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Chapter One
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Monty scratched her chin and looked across the office. Another day, another dollar. She could see the circles around the employee's eyes and hear the excitement in their voices deteriorate as the day dragged on. 

"So, this is the crime scene?" Monty asked the dark-haired detective on her right.

"This is it," Yates replied, chewing a piece of gum like he hadn't eaten in days.

"And may I ask why these employees are still in the building after a murder occurred?" She questioned with a raised eyebrow. "Aren't we concerned for their safety and security as well?"

"You know the routine," Yates replied. "They are all suspects. We have to keep them here until the questioning is finished."

"And they are supposed to be working while they wait?" Monty asked. "Isn't there a concern that some vital piece of information might slip through the receiving end of one of those headsets?"

"It's a corporate job," Yates said with a shrug. "The big man still wants his piece of the pie too, and if they are here, the company figures they might as well be working."

"The big man is the reason we are here in the first place," Monty replied, looking down the hall at the manager's office. "And after seeing the circumstances in which these people are working, I'm thinking that finding the killer might be harder than we think."

"Maybe, it was all just a fluke," Yates said. 

"A fluke?" Monty cried. "How can a dead man in an office be a fluke?"

"No, I mean the intent," Yates said, offering another shrug. "The medical examiner thinks this looks like murder. Maybe, the man just died on his own. It seems like he had a stressful job."

"There was bruising on his neck," Monty stated. "And he died right after giving a long list of write-ups. This looks intentional."

"Yeah, but you never know," Yates replied. 

"Cortez is the best medical examiner in the area," Monty argued. "She hasn't been wrong yet, so what makes you think she is now?"

"Everyone is wrong at some point," Yates said. "Hold on," he stated, holding up a finger and reaching into his pocket. "Someone's calling."

Monty watched as the man took a small phone out of his pocket and talked into the receiver. 

"Any new information?" Yates inquired. The look on the detective face quickly turned into one of clear shock. "What?" Monty watched as the gum Yates was chewing shot right out of his mouth. "How could he be gone? What does this mean?"

"What's going on?" Monty asked, trying her best to catch whatever she could hear from the other end of the receiver.

Yates just put a finger back up and continued with the conversation.

Monty shook her head. Why did everyone call Yates with the information when she had seniority? Oh, yeah, it was probably because she was the woman. She tapped her foot impatiently as she waited for the large man to finish the phone call, and when he finally hung up, she waited for clarity. "Well?" Monty questioned, wondering why Yates didn't relay the conversation when he knew she had been waiting.

Yates sighed dramatically and looked her in the eye. "I think we have a dead man walking," he replied.

"What?" Monty asked, trying to see if he was joking.

"The body is gone," Yates said. "Cortez doesn't know where it is, and the rookie that she had working with her today is nowhere to be found."

"I didn't know that she was training someone," Monty said. "Is there a chance that the rookie is behind all this?"

"I don't know," Yates replied. "But the chief is fuming. He thought this would be cut and dry. Now, we don't have a primary suspect, a cause of death, a body, and we're missing a member of the team."

"What a mess," Monty said, shaking her head. She looked back at the employees on the sales floor. Their job was hard, but after a day like today, she would rather be sitting down there than dealing with a situation like this.
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“What can I get you, Monty?” the red-head behind the bar asked with a smile. 

“Something strong,” Monty replied, holding out a twenty dollar bill. “It’s been a rough one.”

“I think I know just what you need then,” the woman said, taking the bill in her hand before turning around to make the drink. “So, what happened today? You live such an exciting life. I’ll bet you never go home and watch television. It just wouldn’t equate.”

“Iggy, I would rather go home and watch television at times,” Monty said, shaking her head. “And after today, I wonder if this career field is even cut out for me.”

“What do you mean?” Iggy asked. “You’re the best detective that I know.”

“How many detectives do you know exactly?” Monty asked, already knowing the answer.

“Well, I suppose only you,” Iggy said, smiling sheepishly. “But I mean what I say. You are good at your job.”

“Well, I may be good at it, but there are still some challenges,” Monty stated, taking the drink that the other woman was handing her. “For instance, today a man was murdered, and somehow, there wasn’t a body.”

“What?” Iggy exclaimed, looking back at her with wide eyes. “How did you know that he was murdered then? I mean...that doesn’t really make a lot of sense.”

“There was a body at one point,” Monty said. “That’s why we were called, but after a couple of hours of interviewing the company employees, crime lab went into the office where the murder supposedly occurred, and the body was gone.”

“That’s odd,” Iggy said, still stunned. “I wonder if someone is trying to cover their tracks.”

“Looks like it,” Monty replied. “I’m just worried that the person behind this whole thing already got away.”

Both of the women were silent for a moment, taking in the situation. Monty finally opened her mouth with the intention of changing the subject when Iggy’s girlfriend Diana came into view. 

“Hello, Monty,” Diana said, a stressed look on her normally perky face.

“Are you okay?” Iggy asked, obviously noticing that her girlfriend didn’t look like her normal self. She pecked the other woman lightly on the cheek and followed her with her eyes as she sat down next to Monty.

“It’s been a long day,” Diana sighed. “You wouldn’t think that working with computers would be dangerous, but I think today tops them all.”

“Where did they have you working?” Iggy asked, filling a tall glass with lemonade and handing it to her partner.

“I had a contract assignment,” Diana said, looking back at her. “In fact, I think one of your people might have hired me,” Diana stated, diverting her attention to Monty.

“For what?” Monty asked. She had never seen Diana at the Bernalillo Police Department before. Most of their contract workers came from Desert Technologies, a small agency in Albuquerque. 

“It was a private contract,” Diana replied. “Apparently one of the big wigs wanted to test the camera equipment in the forensics facilities, so we had to play baseball with the security system.”

“Who hired you for that?” Monty asked, suddenly interested. Pulling security down in a crime investigation unit sounded like a risky thing to do, and something told her that it had nothing to do with testing camera equipment.

“He was an older guy in his fifties or sixties,” Diana said, clearly picturing the man in her head. “I can’t remember his name, but I do have it on the paperwork for the job. He has to sign a liability form and a contract to pay.”

“If you don’t mind, I would like to see that paperwork,” Monty replied. “I feel like someone might have just broken protocol, and if that is the case, this needs to be reported.”
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Monty looked down at the work order as she waited in a chair outside of the chief’s office. She rarely came to the chief when there were issues, but given the circumstances, she knew that he would want to know what was going on. Her hands shook as she held the paper in her hand, not because she was anxious but because she felt betrayed. She had been working with Doug Yates for months now, and the fact that he had signed a work order that he wasn’t authorized to sign made her question their partnership.

“Perez,” a voice said.

She looked up, noticing that the chief was standing in the door of his office, waving her in. “Sir,” she said as she followed the large man into his office and sat down in a chair across from his desk.

“What can I help you with today?” the chief asked, looking at her with a skeptical expression. “Is this about the homicide at Bernalillo Plastics?”

“I don’t know,” Monty replied honestly. “It’s kind of an odd matter.”

“Okay,” the chief urged, making it noticeable that he didn’t want to step around the issue.

“Here,” Monty said. “This is a work order to take down the cameras and security system in our forensics lab. It’s signed by Yates.”

The chief took the paper in his hands and looked it over, irritation in his expression. “I didn’t authorize this,” he said, finally throwing the paper
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