
Kerry and Bobbi and the Dead Senator

Doing Bad to Do Good

––––––––
[image: image]


By Sofia Barrow

––––––––
[image: image]


[image: Icon

Description automatically generated]
A Kerry and Bobbi Mystery

When investigative reporter Kerry McDonough finds double-dealing Senator Ralph van Patten dead in her bed, she can’t call the police. Any investigation would paint her as suspect Number 1, putting her in an unwanted spotlight. Plus if it gets out that she slept with an interview subject, her career would be blown out of the water. And she couldn’t live with herself if people knew she was with a slimy Republican!

Instead, Kerry calls her jack-of-all-trades BFF, Bobbi, to help her dispose of the senator’s body and uncover his murderer. But what should be two relatively straightforward tasks hit major speed bumps. The two besties have to dodge drug dealers, vicious assistants, an extravagant wedding, and the perils of suburbia, all while trying to stay ahead of a delectable detective in the race to find out who killed the senator.

Join Kerry and Bobbie on their caper to solve the mystery of the Dead Senator. Perfect for readers of Carl Hiaasen and Janet Evanovich.

Watch for more Kerry and Bobbi Mysteries!
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Kerry McDonough rolled over to find a guy lying on his side in her bed, his back to her. She sat up and recoiled to the farthest edge of her side of the bed. 

Couldn’t he have had the decency to get up and leave like any respectable hookup? Her mouth tasted like a mouse had died in there overnight. Her insides lurched. Her eyes felt like someone had rubbed sand in them, and the jackhammering behind her forehead would probably require surgery to excise.

Had last night been that much of a debauch?

Perhaps she was more upset about Derek's wedding than she'd realized. She never brought home guys she didn't know. 

Well, hardly ever. 

The previous night was a total blur. She didn't recognize the guy and she struggled to remember where she'd met him. Was he someone from The Shoebox, her friend Bobbi's restaurant, where she’d gone to have a drink? Maybe she would know who he was?  

Shit, I get laid for the first time in six months on a revenge-fuck and I can't even remember what the guy was like.

Daylight slithered under the curtains. The clock read Saturday, 5:30 a.m. That was the problem with getting hammered. You woke up. Sometimes very early. 

When she remembered what day today was, Kerry slumped back down in bed and stared at the ceiling. It was her ex, Derek's, wedding day at the Chapel of Perpetual Sorrows. 

That's what she wished on him and his new bride, Bridget Crenshaw. Perpetual Sorrows, boils, plagues, bad breath, bunions, hemorrhoids, financial calamity, baldness, ringworm. It certainly wasn't going to be erectile dysfunction.

Kerry felt as though her head had been squashed by a steamroller. Careful not to shake the bed and wake Mr. Whoever, Kerry slipped gently and slowly onto the floor. She tugged on her panties and the lavender silk tee-shirt that she must have worn last night and left balled up on the floor. As she went through these motions, she thought her eyeballs might fall out of her head, they hurt so much. Normally she drank Cosmos, but the pounding in her head seemed a bit much for just a couple of Cosmos. 

She tiptoed to the bathroom, brushed her teeth, splashed a little water on her face, and took three ibuprofens. She pulled on her white terrycloth bathrobe hanging on the back of the bathroom door. 

Kerry was Black with medium-brown skin and long wavy hair that kinked and frizzed in humidity. She was attractive enough to turn heads, and she had plenty of invitations to refuse. Full lips and big amber eyes gave her a doe-eyed look that she played up when interviewing people as the crime beat reporter for the local newspaper, the Norwalk Hour. She had fake boobs, which Derek had promised to pay for and didn't, and a middle-distance runner’s legs. Her naturally friendly demeanor helped disarm even the toughest interviewee, and she hid her bulldog temperament behind a sparkling smile. 

She patted her face dry. Whatever she had eaten last night must have been poisoned, because the mere act of touching her cheeks made them feel like she was driving nails into them.  

Now she’d have to go wake Mr. Sleeping Beauty. He must have had more to drink than her because he wasn't stirring. She flushed the toilet twice and peeped around the door to see if he'd woken up, but he was dead to the world.

Her stomach did a 360 and she slammed the bathroom door and knelt before the porcelain god. As she hurled, a vague memory surfaced in her cracked brain: him feeding her some of the mushrooms from his burger. She bowed lower over the toilet bowl. When nothing more came up, she actually felt better. Her mind was clearer, but her legs wobbled when she stood. She re-brushed her teeth, splashed water on her face again. Then she took a deep breath and went back to the bedroom. 

The air in the bedroom had a distinctly odd, sweet, sickly odor.

The guy was still asleep. 

