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With This Ring
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It didn’t become a reality for Rachel until she saw the inscriptions inside the matching gold wedding bands.


John. I Love You. Hugs and Kisses. Rachel.


Rachel. I Love You. Hugs and Kisses. John.


“Do they meet with your approval, ma’am?” asked the Tiffany’s clerk. Everything about the woman was perfect. Her tailored jacket and skirt. The half smile. The slightest trace of an accent.


But it wasn’t British. Rachel Grant should know. She had lost a good part of hers since moving to the States a few years back, but she could spot a fellow Brit the moment they opened their mouth. One thing was for sure—Rachel would never act or look that picture-perfect, nor would she ever want to.


“Totally,” Rachel replied with a smile of her own, amused at her increasing ease with using the American idiom.


The clerk reached behind her to pick up a tiny box sitting beside the register. “I believe you ordered these as well?”


Spanish, thought Rachel. More specifically—Catalan. She’d been lousy at math and science but always had an ear for languages, having taken a slew of courses during her Oxford years.


“I did.” Rachel took the box from the woman. Her mother might not have been the poshest person back in Maida Vale, but early on she’d taught Rachel that good things were always to be found in tiny, bright-turquoise boxes that came from Tiffany’s. It was one of the reasons Rachel loved that Audrey Hepburn movie so much.


She opened the box and peered inside. The gold oval cuff links glistened up at her, the reflection of the store lights bouncing off the JF monogram on each one.


“They’re perfect,” Rachel said softly.


They summed up John Frankel to a tee. Solid and strong. Simple but elegant. The man she loved with all her heart.


“I presume these are a gift?” asked the clerk.


“You presume correctly.”


“Perhaps you’d like to write a card while I have it wrapped?”


Rachel said that would be great and the clerk produced a note card that could have been mistaken for a thimble. Rachel thought to ask for something bigger, then realized she could say what she wanted in the space allotted. She picked up a pen from the counter and scribbled seven words.


I can’t wait to be your wife.


Something that would become a reality in less than two weeks.


Across the Atlantic, atop the Heath in London on a sunny (a girl could always dream, right?) July day.


In the exact same spot that her parents had wed over three decades earlier.


Moments later, Rachel was out on Fifth Avenue, making an immediate turn to head downtown. John’s apartment was about twenty blocks south in Murray Hill. And being one of those pretty-as-a-postcard Manhattan afternoons, a casual Monday summer stroll seemed like the perfect opportunity to soak in what was lying directly in front of her.


She was marrying Detective First Grade John Frankel of the New York Police Department.


A man she hadn’t even known six months before.


Back then, she hadn’t been talking to her father—the soon-to-be-retired Scotland Yard Commander Austin Grant. And now she was about to have him walk her down a rose-petaled aisle, just steps away from where her mother Allison had been laid to rest.


As Bob Dylan had occasion to sing—things have changed.


No question about it, her romance with John had been a whirlwind. 


Make that a tornado.


They’d met on a case that had drawn her father and the NYPD detective together and taken them across three countries, encountering a slew of dead bodies and unraveling family secrets that still rocked Rachel when she thought about them. If it hadn’t been for John, Rachel was pretty sure she wouldn’t have survived it.


Still, her closest friends told her not to get her hopes up once she and John resumed their normal lives back in Manhattan. Rachel could see their point. Common sense said that she and John had been caught up in the moment, with every synapse and emotion taken to the nth degree due to the extraordinary circumstances that had thrown them together.


Life back home turned out to be even better, despite their crazy work schedules. It wasn’t like crime was going to take a permanent sabbatical in New York City and give John nothing to do, or not provide fodder for the feature articles she’d penned for various outlets, like “The Last Commandment” piece for Vanity Fair—but Rachel and John had somehow managed to spend every other waking hour together.


And both only wished there were more of them in a day.


Yet Rachel had been caught off guard early one morning, a month after their return, when she’d laid half-awake in John’s secure arms and he suggested they get an apartment together. She smiled and told him, based on a couple of previous missteps in that direction, that she had vowed not to live with someone again and go through the heartbreak that came when one of them had to move out, so thank-you-very-much-but-no-thank-you. But she did punctuate the declination with a kiss on the tip of his nose.


“So, maybe we should make it a permanent thing.”


That woke her up.


“Wait. Did you just ask me to marry you?”


John took a beat as Rachel realized that he might have even surprised himself.


“Yes. Yes, I suppose I did.” Then he gave her a grin—the grin she could never get enough of. “So?”


She immediately said yes.


At least a dozen times.


And that was from a girl who usually looked at a situation every which way, top and bottom, right and left, inside and out, and then all over again before making a decision. And then she would spend the next day or two wondering if she’d made a huge mistake.


But not in this case.


There had not been a single regret that day. Or the next one. Or since.


And now here she was, rings in hand along with a wedding gift she wanted John to wear on the blessed day.


Seeing as how she was catching a flight out of JFK to England the next morning to begin preparations for the wedding, this was her last chance to pull off her surprise with the Tiffany box. It was why she had offered to pick up the rings and told John that she would bring them to dinner that night. That way, she could get the cuff links as well, and she figured he would be touched finding them and the note hidden in his suitcase when a week later he’d pack to join her in London.


John’s studio apartment was on Lexington between East Thirty-Seventh and Thirty-Eighth Streets, on the second floor of a walk-up. They hardly ever spent a night there as it was more than a tight squeeze—when the Murphy bed was dropped from the wall, there was barely a place to stand. But for those rare occasions, John had bestowed a spare key upon Rachel, tethered to the end of a small chain, with a white teddy bear wearing a little red I-Heart-NYC sweater. It was dopey but so lovely that Rachel kept the chain attached and tucked inside her bag. She pulled it out to let herself inside the lobby.


