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Chapter One

Detective Sergeant Jane Sweet rolled down her
window as she approached the patrolman at the
roadblock. Rain dripped from the plastic covering
his cap as he peered into the Audi. Letting out a
low whistle he asked, “New car, Sarge?”

    Jane frowned, “This is one of my mother`s 
cars. Mine is in the shop, again. What do we have, 
Holgate?”

     Officer Holgate peered down the road, 
pointing to a curve one hundred yards away. 
“Witnesses said a car was travelin` fast with a big
SUV right on its tail. The car started skidding when
it gets to the beginning of the curve. The SUV gives
it a bump that sends it through the guardrail, down
the hill and into the creek. The SUV takes off.



Three cars stopped to lend assistance, but they
couldn't get down the hill in time. The car was
upside down in the water. The woman inside was
dead by the time they pulled her out.”

     “So why`d they call me?” Jane asked as she 
fished around in the center console in search of an 
umbrella.

     “Cause when they pulled the woman outta 
the car she had a bullet hole in the right side of her 
abdomen.”

     “Shit! Are they gonna be able to get the car 
out of there?” Jane pulled a compact umbrella out 
of the console compartment.

     “Only if it stays there. The creek is flooding
and it`s too dangerous for our guys to try to hook it
up.” Holgate stepped back to let Jane exit the car.



     “Did anyone run the plates?” Jane asked as 
she began walking towards the accident scene.

“Kopensky did. They came back to Tony
Sheldon.”

“Tony Sheldon the center fielder for the
Indians?” Jane asked as she looked over the
guardrail at the partially submerged silver car.

“Yep, the one and only.” Holgate replied.

“Damn it! Just what we need. Another star
athlete in the news.” Jane walked over to the crime
scene technicians gathered around the rear of a
flatbed wrecker.

“Hey, Sweet, how’s it going?” CSI Jenny
Newman waved a gloved hand.

“Not so good. What a crappy way to start the



day.” Jane complained.

“Crappier for the vic.” Jenny said.

“True. Were you able to get anything before the
rain started?” Jane asked.

“Nada. Looks like the vic tried to roll down the
window to escape from the car but she wasn’t able
to get her seatbelt unfastened. A couple of
bystanders got her out and pulled her up the bank,
but the water cleaned out the interior of the
vehicle. Don’t hold your breath as far as getting
any evidence from that car.”

“The vic at the morgue?” Jane asked.

The young man standing next to Jenny blanched.
He coughed into his hand.

“Sean, if you’re gonna boot, take it down the



road. Don’t mess with the crime scene.” Jenny said
to the young man who was heaving.

As the man ran down the road and bent over the
rail, Jane asked, “Newbie?”

“Yeah and he ain’t gonna last. Vic barely had a
hole in her and most of the blood was washed
away, yet just mention her he does that.”

“They find out fast this isn’t like the television
shows.” Jane said.

“Ain’t that the truth. I can’t figure out how he
passed watching an autopsy in school.” Jenny
shook her head as she watched the young man lose
his breakfast.

“Maybe he was out that day. I’m going to the
morgue to see what our new medical examiner has



to say. If you find anything, let me know.” Jane
said.

“Sure thing, Sarge. I’ll text you.” Jenny went to
see how her new recruit was doing.

 



Chapter Two

Jane waited outside the autopsy room for the
medical examiner. Howard Killman had replaced
the previous ME, a hired killer named Vivian
Forest. In taking over the job he had set a strict
standard of rules for anyone visiting his morgue.
One of those rules was that no one was allowed to
observe the autopsy from inside the operating
suite. All observation had to be done via a viewing
room.

As Jane waited for the aptly named Doctor
Killman to let her into observation, she sent a text
to her partner Shelby to let her know where she
was. Even though they were on call, Shelby had yet
to answer dispatch. Knowing Shelby, she was
probably snuggled under the covers with her



newest boyfriend, ADA Doug Banfield. Once she
was certain she wouldn’t get wet, Shelby would
roll in with an excuse for her tardiness.

Dr. Killman trundled down the hall, coffee cup
in one hand and a sheaf of papers in the other. He
was so focused on the papers he almost walked by
her. Jane cleared her throat. The doctor startled,
looked around and stopped.

“Detective Sweet, it’s good to see you. Where
is your partner?” Dr. Killman asked.

“Shelby is running a little behind, she should
be joining me shortly.” Jane answered.

“Should we wait for her?” Dr. Killman asked.

“I know she wouldn’t want to keep you from
your task. She always says how busy you must be



and that we need to respect your time.”

“She does?” The Medical Examiner smiled,
“Well then let’s get to it, shall we? Perhaps I’ll get
to see her, I mean, she will join us shortly.”

“I’m certain she will try.” Jane entered the
observation room he unlocked. Sitting in one of the
metal chairs in front of the window overlooking
autopsy, she scrolled through the email and texts on
her phone while the doctor and his assistant
prepped the body.

Three hours later as Doctor Killman was
closing the Y-incision, Shelby entered the
observation. “Hey Janey, how’s it going?” The
buxom blond plopped down in the seat next to her.

“Your timing, as usual, is impeccable. Doctor
Killman is just closing.” Jane replied.



“What’d he find?” Shelby examined the polish
on her perfectly manicured nails.

“He found skin under her nails. Bruising on her
face and throat suggest someone beat her within an
hour of her death. She died from exsanguination
due to a gunshot that nicked the hepatic artery.”

“English please. It’s much too early for doctor
speak.” Shelby said.

“It’s almost noon. She bled to death because
someone shot her in the stomach and hit the main
artery that moves blood away from the liver.” Jane
answered with an eye roll.

“How do you know she was beaten right before
she died?” Shelby asked.

“The bruises were just forming.” Jane



answered.

