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    In loving memory of my Father, Michael Carl Olson. You left behind a wonderful wife in my Mother LeAnn Olson. You raised two boys into men and your sacrifices are never forgotten. Your legacy lives through us and ours through you. Put in a good word to the "Big Guy" for us. Love, your Family.
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Prologue
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Detective Reisen is sailing toward his piece of mind. The sound of waves crashing against the shoreline echoes across Navy Pier. Leaving an everlasting impression on the sand. His vessel is a tribute to his passion for fishing and sailing across the Great Lakes. A boat may qualify as a luxurious asset. However, our everyday hero is far from a luxurious man.

He is a spiritual soul who believes the good will outweigh the bad in people. A blue-collar working man living out his American dream. Feels sanguine within his world.

When questioned by friends or loved ones, "How he was a single bachelor on the Chicago police force?" Detective Reisen has a response loaded like a criminal's gun. However, our wholesome lover boy believes he may have found his soul mate.

A woman regarded by the elites in Chicago as, "A breath of fresh air." Blonde with blue eyes and a full voluptuous figure. Boasting a smile that would stop a baby from crying.

The cornerstone of her beauty lies within her intuition, and uncanny ability to discover what others can't. A well-renowned reporter with major credentials.

Some folks squeak, "She attracts unwanted attention." Others say, "She has the kiss of death." Detective Reisen admires her passion and would rebuke the notion of anything less than the ladder. Bonnie Butterfield is more than a modern-day vixen. She is as good at capturing criminals as captivating an audience.
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Shadows Knock

[image: ]


Awakened from a deep slumber by a powerful hammering sound, sprawled out in bed as the pounding surmounts. Slowly rising to throw the covers off me. Treading forward while infuriating beating taunts me. Peering through a window as darkness consumes the sky. Who is knocking before the first break of sunlight?

My wall calendar marks today as Saturday, May fourth, 2024. Knocking resumes as I barrel for the door. Wiping cold from my eyes, the last thing I need is a surprise. Perhaps, a solicitor or door-to-door salesman. For heaven's sake, it’s too early for the mailman!

Eye on the peep-hole unable to see who is on the other side. A shadow flickers into sight. “Good morning, Detective Reisen!” a daunting figure boom.

In flesh and blood standing before me weathering a torrential downpour is Captain Davis; head of Progressive Task Force Twelve Z. Aging like vino in his early forties, broad-shouldered and smoking. A touch of gray glosses his wavy brown hair with a neck tougher than leather. My curiosity is reaching another level.

Captain Davis has been with the Chicago Police Department for twenty-three years. During his tenure, noble police officers have resigned, found work elsewhere, or unfortunately fell in the line of duty. Standing as a testament to perseverance. He is respected, admired, and admonished by his peers. Political elites gush over his charisma.

A cinch to lead Progressive Task Force Twelve Z upon its creation by Mayor Riley back in January. Sought after for political office, which he refuses each political season. Declining spotlight instead fulfilling deeper satisfaction in crime-busting. Coupled with utter annoyance from back-stabbing politicians. Captain Davis feels his purpose hasn’t been served, but he serves admirably.

“Captain Davis? What a surprise! Please, step inside.” Holding open the door as a good-faith gesture.

“Thank you for saving me from that wicked storm!” Davis amplifies.

We shake hands as he leaks everywhere. My radio faintly plays in the background.

“No trouble. Would you care for a cup of coffee?” I ask.

Hat in his hands, tapping his fingers along the brim. He seems nervous.

“Coffee? Absolutely! Coffee would be top-notch,” Davis bellows.

“Hang your coat up and follow me.” Stopping after a few paces. “Must have left the radio on from last night,” I say, turning up the volume.

A weather meteorologist mentions, “Rain showers will continue.”

Preparing coffee as Captain Davis continues our conversation, “Sorry to drop in on you unexpectedly.”

From the corner of my eye, he appears distraught. “Save your apologies. You're always welcome here,” I state.

“Thank you. Hardly see anyone on the road in this storm,” Davis implies.

“Weather has taken a nasty turn,” I reply anxiously.

“You wouldn't believe it. Fog is thicker than a fat sheep’s wool!” Davis jokes.

“Ha-ha, clever!” I shout, grinning wide.

The mood lightens, awareness heightens, and my chest tightens.