She climbed one set of stairs, entered the second-floor hallway, and moved down the corridor toward John’s apartment. Even though she was ninety-nine percent sure that John was out making the Manhattan streets safe for one and all, she knocked on the door and called out his name. 


When no one answered, she couldn’t help smiling. Her plan was going off without a hitch.


She unlocked the door and slipped inside, closing it behind her, and then flicked on the light.


She dropped the Tiffany’s bag on the floor.


It turned out she wasn’t alone. 


She stared at the other person in the apartment.


Julia.


Though they had never met, Rachel knew all about Julia Molinari and certainly recognized her.


It wasn’t like John kept pictures of his ex-wife on the mantle or his desk. But it was only natural for Rachel to be interested in what the woman looked like.


But never had Rachel expected that the first time she saw Julia in person, Julia would be lying on her betrothed’s floor in a pool of blood.


With a bullet wound in the center of her chest.


Dead as could be.




PART ONE





To Have and To Hold




Chapter 1


If it had been the previous year, the British Airways 777 would have been the last place on (or more specifically, off) Earth that Austin Grant would have expected to find himself. Before the events of his final case, he had done everything possible to avoid getting on a flight of any kind, especially of the transatlantic variety, where there was nothing to break what he was certain would be the jumbo jet’s inevitable free fall, resulting in the plane and passengers lying on the ocean floor in a zillion pieces.


Now, he was making the trip so often, he had a frequent flyer number.


Grant chalked it up to the two Rs.


Retirement and Rachel.


Working at the Yard had become a chore following the death of his beloved Allison. He had found that his heart was no longer in the cases he was investigating, and it didn’t really matter what the crimes were. A series of house burglaries or financial improprieties proved mundane at best—there wasn’t enough of a puzzle to keep his mind focused and he had handed them off to his colleagues whenever possible. Even a few of the murder investigations he’d been brought into didn’t keep his mind from wandering back to those days when he knew that no matter how badly things went at the Yard, at least he’d had Allison to come home to.


And then there was his last case—the one that had brought him and his only child together in the most unexpected manner. Grant and Rachel had been estranged for reasons that both wanted to put behind them and were now truly happy to be back in each other’s lives.


When he’d decided to retire, he had been counting down the days like a prisoner in solitary awaiting the sunlight. He couldn’t wait to do all the things he’d never had time to do, to live a life filled with everything he’d been missing over thirty years of service to queen and country.


Suddenly, the final day had arrived—and Grant hadn’t a clue what to do with himself.


He’d slept in (or at least tried to). Started and discarded half a dozen books. He’d found that he didn’t particularly love eating by himself in restaurants he had never frequented, and the idea of going to some distant beach on holiday where he didn’t know a bloody soul held no appeal.


Okay. Retirement wasn’t what it was cracked up to be.


He was bored, that’s what he was.


 “I’m worried that you’re going to be lonely,” Allison had said to him on more than one occasion when discussing who would go before whom.


“Nonsense,” Grant would say. “You’ll outlive me by decades and make some other fellow think he hit the lottery.”


Allison would playfully wave him off and say that she was his and only his for the rest of her life.


It broke Grant’s heart to realize she had been right about that.


Thank goodness for Rachel.


After he left the Yard, they had started talking numerous times a week and Grant had taken great pleasure in hearing how her relationship with John Frankel had progressed. He’d been extraordinarily impressed with the young NYPD detective—and not just from a professional standpoint. Though Grant couldn’t have imagined solving his last case without John’s skill and bravado, what gave him the greatest satisfaction was the love and respect he had shown for his daughter.


It was true that their courtship had been brief and that they had tried to keep it secret from Grant at the beginning—but he couldn’t find fault with that. Though Rachel and John had gone from meeting to marriage in just over six months, Grant had wooed and wed Allison in one third of that time. As for not telling Grant that he was sleeping with his daughter—put in the same position, the former Scotland Yard man would have used his clandestine police skills to maintain the impression of a church and state (professional and personal) separation. Grant had to hand it to John though; when he’d confronted the man with his suspicions that Rachel and he had gone past the just-friends stage, the detective hadn’t denied it and had promised to do right by her.


Not only had John Frankel saved her life (and Grant’s for that matter), he’d also flown across the Pond to ask him for his daughter’s hand. Grant had considered torturing the lovestruck Frankel by asking if he could sleep on the matter, but the man had traveled thousands of miles to do the proper thing.


Grant smiled to himself now, realizing things had come a long way in his own relationship with Rachel—they’d gone from being incommunicado to him literally being her father confessor. With Allison gone, father and daughter were determined not to blow this second chance they’d been given, so Rachel was forthcoming with nearly everything that happened in her life—sometimes to the point of making Grant slightly uncomfortable, something he suspected his daughter took great delight in doing.


But not with this latest news.


John’s ex-wife, Julia, had been found shot dead in his locked Murray Hill apartment.


Grant couldn’t help thinking that this was supposed to be the day that he picked up Rachel at Heathrow to begin final preparations for her nuptials in less than a fortnight. He couldn’t have been more touched that Rachel and John had decided to get married on the same spot where he had taken Allison as his bride decades ago.


Instead, Grant was winging across the Atlantic in the opposite direction, now wondering if that event would ever take place.


He had never met Julia Molinari. It wasn’t like John had talked about her that much. Grant knew she was from a family of questionable repute; in other words, some sources of income in their franchises of electronics stores supposedly came from suspicious and unidentified places. As far as he knew, she hadn’t gotten caught up in the family business, but had made a few unsuccessful forays into the fashion world. The last thing Grant knew was that she had run off with the super in John’s building to the Big Island of Hawaii and was working at some sort of beach bar.


How she’d ended up lying in a pool of her own blood on his future son-in-law’s carpet was beyond Grant—he couldn’t fathom a single explanation that could be framed in a good light.


