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            ABOUT THE NAUGHTY NEIGHBOR

          

        

      

    

    
      “Benny and I are going to continue our investigation in the murder we're working on,” said Detective Pierson.

      “She was murdered in her home? Were there any witnesses?”

      “Oh,” smiled Pierson, “I would say so. There were probably seventy thousand witnesses.”

      The victim was Cloe Murphy, an internet porn star had over 70,000 fans, most of whom had the misfortune of seeing her brutal murder during Cloe's internet podcast. The most likely suspect is the estranged husband Toby who discovered his wife's body. The weapon has his prints on it, and neighbors report that they've heard heated words between the couple.

      But is he the killer? Or did one of her subscribers want to make sure she didn't share herself with anyone else?

      Jerry Baker asks MacFarland to look into the young porn star's death, and it quickly becomes apparent that there was more to Cloe Murphy's death than meets the eye.

      

      The Naughty Neighbor is the fourteenth book in the Hot Dog Detective series. Each book can be read independently, but if you want to read them in order, just follow the alphabet.
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      The impossible happens! Mark MacFarland, former Denver Police Detective, gets a jury summons. He’s certain he won’t be selected. After all, what defense lawyer would want a former cop sitting on the jury of a murder trial? But as luck has it, he is selected to be on the jury. But as the trial proceeds, MacFarland suspects the defendant has been framed. If so, who is the real murderer?
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            PROLOGUE

          

          SATURDAY, DECEMBER 30, 2015 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Cloe Murphy checked on Eric, satisfied that he had fallen asleep already. She changed into a costume of a nineteenth century tavern wench and sat down in front of her computer. She loaded the backdrop she planned on using for this cam cast, then reviewed her one page of notes for the upcoming scene. Promptly at eight fifteen in the evening, she turned on her webcam and linked into her podcast.

      “Good evening, my wonderful fans! This is Apple Blossom, coming to you on the final Saturday of the year! This will be a special broadcast for me, and I hope for you as well, since it will be my farewell podcast. But never fear, dearest friends, because I will always be available in Apple Blossom's private chat room, where we can both get down low and personal. You know the place, the Apple Orchard, ...” Cloe smiled broadly and seductively into the camera. “...where anything and everything can happen!”

      “Tonight we will complete the story of Rose Blossom, my great grandmother who was kidnapped by pirates of the Spanish Main and compelled to service the scurviest and most dastardly crew of cutthroats.”

      Cloe's web cam was set up so that she could turn the camera around the room, as well as zoom in and out, all by manipulating a small remote in her hand. After three years of practice, she was quite adept at keeping the camera focused on her face...her breasts...or any part of her body she or her viewers desired.

      Her studio--actually her bedroom--was set up with wine-red curtains that could be drawn to surround her bed, a small area at the foot of her bed where she could dance and gyrate around a built-in floor-to-ceiling pole, and a specially built chair that allowed her to pose in various positions. The curtains could also be pulled aside to reveal an all-green screen that allowed Cloe to change the background of the Apple Orchard, thus allowing her to give her global viewers the impression that she was located geographically quite close to them. Sometimes Cloe took more delight in giving her followers the impression that she was in a Paris hotel suite or on a Sussex farm, or a hotel within shouting distance of the Kremlin than she took in the imaginative eroticism for which she was so well-known...and for which tens of thousands of subscribers paid $9.99 a month to share four twenty-two minute segments of her time.

      Each of her weekly segments was studiously scripted, using a carefully crafted social media tracking program to identify what activities got the most positive response from her internet audience, what set of actions kept her audience on-line the longest, and what forms of eroticism led to the most likes and internet subscriptions. Her webcasts were as tightly structured as most TV programs, a structure that made her sex webcasts significantly different from most traditional porn sites. She used more than visual eroticism; she used great storytelling to enhance her broadcasts.

      Maybe it was for this reason that she had a surprisingly large following of female voyeurs, in addition to the huge multitudes of sex-starved male fans.