“Looks like the doctor is done.” Shelby nodded
toward the autopsy room where Doctor Killman
was removing his gloves.

“Unbutton your top two buttons.” Jane said as
she opened the door to the hall.

“What? Usually you tell me I am showing too
much.” Shelby complained as she undid the
buttons.

“I don’t want to wait three days for the
coroner’s report. Use your wiles to get it sooner.”
Jane said, watching the doctor hurry his step when
he noticed Shelby.

Smiling, Shelby walked towards Doctor
Killman. “Doctor Killman, I’m so glad I didn’t



miss your autopsy. This dreadful weather
prevented me from arriving on time. I hope you can
forgive me?”

Doctor Killman stood before Shelby. Taking
her hand he said, “Oh my dear, don’t worry about
that. Your safety comes first.”

Smiling down at him, Shelby said, “I noted that
you said the victim had been shot in the liver; how
long does it take to bleed out from such a wound.”

“It’s so nice giving a report to someone who
understands the basic medical terms. Do you know,
some police officers would have asked what the
hepatic artery is?” He shook his head.

“You don’t say? That’s so sad.” Shelby said,
allowing him to maintain his hold on her hand.



“Yes it is. But, to answer your question, the
level of damage to the artery would have given the
deceased thirty to forty-five minutes before death.
Of course, she would have lost consciousness at
approximately the twenty minute mark.” Doctor
Killman said.

“So the artery wasn’t severed, it was nicked?”
Jane asked.

“Hmm?” Doctor Killman seemed to just realize
Jane was present in the hallway with him and
Shelby.

“The hepatic artery. It was nicked?” Jane asked
again.

“Oh, yes, yes it was. Theoretically if she had
received immediate medical attention she may
have lived.” Doctor Killman said, his eyes still on



Shelby.

“I hate to ask, but is there any way we can
receive a copy of your report as soon as it is
ready?” Shelby batted her eyes at the Doctor.

“Well, I don’t know. Usually we have the unit
secretary type it up and formally file it.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t want to go against procedure. I
just thought I could stop by and pick it up when it’s
ready.” Shelby smiled.

“It is my department. I’m certain we could
make an exception for you.” The Doctor smiled.

“Excellent! Let me give you my number so you
can contact me when it’s done.” Shelby said.

The Doctor removed his phone from his
pocket, but couldn’t operate it one-handed. With a



sigh he let go of Shelby’s hand and entered her
information. With a promise to call her with a
report later, he bid the two detectives goodbye.

Once they were outside the morgue, Shelby
reached over and wiped her hand on Jane. “Hey!
What are you doing?” Jane backed away.

“His hand was wet with sweat.” Shelby
complained, buttoning her top two buttons.

“Wipe it on your own clothes.” Jane unlocked
the car.

“No way. My stuff is dry clean only.”

 

 



Chapter Three

“Where are we going?” Shelby asked as she
adjusted the temperature of the heated leather seat.

“Tony Sheldon’s house.” Jane replied as she
maneuvered through the lunchtime traffic jam.

“Ooh, the baseball player?” Shelby asked,
checking her makeup in the visor mirror.

“Yes, the married baseball player.” Jane said
as she followed the familiar mansion lined road.

“Hey, we’ll pass right by your mother’s house;
we should stop in and say ‘Hi.’.”

“I wouldn’t want to offend her sense of social
decorum by not calling first.” Jane gripped the
steering wheel tighter.



“She won’t care. Besides which, you owe her
for her loaning you this car.” Shelby applied a
fresh layer of lipstick.

“How do you know I didn’t buy this car?” Jane
asked.

“Please, you go to great lengths to try to look
like you don’t have a twenty million dollar trust
fund collecting dust in the bank.”

“It’s not twenty million.” Jane grumbled as she
stopped at the iron gate outside Tony Sheldon’s
house. Rolling down her window she pressed the
button on the intercom.

“Can I help you?” A woman’s voice asked.

“Police, we need to speak to Tony Sheldon.”
Jane held her badge up to the camera.



“What does this concern?” The female voice
asked.

“It concerns a private matter that I am certain
Mr. Sheldon would like to discuss before the press
begins to line up outside this gate. Of course, we
could just wait here and tell them that Tony
Sheldon won’t talk to us.” Jane said, putting the
chain from here badge case over her head.

There was no response from the intercom but
the gate opened. Jane followed the tree lined drive
to park in the arch of the loop in front of the
mansion. Ten marble steps led up to  a columned
portico. Jane and Shelby waited at the front door.

A small, white-haired woman in an old
fashioned maid’s uniform answered the door.

“Mr. Sheldon will see you in the library.” The



woman said.

“What’s your name?” Jane asked.

“Margie.” The woman answered without
looking over her shoulder.

“We will need to speak with you too, Margie.”
Jane said as the woman opened the twelve foot
carved doors leading to the library.

“What for?” The woman asked.

“Because I do. You don’t have anything to hide
do you?” Jane asked.

Swallowing, Margie said, “No, of course not.”

“Good.” Jane followed her into the room.

A thirty-something man sat behind a large
cherry wood desk with his fingers laced behind his



head and his feet propped up on the desktop. A
sardonic smile graced his face as he eyed the two
detectives.

“Ladies, what can I do for you today?” Tony
asked.

“Mr. Sheldon, I am Detective Sweet and this is
Detective Dimitri, is your wife home?” Jane asked.

“No, she took off to go see her mother.” Tony
shrugged a shoulder.

“When did she leave?” Jane asked.

“I dunno, last night or early this morning.”

“Which was it sir, last night or this morning?”
Jane asked.

Shelby wandered around the room looking at



the bookshelves that lined the walls of the library.
Tony’s eyes followed her around the room.

“I was out with some of the guys until late, I’m
not sure when she left.” He licked his lips.