When he’d been awakened by Rachel’s phone call in the middle of the night, it had taken him less than two minutes to tell her he would be on a flight that morning to the States.


“That’s not necessary, Dad,” she had told him. “I don’t even know exactly what’s happening yet—”


“What does John have to say?”


“Well, that’s the thing—”


And in that moment of his daughter’s hesitation, Grant had started to scroll the internet for available flights to the New York area, regardless of cost.


Because he sensed what was coming next.


“I haven’t been able to reach him,” she admitted.


“Surely someone at NYPD must know where he is.”


“They tell me they have no idea. As they say over here, he’s gone off the grid.”


Grant clicked the computer icon that read BOOK FLIGHT.


“British Air 173 gets into JFK at 2:05 p.m. your time,” Grant informed her. “With any luck, I’ll miss rush hour traffic and be to you by four o’clock.”
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Grant realized he should have known better.


Every time he’d had the misfortune to be on the “world’s biggest parking lot,” aka the Long Island Expressway, he’d been stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic. When he couldn’t get Rachel on her mobile, he texted his new estimate of a five o’clock arrival at her apartment—and knew that was being optimistic.


But it did give him time to evaluate the situation.


Rachel had chosen not to argue against Grant’s decision to hop on the first BA flight out of London, knowing that once her father had made up his mind, it would be a Herculean task to change it. They’d talked briefly while Grant had waited at the Heathrow gate and she’d told him to come directly to her Upper West Side apartment once he arrived in the city.


But that had been the last time that she’d been in touch with him.


He knew he couldn’t expect any sort of contact with Rachel as internet wasn’t an option when flying over water on this particular flight. The disgruntled businessman sitting beside him had complained that man could put astronauts on the moon and labs on Mars but couldn’t get “frikkin’ Wi-Fi over the Atlantic”—which Grant thought was a blessing, in that the signal was one less thing that could interfere with whatever electronics were keeping the 777 up in the air, a place something that big had no business being in the first place.


Still, when his texts and calls went unanswered upon landing, he had to admit his daughter’s silence was, to say the least, disconcerting.


Just for the hell of it, he thought he’d try John, though he figured it would be a worthless endeavor, seeing how his fiancée and the entire NYPD couldn’t find a trace of him. His suspicions were confirmed when his call went directly to voice mail and there was no response to his text: John, it’s Austin. I’m here in NYC if you need me.


After a jammed eighty minutes that should have taken twenty on a fifteen-mile stretch of highway, the cab was finally lumbering into the Midtown Tunnel when Grant got a text from Rachel.


Will be there soon as I can. Let yourself in.


Short and succinct.


Grant knew his daughter well enough to realize that if she could have called him, she would have.


Naturally, his mind went to wondering what could have prevented her from doing just that.


Maybe they’ve finally located John, he thought. If so, where? And what did he have to say for himself?


Rachel had told Grant that she had called NYPD directly after finding Julia’s body and not being able to locate John. The detectives had arrived within minutes to the apartment and questioned her for over an hour before sending her home, which was when she had reached out to her father. It wouldn’t have surprised Grant if they’d brought her in to the precinct again, especially if they’d been unable to locate John Frankel.


Though no longer possessing the title or credentials that placed him on the other side of an investigation, he hadn’t gotten used to ceding control. All Grant could do was provide a shoulder that he knew his daughter was going to want to lean on in the days to come. He didn’t need thirty years of service at Scotland Yard to know that when a murder victim is found in the home of their ex, it isn’t going to be the smoothest ride for the former husband.


By the time the cabbie dropped him at Rachel’s apartment, Grant had a lot fewer answers than questions—and no daughter in sight to pose them to. He gave the driver a handsome tip, then lugged his two equally weighted small bags (knowing there was a fifth-story walk-up in his near future) toward the entrance.


He had visited Rachel a couple of times since the holidays, staying once in her place and the other time at John’s studio apartment. But in this case, the latter already had an occupant, albeit a dead one, and happened to be doubling as a crime scene.


So, it was a copy of Rachel’s key that he used this time to gain access to his temporary lodging. Trudging up the four flights of stairs that were another reason he preferred to stay at the detective’s place (“the cardio does you good, Dad,” Rachel would chide), he plopped his bags outside her door, caught his breath, and knocked, hoping that Rachel had returned.


No such luck. 


A few minutes later, he had let himself in, deposited his bags in the tiny closet, gotten the kettle going for a cup of English breakfast, and sat down on the small couch in what tripled as a living room, kitchen, and dining area. It was nicely furnished and neat (a bit too much, thought Grant, figuring Rachel had primped a little knowing her old dad was arriving, despite the gravity of his visit); he was sadly and sweetly reminded that Rachel was a chip off Allison’s tasteful block, as the apartment shared many of the same qualities with the Maida Vale house. Homey and comfy for sure.


He was just starting his second cup of tea and flipping telly channels, having landed on a newscast giving scant details about Julia’s murder, when the door to the apartment unclicked and a harried version of his daughter burst in.


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, Dad—I couldn’t get here sooner—”


Grant put the teacup on the table and got up in a flash. He crossed the room and opened his arms to put them around Rachel.


Whatever else she said got lost in a series of sobs and blubbering, so much so that he only made out the end of it.


“—I’m so glad you’re here.”


And that’s all that matters, thought Grant.


She eased enough away from him to catch the tail end of the news story. There was a chyron that read murder in murray hill and an anchor saying they would “report more as it came in.”


 “Still no sign of John?”


“Actually, I just was with him—”


“What? You didn’t tell me.”


Rachel nodded. “He showed up early this morning—your plane had already taken off and there was no way to get in touch with you. And after that, well, it just got even crazier.”


