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Chapter one
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The clock on the wall chimed, ringing through the empty office like a warning on the air. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Then finally, one last chime.  Six already? I'm going to be late for dinner again. Adam thought as he snapped closed the massive law book he had spent the last three hours reading. He massaged his temples with a groan before gathering his briefcase and straightening his tie. Adam looked back at the book and thought about taking it with him, but pushed the thought away as he headed for the door. Adam noticed his reflection as he passed the mirror that hung in the lobby. His dark hair was slightly tousled, and the stubble on his jaw prominent. Even on his light brown skin, the five o'clock shadow aged him by about five years. Christ, I look like I haven't slept for weeks, he thought, as he turned away from the mirror. He was just locking the door when his phone lit up, indicating a text message. Adam smiled as he read the text from his wife and sent his reply. Three letters. "OMW." 
The commute from Bowen and Gray, the law office where Adam worked, to his house took about twenty minutes. He worked in the city, but his home was in Ross Lake, Iowa's tiny town on a big lake; that was how the locals described it. There wasn't much to do in Ross Lake, but it had some of the most beautiful views. The hillside by the lake, or 'The Bluff' if you were local, was a great place to picnic in the summer, and it was also a trendy make-out spot for teenagers. Adam and his high school sweetheart had spent many date nights there in his car, overlooking the starry sky reflected on the surface of the water.
When Adam reached the front door of his house, his wife, Verona, greeted him wearing the tiny negligee that she had worn on their wedding night three years ago. His eyes brightened at the sight of her standing in the doorway. Adam couldn't help but smile. She handed him one of the glasses of wine she was holding as she moved back so Adam could enter and close the door.
"What's the occasion?" Adam asked as he took the glass that she offered him and planted a tender kiss on her lips.
"I thought we should celebrate. I got a job!" She sipped her wine as she waited for her husband to inquire further.
"Well, are you going to tell me about it or keep me in suspense?" He teased. He moved toward her, wrapping his free hand around her waist and holding her close to him.
"You're looking at the receptionist for Dr. Grant Hudson-Psychiatrist. The job comes with medical, dental, vision, not to mention it's a huge pay increase from the clinic." Verona barely had time to set down her glass of wine before Adam swept her off her feet and into a celebratory hug. Adam was much taller than his wife, so when she pulled him into a passionate kiss, he was still holding her up off the floor, and he didn't put her down until they reached the bed.
That seemed so long ago. Now, Adam was thirty-four, and he and Verona had been married for fifteen years. Those memories of the happy times had come flooding back recently, too little, too late, since Adam had not seen or heard from his wife in three days. Admittedly, their relationship had become strained over the last couple of years, with both of them working long hours. 
The caseloads at Bowen and Gray seemed to be continuously growing in both numbers and difficulty. Many nights, Adam would come home so late that Verona was fast asleep in their bed. He would crawl in beside her, and they would sleep back to back without touching. Other nights, Adam would come home early, hoping to surprise her, only to find that she wasn't there. He would message her to ask where she was, and sometimes, she would reply; Sorry, Girl's Night or Spa Weekend Retreat. She seemed to have this whole other life that did not include Adam. 
He supposed it was fair because what did he expect her to do, sit at home all the time waiting for him? These are things that Adam had accepted at the time. He thought that if he let her indulge in these whims and have this life outside of their marriage, that his focus could be on work and saving money for their future, a time when he envisioned them retiring from their jobs and traveling the world together.
Adam was now at the Ross Lake Police Department, sitting across the desk from a husky police officer with gray hair and a mustache, describing the last time he saw his wife. One of the fluorescent lights above buzzed and flickered just enough to be distracting as Adam tried to think.
"She was sleeping when I left for work." He told the officer.
"And when you came home, she was just gone?" The officer scribbled something on a yellow legal pad as he listened.
"It's not that she was gone, I had come home plenty of times, and she wasn't there, but she won't answer her cell, and she has been gone for three days now. Workdays at that. Doctor Hudson called me, worried because she hasn't shown up for work either. The strangest part is that her car is still in our driveway."