“How do you know she went to her mother’s?”
Jane asked.

“She sent me a text at around four a.m. , said
she was sick of waiting for me to get home and she
was going to her mother’s for a couple of days.”
Tony placed his feet on the floor.

“Did she take a cab or did someone pick her
up?” Jane asked.

“She took her BMW. Why are you asking all
these questions about my wife?”

“What time did you get home this morning?”



Jane asked.

“I dunno, ten?” Tony said.

“Do you have a picture of your wife?” Jane
asked.

“Yeah, here on my phone.” Tony found the
picture and handed Jane the cell phone.

Jane frowned. Shelby arched and eyebrow and
Jane nodded.

“Do you have anyone who can verify your
whereabouts last night?” Jane asked.

“What the fuck to I need to verify my
whereabouts for?” Tony slammed his hands on the
desk.

“Sir, I need you to sit down.” Jane lightly



touched the man’s arm and led him back to his
chair.

“What’s going on?” He asked.

“Mr. Sheldon, I regret to inform you that your
2017 BMW was found at the bottom of ravine off
Rocky River Road.”

“Where’s my wife? What hospital is she in?”
Tony asked, as his hands began to shake.

“We believe the woman inside the vehicle was
your wife. She’s dead, sir.”

“You’re a fucking liar!” Tony began to shake
violently. “Get outta my house you fucking liar.
Margie! Margie! Call Jennifer, get her on the
phone. She won’t answer my calls cause she’s mad 
at me.  Call her and tell her to come home.” Tony 



sobbed.

Later, Jane stood outside the mansion doors
sucking in the cool autumn air. Shelby joined her.

“I hate that part of the job.” Shelby said.

“Yeah, me too.” Jane sighed.

 



Chapter Four

Jane waited outside the morgue as Tony and his
lawyer went in to identify the body. Shelby went
with them to gauge Tony’s reaction and talk to
Doctor Killman. Going inside the building, Jane
entered the women’s restroom and locked the door.

Seated on the toilet, she pulled out her kit and
began the process of readying a shot of black tar
heroin. Releasing the rubber tourniquet, she smiled
as the drug made its way through her bloodstream,
past the blood brain barrier and brought senseless
bliss to her being. Half an hour later she was
waiting outside when Shelby returned.

“Little dark today to be wearing sunglasses,
isn’t it?” Shelby asked.

“Shut up, Shelby. So what did the doctor say?”



Jane asked.

“Do you want me to shut up or talk?” Shelby
asked.

“Talk, about work.” Jane answered.

“First off, the husband positively identified her.
The lawyer whisked him away before I could ask
any more questions.”

“Figures.”

“Second, Doctor Creepy looked down my shirt
as he reported that the initial toxicology screen
showed no drugs or alcohol in her system. Also,
something he forgot to mention during the initial
autopsy, she was pregnant, about eight weeks
along.”

“Shit, this day just keeps getting better. Tell the



doctor we’ll want a paternity test.” Jane frowned.

“Already did.”

“Good.”

“Now we just gotta get some DNA to
compare.” Shelby said.

“We’ll get it.”

“Where to now?”

“Now we go find the housekeeper Margie. It
seems kind of weird she didn’t stick around to talk
to us, don’t you think?” Jane asked.

“Yeah, especially with her boss falling apart.”  
Shelby said.

“According to Mr. Sheldon, her last name is
Layman and she lives in the Rosewood



subdivision.”

“I’ll run her. Can you drive?” Shelby asked.

“Yes, I can drive. The rain has stopped, call
Jenny and see if they recovered anything from the
scene.”

“Gotcha.” Shelby pulled out her phone.

 



Chapter Five

Jane pulled up in front of a brick ranch which
looked like every other brick ranch in the housing
development that was built in the eighties. She
parked in the cracked cement driveway behind a
ten year old Chevy. Jane watched as the blinds
parted and then dropped back into place. Forming
her hand into a fist Jane pounded on the door. The
second time she knocked she said, “I know you’re
in there Margie. If I gotta get a warrant I will. As
far as I’m concerned, you must be an accessory to
murder if you’re hiding.”

The door opened a crack and the older woman
looked out her. “You got nothing to get a warrant
on.”

“Sure I do, Margaret Laymen, AKA, Maggie



Smith, Aka…well I think you get the idea. How
much time have you spent at Marysville State Pen,
Margie? Extortion, money laundering, fraud, theft
by deception, that’s quite a record you have. What
happened, the lady of the house catch you pilfering
the silverware and threaten to call the cops?”

“I’m just doing my job; I’m done with all that
stuff.” Margie pouted.

“A leopard doesn’t change its spots, Margie.
Now you gonna invite us in or should I loudly read
off your entire criminal record in front of your
neighbors?”

“Damn cops are all the same. Bullies, that’s
what you are.” Margie complained as she allowed
Jane and Shelby to enter the house.

The door opened  into the living room. A large



screen television filled one wall and a leather
sectional faced the television. An old orange
tomcat lay on the back of the couch, one lazy eye
open to assess the visitors.

“I’d ask you to sit down, but I don’t want to
have to clean the furniture.” Margie muttered as
she plopped onto the couch and lit a cigarette.

“Nice furniture for a maid’s pay.” Jane
commented.

“Mr. Sheldon pays well.” Margie said,
drawing in lung full of smoke.

“Mr., not Mrs.?” Jane asked.

“It’s his money.” Margie blew the smoke
towards Jane.

“She’s his wife, half of it is hers.” Shelby said.



“Not anymore. According to news she drove
her sports car into the Rocky River. Since when is
reckless driving murder?” Margie asked.

“When she gets help into the river.” Jane said.

“Huh, can’t say I’m surprised.” Margie said,
stubbing out her cigarette and lighting another.

