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  PARTNERS

  BOOK 1:

  THE WRONG CORPSE


  Chapter 1


  Frankie glanced up at the skylight. She smiled. It had been her idea to have it centered directly above the king-sized bed. She sighed contentedly. The day had dawned bright and clear, a perfect summer’s day. She hoped that the steady downpour of the previous night had swept away the oppressive heat and humidity which had enveloped the city for the past week. Last night the stormy weather had made for a cozy romantic night spent in bed, making love for hours, with the love of her life.


  She stretched lazily, turned her head and stole a brief glance at the alarm clock, which sat on the nightstand. Ten more minutes until it would go off. She rolled onto her side facing Johanna, her partner, who slept peacefully curled up in a fetal position. Frankie gently touched her shoulder. “Hey, sleepyhead, time to get up,” she whispered close to Johanna’s ear.


  Johanna opened her eyes slowly. She flashed Frankie a smile. “Is it Saturday yet?”


  Frankie laughed. “No, but why should that matter? The last two cases we were on the clock seven days a week.”


  She made a face. “Don’t remind me.”


  Frankie ran her fingers through Johanna’s long auburn hair. “I missed you so much,” she whispered.


  “These past two days with you have been heaven.” She planted a quick kiss on Frankie’s cheek before sliding off of the bed. “I love lying in bed all day with you, but we’ve got to pay the bills. I’m going to grab a shower.”


  Frankie waited until she heard the water come on in the shower, then got out of bed and hurried to the bathroom. She pulled back the end of the shower curtain, stepped inside, put her arms around Johanna, and kissed the back of her neck. “I’ll wash your back,” she murmured.


  Frankie lathered some soap in her hands and slowly massaged it across Johanna’s slender, but firm shoulders, then down her strong back. When she reached Johanna’s ass, she took her time running her hands over the perfectly rounded cheeks and then ran a fingertip in the crack. Johanna’s sharp intake of breath aroused her.


  “Don’t start something you don’t intend to finish,” she warned in a throaty voice.


  “Oh, I intend to finish what I hope I’m starting,” she said softly as she removed her fingertip and brought her arms around Johanna as her hands cupped Johanna’s large breasts. “Ah, your nipples are already hard.”


  “Just being near you makes me hot.” Johanna leaned her head back. “Oh, that feels good.” She grabbed one of Frankie’s hands and placed it on her throbbing vagina.


  “What do you want?” Frankie whispered hoarsely. “Tell me, baby.”


  “You’d better fuck me now or you’ll be walking to work.”


  * * * *


  An hour later they sat in their moderately sized office at their desks, which were angled to face each other, but afforded them ample space between. The rest of the office consisted of six filing cabinets, a long counter, which held the printer, fax machine, and various office supplies. A small artificial tree stood in one corner. The off-white walls were accented with a few pieces of modern art, which blended well with the modern furniture. Two small windows with Barker and Obrien Investigations stenciled on them were situated on either side of the thick door. The office also contained a small bathroom and a storage room. The women especially loved the back entrance, which led to their own small private parking area. An accountant had occupied the office that was situated in the middle of a busy strip mall with a coffee shop and hair salon on either side. When the former tenant retired, Johanna and Frankie had jumped on the location, moving out of the cramped quarters they’d occupied upstairs of a luncheonette.


  “My car won’t be ready for at least another day. They’re having a problem getting a part,” Frankie grumbled as she hung up the phone. “It’s a good thing it didn’t conk out before you got home or I would have had to rent something.”


  “I told you to trade in your old Chevy for a new one. I know you and that old car have been together a long time, but come on, babe, give the old girl a rest. Twenty years is a long time.” Johanna smiled mischievously. “I might be persuaded to keep giving you a ride to work until your car’s ready. But it’s going to cost you.”


  Frankie wadded a piece of paper and threw it in her direction. The paper sailed past Johanna. “Wise ass!” She got up and bent over to pick it up.


  “Nice ass,” Johanna said, turning her head.


  “Oh, if we weren’t at work I’d show you just how nice it is,” she shot back.


  “Wasn’t it only an hour or so ago that it was pressed up tight against me?” Johanna ran her tongue seductively over her full lips.


  Frankie grinned as she walked back to her desk and sat in her chair. “God, woman, we’d better not get another case that keeps us apart for a week. You’re a nympho!”


  “Look who’s talking!” She smiled. “But I have to admit, it was pure hell being away from you, too. I don’t think I could have stood another night. It’s a good thing I brought my vibrator with me.” She seductively lifted an eyebrow.


  “Mmmm. You loved the phone sex. Your panting and moaning drove me crazy and I was tempted to say the hell with everything and jump in my car and come to you.”


  “I wish you could have, but face it, that wreck wouldn’t have gotten you far.” She grinned. “Your sensual voice over the phone is the next best thing to you in the flesh, which is always on the top of my list.”


  Before Frankie could reply, the office door opened abruptly and a well-dressed man entered. His eyes glanced, for a moment, around the room before settling on them as he made his way to the space between their desks. “I’m looking for Francine Barker and Johanna Obrien.”


  “You’ve found us,” Johanna said, rising. “I’m Johanna Obrien and this is my partner Francine Barker. How may we help you Mr.—”


  “McHenry…Graham.”


  Frankie stood up and walked over to Johanna’s desk.


  He eyed her as he cleared his throat. “I have reason to believe that my wife is having an affair. I’d like her followed. I’m assuming you do that kind of thing.” His tone was matter-of-fact and to the point.


  “Please have a seat.” Johanna motioned him to a chair in front of her desk. Frankie positioned a chair at the side of Johanna’s desk giving her an ample view of both of them. They waited until he sat before sitting.


  Unless Johanna was tied up with another case, she generally handled the preliminaries while Frankie sat and observed, occasionally offering a comment. Through their unspoken body language the women determined whether they’d take a case or not. They hadn’t turned down too many in their careers, but there was always an off-the-wall type that their better judgments warned them to avoid. They’d gained a reputation for working quickly and efficiently. Clients from Philadelphia often required their services since Philly was located only a half hour drive away from Charlestown. They were good at what they did so it was no surprise that their reputation had spread. Most importantly, they loved their work, but even more they loved working together.


  McHenry pulled a photograph from his breast coat pocket and handed it to Frankie. “This is Cassandra…my wife.”


  Frankie studied the picture, and then handed it to Johanna. “What makes you think she’s having an affair?”


  McHenry frowned. “Large sums of money are missing from the account and she mysteriously disappears for hours at a time.”


  “Have you questioned her?” Johanna asked. “Maybe she has a good reason.”


  He threw his hands up. “She gave me a lame excuse about a friend in need. The friend doesn’t exist. Now will you take my case or not?”