“Why isn’t he with you?” asked Grant. “He couldn’t have gone back to his place—”


“Dad.”


“—because I’d like to see him.”


Rachel shook her head, on the brink of waterworks again.


“You can’t, Dad. That’s what I’m trying to tell you.”


Grant stood still, fearing the worst. And suddenly he knew what was coming.


“I just left John at the Seventeenth precinct. They’re holding him on suspicion of first-degree murder.”




Chapter 2


Rachel had stared down incredulously at the body of her fiancé’s ex-wife and had no idea what to do first.


She’d seen less than a handful of murder victims in her life and zero before she had hooked up with John Frankel. An unnerving thought ran through her head—was she looking at a life of piled-up corpses in the matrimonial days and years ahead? That was when she realized she needed to get a clear head and do the right thing here.


Call the cops.


She’d fumbled through her bag for her cell and dialed the one she desperately needed to hear from.


But John’s number had gone directly to voice mail.


Rachel had found herself tongue-tied. What was she supposed to say? Hi darling, I’m standing in your apartment with your dead ex-wife at my feet and was wondering when you were going to be home and what we should have for dinner?


His voice had sounded on the message. “You’ve reached Detective John Frankel. Leave a message as long as you like and I’ll call back as soon as I can.”


Beep.


Rachel had disconnected.


It was at that point that Rachel had realized she hadn’t seen John that day. The last time had been at breakfast in her apartment the previous morning, as he’d told her he was going to be working late and didn’t want to lumber in and wake her in the middle of the night.


“I’ll just crash at my place,” he had said. “Might as well get a little use out of it while I still have it.” 


They’d planned to let go of the Murray Hill studio after the wedding—stay at her one-bedroom and think about looking for a bigger space.


A little use out of it?


As what? A shooting gallery? Rachel couldn’t stop staring at Julia—trying to wish it away, hoping it would just disappear like a bad dream.


She’d taken a deep breath.


Maybe he’s in the middle of an interrogation. It had to be something like that. He always picked up the phone whenever she called. 


She’d hit redial—and had gotten the voice mail message again.


This time she had managed to get something out, short and to the point. “Hey, it’s me. Call me. I need to talk to you—as soon as you can.” She hesitated, her eyes still on the carnage at her feet. “Love you,” she had murmured and ended the call.


Now what?


Her options had been limited. She could turn and walk out of the apartment, leaving the scene of a crime unreported. But what if someone saw her leave? The soon-to-be wife of the police detective on the second floor fleeing the apartment where her predecessor had been brutally shot. That didn’t bode well.


Rachel had known she had no choice but to call the police.


So, she had dialed Taryn Meadows.
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Back at the start of the year, when John had been recuperating from a gunshot wound, he had been persuaded by his superiors to take on a partner when he returned to regular duty. As John was used to working solo and pulling colleagues into his cases only when needed, he hadn’t been thrilled, but he also wasn’t given a choice in the matter by Lieutenant Desmond Harris. John had told Rachel that he wasn’t so sure that Harris was doing this out of concern for his well-being so much as punishing him for “going rogue and gallivanting all over Europe” with her father on the case that had brought them together.


And that was how Taryn Meadows came into the picture.


Having joined the NYPD fresh out of college, Taryn had risen through the ranks quickly, and she had teamed up with John back in February, a few months shy of her thirty-fourth birthday. From what Rachel could see, John had adapted to the partnership surprisingly well. Not that he was forthcoming about how things were at work. When asked how it was going with Taryn, he’d given clipped responses like “Better than expected” and “She knows what she’s doing.”


Rachel had met her maybe a half-dozen times, usually when getting together with John after his shift, and had found her to be pleasant enough and totally dedicated to the job and Rachel’s soon-to-be husband. Perhaps it was her imagination, but Rachel couldn’t help but wonder if Taryn had a bit of a crush on John, or at least placed him on a pedestal.


Well, let’s see what you think of this, thought Rachel as she had scrolled through her contacts for Taryn’s cell.


“This is a surprise,” the female detective had said, picking up after just one ring. 


Rachel had tried to remain casual. “Is John with you?”


“No, he was taking the day off,” Taryn replied. “I thought to do some last-minute wedding stuff with you. Aren’t you leaving for London tomorrow?”


Hmmm. Either Taryn had pulled that out of John or he was much more of a sharer than she’d given him credit for.


They’d had no such plans.


Rachel could only hope that John had been out on the hunt for some wedding surprise, like the cuff links she’d tucked back in her bag. But looking back down at Julia and the pool of blood made that seem far-fetched.


“What’s going on, Rachel? Is everything all right?”


Rachel knew she had wavered too long.


“No, it isn’t.”


She’d told Taryn Meadows where she was standing and then the rest of it.
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Julia Molinari stared up at them through lifeless eyes.


“His ex-wife?” asked Taryn. The black NYPD detective was wearing a form-fitting conservative gray suit that was no-nonsense enough to command the authority that went with the job, but did nothing to deny the fact that Taryn Meadows was a very attractive woman. Rachel couldn’t help but notice the first time she’d met John’s new partner, and she had kidded him about it.


“They couldn’t team you up with some old codger?” she had asked.


“I think I’m the old codger in this case.”


“Uh-huh.”


He had put an arm around her at that point and pulled her close. “You’ve got nothing to worry about.”


That had been then. This was now. 


“We’d never met, but I’d seen enough pictures,” Rachel said. “As far as I knew she was living in Hawaii.”


“That’s what John told me.” Taryn nodded. “Did you have any idea she was back in New York?”


“None. I don’t think John’s mentioned her in a few months.”


“Speaking of John—do you know where he is?”


Rachel was tempted to make something up, wanting to get ahold of him before she committed to anything. But she knew from years of watching her father investigate cases, her own crime reporting, and living with John—people got themselves in hot water saying one thing and then changing their story further down the line.