“Why’s that?” Shelby asked.

“Cause Jennifer Sheldon was a stone cold
bitch. She’s the type that will drop something on
the floor and call you into the room to pick it up for
her. She thought her husband’s money entitled her
to treat people like shit. Didn’t matter, friends,
family, business people, she was an all-inclusive
bitch. Mr. Sheldon had to apologize for her more
than once.”



“Did she push his buttons?” Jane asked.

“She pushed everyone’s buttons.” Margie said.

“Give us names.” Jane said.

“Aw, come on now. Mr. Sheldon is nice to me.
He’s down to Earth, ya know? I don’t feel right
tellin’ tails outta school.” Margie groaned.

“How do you feel about having him up on
murder charges? Who do you think the media is
going to blame? Hell, reporters get network talk
shows for feeding famous people to the sharks.
They’ll say he’s guilty by the end of the day.” Jane
said.

Running her hands through her wiry hair,
Margie said, “Well, there’s her sister Brittany.
They were supposed to get their own reality show



together and Mrs. Sheldon cut her out. Then there’s
Diane McVee, she claims Mrs. Sheldon was
having an affair with her husband. And there’s Joe
Fernando, he blames her for getting him knocked
back into the AA baseball league. He said she told
the club manager that he was sexually harassing
her and that’s why they dumped him into the double
A.”

“Did she?” Jane asked.

“Did she what?” Maggie asked.

“Did she have an affair with Robert McVee?”

“Probably! That woman has more traffic in her
bedroom than the loop during rush hour.” Margie
let out a cackling laugh that turned into a coughing
fit.



“What did her husband say?” Shelby asked.

“Mr. Sheldon didn’t care what she did as long
as she was discreet and didn’t reveal his secret.”
Margie replied, her voice hoarse from coughing.

“What secret?” Jane asked.

“That boy is queer as a three dollar bill. He’s
always got a boyfriend on the side.” Margie said.

“Did that bother you?” Jane felt her hackles
rising.

“Hell girl, I spent more time in prison than out,
weren’t no men in there.” Margie laughed, spurring
on another coughing fit.

 

“Get me addresses for Fernando, the sister and



McVee. Let’s go interview Tony Sheldon again.”
Jane pointed the car towards the Sheldon
residence.

Shelby got off the phone with the Cleveland
Indians office and said, “Forget Fernandez.”

“Why?” Jane swerved to avoid a bicyclist.

“He’s in Toledo hospital.”

“What for?” Jane asked.

“He injured his elbow sliding into first base.
He’s currently undergoing surgery.” Shelby
answered.

“When did the injury happen?” Jane asked.

“Yesterday and he’s been in the hospital since.”
Shelby said.



“Okay. Check on the other two.”

 



Chapter Six

Approaching  Tony Sheldon’s gate, Jane saw a
swarm of reporters lined three deep in the
driveway. Flashing her badge and honking her
horn, Jane eased up to the intercom.

“Can I help you?” A male voice asked.

“Detectives Sweet and Dimitri to see Mr.
Sheldon.” Jane flashed her badge.

“Can’t this wait?” The voice sounded
exasperated.

“I guess we could do the interview over the
intercom.” Jane answered.

The gate opened. A reporter tried to slip
between the car and the gate. Jane called out,
“That’s trespassing. I’ll arrest your ass.”



The reporter held up his hands and backed
away. Jane waited just inside the gate until it
closed. At the door, a man in a gray suit opened the
door.

“ID please.” He held out his hand.

Jane and Shelby produced their badges. “And
you are?” Jane asked.

“Noah Rosenburg, Mr. Sheldon’s attorney.”
The man answered, handing back their badges.

Tony was sitting behind his desk when Jane and
Shelby entered the library. His head was in his
hands.

“Mr. Sheldon?” Jane asked.

“Yes, detective?” He looked up.



“I need to ask you some questions.” Jane said.

“Remember what we discussed Tony, don’t
answer unless I give you the go ahead.” The
lawyer interjected.

“Sure thing, Noah.” Tony answered.

“Mr. Sheldon, can you give us the name of the
guys you were with from four a.m. until nine a.m.?”
Jane asked.

Tony gave a lopsided smile, “I’d rather not.”

“Why is that?” Jane asked.

“Well, you know, some of the guys are married
and I wouldn’t want to get them in trouble with
their wives.” Tony looked to his lawyer who
nodded.



“Sure, I understand. Perhaps you could give us
one name of someone who can verify they saw you
during those hours? We just need one confirmation
of your alibi.” Jane said.

Tony looked at his lawyer. Noah nodded.
“Well, there is Mario Comeau.”

“Does he have residence here in Cleveland?”
Jane asked.

“He lives in Ashland.” Tony said.

“Can you give me his number?” Jane asked.

“Sure.” Tony rattled off a cell phone number
without referencing his contacts.

“Great. We’ll check your alibi and then get
back to you with any questions.”



“That was painless.” Tony smiled.

“Just one more thing for now.”

“Yes?” Tony asked.

“Is Mr. Comeau your lover or just a friend? We
have to know to establish the veracity of his
statement.” Jane said.

“What the fuck? How do you know about that?”
Tony jumped to his feet.

“This interview is over, now.” Rosenburg said.

“No problem, but we will have more
questions.”

“You can contact me to set up a time.” The
lawyer handed her a card.

“Don’t play games with me Mr. Rosenburg or



the next interview will be held downtown and Mr.
Sheldon will come in the front door.” Jane slipped
on her sunglasses.

“If one question is raised concerning Mr.
Sheldon’s sexuality, we’ll know where that
information came from.” The lawyer said.

“Really? How did I come by that information?
Save you threats for someone who cares.” Jane
Sweet left the building.

