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JAMES

“I am hearing what you’re saying, Mrs. Williams, but I am going to tell you one more time, we don’t really do this sort of work.” James Moore ran his hand through his red hair and rolled his eyes. This was the third time this week Mrs. Williams had called their office, so this was the third time he would have to turn down her business. 

“But Muffy has been missing for a week. I want to find my Muffy.”

“Mrs. Williams?” James’ partner, Patrick, mouthed at him from the desk opposite his in the small office.

James nodded.

Patrick rolled his eyes and motioned for James to hand the phone over to him. Which he gladly did. 

“Mrs. Williams, is poor Muffy still missing? Did you check at the RSPCA?”

While Patrick took care of Mrs. Williams and the Case of the Missing Tabby Cat, James turned to the computer with their shared document to go over what other cases they had still open at the moment.

A year and a half ago, he, along with Patrick and his fiancée Evelyn, helped take down a notorious crime family in London. Since that time, their meager little private investigator agency that barely scraped by had exploded because of the publicity of the case. Not only were they earning enough to live off of comfortably, they could move their business out of their flat and into its own space, which made the work life balance a little easier. 

Well, easier for Patrick. James had nothing else really taking up his time. While Patrick and Evelyn had moved into a new flat together, stating they needed a fresh start in their own space, James had moved in with Joseph McCleary, a police officer, to help pay the rent and to make the flat feel not so empty. The two had gotten along ever since Joe had helped with the case the year before. Living together was pretty easy as they kept the same schedule: neither was ever really home. 

James kept busy with work. He loved the thrill of the chase and the satisfaction of solving a case brought him. Nothing could beat how he felt while he worked. He pulled double the cases Patrick did, mostly because Patrick actually separated work from the rest of his life. 

Patrick hung up the phone and sighed. “Well, I think I just promised Mrs. Williams one of us would go over and help her find Muffy.”

“Patrick!” 

“I’m sorry! I apparently have a really hard time saying no to little old ladies. And easy money. I have a honeymoon to pay for soon.”

“So, does that mean you’re going over to take Mrs. Williams to the RSPCA?”

“Fuck. I guess it does.” He stood from his desk and grabbed his coat as he moved toward the door. “I’m going to head over there now and get this over with. And then I’m going to head home from there. Watch the time. Don’t stay here too late. It’s a Friday night. Go home, grab Joe, and hit a pub.”

“You have big plans for your Friday night?”

“Oh yes, Evelyn and I have the exciting plans of putting together a seating plan and making sure we have all our vendors in order.”

James pulled a face. “Oh yes. Very exciting.”

“Have you written your speech yet?”

“Not yet. But it will get written.”

“The wedding is in two weeks, mate. I’m just going to tell Evelyn you have everything done. Let her cross something off her bloody list.”

“Works for me. Now, you enjoy the RSPCA, and I promise I will leave the office before it gets too late, and I will not work the entire weekend.”

“And you will go to the pub and pick up a bird.”

“And I will go home and watch a movie.”

Patrick shook his head. “As long as it’s not here, I honestly don’t care what you do. You’re working too hard, James. We’re allowed to let some of these cases go. We don’t have to work every single one that falls into our lap.”

“Logically I know this. However, we don’t know how much longer this Fitzgerald Bump is going to last. I want to milk it for all it’s worth, and build up my savings for when it all falls flat again.”

“It’s been nearly a year and a half. I think it’s safe to say, any bump from the Fitzgeralds has run its course. This is more than likely our new normal based on our reputation and word of mouth. We’ll be fine.”

“Yes, well, I’m going to keep on keeping on, so to speak. You’re the only one uncomfortable with my workload.”

“Not the only one, Evelyn worries about you, too.”

“Well, Evie is a gentle soul who worries about everyone. Tell her to stop worrying about me and focus on your wedding. She can worry about me after you return from your honeymoon.”

“I will pass that along. And now that my job of telling you to work less is done, I have a date with an old lady and an animal shelter.”

“Good luck, mate.”