      Apple Blossom had just completed the midpoint of Act Two of her three act scenario, one in which she was recounting a pirate crew abduction of a helpless wench who, despite her fear and trepidation, found herself becoming more and more aroused by the dashing pirate captain. Her green-screen background on this scenario was one of her favorites--the deck of the HMS Surprise that she and a friend had extensively photographed on a vacation to San Diego. She had several background scenes she could use. She had both a starboard side of the ship looking aft and a port side view looking aft.

      Apple Blossom was deeply engrossed in her narrative, and as she pressed the button that zoomed in on her heaving breasts, she didn't notice the movement behind and to her left. It was only when she felt someone grab hold of her long blond hair, pulling her head back, a large carving knife pressed against her throat, that she was aware of her danger. Her eyes widened in terrified shock as she shouted “No, no!”

      Then, with a swift motion, the knife swiped across her throat. A huge spurt of blood gushed from her neck, splashing across the room and hitting Cloe's computer screen. With a pained gurgle, Cloe slumped to the floor, and out of the view of the webcam.

      The image on the screen was filled with a view of the midriff of the assailant, who stepped up to the computer and turned it off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SUNDAY, DECEMBER 31, 1035 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Mark MacFarland sat in his bedroom, listening to a German language training CD. He hadn't studied his language tapes and CDs in quite a long time, and he felt guilty that he had let his language studies lapse for so long. He decided that listening to the language materials in the winter was not a very good idea. He tended to stand around motionless, concentrating on the vocabulary, the pronunciation, and the intonation, to the point that he often found himself shivering from the cold. When he took his hot dog cart out during the winter months, he and his friend Rufus Headley had to keep moving in order to maintain blood flow.

      Language study was clearly a summertime adventure.

      MacFarland scratched his close-cropped light brown hair. He was five foot, nine inches tall, a rock solid compact mass that looked capable of bursting through walls. He had a clean shaven jaw, thin eyebrows, and puppy dog eyes.

      He and Rufus had gotten up this morning, looked outside, and saw the heavy snowfall that was still going on. At least a foot and a half had fallen during the cold night, and the storm threatened to continue throughout the day. The storm would keep most people off the street, and, given that this was New Year's Eve, it might keep most of the motorists off the streets. Except for the stupid ones. They would try to get out to that must-attend New Year's Eve party, and then attempt to drive home in the wee hours of the morning.

      That reminded him. Where was Cynthia Pierson, his former partner in the Denver Police Department and now his landlady...sort of. Neither he nor Rufus really paid any rent for their occupancy of one bedroom for MacFarland and the basement for Rufus. Several years earlier, when MacFarland had been evicted from his apartment, she had offered him a room to stay in, then somewhat later, had extended her generosity to include Rufus. Up to that point, Rufus had been living in an abandoned storm drainage pipe that emptied into the South Platte River.

      He wandered out of his room and glanced in Pierson's bedroom. It was empty, the bed made. He wandered downstairs and explored the first floor. No sign of her. He checked the drawer in the kitchen where she stored her badge and gun.

      Empty.

      Damn, was she at work on a day like this?

      He made a pot of coffee and sat down at the kitchen table, waiting for the coffee to brew. He pulled out his phone and stared at it. Should he call her up? He couldn't remember her mentioning that she was on duty today, but it wouldn't surprise him if she was. Cynthia Pierson was the kind of cop who often sacrificed her own free time so that married officers and detectives could spend time with their families. MacFarland was never sure if her primary motivation was care for her fellow officers or just an incredible desire to bring scumbags to justice.

      Probably the latter.

      He opened the door to the basement. “Hey, Rufus, do you know where Cyn is?”

      A deep, gravelly voice responded. “Didn't the lady cop say she was going over to Uncle Dave's for the holiday?”

      MacFarland tried to remember. Oh. Yes, he could dredge up memories of her saying just that. He had blocked it from his mind since he felt she was abandoning him. Not that he had any right to her time or attention. After all, didn't he already have a girlfriend? He smiled. Yes, Deanna Sparks, a political worker he had met a month earlier.

      He punched in Deanna's telephone number, pleased that he still remembered it. After a few minutes, she answered.

      “Mark? Hello. I didn't expect you to call.”

      “Why wouldn't I call?”

      Deanna hesitated, then said, “Well, we didn't part company on the best of terms.”