 



Chapter Seven

Caroline Debussy’s aide answered the door
when Jane arrived. “Ms. Sweet, it’s good to see
you.” He lied.

“You too. Please tell mother I need a moment
of her time.” Jane said.

“Hey Marcus.” Shelby said as she followed
Jane into the grand entryway.

“Ms. Dimitri. You look very nice today.”
Marcus smiled.

“Thanks. Just tell Aunt Caroline she can help
us with one of our investigations. She’ll get a kick
out of it.” Shelby said, turning left to go sit in the
front parlor.

“Certainly, Ms. Dimitri. I’ll send Amanda in



with some refreshments.”

“You are such a jewel, Marcus. Honestly I
don’t know what Aunt Caroline would do without
you.” Shelby said as she sat primly on the antique
brocade chair.

Smiling, Marcus said, “Thank you, Ms.
Dimitri.”

“Why do you pander to him?” Jane asked,
sitting on the settee.

“Haven’t you ever heard you catch more flies
with honey than vinegar?”

“He wants to take over my role as mother’s
only child. If he could get away with murdering me
he would.” Jane huffed and leaned back.

Ten minutes later Caroline Debussy swept into



the room. Bending, she air kissed Shelby and Jane.

“Not to be rude, but I am in the middle of a
meeting.” Caroline said.

“I know. One of the people in that meeting is
Diane McVee. Can you give me a rundown on
her?”

“Why?” Caroline asked, sitting next to Jane.

“She’s a suspect in a murder investigation I am
conducting.” Jane said.

“You know how I feel about this little sidetrack
you’ve taken into police work. If you took your
rightful place next to me on the committee you
could answer the question yourself.”

“Mother, it’s been ten years, I’m not going to
get over being a cop anymore than I am going to get



over being gay. Besides which, if I were working
with you I wouldn’t be asking questions about
Diane McVee.” Jane scooted forward on her seat
and eyed the door.

“Sit back. Diane McVee is new money. Her
husband is the star pitcher for the Indians. She’s
determined to buy her way into society. She joins
every committee that will have her and tries to take
over. She’s very ambitious. She’ll do anything to
succeed.” Caroline said.

“What would she do if she felt her climb up the
social ladder was endangered?” Jane asked.

“Anything she needed to do to succeed.”
Carolyn said.

“Would you mind if I interviewed her here?”
Jane asked.



“Not at all. She’s very annoying. We may
actually accomplish something if she is out of the
room.” Carolyn smiled.

“Don’t tell her we are related.” Jane warned as
her mother left the room.

Two minutes later a tall, blond haired woman
hurried into the room. “Who are you? I want your
badge numbers. How dare you track me down
during an important meeting. My lawyer will be
contacting your chief of police. Do you know how
embarrassing it is to have someone of Carolyn
Debussy’s stature come into a meeting and
announce the police are here for me?” Diane
McVee paced around the room.

“Mrs. McVee, I am Detective Sweet and this is
Detective Dimitri, we are here about the death of



Jennifer Sheldon. Please sit down.”

“I don’t want to sit down.” She stomped her
foot. “Why are you questioning me about Jennifer
Sheldon?”

“A reliable source has indicated that Jennifer
Sheldon and your husband were having an affair. Is
that true?”

Diane’s face reddened. “How dare you!  My 
marriage is solid.”

“Where were you at four o’clock this
morning?” Jane asked.

“What are you saying? I’m a suspect? That’s 
unbelievable!”  Diane’s hands fisted at her side.

“Just answer the question, Ma’am.” Jane said.



“I don’t have to answer your questions, I know
my rights.” Diane said.

“We can do this here or at the station, Ma’am.”
Jane said.

“I was home, in bed, where else would I be?”
Diane asked.

“Can anyone verify that?” Jane asked.

“Well, I, no, I was alone.”

“Where was your husband?” Shelby asked.

“He was out.” Diane said.

“Where was he?” Jane asked.

“At his mother’s.” Diane answered looking
toward the door.



“Is everything okay?” Caroline asked from her
position in the doorway.

Jane frowned.

“No, it’s not. This, this, woman is accusing me
of murder.” Diane pointed a shaky finger at Jane.

“Oh, my. Perhaps you should go home dear.”
Carolyn said.

“No, no, I’m fine.” Diane said.

“Just one last question Mrs. McVee.” Jane said.

“What?” Carolyn demanded.

“Did you know that Jennifer was two months
pregnant?” Jane asked.

Diane paled. “What? Are you sure?”



“Absolutely. We will speak to you again.” Jane
said as the woman hurried from the room.

 

 



Chapter Eight

“I’m glad you agreed to go to your Mother’s
Harvest Ball.” Shelby played with the radio.

“Thanks for telling her we weren’t on call that
weekend.” Jane said, giving Shelby a sharp look.

“Sure, no problem.” Shelby smiled.

“Did you get an address for the vic’s sister?”
Jane asked.

“She lives in Brooklyn Heights.”

“Not quite the same zip code as her sister.”
Jane said.

“Not even the same universe. She’s got an
apartment on Stilton Avenue. She works as an
Assistant Manager at a Happy Mart.” Shelby said.



“I bet a reality show could have significantly
changed her life.” Jane exited onto Main Street.

“You bet. Now she’s stuck working a barely
above minimum wage job living from paycheck to
paycheck.” Shelby said.

Once they were on Main Street it was like
entering another country. Shops without bars on the
windows were boarded up and closed forever.
Homeless people walked slowly up and down the
street or sat on the corner holding signs, asking for
handouts. A line outside the Methadone clinic
made Jane itch for a hit.

Jane eased the Audi onto Stilton trying to avoid
the potholes that hadn’t been filled over summer
and probably wouldn’t be touched this fall. There
wasn’t enough tax money coming from Brooklyn



Heights to fill the potholes and the political
pockets. Parking in front of a fire hydrant she
placed her police placard on the dashboard.