Please God, don't let him have barfed in my bed.  

“Hey, rise and shine. Time to go home.” She tapped his shoulder. 

Nothing. 

She peered into the bedside wastebasket and saw there was no condom wrapper. Hopefully she hadn't been so out of it that she failed to insist on protection, which meant maybe they hadn't had sex.  

"Hey, I have a busy day today, so you have to get going, pal." She gave his shoulder a bit of a shove, then jumped away from him in case he was one of those guys who threw wild punches in their sleep. 

No response. 

She frowned, trying to recall his name and how they had met.  

A chill chased up her spine. 

Going around to his side of the bed, she lifted the sheet with her thumb and forefinger. 

“Hey, you—Oh my God!” she yelped. She dropped the sheet and stumbled backwards, knocking into a chair. 

His lifeless eyes stared straight ahead and his lips were blue. The folds of his skin sagged toward the pillow as though his Botox had failed. White hair sprouted from his head like demented grass, and his mouth hung open in a face that had a weird dull mustard color. His hands were folded under his cheek like a child's and his knees were tucked up. He lay motionless. Oddly, he was still in his clothes. 

Peering closer, Kerry recognized him as Senator Ralph van Patten, Republican of Connecticut’s 26th District. 

Except this was a dead senator. 

She was grateful for the lack of a condom. At least she hadn't had sex with him. She could never forgive herself if she'd had sex with a right-wing Republican. But she had slept next to him. How long had she been in bed with a dead senator? Her stomach churned again.

Then the previous night flooded her memory. She'd gone to The Shoebox, the restaurant her pal Bobbi managed, to drown her sorrows over Derek's wedding. She'd planned on having just one drink, but in the middle of her second—or was it her third?—Cosmo, she spotted Senator van Patten, trying to look incognito in sunglasses and a baseball hat. He was unmistakable due to a large strawberry birthmark on the left side of his neck that was shaped like a duck. 

Fuck a duck.

She'd been trying for months to interview him since he flipped from pro- to anti-legalization of weed. This flip had outraged the legalize-weed camp because they'd apparently contributed the legal limit to his last reelection campaign. He was also sponsoring anti-choice legislation, which no doubt won him the ire of many women in Connecticut.

He had said the person he was meeting had stood him up and so he'd invited her to sit down. There had been drinks, and the burger piled with mushrooms, and a plate of French fries. Without revealing herself to be a journalist, she'd plied him with questions. He had been voluble in that way politicians had, pontificating as though in front of an audience of hundreds. She'd gone to the bathroom, and even as hammered as she'd been, in the bathroom stall she'd jotted everything he'd said down in her notebook. 

Kerry was, first and foremost, an investigative reporter and knew when she had a story.

She looked around for her notebook, but it wasn't on the table by the door where she always left it. Checking her purse also proved fruitless. Maybe she was imagining interviewing him and she had just brought him home. But even as drunk as she'd been, even if he were the hottest thing on the planet, she would never bring a Republican home. 

She was allergic to them; they made her breakout in a mouth-frothing rage.

She slumped down on her haunches in the corner and stared at her unwelcome guest. "Why did you have to die in my bed?” she moaned. 

She sniffed again, detecting the oddly sweet odor beginning to intensify. Maybe he was starting to decompose. She jumped up and got to the bathroom only to dry-heave into the toilet. 

Her mind somersaulted over the problems presented by the corpse of a senator. 

Scandal. Questions. Police. Humiliation. An autopsy. National coverage. She might get arrested, or even lose her job over this. Her editor, Spencer Delacroix, was always looking for a reason to get rid of her. Sleeping with an interviewee blew past every ethical boundary a reporter had. But something every editor frowned on was having the subject of an investigative story die in the reporter's bed. 

She reached for her cellphone, then paused. 

What if she had done something to make him die? Killing a senator was definitely cause for getting fired. Not to mention, if this got national coverage, the Dominican might be able to track her down. And Derek would be justified in saying that he couldn't marry her because she took too many chances in her work. That was his excuse for dumping her, anyway.

She was just going to have to get the senator out of here, was all. But she couldn’t do it on her own in broad daylight with a hangover and a brain that was running at half-capacity. 

She did what she always did when she had a problem. She speed-dialed her best friend, Bobbi Wilson. 

Bobbi and Kerry had known one another for years. Bobbi was a jack-of-all-trades. She was slightly plump, had wavy shoulder-length dirty blonde hair, blue eyes, not great skin, brass knuckles and, when provoked, the disposition of an enraged wolverine. Her black leather biker jacket, steel-toed motorcycle boots, and frilly blouses gave her the appearance of a stripper, which, for all Kerry knew, she might once have been.