“I don’t.” Rachel shrugged her shoulders, trying to dampen down the exasperation that was beginning to swarm over her. “Maybe doing something for the wedding, like he told you.”


“When’s the last time you saw him?”


“Yesterday morning. At breakfast. Then he was off to meet up with you.”


“Did you talk after that?”


“A couple of times during the day. Quick—on his cell.”


“I remember.” Taryn nodded. “So he didn’t meet you yesterday afternoon when we knocked off around four o’clock?”


Taryn had a pad in her hand and was starting to take notes. This action alone was almost enough to make Rachel start hyperventilating—realizing that every word she said was being recorded and could possibly be used down the line against the man she loved.


“No. Like I said, the last time was breakfast at my place.”


When he’d distinctly told her that he was going to be working late, presumably with Taryn.


Rachel felt her heart do a deep dive. 


She jumped when there was a series of raps on the door.


Rachel never thought the arrival of crime scene techs could be such a blessed relief. Taryn had called for them within seconds after arriving and it had taken the three-man crew just under a half hour to fight Midtown traffic and get there.


Taryn told Rachel she’d need to move out to the hallway to allow the crew to do their job. The apartment was so small that just standing there the six of them (counting the dead Julia) gave the stateroom scene from A Night at the Opera a good run for the money. Before Rachel stepped out, the head tech, a wizened-looking man in his fifties, asked her a few questions, practically by rote, as he had clearly done often over the years—where she had been in the apartment, what she had touched, and whether she had moved or disturbed the body.


Rachel asked Taryn if it was okay for her to step outside the building to get some fresh air. Taryn said that was fine—but that they were by no means done. She still had a lot of questions.


Rachel nodded, thankful for the opportunity to catch her breath.


And to see if she could somehow get the hell in touch with John.
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Perched on the edge of the planter boxes outside the apartment building, Rachel had stared at her phone, helpless. Once again John’s cell had gone directly to voice mail and she hadn’t gotten a return message from her previous text.


She’d realized she didn’t have a clue as to who she should call. John was a solitary soul; when thinking about who he might be in touch with, the only people that came to mind were herself and his partner. Sure, there were fellow NYPD officers, but if Taryn hadn’t heard from him, Rachel doubted that anyone else on the force was talking to John.


More than anything, she’d been troubled that they’d been out of touch for nearly a day and a half, the longest time they’d gone without speaking since they’d returned to Manhattan from Europe after New Year’s. 


Well, save a silly argument she had started about what he could move into her apartment after they got married and what he couldn’t. In the end, they both came over to the other’s point of view and couldn’t even remember what they’d been arguing about and ended up spending the entire Sunday in bed together with the two Times—from London and New York.


What she wouldn’t have given in that moment to hear his voice or see that half grin. As much as she’d tried, she couldn’t separate the circumstances of his being off the grid, as they say, and Julia ending up dead in his apartment. There was coincidence and logic. The first only occurred in books and films; the latter would lead one to believe that John was somehow connected to Julia’s death, if not responsible for it.


Could she be that wrong about the man she was about to commit the rest of her life to?


She’d noticed that the sun was just starting to set, realizing it was pushing toward eight on a warm night. She had watched New Yorkers making their way home, heading out to dinner, or just out for a summer evening stroll, most unaware of the foul play in their midst, though more than a few had slowed down to look at the gathering of squad cars in front of the apartment building.


Rachel had looked at her watch and done a mini-calculation, figuring it was already way past midnight in the small Maida Vale house where she had grown up in London and that her father was more than likely asleep. But with no one else to turn to, she’d taken a deep breath and dialed a phone number that hadn’t changed since she’d been a little girl.


“Hello?” The sleepy voice had floated over the cell waves across the Atlantic and Rachel knew that she had indeed woken her father.


“It’s me, Daddy,” Rachel said, and with those few words, the flood of emotion she had been holding on to since she unlocked John’s apartment door came bursting forth and tears began to run down her cheeks.


“What’s wrong, Rach?” Grant had asked, clearly more awake. Rachel figured he didn’t need his former Scotland Yard skills to ascertain that his daughter wasn’t just checking in with a “How’s it going” call.


“It’s John—” she blubbered. “I think he’s in a lot of trouble.”


“Take your time and tell me about it,” her father had said, with the reassuring voice that had calmed her down for much of her life.


No sooner had Rachel told him about Julia, and that John was nowhere to be found, than Grant was making reservations to fly to the States. When she’d mentioned upending the wedding plans, so many of which her father had insisted on paying for, Grant told her to never mind any of that.


“The important thing is finding John and getting to the bottom of this.”


“John’s not a killer,” Rachel had blurted, finally saying out loud what had been bouncing around her head for the past couple of hours.


“We both know that. Let me get my stuff together and I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon.”


It was at that point that she’d noticed Taryn Meadows coming out the front door. Rachel wrapped up the call—telling her father she loved him, that she’d try to talk to him before he took off, and thanking him profusely.


“Nonsense. What else are fathers for?”


She’d managed a small smile as she had disconnected, then turned to face Taryn.


“Was that John?”


Rachel shook her head. “My father. I figured he’d want to know what was going on.”


“Any chance he’s heard from John?”


“Why would you think that?” asked Rachel quickly, finding herself suddenly on the defensive.


“I don’t know. Cop to cop maybe?” Taryn had shrugged. “I’ll admit, I’m pulling at straws here.” She’d turned around to take in the apartment building. “I have to say this doesn’t seem like John.”


“He didn’t kill that woman.”


“I’m not saying he did. But the circumstances don’t look very good—you can’t deny that.” She’d swung back to face Rachel. “No, I meant him dropping off the face of the Earth like this. What was the last time you two have been out of touch this long?”