“Ta.” Patrick gave him a mock salute before exiting the office.

James shook his head and turned back to the computer. They started using a shared spreadsheet in order to keep track of cases and their status. Besides their open cases, they had an overflowing email inbox with potential cases. Patrick was probably right. Any bump from the publicity of taking down Mickey Fitzgerald and the subsequent trial had probably already worn off. Their overflowing email and the need to juggle half a dozen cases at a time was because they were fucking good at their job and word was finally getting around London. They were the team to go to if you needed to employ the services of a private investigator. 

After finishing up some notes about a cheating spouse case they were working on, he shut down his computer and began packing up for the day. He looked at the clock. Nearly six. A very reasonable time to sign off and go home. As he put his laptop in his backpack, he wondered if maybe Patrick was right. Maybe he should go out to the pub. It had been a while since he tried to pull a bird. If anything, it would be nice to at least chat up someone new. 

He pulled out his phone and texted Joe. He wasn’t sure what his work schedule was this week. Sometimes he worked days, and sometimes he was on nights. He couldn’t remember which he was on currently. As soon as he finished composing the text, but before he could hit send, there was a knock on the door.

He frowned. No one really ever came to their office. While it was exciting, they had an office separate from their flat, the office was quite small. Barely enough room for their two desks and an extra chair for when Evie would come and visit when she had time. They did most of their business via telephone or would meet off site. Knocking on their door was not normal.

He finished packing his bag and moved around his desk to go answer the door. He opened it to find a young woman, probably around his age, late twenties, early thirties, standing there, hand poised to knock again. She had her black curly hair pulled back into a ponytail, but it still ran down to the middle of her back. Thick rimmed cat-eyeglasses framed her brown eyes, the purple a bold contrast to her copper skin. When she saw he opened the door, her face broke out into a smile, however it didn’t reach her eyes. 

“Can I help you?”

“Yes, is this Miller and Moore Investigations?”

“It is. I’m James Moore.” He offered his hand, and she took it. Her smaller hand easily engulfed within his. 

“Tessa Lopez,” she replied. 

“What can I do for you, Ms. Lopez? I have to admit, we don’t get very many clients knocking on our door.”

“Well, I had emailed you two days ago about my case, but I have yet to hear anything from you, so I thought I would try my hand at coming down in person. My case is rather urgent.”

“Our email is pretty backlogged at the moment, so I apologize. We would have gotten to your email in the next day or so. If your case is urgent, wouldn’t you be better served to go to the police about it?”

“Well, that’s the problem now, isn’t it? I went to the police, but they told me they can’t do anything until a crime is committed. When I asked them if my case would fall under harassment, they asked me if I knew who the harasser was. When I told them I didn’t, they told me they couldn’t do anything. Since then, things have escalated a bit, and I’ve gotten worried about my safety. My friend told me about you and your partner, and so here I am.”

James frowned. “I was about to leave for the night, but now you have me both intrigued about your case and worried about your safety. Please come in.”

He stepped out of the way, letting her into the office. As she passed, he caught a whiff of coconut and vanilla. She moved to sit in Evie’s chair as James shut the door and went back to his desk. Rather than pull out his laptop again, he found a legal pad and a pen pulling both in front of him. He opened the pen and poised it, ready to write everything she said. He nodded to her to show he was ready.

“Well, a couple of weeks ago, I started getting letters to my place of business. Like actual letters. I almost never get letters to my shop. People mostly communicate to me through email, my website or review sites, so I was already thinking it a little odd.” 

“What’s your business?”

“I own a bake shop, here over on Redchurch Street. It’s called Cake Me Home Tonight.”

“You own Cake Me Home Tonight? You make the best Victoria Sponge.”

She blushed as her eyes strayed down at her hands. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Anyway, you were telling me about the letters?”

“Yes, they started off innocently enough, praising me for something I had baked. Asking me if I would make something specific to have in the shop the next day. Things like that. Then they got more personal. Asking me if I had a boyfriend. Asking me what my favorite position to fuck is. Things like that. It was when they turned in this direction I went to the police. But because whoever is sending these letters is doing it anonymously, and they have never come in contact with me, the police say they can’t really do anything. They called it a prank.”

