading straight up to the fourth floor detectives section. She glanced around and spotted Detective Sgt. Taylor seated at his desk and headed that way.

      “Sgt. Taylor?”

      He looked up at her. “Officer Hamilton. Dispatch sent word you did not find our man.”

      “No sir, we did not. But we did find these.” She placed the two evidence bags onto his desk.

      “Whoa. That is a really big knife.”

      “Yes it is, sir. To me, it looks like the kind one might find on the kitchen counter of any given home. Like from one of those sets that come in a wood block?”

      “I know the kind you mean. My wife and I got a set as a wedding gift,” he said. “It’s sitting on our kitchen counter as we speak.”

      “And this other looks to me like a piece of fabric that’s been ripped from one of those puffer jackets people wear in the winter.”

      Detective Taylor nodded as he held up the bag and examined the scrap of material. It even had a small amount of filler substance attached to it. Most likely synthetic fibers used as insulation for the garment.

      “I know the kind you mean,” Taylor said again. “All right. You got a map for me?”

      “Yes sir.” Riley handed the paper over. “From the position where we found the knife my guess would be that the perp tripped and fell over that rock formation and dropped it on accident. If he was trying to hide it he didn’t do a very good job.”

      Taylor studied the paper and pointed to the end of the map. “This pool of scent you mention here?”

      “Yes, sir?”

      “Did you happen to notice if there were any traffic cams nearby on this road?” he asked, looking up at her.

      “Actually, I did. There is at least one facing south,” Riley said. “I’m sure it probably got a shot of our guy coming out of the trees.”

      “Excellent.” Taylor glanced over at his partner and pointed a finger his way. “Pete⁠—”

      “I’m on it,” the other detective said, picking up the receiver of his desk phone.

      If she had to guess, Riley would say he was most likely calling up to the IT department to get someone to gather the footage from that particular traffic cam for the last twelve hours or so.

      Taylor looked up at her again and then smiled. “Great detail. Your dog did good, Hamilton. Do me a favor and give him a treat from me, okay?”

      Riley smiled at him. She liked Detective Sgt. Taylor. Not only was he something of a legend at this precinct because of his proven psychic abilities, but he was also extremely easy on the eyes. And call her crazy, but something about the pretty brown face of his wife that smiled at her from the framed photo on his desk made him even cuter in Riley’s eyes.

      Yeah. It was a Black thing.

      “I will do that, sir. Good working with you.”

      “You too,” Taylor said. “I’m sure it won’t be the last time. You stay safe out there.”

      “Yes, sir.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      Isaac watched Officer Hamilton walk away and then turned to Pete with a heavy sigh.

      “What do you say we go question suspect number one in there and try to get him to give us a DNA swab before we pack it in?”

      He glanced at the murder board they had just put together with a head shot of the victim and one taken of her body at the crime scene. They also had an image of Mr. Franco on the board. He was listed as suspect number one, and a generic picture of a male silhouette listed as suspect number two.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/h-hc-ebook.jpg
AN ISAAC TAYLOR MYSTERY