"Mm-hmm." The officer mumbled as he continued to write. Adam glanced at his desk for a name plaque, but there wasn't one. He looked at the officer's uniform shirt and spotted the silver tag with his last name on it. Officer Dunn cleared his throat before continuing.
"How would you describe your relationship?" He asked, looking up from his notes for the first time. There it was- the dreaded question. He's going to say she left on her own and doesn't want me to find her. Adam thought.
"Were things good, or had you been fighting?" Officer Dunn clarified, sensing Adam's pause. Adam didn't want to answer, he didn't know how this could be important or help find his wife, but he knew that it would make him look guilty if he didn't answer.
"We hadn't been fighting more than usual, but I also wouldn't say things had been good, not for a while, for a few years at least. Disappearing isn't Verona's style though, she would have just told me to pack my stuff and move out, or she'd have gone to her sister's house. She was headstrong like that and always knew what she wanted." Tears started welling up in Adam's eyes, and he looked away from Officer Dunn long enough to wipe them. When he looked back at the officer, Adam noticed that his demeanor had softened.
"Have you contacted her family, friends, and co-workers?" Officer Dunn asked.
"Of course, everyone I could think of."
"Okay, we will need access to her bank accounts, credit cards, and cell phone. We will track all of these things and see what we turn up. Did you happen to bring in a recent photo of her?" He asked.
Adam handed over the most recent photo he had. It was one that she had posted to her social media account while hiking the north face of Alyeska on her office trip to Alaska. She had been gone for a month and had only been back for a couple of months before Adam came home to find her gone again. Officer Dunn took the photo, studied it, and then picked up the phone. He pressed three numbers and said;
"I have a missing person report. okay, I will send him over." He hung up the phone and gathered his notes and the photo of Verona.
"Take this over to that window, and they will get some fliers made for you." Officer Dunn patted Adam's shoulder. "We'll do everything we can to find her." He said with a reassuring nod.
Adam walked glumly to the window as if in a hazy, dreamlike state, still not sure if this was happening or if at any moment he would awaken from this nightmare to find his wife asleep beside him. The rest of the day was a blur. Adam walked all over town, posting the missing person flier on every notice board or telephone pole in the city. When he got down to his last copy, he stopped at his house to make more.
Adam walked into the house and looked around. It felt so empty. He immediately fell to the floor, sobbing like a child who had just crashed their bike. I'm so sorry, Verona. Really, so fucking sorry. Please just come home. He laid on the floor in the fetal position, unable to sleep and unable to muster the motivation to pull himself up off the floor. He laid there just thinking of all the ways he could have been a better husband, and suddenly the good memories that filled his thoughts over the last few days turned into every argument that they had in just the last four years alone. 
They started out fighting over having children. Verona had always wanted children; Adam didn't. He had been focused on his career, which was taking off, and wanted to wait until he felt comfortable enough not to work as much. Adam had finally relented in the end, and they had tried to have a baby. When it didn't happen, they fought about who was at fault. Verona had begged him to "get checked," and he had refused. It was an invasion of privacy the way he saw it. Verona had gone to a fertility doctor independently and found out that nothing was preventing her from reproducing. 
When Adam refused to get checked himself, she had started in again about him not wanting children. It wasn't too long after that their arguments turned into silence for days on end. Adam would try to talk to his wife about whatever they disagreed on, and she wouldn't even state her case anymore; she didn't even try to change his mind. What Adam saw was pure apathy. Maybe it was because she didn't feel there was anything left to fight for; their love had died.
Adam recalled one fight, in particular, it had been after his second year at Bowen and Gray. He had been on a complicated case that his firm had just lost, and he had not come home that night. Instead, Adam had fallen asleep at his desk while searching for a precedent that could overturn their client's sentence. Verona had made a lovely dinner and set the table with their wedding china in an attempt to cheer him up. Adam had told her that afternoon that he would see her for dinner, but he lost track of time and worked until he was too exhausted to hold his eyes open anymore. 
Hours later, Adam woke up with ink stains on his cheek from the fountain pen that he had used to scribble his notes. When he got home, his dinner was still on the table, cold and unappetizing. She hadn't even put it away. There was a note on the table that read; I'm at my sister's. Don't call.