      “There were a lot of bad things going on.” Bad things. Two people murdered, two attempted murders, someone trying to drive him and Cynthia off the road...yeah, a lot of bad things. He was used to that type of life. It was clear that Deanna wasn't.

      “I was wondering if we could get together again,” said MacFarland. “Not today, obviously. It's snowing too hard, but when they get the roads cleared.” He could probably get through just about anything with his truck, now that he thought about it.

      “Oh, is it snowing there? It's just cold here.”

      “Here?  Where is here?”

      “Oh, didn't you know? I did take the job in Grand Junction. I'm over here on the Western Slope. I left Denver on Tuesday, right after Christmas.”

      “I thought that you were going to stay in Denver. I mean, with your boss gone, didn't they need you here? Aren't elections coming up this year?”

      “I'm not that senior,” said Deanna, who worked for the Democratic Campaign organization. “Out here, I can do a lot of good. Even if I'm not that familiar with the area, there are a lot of volunteers I can rely on. It's my organizing skills they need.”

      “How long will they need your skills?”

      “Probably until the election, I imagine.”

      “That's the whole year,” said MacFarland quietly.

      “Yes, it is,” agreed Deanna. “I'm sorry, Mark.” There was an awkward moment of silence on the phone. “Could you do me a favor, Mark?”

      “I suppose so,” said MacFarland.

      “Could you tell Benny that I'm sorry? I didn't get a chance to say goodbye to him either. I tried calling, but I didn't want to leave a message. It's not cool to say goodbye in voicemail. Tell him I'll call next weekend.”

      “Okay, I guess I can do that. Good luck with the election, Deanna.”

      “Thanks, Mark. Be sure to vote. Every vote counts.”

      “Yeah, but what if I vote for the wrong person?”

      “It's more important to vote. Even if you vote for the wrong person.”

      The call ended and MacFarland stared across the room. He wasn't sure how he felt about the finality of their relationship. On the one hand, he felt dissatisfied that he couldn't provide the kind of support and attention that made Deanna happy. On the other hand, he wasn't entirely certain that he had been in love with her. He had found her attention ego-gratifying, but he didn't want someone idolizing him. He wanted someone who treated him like an equal, who accepted his warts and scars along with his shiny accomplishments.

      Someone more like Cynthia Pierson.

      Who was spending New Year's Eve with David O'Neil.

      What a lousy way to end the year!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          MONDAY, JANUARY 1, 0925 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      “It's kind of pretty with all the snow,” said Rufus Headley. Rufus had a diamond shaped face, long narrow nose, bushy eyebrows, a beard that looked like desiccated tufts of bleached straw, and straggly, disheveled hair. His chestnut eyes flashed with intensity, and his craggy face was crenellated with age-old laugh lines.

      MacFarland looked at the piles of sooty snow plowed along the edges of the sidewalk on 14th Street, the remains of snow that hadn't been picked up and deposited in dump trucks for removal from the downtown streets. “Doesn't look that pretty to me,” he said.

      “Maybe it's the quiet that's pretty,” said Rufus.

      “That quiet just means we're the only idiots out on the streets,” grumbled MacFarland. He looked across the street towards the Lindsey-Flanigan Courthouse. “Even the courts are closed.”

      “It is New Year's Day, boss. I think everything's closed.”

      “I had to get out of the house, Rufus. It was lonely without having Cyn there.”

      Rufus tugged on his beard. “She's mostly at work, boss. She ain't there most of the time. Of course, neither are we.”

      “That's not the point, Rufus. She could have been home today, but she was over at Uncle Dave's house.”

      “Yeah, that's where she was.”

      The two men were silent for several minutes, each stomping on the ground to keep their feet warm.

      “Sure is cold out here, boss,” said Rufus.

      “Yes, it's winter, that's for sure.”

      “Why we out here, boss?” He pointed at the hot dog cart. “We got all this food and no customers. It's just gonna be wasted.”

      “I told you, I didn't want to stay in the house. You didn't have to come, you know.”

      “I didn't want to be in the house all alone either. Now, if I had that TV that Randy or Billie promised me, I coulda been watching something good on TV.”

      “There's nothing good on TV,” said MacFarland.