  Frankie caught Johanna’s eye. Johanna nodded. These types of cases were a piece of cake and after their last case Frankie wanted something less stressful, but even more than that, a case that wouldn’t put them at opposite ends of the state. They weren’t often separated, but on the rare occasions they were, it tortured her. She glanced at Johanna, her pulse quickening as she jotted preliminary notes while her eyes drifted to Johanna’s long, slender legs which were crossed at the ankles. Just looking at her beautiful lover and partner still caused her heart to skip a beat even after all these years. Today, Johanna was dressed in a navy blue skirt, white lacy top and navy blue blazer. Navy blue pumps adorned her feet.


  Frankie rarely wore a skirt to the office and tried, with Johanna’s help, to keep her office attire businesslike. She had chosen brown dress slacks, a beige knit pullover, and comfortable brown oxfords.


  She was as much in love with Johanna now as she’d been when they moved in together ten years ago. They’d met two years before that when Joanna was transferred to Frankie’s Philadelphia police precinct. As she listened to Graham McHenry drone on about his wife’s alleged indiscretion, she allowed her mind to wander to the day she’d first been introduced to Johanna.


  * * * *


  Frankie hadn’t been sure what she thought of being partnered with a woman until she met Johanna. She’d been on the force for a little over a year and the men treated her well, but of course, she kept her sexual orientation under wraps. She doubted most of them would care since she knew some gay cops in the other precincts, but she also knew how many were ridiculed behind their backs.


  She went out for drinks with her co-workers, but refused to share details of her private life convincing them her significant other, a career military man, was stationed overseas. The men who may have had a more personal interest soon got the hint that she wasn’t available and definitely not interested. Most of the women were either busy with their families or looking for men. She had little in common with them so she supposed most thought she lived in her own private little world waiting for her soldier to return. What she was waiting for was her heart to completely heal after a rough breakup the night before she left for the police academy. As time went on it did heal, but she’d met no one who interested her. A couple of times a month she went to some clubs, had a few drinks, danced a little, but always came home alone. She’d had many opportunities, but one-night stands had never been her thing.


  When she met Johanna Obrien, she felt like a teenager with a crush and knew it would take all the willpower she possessed not to throw herself at Johanna’s feet. Johanna was a knockout standing five feet six inches, curvy, and oozing femininity. She kept her long beautiful auburn hair pinned up making her sleek neck look almost swanlike. Her clear green eyes caused Frankie’s heart to skip a beat whenever Johanna looked at her. Frankie realized that Johanna probably had men beating down her door so she kept reminding herself to cool her fantasies about her co-worker. Johanna was obviously straight and it depressed Frankie to realize that after all this time, when her heart was finally ready to take a chance on love again, she’d not only fallen for her co-worker, but a straight woman to boot. But she couldn’t stop the fantasies. She kept them buried deep inside and only released them in the cool darkness of the night where she’d lie in her bed tossing and turning as images of Johanna invaded her mind. She’d never seen a woman who looked so hot in uniform as Johanna did, and her fantasies let her slowly and sensuously remove the uniform and caress the soft flesh until Johanna begged her to take her. Her nighttime fantasies caused her to struggle for self-control during the day, working so close with her.


  Frankie soon found out that working with Johanna was going to be a challenge. She was all work and no play. If talk didn’t concern the precinct or a case they were involved in, she wasn’t interested. All she knew about her new partner was that she was single. Johanna wouldn’t offer even a glimpse into her private life and didn’t appear to care about Frankie’s.


  Frankie missed the pleasant chitchat with her previous partner Sam Bolton. She’d enjoyed the stories about his twin boys’ teenaged antics and devoured the wonderful treats his doting wife Britta often sent when they were on a stakeout together. Their partnership ended when a boating accident finished his career, forcing him to take an early retirement. Johanna filled his slot. All in all, though, Frankie enjoyed her nighttime fantasies, realizing for the first time in months, that her heart had fully recovered from her previous breakup. She could once again feel intense yearning and desire. Unfortunately for Frankie, her desire seemed to stay focused on the one woman she’d never be able to have. She’d be happy to settle for only friendship, but Johanna didn’t seem interested in offering her that either.


  It wasn’t until months later at the precinct’s annual picnic that she saw another side of Johanna. Frankie hated going to these functions and even though they were billed as a day of camaraderie and fun, it was mandatory to put in an appearance. She made her usual rounds, talking and laughing with the officers and their families or significant others. As was her habit, she’d come alone. When she spotted Johanna, her heart flipped upside down. Johanna looked uncomfortable surrounded by a group of their co-workers and Frankie assumed the single men were trying to get her to go out with them. She didn’t blame them. Johanna could turn heads no matter where she went or what she was wearing. Today her long hair was down, cascading over her shoulders. She was dressed casually in a pair of tight jeans, a precinct tee shirt and tennis shoes.


  Frankie caught Johanna’s eye and smiled. Maybe out of work Johanna would loosen up a bit and she could find out what went on inside that beautiful head of hers. Johanna smiled back and Frankie took that as an invitation to join her. She walked confidently over to where Johanna was perched on a bench with a can of beer sitting in front of her on a picnic table. The men greeted Frankie and chatted with her for a few minutes, then drifted off to mingle with their comrades.


  “Having fun yet?” Frankie rolled her eyes then smiled.


  Johanna laughed. “I’m putting in my obligatory appearance and then I’m out of here. You?”


  Frankie looked into Johanna’s beautiful sea-green eyes. “We have to work with them all week, but I definitely don’t care to spend my leisure time with them.” She sat on the picnic bench across from Johanna, folded her hands, and placed them on the table.


  Johanna nodded, then picked up her can of beer and took a long swallow. “You look even more anxious to get out of here then I am,” she said as her eyes swept over Frankie. “Got a hot date tonight?”


  Frankie was surprised with Johanna’s unaccustomed comment. “No. I’ll probably clean my apartment and maybe rent a movie.” She shrugged. “That’s the highlight of this weekend.”


  Johanna’s eyes narrowed. “For some reason I find it hard to picture you sitting home alone watching TV on a Saturday night.”


  She shrugged again. “I go out once in awhile, but I enjoy the serenity of my apartment after dealing with the shit we have to on the job.” She carefully eyed the other woman. “Maybe I shouldn’t say this, but we’ve been working together for a few months now and I know very little about you.”


  Johanna stiffened. “I’m a private person. I don’t share details of my personal life with those I work with.” She cast her eyes down then brought them back up level with Frankie’s. “I learned my lesson the hard way.”


  Frankie picked up her can of beer, took a sip and watched Johanna as a dark shadow crossed her flawless face. She chose her next words cautiously for fear of getting her head verbally knocked off. “Were you involved with someone on the force in your previous precinct?” she asked softly. “Is that why you’re so aloof?”