It had taken everything in him not to go over there and explain; he tried to dial her number but changed his mind just before hitting 'call' and pressed the home button instead. She stayed gone for two days then. On the third day, he went to Verona's sister's place.
When Milan opened the door, she rolled her eyes and tried to close it again, but Adam stopped it with his foot.
"Please, I just need to talk to my wife." He said.
Milan studied his face; he hadn't shaved or slept in days.
"You look like shit. Are you drunk?" She asked, scowling at him. Adam stared at her in shock.
"Of course not, I'm distraught. My wife hasn't come home in three days." He argued, maybe a little too defensively. "Now, may I speak with her, please?" He asked as politely as he could muster while removing his foot from the door.
"You could," Milan said. "If she were here, but she isn't."
"That's right; It's Monday. She must be at work." Adam hurried away, leaving Milan standing in the doorway, watching him go.
When he walked into the office building, he headed straight to the elevator and hit the third-floor button. Who puts a shrink's office three floors up? Adam thought as the elevator lurched upward. When the doors opened to the third floor, Adam ran out and headed left down the hall to suite 326. When he saw his wife sitting behind the desk, talking to a patient on the phone, his heart jumped into his throat. He hadn't precisely thought out what he would say to her, but the expression on her face when their eyes met told him to tread carefully.
They went to lunch that day, and he explained and apologized. He begged her to come home, and she did, but things weren't the same. Verona no longer waited for him or expected anything from him. In some ways, he felt like she was accepting that his job was essential and was filling her life with things that made her happy, but another part of him knew that those things no longer included him. Adam thought about just letting her go, asking her if a divorce would make her happy, but he wasn't ready to lose her. Thinking back on it now, he realized how selfish he had been. She deserved better than me, he thought.
Now, alone on the floor, curled in the fetal position, Adam felt like she was gone for good this time, and it was killing him. He imagined her on a beach somewhere, in that blue halter bikini that she looked so beautiful wearing. He saw her clearly, sipping pina colada from half a coconut shell, living her best life, free of him and their toxic marriage. He cried until he had no tears left.




Chapter two
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It had been three weeks since Adam filed the missing person report when a couple of hikers happened upon a woman's body in the woods. The recent rainfall caused a mudslide and the loose dirt that concealed the corpse ran downhill, revealing the crime.   
Officer Harold Dunn, and his partner, Sara Jensen, secured the area and preserved as much of the scene as possible while waiting for a forensics team to extract the body. Officer Jensen was a fresh-faced rookie, straight out of the academy. She had never seen a dead body, other than the corpse they had to examine for her criminal justice class. That body had already been embalmed and dissected, though. She fought the urge to throw up as the stench of decomposition wafted in her direction.
"Go take the witness statements, Jensen," Dunn told her, more as mercy than a delegation of a menial task. She quickly obliged and headed back behind the police tape to talk to the hikers. When the medical examiner and forensic investigators arrived, Officer Dunn led them to the body. He watched them place little yellow placards down as they photographed evidence-something he had already done, but he guessed they needed to make sure no one moved anything or contaminated the scene. After about an hour, they began to exhume the body. Even in her current state of decomposition, Officer Dunn recognized the long auburn hair, and high cheekbones from the photograph Adam Sheffield had given him.
"Her features match the description of a missing person case I got a few weeks ago," Dunn remarked. "I'll call the husband to see if he can meet us at the morgue to ID." He walked off back behind the tape and pulled out his phone.
"Hi, Yes, this is officer Dunn calling. I wish I had better news for you. We found a body matching your wife's description. We should have her at the medical examiner's office in about an hour. Would you have time to stop by to ID? Great. I will call you when we finish up here, and you can meet us there."
Dunn started the recorder on his phone and headed back to the crime scene, changing his gloves before stepping through the tape. The investigators had already placed the body in a body bag and were about to zip it up when Dunn stopped them.