“We haven’t,” Rachel had been forced to admit. “But I’m sure he has his reasons.”


“Hopefully it has nothing to do with what’s going on in there.”


“The timing isn’t lost on me, Taryn.” Rachel motioned up toward the second floor. “Just what is happening in there right now?”


“The usual. Lots of fingerprinting, checking for trace material, establishing patterns of movement—”


“What about time of death?”


“A bit too early for that,” Taryn had replied.


“But they must have an idea, right?” The last thing Rachel had seen before exiting the apartment was a lanky Latino man in a white coat and gloves starting to examine Julia’s body.


“Let’s say within the past twenty-four hours and leave it at that for now.” Taryn’s gaze had focused on Rachel. “But I’m not the one who should be answering questions.”


“Sorry. The journalist instinct kicking in.”


“And concern for your fiancé.”


“Of course.”


Taryn had proceeded with a host of questions, many similar to those asked upstairs. She tried to get a better line on John’s movements the previous day (“I told you, we haven’t been in touch”), what Rachel knew about Julia Molinari (“We’d never met and frankly, I wasn’t interested in hearing about her”) and if she’d noticed anything different about the apartment once she had entered.


“Besides the dead body lying on the floor?”


“Obviously.”


“Can’t say that I did,” replied Rachel. “I was sort of preoccupied with Julia at that point.”


“Understandable.” Taryn flipped her pad back a few pages. “Let’s talk keys.”


“Keys?”


“To the apartment. How many copies are there?”


“As far as I know, just the two for us,” Rachel had answered. Then her eyes flickered, as she remembered. “Oh, we made a set for my father as well. One for each of our places when he comes to town to visit.”


“But I presume his are with him in London?”


“Actually, I think they’re headed here.” Rachel had gone on to explain how Grant was in the process of getting ready to fly out of Heathrow.


Taryn scribbled something on the pad, then looked back up at Rachel. Her eyes were filled with genuine concern.


“And the door was locked when you got here?”


“Yes, definitely.” Rachel had nodded. “And I know what this looks like. Your prime suspect at this point has to be either John or me.”


“It’s certainly a place to start.”


“If I was dumb enough to call you and report a murder I just committed.”


“You could be that clever.”


“Do you honestly believe that?” asked Rachel.


“Not really. But we will want to examine your hands for GSR before we send you home—unless there’s an objection.”


Rachel had made a production of holding her palms up in the air.


“Test away.”


“Believe me, we will.” Taryn motioned for Rachel to lower her hands. Then she shut her notepad. “Right now, we’re just gathering information. I will want you to come down to the precinct in the morning to make a formal statement.”


“Of course.”


“And after we run the tests, get your fingerprints and such, I’d suggest you go back home in case John decides to get in touch with you there.” The detective had glanced back up at the apartment one final time. “We’ve got this place covered.”


“Obviously.”
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By the time Rachel got home, it was close to nine and she realized she hadn’t eaten anything. She fixed herself some eggs and toast, but after two bites realized she wasn’t the slightest bit hungry. She’d tried settling down in front of the television but found herself besieged with stories about the murder in Murray Hill, so she started channel flipping. But she couldn’t find a show or film that engaged her attention enough to keep her mind off what she’d found in John’s apartment.


She’d taken to straightening up, since her father would end up staying with her. Grant had insisted on checking into a hotel the first time he’d visited but she and John told him it was too expensive, especially now that he was retired and collecting a pension (a healthy one after three decades of service at the Yard, but still). By crashing at one of their apartments it would allow him to remain in New York for as long as he wanted without overtaxing his pocketbook.


Later, she’d double-checked her stock of English breakfast tea, vacuumed, and made up the bed on the convertible couch. She crossed to the closet to grab the pillows that were stored inside it and threw open the door.


Julia Molinari’s corpse tumbled out of it. Rachel fell to the ground under its crushing weight. She struggled and screamed in the clutches of the dead woman, the blood from her chest wound dripping all over Rachel’s face.


Rachel woke up screaming.


And realized there was another pair of arms wrapped around her midsection, holding her tight. One hand moved to cover her mouth. She almost bit down on it until she heard the intruder urge her to calm down.


“Ssssh, ssssh. It’s just me.”


Rachel had settled and slowly extracted herself from John, who’d slipped into the bed while she was in the throes of the nightmare.


She resisted the urge to throttle him, then the desire to hold him close and never let go. Finally, she blurted out what she’d been wondering for hours. “Where the hell have you been?”


“I can’t tell you that,” John had whispered. “I wish I could.”


“What do you mean you can’t tell me? Do you have any idea what has happened since I saw you yesterday morning?”


“I’m starting to—”


She straightened up in bed, now fully awake. Rachel thought John might have been wearing the same clothes she’d seen him put on the previous morning; everything certainly looked rumpled and lived-in enough.


“You know about Julia, then?” she’d asked.


“Yes—”


Her eyes widened and she saw the expression on his face go from concerned to being on the verge of panic.


“No, no, sweetheart. I didn’t do it.” He shook his head. “I couldn’t do that.”


Rachel had slowly calmed, wanting to believe him. “I-I was the one who found her.”


John gave her a solemn nod. “I heard it on the news. It must have been awful.”


“You can’t imagine.”


“This couldn’t have been meant for you to discover,” John said. “I’m pretty certain whoever did this wanted me to be the one to find her.”


Rachel shook her head, trying to make sense of everything she was hearing.


“Wherever you were, whatever you’ve been doing that you can’t tell me about—does this have to do with her?” Rachel asked.


John had nodded. “It does. But it’s a long story.”


“A long story you can’t tell me.”


“Right now?” He’d shaken his head. “No, I can’t.”


“Why the hell not?”


“Because I need time to sort it all out. Someone’s trying to set me up for this and I have to find out who.”


