
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Saga of Erotika Jones 03

by J. R. Kruze, S. H. Marpel


“All power comes from within.” - Ancient Hawaiian saying.





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SAGA OF EROTIKA JONES 03

    

    
      First edition. May 10, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 J. R. Kruze and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393227816

    

    
    
      Written by J. R. Kruze and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...
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THE PROBLEMS STARTED right off. Main one was that it was Murder, not Suicide.

Even though the room was locked from the inside and had no windows the assailant could escape through.

The yeoman on duty hadn't seen or heard anyone. And according to the reception logs, the victim had left the building and not returned.

The body wasn't discovered until the next day when the cleaners came in.

That's when I was called. Even after the Medical Examiner said it wasn't necessary.

Not that they expected a young woman with long white-blond hair to solve their unknown mystery. 

But then, I'm used to being underestimated because of my looks.

Meanwhile, the evidence had already started disappearing.

I only had a few hours now to solve this and get the culprit. 

Before all the leads went colder than the body...
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“GOOD MORNING, EROTIKA Jones!”

That would be Finn. His usual red-headed cheery self. At least he’d brought coffee.

“And top of the morning to you, Finn. I trust that’s simply straight brew, not the Irish version?”

He smiled at that – my point well taken. That hip flask he carried was more like a St. Bernard's cask. And like it, usually held brandy – or so I was told.

I sipped my coffee through an opening in its plastic lid, and found he’d only added honey. We’d worked together long enough that he knew my preferences. I started us walking again. “So, the briefing today?”

“Body found in the CO’s office. Ruled a suicide. The cleaners unlocked his room yesterday morning and found him. Hanging by single strand of paracord from some support inside the air vent.”

“Ouch.”

“What the report had of interest was the rope burns on his wrists.”

I sipped the coffee thoughtfully. “Locked room murder?”

“Probably. Who would tie up his own hands only to untie them and hang himself?”

“No signs of entry?”

“Not obvious, anyway. Windows were sealed by long disuse and painted shut. Only other doors to the room were a closet and bathroom. Both had no outside windows. On top of that, the door had a double deadbolt – had to be unlocked by key from both sides.”

“Vent in the bathroom only for air flow, not large enough to climb through?”

“Right. And the room was locked overnight with the C.O. and the cleaning crew having the only other key.”

Pausing at the entrance to the Port Operations building, I noted that it was essentially a smallish two-story building with a glassed-in observation deck as a third story. All perched on a corner tip of land where they could watch all the boats and ships move through the harbor. As I stood there sipping my coffee, I sized up the reception area before entering. “Any reception watch overnight?”

“Nope. It’s locked up tight then. Security cameras outside the entrance and in the lobby. They showed no activity overnight. No gaps in the recording. And no signs of forced entry or lock picking.”

“Could have been done, though?”

“Possible. The main entrance faces the water, not the parking lot or street – there’s no water traffic to notice anything.”

I scanned around. The Port Ops building was hardly a dozen yards from the water, with an active mooring dock running past its front. Right on Little Creek itself, with nearby Fisherman’s Cove.

Finn was watching my eyes scan. “You think maybe they came in by boat?”

“Possible. But they’d still have to get around the security cameras.”

Turning on my heel, I went back to the corner of the building and looked off to the west behind it. Rails with rolling freight stood, waiting for transfer barges. “Bet you there’s an access road back behind those rails. Meaning that this is more a civilian gig than any naval security scene.”

Finn nodded. “All sorts of material could be moving in and out from the Naval Base, moved to ships or already on them. Even people. A great cover for criminal activity.”

I started us walking back to the front entrance. “Now we know that a fast getaway is possible by water or land, let’s see how they did it.”

- - - -
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THERE WAS ONLY A SINGLE yeoman at the entrance. He sported a friendly smile – until worry wrinkles appeared after he saw my Naval Investigative Services ID. I did nothing to relax his frowns. Until the rest of me got his appreciative glance.

Today I was sporting long, almost waist-length blond hair. While I personally would rather wear it shorter, that wasn’t my choice. The powers-that-be had somehow selected this body for me to borrow. So a gal has to use what she’s been given. This body seemed to like swimming and sun, since my hair was almost white from natural bleaching, the dark roots giving added depth and their own mystery.

A light toss of my long mane got his attention while disarming his answers. My dressing in a tailored zebra-striped top took his eyes both down toward my charcoal gray slacks and black short-heeled pumps. By the time he got back up to my eyes, my waiting smile finished off most of his tenseness.

“Yeoman...”

“Jenkins, ma’am.”

“Yeoman Jenkins, who was on duty last night?”

“No one at reception, ma’am. This duty station secures at 1700.”

“And the front doors are locked, I suppose – is there a duty watch for the observation station on the top deck?”

“Yes, ma’am. That was petty officers Diggs and Tawney, ma’am.”

“Two watches, then – who relieved which?”

“Diggs was on until 2400, and Tawney had the graveyard watch until 0800. He’s on call for any interviews, if you need. Just a phone call away.”

“And the cleaners who found the body?”

“They were released by the base police after the M. E. ruled it suicide. But I can get them back here as well.”

I nodded. “Thanks, but we’ll just need to see the office at this point.”

Yeoman Jenkins pointed. “Up the ladder and to your right at the top. End of the passageway.”
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