"Mind if I take a look? He asked, holding up his gloved hands to show that he was following protocol. They stepped aside and let him look over the body. "Female, in her early thirties, about a hundred and forty pounds. She looks to be about 5'7" with auburn hair." He lifted one of her eyelids with his gloved fingertip. "Blue eyes... Hmm." As Officer Dunn held her left hand up to examine her fingernails, he noticed something else. "No wedding rings." Officer Dunn placed her arm gently back inside the bag and stepped back so they could zip her up. Dunn removed his gloves and pulled his phone out of his pocket to stop the recording.
After the medical examiners loaded the woman into the ambulance, and the investigators had collected every fiber and lifted every print from the area, Officer Dunn and Officer Jensen cleaned up and removed the tape. Dunn looked at Jensen. "You okay, rookie?" he asked, with genuine concern on his face.
"I'm fine." She replied. "I mean, it's a little scary. That woman is around my age." Jensen shrugged, but Dunn knew that she was thinking about how easily something could happen to her. They head back to the cruiser in silence and Dunn drove them to the medical examiner's office. By the time they arrived, the coroner already had the body cleaned up and presentable.
"Wow, You work fast," Dunn commented. "You have a cause of death already?" Dunn was surprised at the young coroner's speed and efficiency.
"It wasn't hard. There was a struggle before your victim died. She has contusions around her throat like someone grabbed her by the neck, Not too hard, but just hard enough to leave bruises. The main cause of death was blunt force trauma to the back of the head. Lividity indicates she was struck from behind and fell forward, but then was buried face-up after death, about an hour or two, which is about how long it might take to dig a hole, but that last part is pure speculation." The medical examiner looked proud of himself.
"Thank you, Mr. Kingston. That's most helpful." Dunn turned to leave, already thinking about the scenarios in which a person being choked, could be hit from behind hard enough to cause their death. His mind went straight to cheating and someone catching them in the act. If that were the case, there would be either two witnesses or two victims.
"There's one more thing," Kingston called out to Dunn. "She was three months pregnant, give or take a week or two."
"Shit... I wonder if her husband knew?" Dunn walked out, still thinking to himself. If Adam Sheffield knew his wife was pregnant, he would have mentioned it, unless he didn't know, or if he thought that knowing would make him look guilty. Dunn rushed back into the morgue.
"Get me a DNA workup on the fetus. I want to know who the father is and keep this between us for now." He walked back out, gears still turning in his mind. He rounded the corner and crashed into Adam, who was turning down the hall at the same time.
"I'm sorry, are you okay?" Dunn asked the ghost-faced man he saw before him. Adam nodded; he looked as if he could vomit at any moment. Dunn would almost not have recognized him if he saw him out on the street. Adam had lost a good thirty pounds and hadn't shaved in weeks. His clothes smelled like he had been wearing the same outfit for days and spilling whiskey on them for just as long.
"I'm here to..." His voice caught in his throat, and he couldn't even choke out the words, but Dunn nodded and led him into the room where the body was still on the table covered with a white sheet. Adam walked up to the foot of the table. The tag on her toe read; Doe, Jane. The medical examiner pulled the sheet back off her face, and Adam broke into tears. He reached for her face, which was cold and bluish-gray. God fucking damn it! Adam screamed in his head as he slammed his fist on the exam table that held his wife and cried.
Adam lifted his tear-streaked face to look at Mr. Kingston. "It's her. Verona Sheffield" He pulled himself away from her body as Mr. Kingston covered Verona's face once more.
"Mr. Sheffield, I know this is a difficult time for you, but since foul play is suspected, we need to investigate all possible suspects. As her husband, I can't rule you out until I have investigated Thoroughly. Will you consent to a search of your home and vehicle, Mr. Sheffield?" Dunn looked at him calmly.
"Someone murdered my wife, and you want to search my home?" Adam shouted. "Why don't you go out and find her murderer instead of wasting time accusing me of killing my wife? You can conduct a search of my home when you have a warrant. Now, if you will excuse me, I have to inform my wife's family and begin her funeral arrangements." Adam was fuming as he pushed past Officer Dunn and walked quickly from the morgue. Jensen came up behind her partner and clapped his shoulder in a strange attempt at comforting him.
"It's okay. Anger is part of the grieving process. He will come around." She told him. Dunn looked at his watch.