“And you don’t recognize the handwriting on the letters? Could it be someone you already know?”

Ms. Lopez shook her head. “They’re all typed. And I think they’re all hand delivered through my letterbox, none of the envelopes have been addressed. Just blank on the front.”

“Hand delivered? That makes things a little easier. I’ll put in a request to get the CCTV footage from in front of your shop. If the letters were hand delivered, we’ll be able to see who did it.”

“Really? That simple?”

“Hypothetically. I mean, any number of things could occur. We’ll get a really clear picture of the bloke’s face, case closed. Or it will be a grainy image and we won’t be able to tell who it is, but it will be a lead. Now, you mentioned something earlier about how the harassment has escalated, which is what brought you here in the first place?”

“Yes. Hold on, let me show you.” Ms. Lopez pulled her handbag, which had been slung across her chest hanging at her hip, into her lap. She opened the flap and pulled out an envelope. It was a little larger than a standard envelope, but not A4 sized. She set the envelope on the desk and pushed it across to him. 

He picked it up and opened the flap. There was a folded sheet of A4 paper next to a glossy photograph. He unfolded the paper and frowned when he read it. “That color looks good on you.” Then he looked at the photograph and his hands formed into fists, almost crushing the picture between them. 

“Do you live above your shop?”

She nodded. “I do.”

The picture was a spy shot, taken from the street up through what appeared to be Ms. Lopez’s bedroom window. Framed perfectly in the window, between the crack of her curtains, was Ms. Lopez, shirtless, and poised with her hands behind her back, taking off her emerald green bra. Completely oblivious to the cameraman below.
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Chapter 2
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TESSA

Tessa could feel her face warm as she watched Detective Moore look at the picture she gave him. To be honest, she had left out the more risqué ones. She couldn’t bear watching a stranger look at her bare chest. It was already incredibly embarrassing to have to come in here. She should be able to handle a few letters. She got worse in reviews around the internet. People felt bold enough to say many horrific things while hidden behind the anonymity of a screen. However, there seemed to be something a bit more sinister about these letters. Whether it was the content, the frequency they arrived or the manner in which they were delivered, she couldn’t decide. She knew something was off way before she got the surveillance pictures two days ago. She simply couldn’t put her finger on what.

She pulled her bottom lip between her teeth and shifted her gaze down to the photographs in the detective’s hands. She drew her eyebrows. He was gripping the photograph tightly. The pictures were quite upsetting to her, but she didn’t think they would upset other people.

“So, you have a stalker.”

“I have a stalker.”

“Stalking is a crime in the UK, but I don’t think I need to tell you that.”

“Like I said, I have gone to the police, and they’ve shrugged it off. Told me it’s probably a prank. That I should be flattered.”

“Here’s the thing. It is after six on a Friday night. I can’t do much until after the weekend. Have any of the letters been threatening?”

She shook her head. “No. No actual threats.”

“Good. On Monday morning, I will put in the request to get the CCTV footage from outside your shop. Once we get the footage, I can go through and see if I can find anything that feels suspicious. On Monday I would like you to bring in everything he’s sent you. I’m assuming you kept everything.”

“I did. I am at the shop from 3:30 am until a little after midday baking. I will bring you everything in the afternoon on Monday if that is okay with you?”

He wrote notes on his legal pad. “Are you in the shop at 3:30 every morning?”

“Every morning except Sunday when the shop is closed.”

“Are the letters already delivered in your letterbox when you arrive? Or do they appear later on in the morning?”

“They are already there when I arrive.”

“And the shop closes around midday?”

“No, I leave around midday. The shop closes at five each night. I have a manager and a girl who helps run the shop. They’re usually there alone between midday and five. Tonight, I stayed and closed because my manager is on holiday.”

“So, sometime between the shop closing at five and you arriving at three-thirty, our mysterious author is delivering letters in your post.”