  “It’s none of your damned business,” Johanna snapped. She abruptly stood up. “I’m out of here. I’ll see you on Monday.”


  Frankie’s jaw dropped. She scrambled to her feet and hurried after her. “Wait up. I’m sorry if I offended you. I was just trying to make conversation.”


  Johanna stopped, and then whirled around facing her, hands on her hips. A gentle breeze lifted her silky hair and the light scent of her perfume filled Frankie’s nostrils. Her face was flushed. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I have to go.”


  As she turned, Frankie touched her elbow. “Look, there aren’t many women in our precinct. I just thought you might be lonely since your transfer to Philly.”


  “I enjoy my solitude.”


  “I’m sorry what I said before. You’re right, it’s none of my business. I need to think before I speak.” She shrugged. “I really didn’t mean to pry into your personal life. I’m sorry if I offended you. I promise in the future I’ll limit any conversation only to work issues.” She turned and started walking in the opposite direction.


  Johanna grabbed her arm. “Wait. I’m the one who owes you an apology. You’re only trying to be friendly.” Her face softened. “Would you like to get a drink somewhere? Maybe it’s time I got to know my partner.” She smiled shyly.


  Frankie grinned. “I know just the place.”


  A few minutes later they were seated in a small bar two blocks from the park where the picnic was held.


  “No special man in your life?” Johanna asked as she toyed with the edge of her paper coaster. “Oh that’s right. Your significant other is stationed overseas. A couple of the guys told me. They weren’t really gossiping. I asked about you.” She raised her eyebrows. “So when will he be home? You must get lonely.”


  Frankie was silent and sipped her glass of wine. “I made that story up so the guys would leave me alone. I’ve been flying solo for a long time now.”


  “Me, too.”


  “Well, we have something in common besides work then.”


  They spent the next hour chatting about their experiences on the police force, gossiping about their co-workers, then drifted to their current cases before lapsing into a few minutes of comfortable silence.


  Frankie relaxed and enjoyed the conversation, but even more enjoyed learning about Johanna’s likes and dislikes. She was pleasantly surprised with how similar their tastes were in books, music and movies and the resemblances in their personal lives. They were both only children and their mothers were widows. As she looked at Johanna, Frankie yearned for a part of her she knew she could never have. She’d have to settle for friendship, but at this point, just spending time with Johanna was a joy she hadn’t known for a long time.


  Frankie saw a sadness creep into Johanna’s eyes as their eyes met and briefly locked. “Is something wrong?” she asked quietly. Johanna’s hand trembled as she set her wineglass down.


  Johanna bit her bottom lip. She peered cautiously at Frankie. “Do you remember when we were called to that bar a couple of months ago because of a gay bashing?”


  She nodded. “Yeah, that was rough.”


  “How did you really feel about the gay guy? I mean if you weren’t in uniform would you have still tried to protect him?”


  “He didn’t deserve to be beaten regardless of his sexual orientation. I’m glad the judge threw the book at the bastards who did it.”


  “The point is they simply beat him because he is gay. I doubt they would have touched him if he were straight. How would you have reacted out of uniform?”


  “The same way I did in uniform. It disgusts me. He’s a human being for God’s sake.”


  Johanna looked at her. “I like you, Frankie. This is a nice break for me, talking to you like this outside of work. I should have done this a long time ago “ She twisted her hands together. “I want to tell you something and I pray to God that I can trust you. Trust doesn’t come easy to me, but I’m going to take the plunge.”


  “We’re partners and I hope now, also friends. If you can’t trust me on or off-duty, then we’d have a serious problem.” She smiled. “I don’t think trust comes easily to most people, but I trusted you to have my back the minute we were partnered.”


  “This isn’t about the trust we have while we’re working together. This is about trust when a friend confides in you.”


  Frankie was elated that Johanna considered her a close enough friend to share her confidences. She was eager to hear what Johanna wanted to tell her, but had to stay calm. “I’m listening,” she replied softly.


  Johanna picked up her wineglass and held it for a moment before setting it back down. “You asked me earlier if I was involved with a co-worker before I came here.” She picked up her wineglass again, took a sip, and then set it down. “I was.” She raised her eyes level with Frankie’s. “When we broke up it didn’t end well and I put in for a transfer.” She cautiously eyed Frankie. “I hope you don’t think too badly of me. That was the first time I ever got involved with someone I worked with. Now I know why it’s not recommended. It’s great when things are going well, but when it sours…well, you know.”


  Frankie saw the pain in her eyes. “I’m sorry. Breakups are never easy under any circumstances. Your secret is safe with me and I would never judge you.” She cleared her throat. “Now I’ll tell you something to prove you can trust me. No one on the force knows this.” She hesitated and bit her bottom lip. “My last girlfriend was a real bitch. She walked out on me when I entered the police academy and I’ve been single ever since.”


  Johanna’s eyes widened. “Did I hear you right?”


  She nodded as her face grew warm. She lowered her eyes not daring to see the reaction in Johanna’s eyes. “If you want another partner I’ll understand, but please keep what I said only between us. There are a couple of guys on the force who are real homophobic assholes.”


  “Wow!” Johanna grinned. “That’s a relief. I promise not to tell if you don’t.”


  Frankie raised her eyes and smiled weakly. “Excuse me?”


  Johanna grabbed Frankie’s hand and squeezed it. “My ex was a woman. When we drifted apart she threatened to tell everyone I came on to her when in reality she was the one who did the pursuing. The tension and her threats became so unbearable that I elected to leave. I wanted to get as far away from her as I could, so here I am.”


  A tremor shot through Frankie’s body as Johanna took her time releasing her hand. “It must have been rough leaving your friends and everything you’ve known,” she said in a wobbly voice.


  “It was, but in retrospect most of my friendships were superficial. My mother still lives in Sacramento. I try to visit her a couple of times a year, but for the most part, I’m a loner and I put all of my energy into my work.”


  “I’ve been a loner most of my life, too. I never thought about it, but I suppose I have more acquaintances than real friends, also. I’m happy so that’s all that matters.”


  “Are you really happy, Frankie?”


  “Yes. I am.”


  Johanna smiled. “I can now say that I have a new friend.”


  Frankie’s heart was beating so fast she thought it would pop out of her chest.


  Their working relationship improved and they enjoyed discussing the latest movies and books, but Johanna made no mention, either verbally or physically, of taking their friendship to the next level. At the end of their shift they went their separate ways.


  At first Frankie assumed Johanna just wasn’t attracted to her in any way other than friendship. It made their working relationship more pleasant and after a while, she concluded that Johanna might be afraid to get involved with someone she worked with, because of what had happened in California. Even though she knew it was a risk for both of them, it was a risk she was willing to take. Sometimes she caught Johanna gazing at her with a strange look in her eyes. In any event, Frankie was undeniably interested in her and needed to find out, one way or the other, if she stood a chance. The not knowing was driving her crazy. One chilly night, weeks later, she got up the courage to ask Johanna out on an official date.