      Rufus didn't respond. Instead, he pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket. “I made some New Year's resolutions, boss. Want to hear them?”

      MacFarland blinked in surprise. “You made resolutions? I've never heard you make a New Year's resolution in all the years I've known you.”

      Rufus shrugged. “Maybe that's 'cause I never had anything good in my life, not when I was living on the street. Though once I remember making a resolution to make sure that family of skunks didn't move back into my drainage pipe home. That was a real bad time.”

      “That must have been before I met you,” said MacFarland.

      “Yeah, it was. I had lots of adventures before I met you, boss. Since I met you, my life has been a bit boring.”

      “Really? That's not the way I remember the past four or five years, Rufus.”

      “You just got a different perspective, boss.”

      MacFarland sighed in frustration. “What are your resolutions, Rufus?”

      Rufus smiled, then held his list up close to his eyes, squinting at the crumpled piece of paper.

      “Okay, Number One. I will try to take a bath more than once a week.”

      MacFarland nodded. “That's a good one. I think both Cynthia and I would greatly appreciate that.”

      Rufus nodded. “I figured that was a good one for everyone. Number Two. I will make a decision about Randy or Billie.”

      “I thought you already had made a decision. Didn't you choose Randy?” Randy Cooper, MacFarland's brother-in-law, was an accountant who wanted to be Rufus Headley's financial advisor. Last year, Rufus had been named the recipient of the proceeds of Khe Sanh Trust Agreement, made by Rufus and a group of his Vietnam era buddies to leave their fortunes all to the last surviving member. Rufus' good fortune was helped by the son of one of the members of the Agreement trying to kill off all other signatory's so that he would inherit the proceeds. The other option in Rufus' decision was Billie Wiznezski, a somewhat shady consultant who promised to manage Rufus' money.

      “I did, but that was last year. Now this year, I'm not so sure anymore.”

      “How are you going to make a decision?” asked MacFarland.

      “I don't know,” admitted Rufus. “I think that's what I gotta do this year, find something really crucial that tells me which of them is the better man. Right now, they're both not so good. That's why they're both back on the list. So, Number Three. I'm gonna be nicer to April.”

      “I thought you were always nice to April,” said MacFarland. April Evans was a health inspector who had met Rufus when she was checking on the health safety of MacFarland's hot dog stand. She and Rufus had struck up a friendship that blossomed into something that resembled a relationship.

      “Not nice enough, I think. She wants me to live with her now.”

      “That...doesn't sound like a bad thing, Rufus. I think she's serious about you.” MacFarland didn't add what else he was thinking, that Rufus was damn lucky to have a woman who wanted him in her life at all.

      “Oh, she's serious alright. I just don't know that I can handle all that seriousness.”

      “Your life is complicated, Rufus. Any more resolutions?”

      “No, three is enough. Most people don't keep their resolutions, so I didn't want to over-burden myself. Three is more than I can probably handle.”

      “Well, don't give up on the bathing one,” suggested MacFarland.

      “You think that's the most important one?”

      “I do, Rufus. Trust me, I do.”

      “What about you, boss? You got any resolutions for this year?”

      MacFarland was about to give a glib answer, but then he stopped. Artificial as it was, the first day of the year was a good time to commit to change. But what did he want to change?

      “I think I'd like to settle down,” he said.

      Rufus stared at him. “Ain't you settled down? You got that nice bedroom upstairs, you got a good job, you get to solve crimes which I know you like, and you don't have to take orders, which I know you don't like. What could be better?”

      “I think it's time I got over Nicole.” Nicole MacFarland was his wife, murdered seven years earlier by Norris Peterson, her boss at that time. She had been having an affair with Peterson, but when she threatened to break it off, Peterson had become enraged and killed her. Peterson then used his wealth to buy an acquittal in a corrupt legal system. “I think I want to find someone I can devote my life to.”

      “Oh, that political girl? Who was she? Deanna?”

      “No, not Deanna. Someone else.”

      “Who?”

      “I don't know,” said MacFarland, hesitantly. “Someone. I'm just not sure she's interested in the same thing I am.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          TUESDAY, JANUARY 2, 0615 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Pierson must have come home sometime during the evening of January first. She was retrieving her badge and her Glock as MacFarland and Rufus were preparing their product for another day downtown.