“Yes, that seems right.”

Detective Moore set his pen down and looked at her. His green eyes locked with hers. “Since the letters are being delivered to your place of business and not your home and they are not of a threatening nature, while it’s concerning, I’m not overly worried. Go about your weekend as normal. If anything changes before Monday, please give me a ring, and I will come sort it out. Your stalker seems to be acting the role of a secret admirer at the moment. If you start getting letters that are more threatening, call me.” He slid his card across the desk to her. She picked it up and slid it into the pocket of her jeans.

“Thank you. I know you’re busy, so I appreciate you taking the time, on a Friday night, no less, to meet with me. And I appreciate you moving quickly on this.”

“Most of our cases right now deal with cheating spouses or money laundering, which are cases that, while important, don’t quite have the urgency attached to them as ‘man who sends letters to woman and takes her picture unknowingly.’”

“You keep referring to my stalker as male. Do women tend to not do this whole stalking business?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. How heteronormative of me. I just assumed. Well, yes. Women do, do the stalking thing. When I get the CCTV, I can expand my search to men and women exhibiting suspicious behavior.”

She tried to hide her smile as his face grew red, accentuating the freckles that peppered his nose. Not for the first time since she entered his office, she noticed how attractive the red-headed detective was. His shaggy rusty hair covered his ears and swooped across his forehead, while his beard was light enough it was almost impossible to see. He was taller than her, which she noticed from when he answered the door, and she had to look up to meet his gaze. Even though he came off a little nerdy, he was definitely out of her league. And now he thought she wasn’t into men because of the way she worded her question. She had meant it to be playful. Instead, she seemed to be offended.

“I’m into men,” she all but blurted out. She closed her eyes and let out a silent groan.

“What?”

“I’m simply putting it out there. I’m into men, so would it likely be a male?”

“Likely. But like you pointed out, it could be a woman. Someone who has fallen in love with you through the bakery and knows your preferences and maybe feels jilted. And for the record, it doesn’t matter to me, men, women, both, whoever you prefer, we’re not discriminatory around here.”

She opened her eyes and met his gaze. He was smirking at her, like he knew her gaff completely embarrassed her. “I’m glad to know I’m doing business with such a forward-thinking group.” She moved to get up. This seemed as good a time as any to excuse herself before she embarrassed herself any further. But then something he said hit her. “Do you think my stalker has come to my shop regularly? As like a customer?”

“It’s likely. I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if they came in at least once a week. They might even be one of your regulars.”

Tessa closed her eyes and mentally sorted through everyone who came in regularly. There were so many loyal customers. People came to her when they were hosting parties, when they needed treats for the office, or craving a sweet treat. For the past five years Cake Me Home Tonight had grown in reputation for having affordable cakes and pastries that didn’t skimp on the taste or the looks. She had poured her heart and soul into that bakery, and was thrilled the first day they ever sold out of goods because of having so many customers. Word of mouth built her a loyal customer base, and some blogger posted about her shop on a travel website and now tourists come out of their way to visit her. To get a slice of her famous Victoria Sponge. 

She tried to pick out one person who stood out to her. Someone who would look a little creepy. Someone who screamed, ‘I’m a creepy stalker,’ but no one stood out.

“Would it help if I made a list of my regulars? At least those whose names I know?”

“It very well could. If you got me a list, I could try to cross reference them with the CCTV footage, see if any of them are poking about in the night.”

“Brilliant. I’ll work on my list on Sunday. Is there anything else you need? It’s nearing the middle of the night for me and I’m completely knackered. I'm going to head home and get some rest before my alarm reminds me it's time to head back to the kitchen for baking.

“Oh yes, please feel free to leave. I’m going to work on typing up my notes and uploading them into a shared folder for my partner to look at. First thing Monday morning, I will put in my request for that footage. It will take a couple of days to come in, but I would love for you to bring in the list of names and all the letters. And if you think of anything over the weekend that you think might help, no matter how small it may seem, jot it down on a notepad and bring those in as well. My partner will be in the office Monday afternoon and two heads are better than one, and we’ll go over the case.”