  Johanna smiled. “I wondered when you’d get around to it.”


  Frankie frowned. “If I’d waited for you to make a move I’d be old and gray.”


  Johanna laughed. “I’m not good at making the first move. Okay, that’s not true. I’m scared, but I’m willing to take a chance. Just promise me that if things don’t work out for us we won’t let it destroy our working relationship.”


  Frankie’s joy was so acute that it rendered her speechless and all she could do was numbly nod.


  “How about tomorrow night?”


  After their first date they were almost inseparable, having dinner out or at each other’s apartments and going to movies and the theater. There was still a part of Johanna that Frankie couldn’t reach, though, and she began to worry that Johanna’s feelings for her weren’t going to amount to anything more than a deep friendship with a few quick sisterly-type kisses thrown in every so often. Frankie tried to pull in the reins and gain control over her own emotions, but it was to no avail. She had fallen in love, but was smart enough to know she had to let Johanna take things to the next level if Johanna felt the same way.


  If Johanna didn’t, and had decided that she did indeed only want a close friendship, then Frankie would have to accept things as they were. She’d relish every moment she could with the woman who’d captured her heart without doing anything that would damage their friendship.


  Several weeks later they’d returned to Johanna’s apartment after seeing a movie and were sitting on the sofa enjoying a glass of wine when, much to Frankie’s delight, Johanna took their relationship to a new level, also taking Frankie by surprise.


  Johanna took Frankie’s glass of wine and set it next to hers on the coffee table. Neither said a word as Johanna looked into her eyes. All Frankie knew was that those lips she longed to kiss were almost upon hers. She slightly parted her lips as Johanna’s moved closer. A surging heat coursed through her body when their lips finally met and Johanna’s tongue eagerly sought hers. Frankie had never felt such desire and her hands trembled as she wrapped her arms around Johanna’s neck. When the kiss ended, Frankie’s body was visibly shaking with desire.


  Johanna leaned her head on Frankie’s shoulder. Frankie smelled the scent of her perfume and wanted to taste her lips again. Her fingertips lightly caressed Johanna’s arm. Johanna shifted her body, and without saying a word, pulled Frankie down on top of her. Her lips hungrily sought Frankie’s, causing Frankie’s passion to erupt as her hands, at last, were allowed to seek the treasures she’d waited so patiently for. Trembling, she stared in awe at Johanna’s beautiful nakedness.


  They maintained a low profile at work, but when they were alone, they fell into one another’s arms, their desire for one another insatiable. For the next two years they kept their relationship private, then mutually decided to leave the police force, pool their resources, move out of the city, and open their own private detective agency. Neither had regretted the decision and their love and respect for one another had blossomed and grown through the years.


  * * * *


  Frankie snapped back to the present, stifling a yawn, as she trained her eyes on Graham McHenry. She didn’t like him. Something was off. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but it would eventually come to her. It always did. He was arrogant, and by the looks of his expensive tailor-made suit, it was apparent that he expected others to bow to his every whim.


  Johanna handed McHenry a contract. He looked it over for a minute, signed it, and then slid it across the desk to her with a check. “Here’s five thousand dollars to start. Let me know when it runs out.” He rose abruptly. “I’ll call you in a couple of days. I’ve got to go out of town on business.”


  “When are you leaving?” Frankie asked.


  He flicked a piece of lint from his suit coat. “Late this evening.” He handed her a business card. “If you need to contact me, my answering service will put your call through.” He stood up, nodded, then turned and swiftly made his way to the door, exiting as swiftly as he had entered.


  Johanna leaned back in her soft leather chair and frowned at Frankie. “I don’t like him. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but there’s something off about him.”


  Frankie laughed. “You’ve read my mind. Great minds think alike.”


  “Ah, that’s why we work so well together.” She glanced at the notes she’d taken. “So, any ideas? Or were you tuning him out? You seemed to be daydreaming.”


  “I can’t help myself when you’re dressed the way you are today. All I have to do is look at your legs and…well you know.”


  Johanna threw her head back and laughed. “I never dreamed I’d ever find someone who still turned me on as much as the day we first met.”


  Frankie grinned. “That’s what I was daydreaming about. It was torture waiting and hoping that you’d want me as much as I did you when we first met. I knew the first time we made love that I’d never get enough of you.”


  “That goes double for me, baby. So, where do you want to start with the Cassandra McHenry case?”


  “I suppose tonight we should stakeout the mansion and see if Cassandra leaves and where she goes.”


  Chapter 2


  McHenry’s secluded mansion was nestled far back from the road making it almost invisible from the cars passing by. A row of trees lined either side of a long driveway that was enclosed in a locked security fence. In the distance, dim lights from the mansion showed through the gray night, giving the illusion of far-off stars in the ominous-looking sky.


  Frankie parked the car as far as she could off the shoulder of the road obscuring it from view by overgrown brush. She turned off the engine. “Now we wait.”


  Johanna patted Frankie’s knee. “Let’s make ourselves comfortable. This could be a long night.” She settled back in her seat. “I’m glad we got out of the office at a decent hour so you were able to cook that fantastic dinner. I love when you cook.”


  Frankie grabbed her hand, giving it a squeeze. “Don’t forget it’s your turn to cook tomorrow night. I’m thinking I may be in the mood for something hot and spicy, like Mexican.”


  “Then afterwards maybe we’ll get a chance to go for that moonlight swim we’ve been aiming for all summer, before the nice weather disappears.” She sighed deeply. “In a couple of weeks it’s going to be too chilly to swim at night.”


  Frankie ran her tongue seductively over her lips. “I can’t wait to see your naked body shimmering in the moonlight. Remember last summer, making love in the pool and on the deck?”


  “Stop or we’re going to end up in the backseat,” Johanna warned.


  “And that’s a bad thing?” She cocked an eye.


  Johanna laughed. “Just wait until we get home tonight. I’m still not finished making up for all those lonely nights we spent apart. Do you know how much I hate being away from you?”


  “Not half as much as I hate being away from you.”


  “No, you’re wrong there, babe. I can’t even explain the emptiness. You’re so much a part of me. I don’t know how so many couples lose the feeling that first attracted them to someone.” She squeezed Frankie’s hand. “I can’t remember ever not being in love with you.”


  Frankie leaned over and brushed the hair from Johanna’s cheek. “Have I told you lately how much I love you?”


  “Not in the last ten minutes,” Johanna teased.


  She sighed contentedly. “I never dreamed I could be so happy. Twelve years and I still can’t get enough of you.”


  “And the best is yet to come,” she promised.