      “Why do you have to get downtown so early in the middle of winter? It's not like anyone is going to steal your corner.” Pierson flashed MacFarland an ironic smile as she brushed copper-colored hair away from her eyes. She had a rectangular face, a rounded chin, dark eyes, thin and straight eyebrows, full and pouty lips, delicate cheekbones, and a face sprinkled with freckles; her hair inclined to wavy curls. Many found her appearance business-like and serious. MacFarland thought she looked like an angry goddess.

      “We learned how cutthroat the Christmas tree business is,” said Rufus. “I'd imagine the hot dog business is even more cutthroat. After all, what's more important than food?”

      “It's mostly habit, Cyn. Rufus and I have gotten into a rut and if we try to climb out of it, we'll probably find that we have to try to climb out of everything.”

      Rufus grinned. “I guess we like living in ruts. We would have stayed home this weekend, but you was--”

      “Rufus, focus on getting the product into the bins, will you? We've got to get moving.” He glanced over at Pierson. “I guess it also has to do with finding a place to park my truck. Yeah, that's one of the main reasons we have to get downtown so early.”

      “What about the other vendors who work downtown? Don't they have the same parking problems?”

      “Well, yeah, I guess so. Maybe they just make more money than I do. Maybe they can afford the cost of parking.”

      Pierson looked pensive. “Hmmm. Maybe it would be good if you worked at a business that made you more financially independent.”

      “I do give quite a bit of product away to homeless people, you know.”

      “I know.”

      “I'd probably be a lot better off if I wasn't taking care of them.”

      Pierson shrugged. “I'm not saying that you shouldn't take care of them, Mac, but I think that may be one reason why your many girlfriends don't stick around for long is because they want a man who can support himself. Or even support them. That's important to many women.”

      MacFarland blinked in confusion. “Is that important to you, Cyn?”

      Pierson burst out laughing. “I'm not many women,” she said. “But I do need to talk to you about something. Dave thinks he has a way of finding out who the guys are who firebombed his gun range.”

      “Oh, yeah, you spent the weekend with Dave.”

      Pierson looked at him sharply. “I wish.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means I've been on a damn murder case since Sunday! My whole holiday was messed up.”

      MacFarland found that hard to believe. Pierson enjoyed working on murders and other horrific crimes. The more horrific and murderous, the better. “A murder case?”

      “Yeah. Benny and I had to plow through eighteen inches of snow to get to the crime scene.”

      “So you weren't at Dave's this weekend?”

      “Up until Sunday morning. What's that about?”

      “Oh, nothing. What did you want to talk about?”

      “I told you. Dave thinks he might have a way to find out who the perps are who are after him.”

      “Oh? What is that?”

      “He's going through his old files from when he was working in the Army. He wants our help to go through the files.”

      “Sure, that sounds like fun.” It didn't really sound like fun to MacFarland. It sounded an awful much like routine police work...boring and tedious. But it would get him working with Pierson, and that wasn't such a bad thing. “Yeah, when does he want to do this?”

      “Tomorrow. The roads should all be cleared up, so it will be easy getting out to Aurora.”

      “You don't want to do it today?”

      Pierson shook her head. “No, Benny and I are going to continue our investigation in the murder we're working on.”

      MacFarland frowned. “Was the murder on the news?”

      “It'll probably be on tonight's news. A woman was found in her house by her estranged husband. Her throat was slit and she was left in her bedroom.”

      “Was she raped?”

      “No.”

      “The murder occurred in the home? Was she alone? Were there any witnesses?”

      “Oh,” smiled Pierson, “I would say so. There were probably seventy thousand witnesses.”

      MacFarland couldn't hide his surprise. “What? What does that mean?”

      “It means her death was broadcast over the internet.”

      “So this should be a slam dunk case,” laughed MacFarland.

      Pierson shook her head. “No, not really. The perp was not clearly visible in the video capture, just his mid-section. But we think we're pretty close to an arrest.”

      “That's pretty good, Cyn. How did you manage that?”