“Thank you.” She stood from her chair and made her way to the door. “Thank you so much. I can’t even thank you for everything you’ve already done. Knowing you’re taking me seriously and going to work on figuring out who this is, I think I may actually sleep tonight.”

“I’m glad I could do that, at least. Please keep my number close. If things escalate over the weekend, call me. If the stalker makes contact physically, call the police. My flat mate is a police officer here in Tower Hamlets, his name is Joseph McCleary. If you need to call, ask for him.”

“McCleary. Got it.”

“Have a good weekend, and I will see you on Monday.”

“See you on Monday.”

Tessa left the office and made her way down the stairs of the building to the street. She wasn’t lying when she told him talking to him had eased her mind. The idea of her having a stalker still freaked her out but having Detective Moore tell her just receiving a few photographs and letters that did nothing to outright threaten her was nothing too worrisome helped take a weight off her shoulders. She could breathe slightly easier. 

She walked down the sidewalk toward her home. She was glad the notorious detectives who took down an entire crime family lived in her borough. She hated the Tube. She enjoyed walking through the neighborhood. 

She pulled her coat around her tighter as she walked. The wind had picked up and, combined with the mid-October temperature drop, she was regretting her choice of the lighter coat. As she neared the street with her shop, she could feel her pulse quicken. The nights were already longer, so the sun was disappearing over the horizon, streetlamps were lit, and the world was full of shadows. She never enjoyed being out after dark, but with the whole stalker business, she especially disliked being out. 

She picked up her pace and breathed a sigh of relief when she could see the shop. Almost there. 

As she walked down her familiar street, she looked across the street where whoever was taking pictures of her through her window had to be staked out. Right now, the street was filled with cars. It was Friday night and there were shops and restaurants that stayed open much later than hers. People bustled about, ducking in and out of storefronts and up and down the sidewalk. It was impossible for her to pick out anyone familiar. Anyone who could be watching her. Waiting for her to go upstairs and change. A shiver ran down her spine that had nothing to do with the cold. 

Finally, she was at her shop. She pulled out her keys, letting herself in. As she shut the door, she glanced at the post basket and breathed a sigh of relief to see it was empty. Whoever delivered her daily letters obviously hadn’t been there yet. Maybe they were busy. It was a Friday. They could be out on the town. On a date. With someone else forgetting all about her. She could only hope.

She locked the door and moved through the shop to the back stairs. Ascending them, she was exhausted. She didn’t realize how much this whole situation was taking out of her. Unlocking the door to her flat. She smiled at the silence of the flat. It was a pleasant contrast to the chaotic bustle of her shop.

She walked into the kitchen, flicking on the kettle to make some tea. After devouring a small bag of crisps, also known as dinner, she prepared herself for bed. As she walked into her bedroom, she checked and double checked her curtains. A routine she started two nights ago after receiving those photos. Not one crack. No one would see into her sanctuary tonight. No one.
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JAMES

The cursor blinked on the screen of the computer as if mocking him. Blink. Blink. Blink. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. James had been sitting at his computer for the better part of the hour, and he had checked his email, checked his social media, read the news headlines, but had yet to write one word of his best man speech. He didn’t understand why he was having such a hard time putting words on paper. Patrick was his best friend, and after living with her for a year, Evie was as well. But why couldn’t he find it in him to put anything down? Evie told him last night at dinner to just say something short and sweet. To stop putting so much pressure on himself. Told him to make it funny. Throw in some pop culture references. 

But that was the problem. He didn’t want to make jokes about their friendship. They meant everything to him. He wasn’t close to anyone like he was to them. And how did you convey everything he felt about them into a brief speech? He sighed and ran his hands down his face. To this day, he still could see their battered bodies in their hospital beds after they were rescued from the Fitzgerald lair. The images seared on his brain. The relief when he learned they would be okay was probably the strongest feeling he had ever felt.