"Shit, it's after five. We aren't getting a warrant until Monday at least. How about we grab dinner, and then we will try to tail Adam for a bit in the unmarked. We will see if he gives anything away or acts suspicious." Jensen nodded in response, and they headed out.
"We need to think about motive. What motive could a husband have to kill his wife?" Dunn asked once they were in the car. Jensen looked at him, thoughtfully.
"Maybe she was unfaithful, Maybe she was going to leave him, or both. He might have had a sizable life insurance policy on her." Jensen brainstormed out loud.
"That's easy enough to check. We can start there." Dunn said.
"How could we find out the other things?" Jensen asked.
"Once we get her phone records released, we will be able to see every call she made, and every text she sent, even the deleted stuff," Dunn told her.
"What about the location of her phone? No one ever found it, and she never set up 'find my phone.' Where ever her phone is, it might be where the killer is too." Jensen said. Dunn had never thought of that; he honestly hadn't given much thought to Verona's missing phone at all.
"You're a genius. Maybe we will find Verona's phone when we look through Adam's place on Monday."
Dunn and Jensen ordered some food from a fast food place on the way and ate in the car. Adam was at Verona's sister's house when Dunn and Jensen located him. Dunn parked the unmarked vehicle up the street so Adam wouldn't notice them. They watched the house for quite a while before Adam finally opened the door. He wrapped Milan in a tight hug, and Dunn could tell from their body language that they had both been crying. For a while, Adam sat in his car, and Dunn noticed him banging his fists on the steering wheel.
"His emotions seem to be spot on for a guy who just found out his wife was murdered," Dunn muttered aloud.
"I agree. It seems like Adam cared for her and is shocked by her death. Someone capable of killing their wife would likely only act like this if they knew they were being watched." Dunn looked over at Jensen, who looked like she was about to cry. He tried to think of something comforting yet insightful to say, but before he could think of something, they heard Adam's engine roar to life.
"Let's go," Dunn said as he waited for Adam to get a head start before pulling out behind him.
They followed far enough behind to avoid detection, and Adam's next stop was Verona and Milan's Parents' place.
"This is Madeline and Henry Warren's place, the victim's parents," Dunn explained.
"Wait, Madeline Warren... The Madeline Warren? As in the artist?" Jensen looked shocked.
"I take it you're familiar with her work?" Dunn chuckled a little.
"When I went to college, I minored in contemporary art. She was the focus of the entire class, her work, her technique, she's amazing. I can't believe it; please tell me we will get to interview her?" Jensen asked, hopefully.
"I imagine we will at some point, but we have to remain professional." Dunn gave her a sideways glance that made her realize that she sounded like a fangirl or a groupie for the time's biggest rock band.
"Sorry, yes, of course." She said, trying hard to contain the excitement on her face.
Adam spent a lot less time with the Warrens than he did with Milan. After twenty minutes, Adam returned to his car, leaving Mrs. Warren sobbing into her husband's shoulder. Just then, Dunn's text notification went off.
"DNA results from the M.E. We should head back; besides, something tells me they could use a little time to process." Dunn started the car and pulled away from the curb, turning down the next street so they could avoid Adam seeing them. They continue the ride back to the morgue in silence, contemplating the results of the stakeout, or perhaps the results of the DNA test.
With the results of the DNA test back, Dunn called Judge Cross on his home phone to ask for an emergency warrant.
"We need to collect DNA evidence, your honor, and Mr. Sheffield would not consent to a search, I would like to get over there before he has time to dispose of any evidence." Dunn listened and wrote down a number on his notepad. "Yes, your honor. Thank you. Sorry to bother you at home. Bye." Jensen looked hopeful.
"So, did we get the warrant?" She asked.
"Yes. He's going into the office now to sign it. It will be ready in thirty minutes. Assemble a team of investigators to take with us while I go pick it up." Jensen nods and hurried off as Dunn headed for the door.
An hour later, they knocked on Adam's door to serve the warrant. Adam stayed out of the way as the team entered and began combing through his belongings, his wife's belongings, and all the intimate details of their life together. Adam sat on the porch swing with his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands. He watched the "evidence" being bagged and tagged and placed into a white banker's box.