      “I can't discuss the specifics. We're still piecing together all the bits of evidence.” Pierson grinned happily. “But it will be a nice way to start off the New Year, with a closed case under my belt after only two days. So, can we count on your help?”

      “With the murder?”

      “No, idiot! With Dave's case files. There's boxes of them, and we need as many eyes as we can get.”

      MacFarland nodded. “Sure. I can help. Just let me know what time. It's at his house?”

      “Yes, it's his house. You remember where that is?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 3, 1220 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      “I've got to get over to Uncle Dave's house,” announced MacFarland.

      “Is the lady cop going to be there?” asked Rufus.

      “Of course. Why else would I be going there?”

      “I don't know, boss. Maybe you're taking a shining to him. He is good looking.”

      “Come on, Rufus, you know I'm not gay.”

      “You're not so good with the girls either.”

      “Give me a break! I do very well with women.”

      “If you say so. What are you doing at Uncle Dave's?”

      “We're going through files.”

      Rufus frowned. “That sounds boring.”

      “It is. One of the good things about not being a cop is avoiding all the paperwork, but this sounds like it will throw me right back into the middle of it.”

      “At least you'll be warm,” said Rufus. “While some of us just freeze our asses off out here.”

      MacFarland arrived at David O'Neil's house just after noon. He had left Rufus and his hot dog cart downtown with a promise to return as soon as he could. He knocked on the front door. Pierson opened it and gestured for him to come in. MacFarland stomped the snow off his boots and went inside. The living room was filled with twenty file boxes. Pierson and O'Neil were spreading file folders on a foldout table that O'Neil had set up in the room.

      MacFarland picked up one of the folders and examined its contents. “What is all this?”

      David O'Neil looked up. The big, muscular black man was the kind of guy Arnold Schwarzenegger would ask to help him defeat alien predators. Despite his seventy years, he still looked fit and youthful. No wonder Pierson was attracted to him! “That's cases from 1985 to 1987. The pile next to it is from 1988 to 1990.”

      MacFarland glanced at the folder. It was marked “Confidential.” He glanced at another one. It bore a stamp that indicated it was “Secret.” He put the file back on the pile, feeling a bit nervous.

      “What are you doing with classified files?”

      Dave O'Neil looked at him, his expression puzzled. Then, when he saw what MacFarland was looking at, he laughed. “Oh, these aren't the real files. They're my personal work copies. Look inside. Most of them are not classified, and even the ones that were classified, my copies don't have any classified material. It just reminds me of the level of security on the case.”

      “Why did you keep copies of these files?”

      “Our official records get destroyed after a time. I often needed to know what a case was about long after that, and I didn't want to go through all the red tape to get the original file.”

      MacFarland picked up the file marked Confidential and opened it up. He found several pages of notes, mostly handwritten. The documents weren't even official forms. “What is this?” he asked again.

      “My notes on cases I worked on. Mostly work product, work in progress. Investigative notes. I was very careful not to put anything classified into the notes, though I do have a coded reference to evidence items included in the official file.”

      “What are we looking for?”

      “I'm looking for any cases that involved someone who had munitions training, logistics training, or any special ops training. And any cases that involved two or more defendants.”

      MacFarland examined the details of the report he held in his hand. Some of the information was easy to identify. Case file number, name or names of accused, description of crime or crimes committed, names of investigating officers. In many cases, besides David O'Neil's name, he recognized the name of Neal Pierson, Cynthia's father. Supporting evidence, witnesses, informants, contacts. A list of strange codes, which he assumed were the coded references he had mentioned. Sometimes, the file included photographs of the accused. At the bottom of the report, often on page two or three, was the disposition of the case: date of trial, verdict, sentence, the date of sentence, and disposition of the case or the suspect.

      “So this is what your father did?” he asked Pierson.

      She nodded. “Yes. He was a cop, although he and Uncle Dave worked for the CID.”

      MacFarland was familiar with the US Army Criminal Investigation Command. It was similar to the Navy's NCIS, though not as well popularized by television. “How many case files are here?”

      “Probably close to a thousand,” said Dave. “I never bothered keeping track of how many there were.” He looked around, a confused expression on his face. “I do seem to be missing a couple of boxes, though. I'll have to check the garage.”