  “I don’t know what could be better than this,” Frankie replied as her eyes shifted to the driveway. The faint glow of headlights became visible as a car moved down the driveway. “Here comes someone. I hope it’s Cassandra McHenry.”


  Johanna peered into the darkness at the headlights and watched them grow brighter as the car drew closer. The car stopped a few feet from the end of the driveway and waited as the massive gates swung open, then peeled out of the driveway and made a sharp right-hand turn and sped down the road.


  Frankie started Johanna’s car and pulled onto the road, following at a safe distance behind the red Porsche, so Cassandra McHenry wouldn’t become suspicious.


  “Wonder what her hurry is,” Johanna said. “She must be doing seventy.”


  “Getting away from her husband would be my guess.”


  “You’re terrible! Besides he’s supposed to be in New York on business.” Johanna giggled. “But I have to admit spending any length of time with him would make me crazy. I’ve never met anyone so self-absorbed and boring.” Her eyes narrowed as she looked at Frankie. “You at least could tune him out since he was directing his questions to me.”


  Frankie laughed. “I had one ear tuned in just in case. I always do.”


  “Thanks. Leave the dirty work to me.”


  “That’s because you have so much more patience listening to all the bullshit than I do. I just want to get the facts and get to work. I don’t need to know all the boring little details that have nothing to do with what we’re hired for.” She squeezed Johanna’s knee.


  “Somehow I’m not buying that. But I’ll let you off the hook this time because you’re right. All he did for ten minutes was complain about his wife, but didn’t seem to know how she spent her free time other than his assumptions. For all we know she may really have a friend she’s helping out.”


  “He’s a piece of work.” She slowed the Chevy when Cassandra cut her speed to forty. “Got the camera ready?”


  “Right here, set to go.”


  “Hmmm, wonder where she’s going?” The Porsche’s turn signal came on and Frankie stayed two cars behind, giving Cassandra McHenry time to make her turn. Frankie turned Johanna’s car into the entrance of the almost deserted parking lot of The Overlook Motel. She pulled into a slot where the overhead lights had either burned out or had been broken out, four spaces from Cassandra’s Porsche, and cut the engine.


  The women watched as the Porsche’s driver side door opened and Cassandra stepped out. She quietly closed the door behind her, then pushed the remote to lock the car.


  Johanna snapped a few discreet pictures.


  Cassandra’s blonde hair glistened in the motel’s overhead lights. She wore a tight, short, red dress, which showed off her curvy well-endowed body. Her spike heels made clicking sounds on the pavement as she headed toward the far end of the motel then turned the corner.


  “She looks more like a hooker than the heiress to the Reynolds’ fortune, and the wife of a wealthy financial advisor,” Frankie observed as she pulled out of the parking space and drove in the opposite direction to the back of the motel. Cassandra wasn’t in sight.


  “I wonder where she went,” Johanna said. “It couldn’t have been too far.” She squinted as she read the sign. “These rooms in the back are equipped with kitchenettes, an extra room, and are available for long-term lease.”


  “Sounds almost like a small studio apartment.” Frankie parked the car and turned off the ignition. “McHenry said she’s typically gone for hours at a time.”


  “He also said besides visiting a ‘friend’, she tells him she’s going to Riley’s Gym for a workout,” Johanna interjected.


  Frankie lifted an eyebrow. “Well, I’ll bet she’s getting a workout all right.” She took a pen flashlight and shined it on her notes. “We should talk to the manager of Riley’s Gym to see if she does indeed go there. They’d have a record if she has a membership.”


  “She could just be telling McHenry that.”


  “Why? I mean if she wanted out of her marriage, why not get a divorce? She’s rich. And face it; he’s old enough to be her father. He’s not very good looking either.” She made a face. “Maybe she’s getting a little from some hot stud to fortify herself before climbing into bed with him every night.”


  Johanna was thoughtful for a minute. “Could be. Maybe she doesn’t want the publicity and cost of a messy divorce. So she has a fling with no strings attached.”


  A door two spaces from where they were parked opened. Cassandra slipped outside. Frankie and Johanna scrunched down in their seats. Johanna angled the camera and snapped a picture before Cassandra turned and disappeared around the building. Frankie pushed the button on her wristwatch and checked the time.


  “She parks out front when it would make more sense for her to park back here where no one can see her car. Face it, a Porsche is going to stand out in a place like this.”


  “If she’s hiding her whereabouts she’s not doing a very good job of it,” Johanna said.


  “She’s only been in there a little over fifteen minutes. Talk about a quickie.”


  Johanna adjusted the camera and snapped a picture of the motel door, which displayed the number 202. “We need to find out who Room 202 is registered to. But first we’d better find out where she’s going next.”


  Frankie followed the Porsche through the tree-lined streets as it zipped through the downtown section of the city and finally stopped in front of Riley’s Gym. Cassandra pulled into the parking lot and a minute later exited her car with a gym bag slung casually over her shoulder.


  “Well, she’s not completely lying to her husband,” Johanna observed. “Now what?”


  Frankie’s eyes narrowed as she turned into the parking lot and maneuvered the car into a spot where they could keep their eyes on the front door, but far enough away from Cassandra’s Porsche in case she recognized it from the motel and became suspicious. “We sit it out.” She smiled. “I love these type of cases. Good money for sitting on our asses.”


  * * * *


  Forty-five minutes later Cassandra rushed out of the building and half-ran to her car. She was dressed in a bright pink form-fitting leotard with tights a shade lighter. As she passed under the parking lot lights, her flushed face was illuminated.


  Johanna used the zoom feature on the camera and snapped some close-up pictures. “She looks upset.”


  Frankie waited until Cassandra had put her car in gear and pulled onto the highway before starting the Chevy. She eased onto the street and followed the Porsche through the downtown area and the outskirts of town, ending on the road where McHenry’s mansion was located. When Cassandra turned into her driveway, Frankie drove past without slowing.


  Frankie felt it was safe that Cassandra was staying at home, so she steered the car back home.


  Once home, Johanna transferred the pictures to the computer while Frankie poured two glasses of wine. “She looks scared,” she said, taking a glass of wine from Frankie as her eyes surveyed the photos.


  Frankie leaned over, staring at the computer screen. “First thing tomorrow morning we’ll see who Room 202 is registered to. Then we’ll head over to the gym.”


  Johanna sipped her wine as she scrutinized each photo. A half hour later she turned off the computer. “I’m going to hit the shower and then climb into bed. I’m bushed.”


  “I’m right behind you,” Frankie said with a tender slap on Johanna’s ass. “I’m just going to finish logging in the notes and our hours. We’ll probably be giving McHenry a large refund.”


  * * * *


  Johanna stretched. She caressed Frankie’s arm, which was wound around her waist. She’d gone to bed a couple of hours ago, but couldn’t sleep. Something about the pictures she’d downloaded to her computer didn’t seem right. She wished she could figure out what was nagging her about them.