Being able to convey that all in one brief speech? Impossible. Maybe he would simply have to write a speech for the masses and a separate letter for Patrick and Evie to read later. He perked up. That was exactly what he would do. First, he would write the speech for the crowd and get it over with. Get Evie off his back. Then, once the wedding was over and they were on holiday, he would work on the longer letter and deliver it to them when they got home. 

Brilliant idea, James. Well done, chap, he thought to himself as he prepared himself to type. As soon as he pressed down the first keys, mercifully filling the blank page he had been staring at for what felt like forever, his phone buzzed, showing an incoming text. He sighed. It was probably Evie asking him about his progress. Not even twenty-four hours since he left her flat after dinner and a movie night, a Saturday night tradition, they continued even after they moved out of their shared flat, and she had to check in on his progress.

He picked up his phone and did a double take when he noticed it was not from Evie but from an unknown number. He frowned and opened the message.


UKNOWN: Hi this is Tessa. The woman with a stalker. Wanted to remind you before you went in tomorrow morning I live above my shop. CCTV footage from one location only.


James smiled. Tessa. Ms. Lopez. His new client. Even though his weekend had been filled with helping Patrick finish his list for the wedding and movie night, Ms. Lopez had never been far from his mind. He worried things would escalate over the weekend. If the person was truly stalking her, would they have seen her go into his office and decide now was the time to act? Her being on his mind had absolutely nothing to do with how beautiful she looked even after working a long day in the bakery, or how when she smiled, her entire face seemed to light up...

He shook his head, banishing those thoughts from his mind, and answered Ms. Lopez.


JAMES: Thank you for reminding me. My memory isn’t as bad as you’re making it out. I had remembered. I’m not that old.


He sent the message and then immediately wrote another.


JAMES: Quiet weekend?


He set his phone aside and turned back to his document, working on his speech. His phone buzzed before he could write more than three words.


TESSA: Complete opposite. My manager is still on holiday, so I worked a full day at the shop yesterday. And today we opened the shop for a special event. I’m completely knackered. 

He smiled. 

JAMES: I didn’t realise your shop did special events. When do you sleep?

TESSA: Right now. It seems sleep comes when I can no longer hold my eyes open while I watch the telly after work. Special events are a recent development. May need to rethink. We hosted a six-year old’s fairy party today. Never. Again.

JAMES: Oh, come on, it can’t have been that bad.

TESSA: Detective Moore, I have sprinkles in places there should not be sprinkles.


James blushed at the image of sprinkles in inappropriate places. 


JAMES: James. Call me James.

TESSA: Tessa


James smiled down at his phone. Tessa. He didn’t know why it thrilled him to be on a first name basis with her. She was a client. And one he had only met once. He shouldn’t be this involved with her already. 


JAMES: Any escalation this weekend with our mutual friend?

TESSA: No. In fact, I have received nothing from them this weekend at all. Is that a good thing? Has he given up?

JAMES: There’s no way of knowing. Even if we’re entering a lull, it will still be good to figure out who this person is. 

TESSA: I agree. My manager will be back from their holiday tomorrow. I will bring everything I have tomorrow around one. Will that work for you?

JAMES: It will.

TESSA: Well, I better sign off. My eyes are struggling to remain open. See you tomorrow?

JAMES: Sleep well, Tessa. See you tomorrow.


James set his phone aside and laughed a little. He wondered if all of their conversations would go that smoothly? 

“You’ve got quite the goofy grin on your face? Meet a bird this weekend, Jimmy?”

James nearly leapt out of his skin before whipping around to see his roommate, Joe, leaning against the kitchen counter, arms folded across his chest. A big grin spread across his face. 

“Fucking hell, Joe. When the hell did you get in?”

“About a minute ago. You were completely absorbed in whatever you were doing on your phone to notice. Did you meet someone? Because if you did, good for you.”

“No. I was only messaging with a client.”

“Bullshit. You don’t look all moony eyed at your phone when you’re simply chatting with a client. This is something more.”