      “You're sure that the people who are after you are somewhere in these files?”

      O'Neil shrugged. “I don't really know, Mac. I just have a feeling that I've encountered these guys before. Someone I arrested and put in jail is the most likely place to find them.”

      “If they were put in jail, then they must be out by now. All we have to do is find the ones who have finished their sentences.”

      “Some of the guys I put away were really bad. They shouldn't be out, ever. They might have hired someone to help them.”

      “That's possible, Dave,” said Pierson. “But these were soldiers, not members of a gang or mob. Would they really have the kind of resources on the outside to mount a raid on a gun range?”

      “I don't know, Cynful. I just don't want to eliminate a potential suspect this early in the game.”

      Pierson nodded. “Okay, let's get started.”

      For the next several hours, the three of them poured through file after file, once in a while asking for clarifications of terms use, help deciphering O'Neil's messy scrawl, or to discuss the merits of one suspect or another.

      After three hours, MacFarland looked at the stack of folders he had amassed. It was a small pile of twenty-five files. He glanced at the stacks set aside by Pierson and O'Neil. Theirs were similar in size. “I have to go check on Rufus and my hot dog stand,” he announced. “How many more files do we have to go through?”

      O'Neil looked around. “Probably another five hundred cases,” he said. “Plus those boxes that are still in the garage.”

      MacFarland sighed. “We're going to have to schedule some more time for this. Then, we'll need to go through each of these 'suspect' files and weed them down.”

      “Go take care of your cart, Mac,” said Pierson. “Uncle Dave and I can handle the rest of this. Thanks for your help. We'll try to narrow the list, then get you involved in looking at specific individuals.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” said MacFarland, glad to escape the grunge work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 3, 1610 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland was able to park close to the corner, a bit of good luck that surprised him. As he got out of his truck, he realized that his good fortune had less to do with luck and more to do with the hour of the day and the dark clouds moving in from the north.

      Rufus seemed pleased to see him, then recounted the large number of homeless and former homeless people who had stopped by the cart in the past few hours. “They all said to say hi,” pronounced Rufus. “And they wanted to thank you for all the grub.”

      All the grub? MacFarland checked his inventory. “There's hardly anything left, Rufus.”

      “They really were appreciative, boss.”

      MacFarland laughed. “No problem, Rufus. I just wish I had been here to see some of my old friends.”

      “Yeah. Buzz and Pete just got back from Colorado Springs. They were in one of the groups that was dumped down there over the holidays.”

      MacFarland nodded. The Mayor, in order to make sure there were no unsavory stories on the evening news about homeless people found dead along the Platte River, had encouraged the police to take homeless people who couldn't find a place in the shelters or room in the jails down to the Springs, where they were summarily dumped on a street corner. This was a policy that many of MacFarland's former associates on the Denver Police Force strenuously objected to. Unfortunately, it was sometimes easier to follow orders than to put your career on the line.

      “We might as well shut down the cart and head home,” said MacFarland.

      “Sounds good to me, boss. It's cold out here!”

      They were packing everything away when Jerry Baker hurried over to the cart. “Thank God you're still here. Don't either of you answer your phone?”

      Rufus and MacFarland looked at Baker, perplexed. Jerome Edward Baker was a short, pudgy man whose flair for fine clothes extended to his shearling leather coat with a fur-lined collar. Even in the winter, Jerry sported $3500 Gucci crocodile dress shoes. The man had no shame. Which, given that his occupation was defense lawyer, was entirely consistent in MacFarland's mind.

      Of course, the flamboyant lawyer was also one of MacFarland's closest friends.

      Rufus pulled out his phone and announced that his battery was dead. MacFarland said that his phone was on vibrate and he couldn't feel it through his heavy coat.

      “No matter. Mac, I need your help.”

      Baker often used MacFarland as his “private investigator,” someone the lawyer could trust to find the evidence he needed to get his clients out of jail or acquitted of a criminal charge.

      “What scumbag are you trying to defend this time, Jerry?”

      Baker ignored MacFarland's deprecating comment. “My client is a young kid named Toby Murphy.”

      “What's he accused of?”