"What is all of this stuff? It can't possibly be important because I didn't murder my wife." Adam objected loudly to Officer Dunn as they carried the banker box to the back of the police car.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Sheffield, it's just procedure," Dunn said as he closed the door. "We're all done here for now. Thank you for your time." Dunn turned back to his vehicle.
"Not like I had a choice," Adam muttered as he stomped back to his front porch, watching them drive away.
Dunn pulled the blue toothbrush from the evidence box back at the station and removed it from the evidence bag. He placed it with the DNA results of the baby and headed for the lab.
"Can you pretty please run this DNA to see if they match? And if it isn't too much trouble, rush the results?" Dunn asked.
"Of course, Officer Dunn." The lab tech took the sample and placed it at the front of the waitlist. "It will be about an hour. I have something in the machine right now, and I can't stop it in the middle of the analysis." Dunn nodded and thanked her again. He headed back to his desk and began looking through the evidence box. Dunn put on gloves and then pulled out a small photo album. He turned the pages, noticing that this album was all pictures from Verona's Alaska trip. Adam said that it was an office trip, but Verona and a gentleman in his late thirties were the only people in the photos. 
Dr. Hudson? Dunn wondered? The first photo was of Verona pretending to drink from a chocolate fountain; the next was a photo of her ice skating on a frozen pond behind a beautiful hotel. Dunn turned the page. A picture of Verona raising a glass in a toast caught his eye. No wedding rings. Dunn turned to the next photograph. It was Verona holding up a menu at a fancy restaurant. Jack Sprat. That was the name of the place. As he flipped through the album, Dunn looked for Verona's rings in each one. She didn't wear her rings the entire trip. It doesn't mean anything though, maybe she just never wears them.
Dunn Picked up another photo out of the box. This one was in a frame. Verona and Adam stood together, smiling, and her left hand was posed lovingly on his chest, displaying her white gold wedding band and princess-cut diamond engagement ring. Happier times, huh? Dunn thought as he placed the picture back into the box.
"Ready to head over to The Warren's place?" Jensen startled him and made him drop the picture, rather than gently placing it back in the box.
"Sure," Dunn said.
They drove back to The Warren's place in silence, knowing that a hard conversation lay ahead. When they arrived, Mrs. Warren invited them in. Her eyes were red from crying, and a pile of used tissues filled the small garbage can beside her recliner. She had a book, open to the page she had been trying to read, placed face-down on the end table to hold her page. Mrs. Warren had decorated her home lavishly with sculptures and paintings, all no doubt, Warren originals. The room they sat in now, Mrs. Warren had called 'the parlor'. The furniture was all black and white, and the style was contemporary. A white grand piano sat in the back corner, and a small library with reading benches next to bay windows dominated the front of the room.
"You have a beautiful home, Mrs. Warren," Jensen said.
"Thank you, dear.." She said with a sniffle as she took another tissue from the box on the end table. Mr. Warren entered the room and sat down on the sofa next to his wife. He took her hands in his.
"How can we help you, officers?" Henry Warren asked.
"We just had a few questions to ask you about your daughter. We will try to be brief." Dunn began. Henry and Madeline nodded.
"Can you think of anyone who might want to harm your daughter?" Dunn asked. Henry squirmed in his seat a little and cleared his throat.
"No, She was kind, kept to herself too." He told them.
"What was her relationship like with her husband, Adam?"
"They fought a lot but always seemed to work it out. She was stubborn and headstrong, he is very focused on his career, but he's a good man. I don't think he would ever harm her." Madeline said as she fought back the tears again.
"Besides Adam, who did Verona spend the most time with?" Jensen asked as she crossed that question off her list.
Henry and Madeline looked at each other. Henry looked a little nervous, and Madeline was on the verge of tears again.
"She spent a lot of time with Dr. Hudson. That psychiatrist she works for. They just got back from Alaska a few weeks before..." Madeline's voice trailed off, but Jensen knew that she meant before Verona went missing.
"If you can think of anything else, please let us know," Dunn said, handing his card to Henry. Dunn and Jensen showed themselves out.
"We're almost off duty for today. Tomorrow, I say we pay a visit to Dr. Hudson." Dunn suggested.
