
Retirement is hard work…




Murder seems to hound Wolf Mallory, so why should a routine skiptracing job be any different?

It always seems to involve a woman. Wolf’s old classmate, Chicago PI Allison Grimaldi, asks for Wolf’s help finding a man and the Honda Civic he’s driving for repossession. Easy money and a friendly favor soon turns into an investigation of the man’s murder…and finding the man's mysterious female companion, who may now have the car and a whole lot of trouble on her hands.
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Chapter One

Allison Grimaldi, a voice from the past. It’d been years since I’d heard from my snarky, intelligent former friend from our NROTC days at Ohio State. Last I knew of her was the alumni magazine saying she was a cop in Chicago. Except, according to her e-mail, she was no longer with the police department.

I glanced at the message again.




Hi Wolf, I hope you remember me. We sort of fell out of touch after we graduated and got our assignments. Anyway, I’m no longer with Chicago PD, went out on my own, instead. Which leads me to this: Would you be interested in working with me on a skiptrace? Info I have is he’s headed to Florida. I could use your help. Let me know soonest, if you’re in.

Allison Grimaldi.




It would be nice to connect with Ally again, although her e-mail made it sound like she wouldn’t be coming to Florida.

Good thing. That was a distraction I didn’t need, now that my relationship with Vicky was on solid footing again.

At the moment, I had no current case involving my time, so I hit the reply button.




Nice hearing from you again, Ally. Sure, I’d like to help. Send me the details.

* * * *

As requested, further details, along with an attachment containing a photo, arrived that evening.

His name was Pete Hogelmeyer, with an address in Chicago. Of course, that bit of data appeared irrelevant. Ally’s e-mail revealed that her client, First American Bank of Chicago, had financed Hogelmeyer’s purchase of a 2014 blue Honda Civic, but he’d failed to make payments for the last three months. When the bank attempted to repossess the vehicle, they discovered Hogelmeyer and the vehicle had vanished. Hired by the bank to locate him, Ally said her efforts had proved futile. Her e-mail provided few other details.




I talked to his wife, but they’re separated. He’s been unemployed for the past seven months and unable to find another job. She finally got tired of his bullshit and attitude and tossed him out. Thinks he has a girlfriend and, according to the gossip she heard, they were heading to Florida for a “fresh start,” whatever that means. Credit card information provided by the wife confirms they were in the Sarasota area. Probably not dangerous, but just locate where he and the vehicle are, and I’ll arrange through the bank to have it repossessed. Thanks, Wolf.




I opened the attachment. Hogelmeyer, from what appeared to be a driver’s license photo, looked like a Joe Everybody. Brown hair, not short, but not long. Glasses. Plain face without scars or blemishes. Just an average-looking guy who’d fallen upon hard times. He must have been pushed to his limits to take extreme action and run from his obligation.

“Who’s that?” Vicky asked from where she stood in the door of my office. She limped over to my desk, the lingering result of the injuries inflicted by Calder Muldoon’s thugs, and sat on my lap.

“A guy named Hogelmeyer. An old friend wants me to find him, and had info he might be in Florida. Allison Grimaldi. We were classmates at Ohio State. She’s a PI in Chicago.”

She nodded. “Why does she want you to find him?”

“He’s behind on his car payments and skipped out of town. The bank wants to get the car back.”

Vicky leaned over and peered at Hogelmeyer’s image on my computer screen. “Looks like a decent sort of guy. What happened?”

I pulled Ally’s e-mail up and let her read it. She frowned as she finished reading.

“How do you plan to find him?” she asked.

I didn’t answer immediately, thinking about her question. “I’ll need to find out how recent this credit card information is,” I finally said. “If he’s still in Sarasota, well…” I shrugged. “Something easy to keep me out of trouble, right?”