“Thank you. Thought popped into my head on the way here. Anyhow, the reason I stopped by—”

Beep-Beep! Whoop! Chug! Crackle! Crunch! Whoosh!

We flinch as hot caffeinated liquid finishes brewing.

“Coffee is ready,” I squelch, feeling massively awkward.

Captain Davis smiles. “Sure is!” he chuckles. Both his hands rest on the coffee maker. “Get a look at this contraption,” Davis says. Shaking his head pouring himself a fresh cup.

A few big gulps help my anxiety plateau.

“Let me get down to brass tax. Would you happen to know a man named Luis Reinhart?” Davis inquires.

“Know him?” I ask feeling puzzled. “More than that. Luis and I served in the same unit during our tour of Afghanistan. When we last spoke, Luis was having a fundraiser for his mayoral campaign,” I detail.

Sipping coffee slowly and bracing for what Captain Davis might say. “Your friend is extremely vocal,” he relinquishes.

Surprised by his observation, halting before replying. “About what exactly?” I inquire.

Captain Davis sizes me up, taking a long sip before speaking. “Ridding corruption from within the city government.”

“I was unaware, politics isn’t my field of study. Do you mean Luis raised hairs on the back of a few necks?” I ask.

“Possibly, does he have any enemies?” Davis inquires.

“Not to the best of my knowledge. Luis Reinhart is an honorable man. Level with me; is he in danger?”

Captain Davis's face doesn’t break while posturing up straighter than a pole, “Received a phone call last night from an untraceable number. A voice said, ‘Keep Luis Reinhart’s name out of the newspapers until after the special election or else.’”

Tangling with my inner thoughts, “Or else what?” I ask.

“Luis will be a dead man. Phone call disconnected before I uttered a word,” Davis divulges.

Staggered as if a prizefighter’s punch connected in my abdomen. “You must be kidding!” I shout. Jumping up running my hand through my hair in disbelief.

“I wish this was a sick joke. All of the details are troubling,” Davis says crisply.

“This is a mess!” Kicking over a stool. “Luis wouldn’t jeopardize this opportunity,” I growl.

“Guess who the janitor will be?” Davis asks.

Stopping in my tracks and facing him.

“You deserve an opportunity to sort this mess out. Recognize the magnitude of each fact surrounding Luis’s disappearance,” Davis says sternly.

Head sitting sideways, cold numbing anxiety piercing my nerves. “What are you saying?” I ask.

“A man turned up dead on South Archer Street a few hours ago. Patrol found a body sticking out of an alleyway folded up like lunch meat. Did some quick research around the Twelfth Ward of Chicago where Luis Reinhart is Alderman. Unfortunately, Luis’s fingerprints were lifted off the victim,” Davis discloses.

Devastated as anguish crashes into me like two pillars collapsing on each other.

“Breaking bad news doesn’t suit you,” I acknowledge.

“Doesn't mean Luis killed him. Could have found him that way, maybe a struggle, or might be nothing,” Davis insists.

“Sounds like more than nothing,” I counter.

Captain Davis glances down then up at me, “Find Luis before time runs out for him and us,” he decides.

Shell-shocked struggling as I pull my words out of the void, “... Who’s the homicide victim?” I ask.

“John Marshall,” he replies. “Age sixty-three, residence in Bridgeview, Illinois, and a Cook County Circuit Court Judge.”

Unable to believe my ears. “When the news teams arrive, I have even less time,” I huff.

“I will hold a press briefing to announce Judge John Marshall’s death on the afternoon news. We will have his autopsy expedited,” Davis says.

“Did you check Luis’s residence?” Sliding my Glock 27 pistol into its holster ready for departure.

“Nobody home—neighbors haven’t seen anything unusual,” Davis replies.

“Did you contact Luis’s campaign headquarters?” I ask.

“Yes. Nothing good came out of it.”

Holding out hope for a shred of uplifting news. “What did they say?” I inquire.

“Luis Reinhart’s lead campaign staffer said, ‘This week’s plans are on hold,’” Davis replies.

“Any particular reason? Is Luis dropping out of the race?”

“No. The reason provided was personal. I assume stress from the campaign trail.”

“You assume or are you not ready to convict a man that appears guilty from every angle?” I ask out of frustration.

“Lay off Reisen!” Davis shouts. “I may select any officer with a hair up his behind to track down your friend,” he scolds. “Think big picture; help pull Mayor Riley off our backs. You wouldn’t be assigned this case if
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