Stone steps led up the decaying porch of the
three story red brick building. Setting the alarm,
Jane asked, “First floor?”

“Third. Apartment 3C.” Shelby tried to avoid
the cracked boards of the porch.

On the third floor landing Jane stopped and
looked left and right. Cooking smells mixed with
stale smoke and urine lent an atmosphere to the
decrepit building. Stepping to the side of the door,
Jane knocked.

“Coming.” A woman’s voice called from
inside the apartment.



The door cracked open, a young dark haired
woman looked at the two detectives. “Brittney
Stuckey?” Jane asked, holding up her badge.

“Yes?” The young girl asked.

“I’m Detective Sweet and this is Detective
Dimitri. We’d like to speak to you about your
sister.”

“What about her?” She asked.

Jane looked at Shelby. Shelby shrugged. “Ms.
Stuckey, have you spoken to your brother-in-law
today?”

“Why would I talk to Tony?” The girl looked
confused.

“Ms. Stuckey I think it would be best if we
continued this conversation inside.” Jane said.



The door shut and the chain disengaged.
Brittney stepped back to allow Jane and Shelby
into the small efficiency apartment. She indicated
that Jane and Shelby should take the worn, brown
plaid couch as she sat across from them in a
creaking rocking chair.

“Now, what’s this about my sister? If she’s in
trouble she can get herself out of it. If she can’t
stand by me I’m not gonna stand by her.” Brittney
crossed her arms over her chest.

“What did she do?” Shelby asked.

“Miss high and mighty was working a deal for
her reality show. She had me help her write up a
script to try and sell to some producer she had met.
A week later she calls and says that the producer is
interested but he doesn’t see a role for me in the



show.”

“That must have pissed you off.” Jane said.

“It hurt. Jennifer knows how much getting that
show meant to me. I spent hours on that dumb
script.” Brittney’s lower lip protruded.

“When is the last time you spoke to Jennifer?”
Jane asked.

“Not since she gave me the news about the
show last week.” Brittney said.

“Can you tell us where you were last night at 4
a.m.?” Shelby asked.

“At my second job.” Brittney said, chewing on
her lower lip.

“Where’s that?” Shelby asked.



Brittney sighed, puffed out her chest and said,
“The Magnolia Blossom.”

“Marty Bellow’s club?” Jane asked.

“You know Marty?” Brittney asked.

“Yeah, I know him. His club closes at five,
what did you do after work?” Jane asked.

“Oh, no. Marty has decided to try staying open
twenty-four hours. He says we have been missing
out on the entire night shift demographic.” Brittney
said.

Shaking her head, Jane smiled, “Leave it to
Marty to see that.”

“Yep, you wouldn’t believe how many doctors
and cops we get in at the end of their night shifts.”
Brittney nodded.



Jane was certain she didn’t want to know how
many of her fellow officers hit up a strip club
before heading home in the morning. “What time
did your shift end?”

“10 a.m.” Brittney said.

“Did you come straight home?” Jane asked.

“No, I stopped off at the bank and deposited my
tips. I bank my tips. I plan on opening my own
restaurant some day.” Brittney said.

“Do you know of anyone who would want to
hurt your sister?” Jane asked.

“Why would you ask that? What’s this about?”
Brittney asked.

“I regret to inform you that your sister was
killed this morning.”



“What? How? Are you sure it’s Jenifer?”
Brittney wailed.

“Your brother-in-law identified her body.”
Jane said.

Brittney gasped and coughed. Her eyes rolled
back into her head as she slid out of her chair to
the floor.

“Damn it!” Jane jumped up and grabbed the
falling girl.

Shelby stepped in to help her lower the girl
gently to the ground. Grabbing a throw pillow from
the couch, Shelby placed it under her head.

“Is she still a suspect?” Shelby asked.

Looking down at Brittney, Jane said, “Yeah, but
she is low on the list. Tell me, why wouldn’t the



husband have called her?”

“I guess that’s something we will have to ask
him.” Shelby dialed 9-1-1 for an ambulance.

 

Back in the car, Shelby asked, “So, who did
it?”

“I have a pretty good idea. Now we just have
to prove it.”

“Seriously? Who?” Shelby asked.

“Let me work it out. Call Marty and verify the
girl’s alibi. Then invite Tony and his lawyer to the
station. I’m going to call Jenny in the lab and see if
she has anything for us.”

Jane called Jenny, but it went directly to voice



mail. Next, Jane called the county records office.
As she listened to the muzak version of a Lady
Gaga song, her phone signaled an incoming call.
Knowing she would lose all her wait time on hold
she switched over to the new call.

“Sweet.”

“Hey Sarge, I got your call.” Jenny said.

“Yeah, I was wondering if you could make a
guess on the caliber of the gun that shot our vic?”
Jane asked.

“I can do better than that, I can tell you for
certain it was a .380.” Jenny said.

“How the hell can you know that?” Jane asked.

“We got the car in our garage here. I noticed a
hole in the seat and went digging around. I found



our bullet. Doc Killman says it matches the
wound.”

“You are a genius.” Jane said.

“Yeah, yeah. Tell it to my boss come review
time. Maybe I’ll actually get a cost of living raise
this year.” Jenny said.

“Better settle for the praise. The only people in
Cleveland getting a raise are the councilmen and
the mayor.”

“Ain’t that the truth.” Jenny said.

Jane ended the call and was surprised when
her phone beeped. Answering it, she found she was
still on hold with the firearms registration records
department. The automated voice informed her she
was fourth in queue.



 



Chapter Nine

Sitting at her desk, Jane sipped her cold coffee
and looked at the evidence so far. Shelby plopped
a greasy white bag on Jane’s desk.