And she was Kerry’s best friend; someone who would do anything for her and vice versa.

At the Florida Folio News where Kerry was a cub crime beat reporter, she wrote a story about the Dominican's importation of big statues of St. Anthony made of compressed heroin. No one knew exactly who the Dominican was, or what he looked like. 

He'd been selling them out of the Catholic religious goods store where Bobbi had been working. Every week, a real estate agent named Tom Halliday would come and buy all the statues, ostensibly for his customers to bury in their back yards to aid in the sale of their homes. The cops had busted the shop when one of the homeowners, a stoner of some renown, ate the St. Anthony and ended up in the hospital. Halliday had escaped, and Bobbi took the fall for selling the statues. Like a ghost, the Dominican was nowhere, but left behind a threat of death for Kerry.

After a year or so, Kerry's news story resulted in Bobbi's exoneration and release from prison. Since then, they had changed their names and moved to Norwalk, Connecticut. They had chosen Norwalk because Bobbi’s ex-husband, Lowell Smitts, and her eight-year-old daughter, Vivi, lived there with his mother. Lowell was a great father and a terrible partner. Vivi was a great daughter and Bobbi couldn’t understand how she’d managed to remain so sweet under the watchful eye of Lowell’s mother, Beatrice, who had the personality of a python.

Kerry and Bobbi had successfully kept their whereabouts a secret from the Dominican, who had sworn retribution against them both. 

They couldn't blow their cover, or they'd get blown away. They were going to have to get rid of the Senator quietly.

“Do you have any idea what time it is?” said a cranky voice on the other end of the line.

“Isn’t that answer a little cliché?” Kerry responded. “This is an emergency. I've got a dead guy in my bed.” 

Bobbi was silent for a moment, probably trying to think up a wisecrack. 

"Are you sure he's dead?"

"He's not breathing, so I think that's a pretty sure sign."

"You don’t happen to know who it is, would you?"

"Senator van Patten."

"You had sex with a Republican?" Bobbi said, her voice simultaneously communicating horror and revulsion.

"No, I swear to God I did not screw this guy. Can you just get over here so we can figure out what to do with him?"

"I'm on my way."
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When Kerry opened the door for Bobbi, her face had the look of a shellshocked prisoner. 

Bobbi said, "Just be glad I didn't have custody of Vivi last night or you'd be on your own."

“Senator van Patten is in my bedroom, in my bed," Kerry said in a strangled whisper. 

“Isn't it against newspaper reporter rules or something to sleep with a source?" Bobbi said, stepping into the foyer of Kerry's minuscule bungalow and closing the door. 

"I did not sleep with him,” Kerry hissed.

“And why are you whispering?" Bobbi whispered back. "If he’s dead, you’re talking isn’t going to bother him any.”

"I have to get him out of here,” Kerry said in a normal voice.  

“What’d you do, fuck him to death?” Bobbi said. "You sure you didn't do anything kinky or S&M?"

Kerry's face twisted with disgust. "I'd never do anything like that. That was only a one-time thing. You know, to try it out, and I vowed never again." 

“Why don't we just call the police?” Bobbi said. 

“I can’t. What if something I did killed him? Like maybe he had a heart attack or something. Plus, this might hit the national news and the Dominican will find out where I am. We have to get rid of him without anybody finding out."

There was a large figure covered with a sheet on the bed. Bobbi pulled the sheet back and there lay the Senator. His face was distinguished if a little slack. 

"He's still got his clothes on. Hardly worth the title of senator if he didn't get it up. Guess he wasn't feeling well." Bobbi leaned down and turned her head sideways to get a better look. 

"He looks grateful. And he's got a good tan, too. Like he's been out in the sun lately. Surprising you can still see a tan on a dead guy."

"Bobbi!" Kerry said with exasperation. 

"You can't just go around picking up senators who croak on you.” Bobbi dropped the sheet. “At least he's not a Democrat." She pinched her nose shut, then went to the window and opened it a little to let in some fresh air. 

"How did he get in your bed in the first place?" Bobbi asked. "He isn't even your type."

Kerry ran her fingers through her long hair. "I don't remember bringing him back to my place. Even drunk, I never would have brought home a Republican. I don't have any idea how it happened."

"After your first drink, I didn't even see you last night," Bobbi said, "The restaurant was really busy." 

"I know. After I recognized him, I sat down with him, but I can't remember precisely what happened after that. I have this vague memory about fries and a mushroom burger." She frowned. “I think I ate some his mushrooms.”

Bobbi sniffed and waved a hand in front of her face. "He's either wearing really bad perfume or this guy's starting
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