“I promise you, it’s only a client. She came in as we were closing on Friday. Stalker. We were arranging our meeting tomorrow afternoon.”

Joe shook his head as he stood up from the counter and began unbuttoning his uniform shirt. “Sure, keep telling yourself that. I give it a week before you’re no longer just client and detective and you’ve got her bent over your desk. Mark my words.”

“Fuck off. You know we don’t date our clients. We keep things completely professional.”

Now Joe truly laughed. “Sure, you do. I think I’m in a wedding in a couple of weeks that completely contradicts that statement.”

“That’s different.”

“How? Evie was a client, wasn’t she? And then Patrick went and fell in love with her. And now they’re getting married. Please explain to me how it’s different. I’m waiting.”

James opened his mouth to tell him exactly how it was different, but faltered. It really wasn’t different, was it? Evie may have fallen into their lives by accident, but before she and Patrick fell in love, she was a client. A nonpaying client, but still technically a client. 

“Fine. It’s not different. But I am not Patrick. Tessa is a client, and nothing more. Now, where were you all weekend?”

“Oh, no. We’re not changing the subject. I want to talk more about how you’re apparently on a first name basis with this client.”

“Were you working all weekend, or did you meet someone? I don’t think I’ve seen you around the flat all weekend.”

“Both. I worked over night on Friday, but went to Clint’s flat when I got off. I was there the rest of the weekend.”

“Clint, eh? That’s two weekends in a row with him. Things getting a little serious for you two?”

“Nah. Well, at least on my end. He may be getting a little more attached than I am. I will probably have to end things between us soon. Which is a shame, since he lives so much closer to the station than I do.”

“Is that why you’re dating him? You don’t have to go as far to get home?”

“My primary goal in life is to not have to ride in some weirdo’s Uber at four in the morning. You know this. And how did we get on the subject of my complete disaster of a love life? We were talking about you following in Patrick’s footsteps and falling in love with someone who has come to you to protect them.”

James shook his head. “You’re reaching and you know it. Hey, I have a question for you. If someone came into the precinct with letters that had been delivered to them that were stalkery but not threatening, what would you do?”

Joe walked over to the couch and flopped down on it. “Well, if the letters were not threatening, we wouldn’t be able to do much of anything, unfortunately. Stalking is a crime, so I would probably take the person’s information and ask to read a letter or two, maybe make a report to create a paper trail. But beyond that, I wouldn’t be able to do anything.”

“At what point would the police be able to do something?”

“When the issue became so serious that the letter receiver was in danger. If the letters started having obvious threats. Or if the author of the letters made physical contact with her. Is this your stalking case?”

James nodded. “Yes. She told me she had already talked to the police prior to seeking our help. And it went just as you said. They couldn’t help her. In fact, they laughed her off, told her it was probably a prank. But what’s bothering me is that when it escalated, she didn’t go back to the police. She came to us, thinking you wouldn’t be able to do anything.”

“In what way did it escalate?”

“Her stalker has graduated from leaving fairly harmless letters in her post to taking pictures of her through her windows from the street.”

Joe sat up on the couch and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Any threats attached to these photographs?”

“None. Only the photos and the same non-threatening letters.”

“Well, we probably wouldn’t have done anything if she had brought those in. Other than maybe to send someone out to patrol the area the following night to see if we could spot anyone suspicious. Where does she live?”

“She lives above her bake shop, Cake Me Home Tonight.”

“Wait. Your new client owns Cake Me Home Tonight?”

“She does.”

“She makes the best Bakewell tarts in the whole fucking city. That’s it. I’m done taking the piss. You need to marry that girl like yesterday.”

“Joe.”

“If you get married, would I be able to get a discount on baked goods, you think?”

“How often are you going to her shop?”

“I’m there at least once a week.”

“You’re a walking stereotype, mate.”

“Fuck off.”

“Can we get back to the case?”

“Fine. Knowing the area her shop is, depending on the time of day, it would be damn near impossible to tell who was there staring at her shop and who was there
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