“What’s this?” Jane asked.

“It’s called food. Normal people stop and eat
midway through the day.” Shelby said as she sat
across from her.

“Yeah, but what is it?”

“It’s a loaded dog from Vern’s cart.” Shelby
replied, referring to the hot dog cart run by Vern
Orlando.

“Excellent!” Jane ripped off the foil wrapping
and took a bite from the hot dog.



“Celeste got you eating rabbit food again?”
Shelby asked, using a napkin to dab at the corner of
her mouth.

“Oh man, have you ever eaten kale? It’s
unnatural.” Jane took a sip of her coffee.

“No. Doug puts it in his morning protein shake
and I swear it’s still chewy.” Shelby scrunched her
nose.

“Exactly!” Jane finished her hot dog and tossed
the wrapper in the trash.

“So, you gonna tell me who offed Jennifer
Sheldon?” Shelby asked.

“Not yet. I have one thing I want to check first.”
Jane said.

“Oh, come on, Janey.” Shelby said.



“I want to question Tony and his alibi and want
your unbiased opinion first. Then I will tell you
who I think killed our vic.”

“Oh, okay.” Shelby agreed.

“We need to get Tony’s alibi in here. As soon
as we set it up call Tony’s lawyer and have them
meet us here half an hour before his alibi is due to
show.” Jane said.

“Playing head games are we?” Shelby asked.

“You bet. Next, find out where Diane’s husband
is. We need to speak with him.” Jane said.

“Okay. What are you up to?”

“I want to do some research..” Jane said.

“Sounds good.” Shelby opened her computer to



look for a phone number for Tony’s alibi.

 

 

Jane and Shelby stood outside the Tapas
Americana and formulated a plan on how to handle
their next interview. Walking inside, they were met
by the manager, Mia Lin.

“Detectives, it is good to see you again. A table
for two?” The manager asked.

“No, thank you. We are looking for Robert
McVee.” Jane said.

“Ah, yes. I will take you to him.” Ms. Lin said
as she motioned for the detectives to follow.

Weaving through a tight grouping of two top
tables, Ms. Lin led them to a booth in the back



corner. A lone man sat at the table typing on the
keyboard of a laptop. He paused as they
approached.

Smiling he asked, “What’s up Mia?”

“These officers would like to speak to you.”
Ms. Lin answered.

“Of course, ladies, please join me.” Mr.
McVee said.

Shelby slid into the booth across from McVee,
Jane pulled up a chair. “Mr. McVee we would like
to ask you a few questions about Jennifer
Sheldon.” Jane said.

“Yes, of course. I heard what happened. Such a
pity.” McVee answered.

“How well did you know Jennifer?” Jane



asked.

“My wife and I have been to  the Sheldon’s
home a couple of times for parties. I’d see her
whenever I came by to pick up Tony.”

“You and Tony are close, then?” Shelby asked.

“You could say that.” McVee answered with a
shrug.

“What would you say? Are you close? It’s a
yes or no question.” Jane watched his face.

McVee looked at Jane, swallowed and ran his
tongue over his teeth. Sighing, he said, “I’m so
damn tired of this. I’m tired at of the lies, I’m tired
of the games. I just want to be myself.”

Jane leaned on table and looked McVee in the
eye, “Are you and Tony lovers?”



McVee nodded. “I thought that was why you
were questioning me.”

“Where were you last night at 4 a.m.?” Jane
asked.

“My mother is in hospice care. The night shift
nurse called around three and I went to my mom’s
house. We thought we were saying goodbye. She
turned around at about ten this morning, so I went
home.” McVee answered.

“We’ll need the name and a contact number for
the nurse.” Jane said.

“I have the agency’s number in my phone.”
McVee pulled out his cell phone and scrolled
through the contacts list.

“So you and your wife were at your mother’s



until 10 a.m.?” Jane asked.

“My wife can’t stand my mother. She stayed
home.” McVee showed his phone to Shelby.

“That’s all we need.” Jane said.

 



Chapter Ten

“Tony’s lawyer called back and requested we
stop by his house instead of coming to the station.”
Shelby said.

“Tell him we’ll meet him at his house at six.”
Jane said.

“What about the alibi?” Shelby asked.

“We’ll question him, but I don’t think there will
be any big revelations. I’m betting he’s Tony’s
newest affair.” Jane said

“So you think Tony is innocent?” Shelby asked.

“I think he is far from innocent, but he didn’t
kill his wife.” Jane pulled into the fenced lot of the
police department.



Upstairs Mario Comeau was waiting for them
on the bench in the receiving area. Jane introduced
herself and led him back to her desk. Stealing a
chair from a neighboring desk, she had Mario take
a seat.

Mario was twenty-two with light brown skin, 
long lashes and big brown eyes. He confirmed that 
he and Tony had spent the night in his hotel room.  

After he left, Shelby asked “So who killed
her?”

“I, hang on,” Jane held up a finger as she
answered her phone. “Sweet.”

“What do you got for me Sweet?” Olive
Manning asked.

“An anonymous source from the Cleveland



Police Department has confirmed that Jennifer
Sheldon’s death is resultant from a gunshot wound
to the abdomen.”

“Hell, I got that from a rookie on the scene.”
Vera said.

“The source also confirms that Jennifer
Sheldon’s husband has been cleared of any
wrongdoing. He spent the night at the apartment of
one Mario Comaeu, a male exotic dancer.”

“Fuck me running! Tony Sheldon was banging a
male stripper while his wife was getting
murdered?” Vera yelled.

“Take that however you want to. Are we soon
enough for the evening edition?” Jane asked.

“Are you kidding? Louie will do a special



news alert for this.” Olive said.

“Good, we’ll be looking for your story.” Jane
said.

