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  A Note from the Author


The idea for this book began with a real case from my home province of Alberta. Lyle and Marie McCann disappeared on July 3, 2010, and were never seen again. Although someone was eventually charged with their murder, their remains were never found. 
I remember thinking about their family and how hard it must be to grieve without that closure. Without a place to visit. Without knowing for certain what happened.
I found myself wishing that somehow spirits could reach out to the living. That they could show us where they are. That they could help bring peace to the people left behind.
And that wish became the idea behind this series.
While Ghost Detective is fiction, it comes from a very real place. The hope that even after death, connection is still possible. And that those we've lost aren't truly gone.
Thank you for reading.






  
  Chapter one
[image: ]

Juniper Wells stared at her laptop screen, picking at her cold Chinese takeout. If she'd known she had less than twenty-four hours left to live, she might have ordered something more indulgent: a ribeye steak, rich chocolate cake, and perhaps a lovely glass of chardonnay. 
"This case makes no sense," she muttered, looking through the file.
Thomas Henderson, seventy-two, murdered in his own home. By all accounts, he was a likeable guy who'd lived quietly and volunteered regularly with community service projects. There were no signs of forced entry and only a few missing items. Nothing about the scene seemed like a typical robbery.
This made the financial records all the more interesting. She had a hunch they would tell more of the story. That morning, her phone had buzzed.
Henderson financials ready. Noon. Same place.
She stared at the screen for a moment. She didn't know much about her source. He'd reached out six months ago after watching one of her YouTube videos, claiming to work in IT, something in network security. The things he'd sent her before weren't the kind of documents you could find with a Google search.
She'd hesitated to approach him about the Henderson case. But she'd trusted him a few times before, and every detail he'd provided had checked out. When investigators finally cracked one of those cases, everything he'd given her matched. That was enough for her.
As usual, he'd instructed her to meet him outside her office building. This was the fifth time they'd met, but she'd never gotten a good look at him. He always showed up the same way — oversized black hoodie, hood up, head down. She couldn't tell his age, but if she had to guess, she would say mid-twenties.
And just like every time before, he handed her a large envelope without speaking or making eye contact. He barely broke stride and vanished into the crowd before she could thank him. Juniper tucked it beneath her arm. She knew accepting the documents made her complicit in whatever regulations he'd broken to get them, but she believed that sometimes the end justifies the means.
Now, back at home, she could finally dive in. She sat cross-legged on her living room floor, papers spread around her in careful piles, soft lo-fi music playing in the background. The music helped her focus and filled the silence.
She set aside the takeout, wiped her hands, and pulled the first few pages toward her. At first glance, everything looked routine. Deposits, withdrawals, the usual trail of transactions. But the more she looked, the less ordinary it seemed. Soon, patterns started to emerge from hundreds of seemingly ordinary transactions.
Each time settlement funds were deposited into Henderson's client trust account following a major property sale, the same thing happened. The money was divided into smaller amounts, sent to various vendors, occasionally shuffled between accounts, only to reappear days later with less than what went in. The missing funds were labelled as "processing fees" or "administrative disbursements," blending in with legitimate transactions.
What struck her most was the level of activity. It made no sense for a firm that was winding down. Henderson had reduced his client load in the last year in preparation for retirement. Things should have been slowing down, not speeding up.
On the surface, it looked like messy recordkeeping, but Juniper knew better. This was orchestrated confusion.
Her phone dinged. Holly's name flashed on the screen.
Please tell me you're eating actual food and not just surviving on coffee and adrenaline.
Juniper glanced at her mostly untouched dinner and typed back, I'm eating, as she quickly shoved a forkful of lo mein into her mouth.
Just take care of yourself ok? For me?
Before she could respond, another text popped up: Dinner tomorrow, just you and me, no kids? Please tell me you'll leave your apartment for once.
Can't. Working on something important.
Let me guess. Another case?