  Frankie opened an eye and squinted. “Is it time to wake up?” she murmured. “I could sleep for a week.”


  Johanna turned on her side facing Frankie. She leaned in for a kiss, loving the feel of Frankie’s full, soft lips on hers. “No, babe. Go back to sleep.” She wrapped Frankie in her arms as her mind drifted back to the time they’d first met.


  She’d fallen for Frankie from almost the first moment she laid eyes on her, but she’d kept a wedge between them so her true feelings wouldn’t be suspect. Not allowing any personal conversation was the only way she could work with this intriguing woman. At night she’d fantasize about being with Frankie. Her mind was tortured knowing she’d never have her. When Frankie revealed the truth about her own sexuality, Johanna had barely been able to contain her happiness, but fear had kept her from moving too fast. Thankfully, Frankie was a patient woman or Johanna would have lost the best thing that had ever happened to her.


  She’d never met a woman like Frankie and they complimented one another in all areas. The first night they’d made love she gave her heart and soul to her. Frankie, two years younger, stood two inches taller, was slim, had beautiful short chestnut brown hair and big brown eyes. She was a classic feminine beauty. Johanna never tired of her company even though they were often together twenty-four hours a day. She wouldn’t change a thing about their lives and sometimes had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming.


  She caressed Frankie’s bare back and finally drifted off to sleep.


  * * * *


  “I’ll make coffee and then after breakfast we can head over to the motel to find out who registered the room.” Frankie gave Johanna a hug then moved off the bed. She slipped into her bathrobe and handed Johanna her robe.


  Johanna threw her robe on. “I’ll do it, honey,” she said, following Frankie into their spacious kitchen. She put the coffee on while Frankie turned on the news and then they settled themselves in the breakfast nook while they waited for the coffee to brew. Frankie glanced at the previous evening’s newspaper while Johanna turned her attention to the morning news.


  “Oh my God!” Johanna suddenly exclaimed pointing to the TV screen. “That’s Cassandra McHenry!”


  Frankie looked up from the newspaper and at the TV screen. Her eyes widened. “Her body was found in Room 202 of The Overlook Motel. The approximate time of death was eleven fifteen last night? That can’t be.”


  Johanna shook her head back and forth. “Something’s not right here.” She looked at Frankie.


  “The coroner must have the time wrong. It was after eleven when she pulled into her driveway. There’s no way she could have made it back there.” She ran a hand through her hair. “After we saw her pull into her driveway she goes back to the motel and is murdered all in the space of ten or fifteen minutes? It doesn’t make sense. She couldn’t have even driven back to the motel in that space of time. Was the Porsche at the motel?”


  “The Porsche wasn’t mentioned in the report.” Johanna walked over to the coffee maker and poured two cups of coffee. She brought the steaming cups back to the table. She pensively stirred sugar into her cup. “But there’s no denying that it’s her.” She stared at Frankie. “Let’s call George. Maybe the reporter got the time of death wrong.”


  Frankie punched in the number of Sheriff George Ryker and put the phone on speaker so they could both hear and talk to George. She drummed her fingertips impatiently on the table as she waited for her call to be connected. A couple of minutes later George’s voice came over the line.


  “Hi, George. Frankie and Johanna here.”


  “Hi, ladies. I’m in the middle of something right now. Can I get back to you later?” he asked in a strained voice.


  “The McHenry murder?” Frankie asked. “I just heard about it on the news.”


  His heavy sigh was audible over the line. “Yeah. I can’t even recall the last time we had a murder in Charlestown outside of a drug deal gone wrong or domestic violence. Nothing like this.”


  “That’s why we’re calling, George,” Johanna said.


  They filled him in on the details of Cassandra McHenry’s whereabouts the previous night.


  “We received an anonymous call at approximately eleven twenty last night. The body has been positively ID’d by her husband and is unquestionably Cassandra McHenry’s. She was shot three times in the face…point blank. It was a real mess. There didn’t appear to be a forced entry or a struggle so we’re assuming she knew her killer.”


  “Any witnesses?” Frankie asked.


  “You know I can’t tell you that, Frankie. The couple in the room next door heard shots about quarter after eleven, and called 9-1-1 a couple of minutes later. They were too frightened to open their door until we arrived to question them.”


  “Who was the room registered to where she was shot?”


  “Now, Frankie, quit fishing. I’ve told you too much all ready.”


  “Nothing more than what we just heard on the news report,” Frankie replied.


  “Why was she renting a motel room?” Johanna asked.


  “I never said she was,” George answered.


  “The time of death still doesn’t add up. We tailed her last night. What the hell’s going on, George?”


  “I wish I knew, Frankie. Right now my top priority is to find her killer.”


  “And ours is to find out who the hell we were tailing,” Frankie replied. “Was the Porsche at the motel?”


  “Not to my knowledge.”


  “We’ll be in touch, George.” Frankie clicked off the phone. “The motel’s going to be swarming with cops and reporters. Let’s see what we can find out at Riley’s Gym first. We’ll check out the motel later.”


  “Sounds like a good idea,” Johanna agreed.


  * * * *


  “How often did Cassandra McHenry come to the gym?” Frankie asked Bailey, the pretty mid-thirties brunette whose nametag identified her as day manager of Riley’s Gym.


  Her eyes misted. “Every day. You could set your watch by her. She’d been a member for years and then about two months ago she stopped coming mornings and began coming at night. She’d arrive anywhere from nine thirty on and stay until the gym closed at eleven. She was a friendly likeable person. Everyone here is shocked by her death…especially being murdered like that. I didn’t think she had any enemies, but obviously she did,” she said in a wobbly voice.


  “I take it you knew her well,” Johanna said quietly.


  She drew a shaky breath. “I suppose so. I hadn’t talked to her since she started nights, though. We weren’t bosom buddies or anything like that. We might have been if either of our circumstances had been different. I liked her and enjoyed her company. We obviously ran in different social circles, but she wasn’t snobbish. Even though she was rich, she never made me feel like I was in a lower social class.” She took a tissue from a box sitting on the counter and dabbed at her eyes. “She never put on airs. If you didn’t know, you’d never guess she was wealthy. Once in a while we’d have a cup of coffee together or grab a bite at the deli down the street. I think she was lonely. Graham was very protective of her and didn’t encourage friendships out of her social standing.”


  “Did she ever mention any problems in her marriage?” Johanna asked.


  She shook her head. “No. It was obvious that she was head over heels in love with her husband even though he was controlling. Just between us, I don’t know what she saw in the man. Occasionally he came in with her and he’d brush us off as though we weren’t even good enough to wipe his shoes. She’d always apologize afterwards for his obnoxious behavior.”


  “Did she ever say how they’d met?” Frankie asked.