“Are you going to tell Taryn? The police? You know you have to go talk to them.”


“I know.”


“And you’ll tell them what you’ve been up to?”


John shook his head. “Not until I know more about what’s going on.”


“I don’t understand.”


“You’re not supposed to. You have to stop asking me about it, Rach.”


“John—”


“I didn’t kill her, Rachel. You have to believe me.”


“Of course I believe you.”


He’d moved closer to Rachel and held her.


And in that singular moment, all had felt right. She was in their perfect place—alone in the world, safe, wrapped up in each other’s arms. 


But it had only been a matter of seconds before reality had taken over and Rachel asked the question that was hovering ominously over them both.


“But will the police?” she asked.


“We’ll just have to see, won’t we?” 




Chapter 3


“Apparently, the police didn’t believe him,” Grant observed.


“Apparently,” replied his daughter, sitting across from him in her apartment.


Rachel proceeded to fill in her father on the rest. She had accompanied Frankel to the precinct. Once they’d arrived, they had lingered on the sidewalk while Rachel hopped on her cell and called Taryn Meadows—figuring a friendly face might be the best way to start.


That had been the first supposition to go sideways.


Rachel said that upon seeing John, Taryn went into full detective mode—treating him as a suspect first, not a fellow officer, never mind the man she’d worked with side by side for six months. Taryn had ushered Frankel inside the precinct where supposition number two went awry, Rachel having figured she could stick with Frankel while they had a civil conversation with Taryn.


The detective had escorted Frankel directly to an interrogation room and locked him inside, right after giving Rachel two choices: she could head home or wait in the reception area. Rachel chose the latter, figuring sooner than later John would emerge and they could go home together, after the detective had offered up an explanation that cleared him from any wrongdoing.


Supposition number three gone bad.


Rachel had worn out a good patch of the tiled floor because she was too antsy to sit and had a cup of lousy, what had to be instant coffee from a vending machine. It was four hours later when Taryn appeared from somewhere in the bowels of the precinct.


“You might as well go back to your place, Rachel.”


“I’m fine waiting.”


“It’s not going to be tonight.”


Rachel had thought she’d heard Taryn wrong. None of this could be happening. 


“But he’s been in there with you for hours already.”


“And we can hold him for up to seventy-two.”


“Three days?” Rachel had stared at her, incredulous. “Wait. You’re arresting him?”


“Let’s say we’re holding him for more questioning.”


“You are. You’re arresting him.”


“Go on home, Rachel.”


“He didn’t do this. You know John, Taryn. He couldn’t have done this.” A totally exasperated Rachel had taken a deep breath. “What has he told you?”


“You know I can’t say anything. This is a full-blown murder investigation and John’s a suspect. I don’t know why that surprises you, given who the victim is and where she was found.”


“I can’t believe this—”


It was only at that point that Taryn had let down her officious police guard and resembled the woman Rachel had come to know, the one that she had sat outside with at the Murray Hill apartment.


“I don’t want to believe it either, Rachel. It’s hard for any of us—everyone here holds the utmost respect for John. But that doesn’t mean we know everything about him,” Taryn said. “You might not either.”


“I know him,” Rachel had immediately countered. “I’m marrying him a week from Sunday.”


“I hope that happens.” The ominous tone to those words had sent a chill running through Rachel. “If I were you, I’d be looking at getting someone here for John.”


“Someone? You mean a lawyer?”


“You didn’t hear it from me,” Taryn had said. “If something changes, you’ll be the first to know. I promise.”


Taryn had turned and headed back down the long hallway, leaving Rachel in a brand-new world of total uncertainty.
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“That sounds like a good idea,” Grant told his daughter, having been brought up to speed. “Do you have a good lawyer?”


“A criminal attorney? I don’t keep one on hand. I suppose my editor at Vanity Fair might have an idea—they’re always having to protect themselves on the exposés they do.”


“You should call that person right now.”


Rachel picked up her cell and scrolled through her contacts. She located the one she was searching for and punched it in.


“Larry?” Rachel said into her cell. “I hope I didn’t interrupt your dinner but I couldn’t wait till business hours.” She trailed off as she stepped into the bedroom to continue the call, leaving Grant alone in the living room with his many thoughts.


He tried to recall what else he knew about Frankel’s marriage to Julia Molinari besides her affair with the super and her subsequently leaving him. He remembered their courtship had been brief and that the two of them had met when Frankel had arrested her for scalping tickets outside Madison Square Garden. How things had gone from a cop-perpetrator relationship to husband and wife had been pretty much lost on Grant, but he was fairly certain that Frankel was being grilled down at the Seventeenth Precinct about that and anything else having to do with his ex-wife.


Grant wondered when Frankel had last been in touch with Julia. He found it hard to believe that the woman had just showed up out of the blue and Frankel’s immediate response had been to turn around and shoot her. As far as Grant knew, the detective held no hatred for Julia—if anything, Grant remembered John Frankel feeling a good deal of remorse for not doing enough in their marriage and blaming himself for the demise of their relationship.


All of which made Grant think they must have been talking but Frankel hadn’t mentioned it to Rachel. And if that were the case, what else was his prospective son-in-law hiding from his daughter?


Rachel returned from the bedroom with a grim but satisfied look on her face. “It’s good to feel like I could do something.”


“Your editor gave you a name?”


Rachel nodded. “Better yet, I already talked to the woman. Eileen Crowe. We’ve actually met a couple of times when I needed a resource for a few articles. She’s no nonsense, Harvard law, the real deal.”


“Sounds like exactly what John needs.”


“She said she’d meet me down at the precinct in an hour and a half.”


“I’d like to accompany you, if you don’t mind.”


“Of course,” said Rachel. “I’m sure I’m going to need to lean on someone.”