Everyone has a hobby, Juniper responded
I get it, Juni. This matters to you. I just miss you. I miss coffee and gossip and the way things used to be. We used to see each other every week.
Juniper looked around her one-bedroom apartment. Crime scene photos, maps, and timelines covered every wall where artwork used to hang. Her bookshelf was packed with forensic textbooks, true crime novels, and case files she'd collected over the years.
There were no framed photos of friends or family. Just a single picture of Holly, her husband, and their two children. The air smelled faintly stale, mixed with days-old takeout she hadn't bothered to throw away.
Holly would have a heart attack if she saw this place, she thought. Then she turned back to the documents.
Her phone rang, and she answered without checking the number.
"Should I even ask what you're up to, or is that a waste of my breath?" Holly said.
"Well, I could lie and say I'm baking cookies."
"Juniper, you're impossible. When's the last time you went on a date? Or even had coffee with a friend?"
"I grabbed coffee with Sandra from HR last week."
"You poured yourself coffee in the break room and spent twenty minutes listening to her complain about her ex-husband. That doesn't count."
While Holly kept talking, Juniper muttered the occasional "uh-huh" and "right, right," her attention drifting to the laptop as she scanned Henderson's law firm's website. The firm was small. Just two people: Henderson himself and Margaret Collins, his part-time office manager of fifteen years. His client reviews were solid. He'd built a respectable reputation over the years.
She clicked over to Margaret's LinkedIn profile. The first thing that jumped out was that Margaret also worked part-time for a real estate lawyer across town. She handled the books, processed client payments, and likely had access to the firm's finances.
Juniper sat up straighter. Two firms. Two sets of books. Two different trust accounts. Margaret could move money between them without anyone noticing.
And if no one was looking, this could have gone on for years. Juniper had a feeling it had.
"...Juni?"
"Hmm?"
"Did you hear anything I just said?"
"Yeah, yeah. I heard you."
Holly sighed. "I said I'm worried about you. When was the last time you did something that wasn't work? Remember Vegas? We had one too many glasses of wine, got lost, stayed up until sunrise. We had such a blast. I miss that."
"Look, I get what you're saying, Hol, but I'm fine, and we'll do something soon, I promise," Juniper cut in, clicking over to Margaret's Facebook profile. "This is important to me, and I'm really close to figuring some things out. I need just a little bit more time."
"Juni, you're not actually solving these cases. You're simply researching them. The police think you're..."
"I know what they think." The words came out sharper than intended.
Juniper's mind flashed back to that mortifying day. Detective Reynolds had looked at her like she was a particularly annoying insect as she tried to explain the connection she'd found in a cold case. The office had gone quiet, other officers glancing up from their desks as the exchange between her and the detective got louder.
"Ma'am, we appreciate your... enthusiasm, but we need you to leave this to law enforcement." His hand was already on her elbow, steering her toward the door. "An officer will show you out."
Whispers trailed behind her during her humiliating exit, her face burning with embarrassment. She clutched her folder of evidence tighter, squared her shoulders, and tried to muster any shred of dignity she had left as she walked out of the building.
"I'm sorry," Holly said, pulling her back to the present. "I shouldn't have brought that up. But you should leave this to the police and enjoy your life. You're still young."
"I know, Holly." Juniper rubbed her temple. "But let's talk tomorrow. Go take care of your wee ones, and we'll talk more then. Love ya."
After hanging up, Juniper sat in the quiet apartment, Holly's words still echoing. You're not actually solving these cases.
Her gaze drifted to the corkboard on the far wall, covered in crime scene photos, newspaper clippings, and handwritten notes. In the corner, faded and curling at the edges, was a missing person flyer she'd kept since high school. Sarah Cain, still there, still waiting, after all these years.
It always comes back to you, Sarah.
Sarah was a classmate in grade twelve, and one night after her shift at Burger Haven, she vanished. Her car was found in the parking lot, and the building was locked up tight. She was never seen again.