"Sounds good to me. Wanna grab dinner?" Jensen asked.
They spent the rest of the evening talking about anything and everything -except work. No thoughts of dead bodies or suspects invaded their dinner. They weren't officers Dunn and Jensen; they were Harry, and Sara, two friends enjoying a meal. The separation was necessary, at least for Sara. Tomorrow would be another day, and more heartbreaking discussions about Verona, a girl no older than she was.




Chapter three
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The office of Dr. Grant Hudson was closed. Officer Dunn looked at his watch. It was eleven in the morning on a business day. The hours posted on the door said M-F 8 to 4. Dunn called the number only to get an immediate answering machine with a female's voice.  
"Hi, you have reached the office of Dr. Grant Hudson. If you are having suicidal thoughts or this is an emergency, please hang up and call 9-1-1. To schedule an appointment..." Dunn hung up. It looks like I will have to make a house call. I have to find out where he lives. Dunn got back into his cruiser and drove to the station. He put a tech on the task of pulling up Dr. Hudson's home address from his DMV records.
"Hey, Rookie! Glad you're here!" He called out to Jensen as she entered the office. "I'm about to head over to Dr. Hudson's place to talk to him. You coming?" He asked as he gathered his things. Jensen nodded and followed after Dunn's quickened pace.
"What's the rush?" She asked as she struggled to keep up.
"Well, it's normal business hours, and his office is closed. It seems strange right after someone murdered his secretary, doesn't it?" Dunn asked.
"Not really, if you think about it. I mean, Verona and Dr. Hudson worked together in a small office; he probably knew her pretty well and is grieving." Jensen suggested.
"Well, we will ask him when we get there." Dunn started the car and whipped it out of the parking lot.
They arrived at Dr. Hudson's home address by noon. It was out in the country, tucked away behind an apple orchard. He had horses grazing in the field behind a wooden fence running the length of the long driveway. Dunn knocked loudly on the front door and waited about two seconds before impatiently ringing the doorbell five times in quick succession. Finally, there was a shuffle from the other side of the door. 
"Who's banging on my door like the po-" Grant swung the door open "-lice." He finished as Dunn and Jensen held up their badges.
Standing before Officers Dunn and Jensen was a scruffy, half-dressed man; the flecks of gray in his dark hair were highlighted by the midday sun, and he smelled strongly of whiskey and body odor, indicative of a three-day bender at least.
"Sorry to bother you at home Doctor Hudson but we had some questions about your secretary. May we come in?" Officer Jensen took the lead. Her voice tended to have a calming effect. Jensen gestured to the foyer as she waited for Grant to answer. Finally, he moved to the side, extending his arm with the door wide open. Once Dunn and Jensen were inside, Grant closed the door and led them to a sitting room to the foyer's left.
"Would you care for a drink?" Grant asked as he moved to the bar. Empty whiskey bottles and dirty glasses covered the length of the bar, but Dr. Hudson took no notice as he poured himself a drink.
"I'm afraid we can't; we're on the clock," Jensen said with a tap of her watch.
"More for me then." Grant pours even more into his glass, ignoring the two-finger rule and filling it up with whiskey. He set his glass on the coffee table and flopped back on the couch with exasperation.
"So, what questions do you have for me?" Grant ran his fingers through his hair, and Jensen caught herself thinking about how handsome he would be if he were cleaned up and didn't smell of alcohol. He had a slight British accent that made him seem exotic, but his accent wasn't as thick as most, meaning he had spent a great deal of time in America.
"I am sure you have already heard that the body of your secretary, Verona Sheffield, was found."
"Verona Warren-Sheffield." Grant corrected.
"Yes, well, we are investigating her death, and it would help us if you could give us any information about her. Like, did you ever see her arguing with anyone?" Jensen asked as she positioned a notepad and pen to take notes.
"You mean besides her neglectful husband?" There was a bitterness in his voice at the word husband.
"Sure, had they ever argued at the office?" Jensen looked up at Grant as he thought.
"One time she came in stressed out, she looked like she had slept in her clothes, and he
	"I'm
taking your case, Dr. Hudson. I will do my best to find out the
truth." Charlotte vowed.
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