  “He’d worked as a financial advisor for her family for years. He was a confirmed bachelor so her family always invited him for holidays and he’d become almost like a part of the family. When her parents were killed several years ago in a plane crash, she became even closer to him and she trusted him with everything. They’ve been married for five years. She was twenty-four and he was forty-nine when they married.”


  Johanna looked up from the notes she was taking. “That’s quite an age difference.” She arched an eyebrow.


  “That’s what I thought, too, but I think she was looking for someone to take care of her.”


  “Why? She was rich. She could hire anyone she wanted to take care of her every whim.” Frankie looked intently at Bailey.


  She slowly shook her head. “I don’t mean financially, of course. More like a father image.”


  “What about past boyfriends?” Frankie asked.


  “She once told me that every time she met someone she cared about, she’d soon find out that it was her money he was really interested in. She wanted to be loved for herself.” She shrugged. “That’s something we all want…rich or poor.”


  “So Graham McHenry came to the rescue,” Frankie put in.


  “He’d known her since the day she and her twin Chelsea were born.”


  Johanna raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t know she had a twin.”


  Bailey nodded. “Chelsea’s been estranged from the family for years and they rarely spoke her name.”


  “Does she live in Charlestown?”


  “No. I heard that she moved to the West Coast years ago and hasn’t been heard from since.”


  “Let’s get back to Graham,” Frankie said. “From what you said it was only natural that he and Cassandra would get together.”


  “After her parents died he was there giving her a strong shoulder to lean on. And like I said, she trusted him. Besides, he certainly had enough of his own money so she knew that his love was genuine,” Bailey replied.


  “Did they have a large wedding?” Johanna said.


  “No. Cassandra told me they had a private wedding on some remote island. Graham didn’t want to deal with the media attention. No one knew they’d married until they returned.”


  “I assume that Cassandra had him sign a pre-nup,” Johanna stated.


  The woman’s eyes narrowed. “She never said and, of course, I never asked her, but I doubt it. Like I said, she trusted him with her life. She had old-fashioned values. She even changed the name of the family estate to McHenry. I was stunned, but I think that was her way of showing Graham, and everyone who may have had doubts about their relationship, that she was serious about her vows. She was refreshing.”


  “Do you think he coerced her into changing the name?” Johanna pursed her lips. “It seems odd since it was her family’s estate.”


  Bailey shook her head. “I don’t know. All I can offer are suppositions. She was the end of her line…except for Chelsea. Like I said, maybe it was her way of proving her love to Graham. I do agree with you, though, that it is odd. I couldn’t imagine doing it if I had been in her situation.”


  “Did you ever meet Cassandra’s twin, Chelsea?” Johanna asked.


  “I’d seen her around town, but I didn’t know her personally. She’d left the state some years ago. Cassandra hadn’t seen or heard from her in years. Chelsea didn’t even come back for her parents’ funerals, and it was well publicized so there was no way she wouldn’t have heard.” She scowled. “She was as rotten as Cassandra was good. They may have been identical twins but that’s where the similarities ended.”


  “They were identical twins?” Johanna asked.


  Bailey nodded. “Cassandra mentioned once that the only way anyone could tell them apart was by their eye color. I remember them both. As a teenager I used to work in the arcade in the mall and they’d come in with their mother to play video games a couple of times a week. They were always dressed alike and I never could tell them apart. Cassandra and I used to laugh about that. She told me when they were kids they used to enjoy fooling their parents, pretending to be each other. When they got older, though, Chelsea developed a wild streak. They drifted apart and ran in separate social circles.” She sighed. “I could tell that Cassandra missed the closeness they’d shared when they were younger. Deep down it was apparent that she cared about and missed her sister. Chelsea was the only blood relative she had left.”


  “Did Cassandra plan to start a family?” Johanna continued.


  “I think she would have loved nothing more than to have children. She’d met my daughter, Mindy, a couple of times when I brought her to work with me. She was good with her. She’d mentioned to Graham that they should start a family, but he felt he was too old to become a father. I think he was afraid he would have been perceived as the child’s grandfather instead of the father. Cassandra didn’t say that…it’s my own opinion.”


  Johanna smiled faintly. “I can understand that. Let’s get back to Chelsea. Did Cassandra ever mention whether Chelsea had married?”


  “Chelsea’d gotten in with a bad crowd in Philly when she was a teenager, so Cassandra assumed she’d moved to California with a junkie she was dating. I’d heard talk that she later married the guy, but with Chelsea no one knew for sure what was truth and what was lies.”


  “She sounds like a piece of work,” Frankie observed.


  “Chelsea was so messed up by drugs that her parents, after trying everything they could think of, including hospitalization, kicked her out. After various treatments and interventions, she’d be okay for a while, and then settle back into her old ways. She’d stolen money from them repeatedly for drugs, and verbally abused them. Cassandra never condoned what Chelsea had done, but she was her sister and deep down she still loved her no matter what she’d done.”


  “Do you think Chelsea will come home for Cassandra’s funeral?”


  Fresh tears welled up in Bailey’s eyes. “I honestly don’t know.”


  Frankie picked up the box of tissues and handed it to her. “Was Cassandra in touch with Chelsea after Chelsea left?”


  Bailey met her eyes. “Cassandra said she’d received a few letters from Chelsea, postmarked from California, but with no return address. This was shortly before her parents died. Supposedly Chelsea had cleaned up her act. But she was adamant that she’d never forgive her parents for tossing her out.”


  “Do you know what name Chelsea is using, assuming she did marry?”


  She shrugged again. “I have no idea.” She looked at them as she grabbed a tissue and wiped her eyes. “I wish I could be of more help. I won’t rest until the monster who killed her is caught and put away for good.”


  “Did her general attitude change in any way before she switched to nights?” Johanna asked. “Did she seem upset?”


  “Now that you mention it she did.” Her eyes narrowed. “I didn’t have the right to pry, but I think she was having problems with Graham. She said I shouldn’t worry if I didn’t see her for a while because she might be taking a trip. So you can imagine my surprise when she began coming in at night.”


  “Was that the last time you spoke to her?”


  She looked at Johanna. “Yes,” she sniffed.


  Frankie handed her a business card. “If you remember anything else, please get in touch with us.”


  Bailey studied the card. “I will, but I’ve told you everything I know.”


  * * * *


  Back in the car, Frankie turned to Johanna. “This is making less sense by the minute. According to Bailey, Cassandra was devoted to Graham.”


  “And Graham believes she was cheating on him.”


  “What do we have?” Johanna asked.


  “Not much. Since Cassandra is dead our work for Graham McHenry is technically over.” She lifted an eyebrow. “I can tell by the look in your eye that it’s not. What do you have up your sleeve?”