“I know you’re using me for something Sweet,
but thanks. I owe you one.” Olive said.

Clicking off her phone, Jane said, “Let’s get to
Tony Sheldon’s house, I’m expecting the fireworks
to start.

 



Chapter Eleven

“Olive wasn’t kidding about her producer
doing a special alert.” Jane said as she waited for
the reporters to move away from Tony Sheldon’s
gate.

Jane noticed three vehicles parked in front of
the mansion. Getting out of the car she saw a
reflection coming off the wheel well of the
Roadster. Bending, she looked under the front
driver’s tire and saw a lead pipe attached to the
front spring. Straightening, she caught up with
Shelby at the front door.

The lawyer answered, loud voices could be
heard coming from the library. “This really isn’t a
good time, officers.”

“Is it a good time to go downtown? Perhaps I



should tell the press out front that Mr. Sheldon is
refusing to cooperate with the investigation into his
wife’s death?” Jane asked, pushing past the lawyer
into the entryway.

“Look, the news is already reporting that Tony
has been cleared; what grounds do you have to take
him in?” The lawyer asked as the voices from the
library got louder.

“You believe anonymous sources do you?
Because an official statement has yet to be given.
We either talk here or we go past the gauntlet of
reporters to the station.” Jane said.

“You can’t do this!” The lawyer followed Jane
to the library.

Jane threw open the door. Diane and Tony
stood facing each other. Diane’s face was beet red.



Tony grinned back at her. Seeing the detectives,
Diane reached inside her purse and pulled out a
gun.

“Don’t do it, Diane. He’s not worth it.” Shelby
said, easing to the left.

“He stole my husband! He told me he thought
Jennifer and Robert were having an affair when all
along it was him!”

“You don’t want to do this, Diane. Lower the
gun and let’s talk this out.” Jane spoke in a low,
calm tone.

“He knew I was angry. I told him I had a gun.”
Diane’s hand began to shake.

“Shoot the bitch!” Tony said, sweat forming on
his forehead.



“Mr. Sheldon, I need you to remain calm.
Diane, look at me, don’t look at him, look at me.”
Jane said, easing towards the distraught woman.

“I killed her! Don’t you see? I killed her and
her baby all because of him.” Tears rolled down
Diane’s face.

“It was a crime of passion. Don’t make this any
worse.” Jane took another step forward.

“Worse? How could it be worse? Oh, God,
what have I done?” Diane asked.

Jane took another step forward as Diane swung
the gun around toward her own chest.

“Don’t!” Jane shouted as she grabbed for the
woman. The gun went off and Diane fell to the
ground.



Shelby pulled out her radio and called for an
ambulance.

“Hold on, Diane.” Jane said as she knelt beside
Diane, hands clasped over the hole in her chest.
Soon the blood quit pumping out from the wound.
The light faded from Diane’s eyes.

“Damn it!” Jane yelled, as she continued to
apply pressure to the wound.

Shelby placed her hand on Jane’s shoulder.
“She’s gone, Janey.”

Jane sat back on her hunches and stared at
Tony. “You set her up.”

Tony smiled, “I don’t know what you’re talking
about. That crazy bitch killed my wife and tried to
kill me.”



“What happened? Was Jennifer going to expose
your secret on her new reality show? Maybe you
wanted Robert all to yourself?”

“That’s all a moot point now, isn’t it?” Tony
asked.

“I’ll make you pay for this.” Jane moved out of
the way as the two paramedics checked Diane.
One paramedic looked at the other and shook his
head.

“You can’t threaten my client. All you have are
the ravings of a madwoman.” The lawyer said.

“Your client’s wife and his lover’s wife are
dead. He is culpable.” Jane gritted her teeth,
glaring at Tony.

“My firm will make certain that Tony is



portrayed as the victim here.” The lawyer said.

“I’m stressed. I think I will lie down. Call once 
you have this mess cleaned up, will you?  I want to 
go out once you are done.” Tony exited the library.

 



Chapter Twelve

Three hours later, Tony and his lawyer stood on
the porch to his mansion. Jane watched as the
lawyer shook his head and walked over to the
Cadillac in the driveway. Diane’s Mercedes had
been towed away to the lab moments earlier. The
red Roadster sat in the driveway. Tony walked
over to Jane’s car. Jane lowered her window.

“Come to confess your sins?” Jane asked.

“I like you detective, you’re funny. No, I just
wanted to tell you, you can leave now.” Tony slid
on a pair of sunglasses.

“Going to check on Robert, are you?” Jane
asked.

“Please, I’ve been done with that for a while. 



No, this is a chance for a fresh start. Thanks to you 
I am now out of the closet. And it’s not my fault so 
the Indians can’t pull me out on the morality 
clause.  I’d say this worked out fairly well, 
wouldn’t you?” 

“Except for Jennifer, Diane and the baby
Jennifer was carrying.” Jane said.

“I told that bitch I didn’t want kids.” Tony
grinned.

“So it was yours?” Jane asked.

“What can I say? I like both flavors of ice
cream.” Tony turned and walked towards his car.

Jane started her car and put it in reverse,
slamming Shelby into the seat. Spinning the car
around, she raced towards the gate.



“Sheesh, Janey, chill.” Shelby said.

As the gate opened, Jane heard a muffled pop.
Reaching over, Jane shoved Shelby’s face toward
her knees. A loud roar sounded. The windows in
the Audi imploded covering the two detectives in
safety glass.

Car alarms wailed as the reporters at the gate
raced past Jane’s car toward Tony’s mansion.
Sitting up, Jane shook her head and stretched her
jaw. Her ears popped.

“What the hell just happened?” Shelby shouted.

“Retribution.” Jane eased the car forward to
move it out of the path of the emergency vehicles.
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