The police searched everywhere, interviewed everyone, followed every lead. Eventually the case went cold. The town forgot, but Sarah's parents still posted her photo every year on the anniversary.
Juniper posted it too. She couldn't forget the empty desk beside her in science class or the way the graduation ceremony fell silent when they called Sarah's name.
Sarah's disappearance changed the course of Juniper's life. She couldn't stomach how quickly people stopped caring. Sarah became nothing but a sad footnote in their high school yearbook. Three months after the disappearance, the same people who'd organized search parties were back to arguing about prom decorations.
For years, she'd find herself staring at Sarah's missing person flyer in grocery stores, wondering what had happened to her. Juniper promised herself she wouldn't stop looking just because everyone else had.
She sat with it for a moment. Then she turned back to Margaret's social media profile, comparing her posts with the firm's transaction history.
A photo from March caught her eye. Margaret stood beside a new car, smiling broadly. Juniper cross-referenced the date with Henderson's files. The purchase was three days after a $750,000 settlement cleared.
She scrolled further back through Margaret's feed. Short trips to Vegas. A modest condo. Nothing extravagant. But Juniper kept coming back to the same question: how was she affording any of this on an admin salary? There was no partner, no mention of an inheritance. It didn't quite add up.
Juniper went back to the bank statements, and this time the pattern was harder to ignore. Money had been disappearing for years, slow and steady, hidden beneath routine transactions. But recently, the amounts had increased. If someone was skimming, the firm winding down would explain the urgency.
Anyone looking at this would wonder why it wasn't caught at tax time. But all those checks did was confirm the numbers matched, not where the money actually went. If no one had reason to look for missing funds, they wouldn't find them. And if that person had access to two different trust accounts at two different firms, moving money around undetected would have been that much easier.
The more she looked at it, the more she believed Thomas Henderson's death was connected to what she was finding.
Henderson must have begun reviewing the books during the firm's closure. Confusion when the numbers didn't make sense. Disbelief when he checked them again. And finally, the devastating truth. The woman who remembered his coffee order, who made cupcakes for his birthday, had possibly been stealing from him for years.
If Juniper was right about any of this, the question remained: what could she do with this information? She couldn't exactly march up to Margaret Collins and start interrogating her, although that was exactly what she wanted to do.
She stared at the victim's photograph on her laptop. An older man with gentle eyes and a warm smile.
I'm sorry. You didn't deserve this.
If only Henderson could tell her what happened in those final moments. Had Margaret come to beg for mercy, or had she already decided to kill him? Did she bring the weapon with her, or grab something in the heat of the moment?
How many times had she wished the dead could speak? Just once. Just long enough to provide information and give their families closure. If it were me, she thought, I'd find a way back. I wouldn't leave things unfinished.
She almost laughed. And there it was. The reason every date crashed and burned. Normal people talked about hobbies and weekend plans. She talked about financial fraud and true crime. She'd seen that look on her date's face too many times. The polite nod, the glazed eyes, the sudden forgotten task they had to get to. At some point, she stopped trying to be someone she wasn't.
She glanced at the clock. There was still time to record a short video for her YouTube channel. Talking through a case on camera always helped her organize her thoughts, and it served as a kind of insurance too. If anything ever happened to her, the evidence she'd uncovered wouldn't disappear with her.
She recorded carefully, framing everything as questions rather than accusations. No one had been arrested yet, and she wasn't about to name names on YouTube and risk a defamation lawsuit. When she finished, she scheduled the video to upload in the early morning hours.
But even with all that she had done, she still felt unsettled.
The video would reach her subscribers and maybe generate some tips, but that could take days or even months, and she had the feeling that time was of the essence.
Juniper pulled up the local police department's website and found the lead investigator: Detective David Martinez. Her finger lingered over the contact information. The last





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        A Note from the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/567fc0ff-d023-432c-8a9a-6115a44e8c6f.png