  “I won’t rest until I find out who was driving Cassandra’s car last night. Let’s go see Graham McHenry,” Johanna said. “Something is definitely not right.”


  Chapter 3


  Graham McHenry paced back and forth across his spacious living room floor, stopping every few seconds to peer out of the window. “The sheriff and his deputies are still combing the grounds. I don’t know what they think they’re going to find since Cassandra was murdered at the motel. Maybe it’s time George Ryker retired.”


  “Whoever killed Cassandra may have gotten onto the grounds and left a crucial piece of evidence,” Frankie said. “Sheriff Ryker is a good man…give him a chance. He’s going to leave no stone unturned until he finds out who murdered your wife.”


  He scowled. “No one can get through the gate without being admitted or having the code. I spent a fortune having that thing installed.” He let the heavy drape drop. “There’s nothing here.”


  “Nothing’s impossible,” Johanna stated matter-of-factly. “You hear every day about so called iron-clad security codes being hacked into. Or maybe someone you’d given the code to memorized it.”


  “No, that’s not likely. Anyone who came or went had to be buzzed through. The code wasn’t given out to just anyone.” He dropped his arms limply to his sides. “Let’s talk in the family room. This room is too depressing…it was Cassandra’s favorite room.”


  They followed him through the enormous house to a bright sunny room in the back. The sliding glass door encompassed almost the entire back wall and looked out on a sprawling lawn, beautifully landscaped with small gardens and intimate sitting areas.


  “Do you know of anyone who had a vendetta against your wife?” Frankie asked.


  “Maybe whomever she was fucking,” he stated bitterly.


  Frankie glanced at Johanna.


  Johanna arched an eyebrow. “That doesn’t make sense.”


  McHenry walked to an oversized cream-colored leather chair and sat. “It makes perfect sense!” He lowered his eyes. “I couldn’t be the man she wanted so she became involved with Nicholas Bower, a punk from Riley’s Gym. She was infatuated with him.” He sighed. “That’s all she talked about. Nick this and Nick that.” He raised his eyes. “I couldn’t prove anything, of course, so that’s why I hired you two.”


  Johanna wrote down the name then looked at Frankie. Frankie saw the familiar look in her eyes. She wasn’t buying any of it. “And now I assume our services are no longer needed,” she replied. “We’ll print out our report and our expenses and get that and your refund to you later today.”


  “Hold off on that for now. I may still require your services.”


  “Could I ask you a question?” Frankie studied him.


  “Of course.”


  “Where were you last night?”


  He glared at her. “I told you where I’d be and that’s where I was.”


  His cold eyes unnerved her. “I’m just covering all the bases.”


  “And I’m not one of them. I was in New York on a business trip.” He angrily pulled some receipts from his breast coat pocket and thrust them at her. “I got the first flight back this morning. Due to foggy conditions I couldn’t get one back last night. You can check with the airport if you don’t believe me.”


  Frankie passed the receipts to Johanna who took her time scrutinizing each one.


  “Look, I initially hired you two to follow my wife.” He cleared his throat. “Now I want you to find out who murdered her.”


  “The sheriff’s department is handling the investigation.”


  He laughed sarcastically. “I’m the first one on their list.”


  “That’s standard procedure. But you needn’t worry since you have an iron-clad alibi,” Johanna said, passing the receipts back to him.


  “We do have a problem, though,” Frankie stated.


  He looked quizzically at her. “What?”


  “The woman we tailed last night either wasn’t Cassandra or the body in the motel room isn’t hers.”


  “I identified the body this morning. It was my wife. There was nothing left of her beautiful face. She had a scar and a small tattoo on her thigh.” He shuddered and his voice broke. His shoulders slumped as he covered his face with his hands and sobbed.


  Frankie walked over to where Johanna was sitting on one of two matching long cream-colored leather couches. “Then who the hell were we tailing?” She seated herself next to Johanna and looked at the grieving man. “Why didn’t you tell us your wife had a twin? Is her sister Chelsea in town? Was she driving Cassandra’s Porsche?”


  Graham removed a handkerchief from his pocket and blew his nose. “I didn’t tell you about Chelsea because she’s not a part of our lives. I haven’t seen her in years. As for Cassandra’s car, it’s parked in the garage.”


  “We followed the car to The Overlook Motel and then to Riley’s Gym. When we followed her back here, there’s no way she could have gotten back to the motel if the time of death that the coroner listed is correct.”


  Graham blew his nose again. “I wasn’t here. Maybe someone stole the car.”


  Johanna caught Frankie’s eye. “How could someone break in when you have such a tight security system?”


  He looked at her evenly. “As you stated a few minutes ago, maybe someone did have the code. For all I know maybe Cassandra gave the code to her lover so he could meet her here when I was out of town on business, which I frequently am.”


  “The woman driving the car looked like Cassandra. If Chelsea’s here, then no problem.”


  “She’s not here and there still is a problem. Cassandra is dead.”


  * * * *


  Sheriff George Ryker hefted his abundant body out of his chair, walked over to the coffee maker, and poured three cups of coffee.


  Johanna crossed her long legs and stared thoughtfully at his back. His shoulders were stooped and the wisps of silvery gray hair sticking out on the back of his head attested to the fact that he was long overdue for a haircut. “Is Graham McHenry a suspect?” she asked.


  He picked up two cups of coffee, brought them back to his desk and set them down. He walked back to the table which the coffee maker occupied and retrieved his cup, a large handful of sugar packets, and several packets of non-dairy creamers. He set the items on his desk and then sat down.


  The women leaned forward and added cream and sugar to their coffee while George picked up a file and studied it. “I’d love to pin this on McHenry, but he’s got an eyewitness who puts him in the hotel bar where he was staying in New York at the time of his wife’s death.” He lowered his eyes, then raised them again and looked pensively at the women.


  “What’s wrong, George?” Frankie asked. He appeared to be struggling with his thoughts.


  He shifted his body. “You two were the last to see her alive.”


  “And she pulled into her driveway,” Frankie reminded him. “At least the woman we thought was Cassandra McHenry did. Now we’re thinking that maybe the woman we were following was her twin sister Chelsea.”


  “Chelsea?” He raised a bushy eyebrow. “She hasn’t been around here for twelve or thirteen years.”


  “Maybe she came back for a visit,” Frankie insisted.


  “And she’s driving her sister’s car while Cassandra is being shot to death?” He frowned. “Now come on, Frankie, don’t you think that’s a little far-fetched? You know what I think?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “I think you two got your time wrong.” He picked up his cup and sipped at his coffee.


  “No. Our time is correct. The coroner’s time of death must be wrong.”


  Johanna knew by the tone of Frankie’s voice and the way she set her jaw that she was nearing the boiling point. “What we do agree on, George, is that Cassandra McHenry was murdered. We just want to know who was driving her car and why,” she stated calmly.
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