“As much as you need, Rach. That’s what I’m here for.”


She gave her father a hug and hung on to him for a few seconds, knowing that even more stressful hours lay ahead of them.


When they broke apart, Grant cleared his throat. “Had John been in touch with Julia recently?”


Rachel shook her head. “If he had, he didn’t tell me about it.”


“Does that seem like John?”


“None of this seems like John.”


“I understand,” said Grant. “How’s he been the past few days?”


“I don’t know—a little distracted maybe? We both have been going in a thousand directions with the wedding plans and me trying to get myself ready to head over to London.”


“When did he start to seem ‘distracted,’ as you say?”


“Maybe I’m just imagining things, but I’d say he’s been a little off ever since he got back from Wisconsin last weekend.”


“Wisconsin? What was he doing there?”


“A bachelor party,” Rachel explained. “Well, at least that’s what he called it.”


“John doesn’t strike me as the bachelor party type.”


“Exactly, right? It was just him and a high school buddy of his, Tim Francis. They went to Kohler, a golf resort there. He said it was pretty boring actually. They played a couple of rounds, kicked back in the lodge for dinner and a few beers, and were in bed before ten each night.”


“And how was he different when he got back?”


“Nothing I can put my finger on. In fact, I’m not sure I’d even be thinking about it, if you hadn’t asked.” He watched Rachel trying to recall the events. “He got home later than he’d planned a couple of times after that. One night, Saturday, I think it was, he ended up staying at his place, which was unusual because I don’t think we’d spent a night apart, besides his Kohler trip, in three months.”


“What else?”


“Nothing really,” Rachel answered. She indicated the couch that Grant was sitting on. “I’d find him every so often sitting there staring out the window, lost in thought. I asked him what was up and he just said he was thinking about next weekend and how he wanted everything to be perfect.”


“That sounds like John,” Grant said with a sad smile.


“Doesn’t it?” Rachel’s eyes welled up. “But there’s something more, isn’t there, Dad?”


More than anything, Grant wished he could tell his daughter she had nothing to worry about. But over three decades at the Yard had led him to an innate sense when there was more to something than met the eye. 


And in this case, Austin Grant wasn’t thrilled with what he’d been looking at.


He stood and motioned toward the door. “Let’s go meet this Eileen Crowe and see what we can find out.”
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Silence reigned throughout most of the cab ride to the precinct. Grant was still amazed that here it was almost nine in the evening and the streets were packed like everyone was out on their lunch hour. He supposed it was getting that way in the heart of London, but he pretty much stuck to his quiet lane in Maida Vale, a sanctuary he’d cherished, especially for the thirty years plus he’d shared it with Allison. But now, being there round the clock without the Yard to venture to and truly alone, he’d begun to yearn for some sort of activity. And he had to admit, as dreadful as the current circumstances were with John Frankel, it had at least gotten his brain working and wiped off the sleuthing instincts that had defined the better part of his adult life.


And then there was Rachel.


It was hard to believe that a year ago they hadn’t been talking. He hadn’t felt this close to his daughter since she was in her early teens and still thought it was cool to hang with her father and listen to the oldie records that used to drive her mother crazy. Now, glancing over at her staring forlornly out at the Manhattan night, Grant was filled with equal parts love and protectiveness—knowing that he would do anything to avoid her getting hurt.


And if John Frankel, despite Grant’s belief that he was indeed a good man, had done anything to destroy the trust that Rachel had put in him after committing herself to a life together, the United States justice system wouldn’t have to punish the man. Grant would make sure he suffered for the remainder of his days.


The cab dropped them in front of the Seventeenth Precinct and they made their way into the antiseptic reception area where Rachel had spent most of the afternoon pacing. She indicated a place for them to sit but Grant shook his head.


“You wait here for Ms. Crowe. I’m going to see if I can get a better idea of what’s going on with John.”


Before Rachel could ask how he was planning on doing that, Grant strode to the front desk where a uniformed officer was working the night shift.


“Is Lieutenant Harris here?” asked Grant.


The officer, whose age and girth (at least nineteen stone, thought Grant) had clearly relegated him to desk work, looked up, as if surprised by the British accent. “I didn’t see him leave, so I presume he’s still working,” said the officer. “Who should I say is looking for him?”


“Tell him Austin Grant, formerly of Scotland Yard.”


“Formerly?”


“Recently retired, start of the year.”


The officer started to ask another question, then did a double take. “I remember you. You helped out on that case the end of last year—that maniac you brought over from London.”


“I didn’t exactly bring the fellow over, but yes, that was me.” Grant gave a slight nod toward the phone.


The officer picked up the receiver, punched a few buttons, and, two minutes later, Grant was brought into the office of Desmond Harris.


The thin black lieutenant in charge of the precinct’s detective division rose from his desk with an extended hand. “I’d say I was surprised to see you, but given the reason I’m working this late on a Tuesday night, I’d say you must be here about Detective Frankel.”


“And that brilliant piece of deduction is only one of the many reasons you hold the coveted position you do.”


Harris cracked a smile. “Still blessed with that sweet British tongue.”


The two men briefly exchanged pleasantries, Harris asking how retirement was, some reminiscing about the case that had brought them together at the end of the previous year, but fairly quickly the talk turned to the reason that Grant had sought out the lieutenant.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Cover



		Title



		Prologue: With This Ring



		J ILY XO R R ILY XO J



		Part One To Have and To Hold



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Part Two For Better, For Worse



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Part Three For Richer, For Poorer



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Chapter 27



		Part Four In Sickness and In Health



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31



		Chapter 32



		Chapter 33



		Chapter 34



		Chapter 35



		Chapter 36



		Epilogue To Love and To Cherish



		Acknowledgments



		Copyright













		i



		iii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		ii













OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/com.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