      “Murdering his wife. You might have seen it on the news? The victim was an internet porn star.”

      “I don't watch the news much,” said MacFarland. “Oh, wait a minute! Is this the case that Cyn was talking about? A woman who had her throat slit while broadcasting on a webcam?”

      “That's it. Yes, Detective Pierson was the arresting officer. She and Lockwood arrested him yesterday.”

      MacFarland stared blankly ahead of him. Pierson hadn't mentioned anything about making an arrest. “What's the evidence against him?”

      Baker eyed MacFarland quizzically. “Detective Pierson didn't discuss the case with you? That's good. You won't be prejudiced by her findings.”

      “I'm never prejudiced by what she says,” said MacFarland. “Tell me about the case.”

      “The victim was a twenty-four year old woman named Cloe--that's C L O E, no H--Murphy. Her husband, the primary suspect, is twenty-five years old. They are separated, but not yet divorced. I think Cloe wanted a divorce, though Toby tells me that they were trying to work things out. They have one child, a son named Eric. He's two years old.

      “She was killed Saturday night. The victim was found the next morning. Toby arrived a little after six AM to pick up Eric to take care of him for the day and he discovered the body.”

      “That sounds kind of early. Any reason given?”

      Baker shook his head. “Toby claims that's when Cloe wanted him to come over. Obviously, there's no way to collaborate that story. When he arrived, he found the baby awake and crying. He called out for Cloe, and when she didn't answer, he went into her bedroom to look for her. That's when he found her dead. He called the police right away.”

      “Did he touch anything?”

      “He says he didn't.”

      “So, what are the details of the crime scene?”

      Baker didn't have to refer to a notebook or any reference materials. The man had a phenomenal memory for details. “The victim died at eight twenty-five in the evening of Saturday, December 30th. She was broadcasting a sex video--I guess that's what they call it--to an internet audience. Apparently she did this on a weekly basis. She was dressed in some costume, a tavern serving girl costume. She died from a incise wound across the throat. The cut was high on the right side of her neck, then sloped downwards towards the left...”

      “The assailant was behind her and undoubtedly left handed.”

      Baker nodded. “Yes, I think that's what Pierson concluded. The weapon was an eight inch chef's knife that was found on the floor near the body. The assailant must have just left it there.”

      “Any prints?”

      “Yes, there were prints, the victim's and Toby's. Despite their marital problems, it seems that he actually spent quite a bit of time there. But the assailant, who was seen on the video, wore gloves. Garden gloves.”

      “What else was seen on this video?”

      “The murder itself. The assailant wore a men's pea coat, but there was no view of the assailant's face or other features. Just the midriff. The camera was apparently tightly focused on the victim's face and upper body.”

      “What about forensic evidence?”

      “I don't have the lab reports yet.”

      “One last question. Is your client left-handed?”

      Baker nodded glumly. “Yes, he is.”
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          THURSDAY, JANUARY 4, 1050 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland had asked Pierson if she was going over to O'Neil's to work on the files, but she said no, that she had a full day dealing with local murders. He asked her which murders, but her response--“the usual”--was non-committal. Before he could pursue the subject further, she had hurried off for work.

      Rufus was strangely silent on the topic of MacFarland's new case. MacFarland could tell that the old man wanted to talk about the murder, but he refused to bring up the topic himself. Finally, after several awkward hours, MacFarland gave in. “Okay, Rufus, what's bugging you?”

      “I been thinking about this guy who killed his wife...”

      “We don't know that he killed her, Rufus.”

      “He's been accused of doing it, and most times, that means he's guilty.”

      “Practically speaking, that's probably true. But we still presume that someone's innocent until proven guilty.”

      “Yeah, I know all that bullpucky. But the lady cop arrested the guy, and she's not wrong very often, is she?”

      “No. Not very often.” MacFarland's voice had a depressed tone to it. Rufus was right. Pierson rarely made a mistake.

      “So how are you going to get this guy off?”

      “I'm not going to get him off, not specifically. I just have to find enough evidence that allows Jerry to give the jury reasonable doubt. I don't really have to prove him innocent. That's really up to Jerry.”

      “But how do you do that?”

      “Well, keep in mind I haven't seen all
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