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Walker searched in the darkness for his ringing cell phone. His hand made contact on the nightstand. "Yeah."

"You need to come and see something," said Detective Mason.

"What?"

"A dead body."

"Seem them before."

"Not this one."

"I retired from Homicide, remember?"

"Trust me on this Walker," said Mason.

"Where?" asked Ed.  Mason gave him the street location.

"Ed where the hell are you going?" asked Brandy, half-asleep.

"You heard?"

"Yes, but why you?"

"No idea but I'll let you know," said Walker, leaning over the bed to kiss his wife goodbye.

He trudged to his SUV trying to wipe the sleep out of his eyes. After starting the vehicle, he wondered what the hell could be so important to drag his retired ass out of bed at 3:30 AM. "Mason better be on to something big to make me go out in the cool December night air," he thought as he reached the industrial section of the city. As he approached, he saw several police cars parked with their lights flashing.

"Hey Mason, what the hell is all this mess."

"I think you should take a look at the dead body."

As Walker approached the familiar vehicle, he knew immediately what it was all about and it made him sick. He actually had to fight back his emotions, he understood what he was about to view. "Goddamn it all, fucking son of a bitch!" he exclaimed out loud. "Bill you fucking idiot, what the hell did you do?"

In front of Walker's face was his ex-partner, friend for over thirty years, the current Mayor, Bill McBride. Dead, with fresh blood stains on his white dress shirt and his personal 9mm Glock, laying on the passenger seat. Walker was beside himself with shock and grief. All those dead bodies he saw over so many years did not prepare him for what was right in front of his very eyes this night, Bill McBride, dead.

"Looks like he finally did something right," chuckled the man approaching Walker and Mason.

"Good evening Chief," said Mason slightly snapping to attention.

"I always thought you were a fucking asshole!" said Walker.

"Mason what the hell is he doing at my crime scene? We don't need that old dinosaur here, it's just another suicide, nothing to be gawking at," said Chief Lazour.

"How fucking stupid are you," shouted Walker.

"What's your problem, can’t handle seeing your fat buddy taking the easy way out?" said the Chief.

"You moron, no one shoots themselves in the chest, it’s almost always the head or mouth. Not to mention how the hell did he shoot himself then get his gun all the way over to the passenger seat. Think he hung on just long enough so he could neatly place the gun. It's murder plain and simple and I'll solve it," snapped Walker.

"You are no longer a homicide detective, you're nothing but a private snoop!" laughed Lazour.

"Walker no!" shouted Mason as he grabbed Walker's arm.

"Yeah go ahead and punch me, I'd love to see your ass in a cell," smirked the Chief.

Mason tried his best to hold back the six-foot four frame of Walker while whispering in his ear. "Ed, he ain't worth it."

"I will solve this case and I will bring you to your knees. You are a bully and disgrace to all the good cops," said Walker turning to leave the incident sight.

"You'd better go tell Brandy," said Mason softly.

"What about Carol?" asked Walker.

"We already sent someone to her house, she knows by now."

Walker started his SUV and made a K-turn to head back across the city. When he pulled into the driveway behind his house, he fought back tears. All they had been through, now suddenly he was gone. Walker glanced towards the back of the house. Looking through the dark office window he could see the kitchen lights were on brightly, he knew what he had to do and it was tearing him up inside. As he walked through the rear door Brandy and Emily who were sitting at the kitchen island looked up from their coffee cups. Walker knew that they knew, Carol must have called, he thought.

"Ed, how are you?" said Brandy with tears in her eyes as she hugged him.

"Sorry daddio," sobbed Emily joining in the hug.

"We need to get to Aunt Carol's house," said Brandy.

Walker took a moment to freshen up a bit before they left the house. On the drive over to the McBride house, Walker recounted his run in with Chief Lazour. "Don't worry about him, I'll pull my FBI card and shut his ass down."

"How?"

"Assassination of a public official, could be terrorists," said Brandy.

"I want to be there when you tell him," smirked Walker as he pulled into the McBride driveway.

"Brandy, Ed, Emily, thank you all for coming over, I can’t believe Bill is dead," said Carol McBride while wiping red teary eyes with a balled-up tissue.

"Aunt Carol I am so sorry," said Brandy as they hugged.

"Do you want me to call your mother?"

"No, it's probably best coming from me. 5AM here means it is 2AM in California, I'll let her sleep until, say 7 AM," said Brandy.

"Do you know why he was out that late?" asked Walker.

"He had a city Planning Board meeting, then he was going to meet someone, I don’t know who," said Carol.

"I had a run in with Chief Lazour," remarked Walker before telling Carol the details.

"I was so upset when Bill went and recommended that asshole for Chief of Police. Hell of a first act as Mayor."

"I'm taking over the case," said Brandy. "I texted my boss and the FBI is totally behind me and Ed."

"I will find the killer Carol, along the way I'm hoping to get that bastard Lazour on something too," said Walker.

"Can you guys meet me over at McDermott's around 4 PM?"

"Sure thing Aunt Carol, we will help you all we can with the funeral stuff," said Emily.

"You guys go get some food and a shower, I have to go to City Hall," said Carol.

"Today?" asked Emily.

"As the Deputy Mayor I have to put in an appearance and face the media parade that will be gathering, if it hasn’t already."

"You know Lazour will be mugging for the TV cameras," said Walker.

"Tell you what, I'll stall until about 10AM, that way you can join me and shut down that pompous Chief if he tries to open his mouth," said Carol.

The Walkers returned home and Emily ran upstairs to take her shower. As Brandy and Walker took their turns in the master bath, Emily went downstairs and made a new pot of coffee and started breakfast. "Don’t know if I can eat," muttered Brandy pouring coffee for herself and Ed.

"You'd better keep up your strength, Lazour will throw a hissy fit when he sees us," snickered Walker.

"You miss Bill don't you."

"Of course, but the last few years have been very trying. Between his womanizing, ignoring Carol and then when he became Mayor, he was getting impossible to talk to anymore," winced Walker sipping his coffee. "It was like he'd become another person, a new stranger was immerging, more evil, less restrained."

"How the hell could Uncle Bill recommend an ass like Lazour to replace him as Chief of Police?" said Emily.

"Once you move into the political realm, truth becomes murky like a rock thrown into a lake," said Brandy.

"What your step-mother means is, money talks and bullshit walks. He sold out plain and simple. I never thought I would see my old friend pull such a bonehead move, power can affect some people in that way."

"Well egotistical blowhard or not we have a murder to solve," said Brandy pouring another cup of coffee.

"Is the FBI sending in agents to run the show?" asked Emily.

"Not really kiddo, basically it's just us three. They can't spare any troops. They are letting me run with it as a favor because he was my Uncle, they really don't care about some local Mayor getting killed," said Brandy.

"There are thousands of mayors and councilmen/women all over the country who have inflated egos, never realizing no one cares about some elected official of some tiny dot on the map. I mean we ain't talking about Philadelphia or Boston. Even then, the FBI would only look to make sure it isn’t some kind of terrorist attack, or hate crime," said Walker.

"I guess five years ago we'd be really outraged, but after him cheating on Aunt Carol, he lost a lot of our respect," remarked Emily.

"That's about the size of it but he was my friend so I will bring down the scumbag who killed him," said Walker placing his dirty cup into the dishwasher.

_______________________________________

"Deputy Mayor McBride, who do you think killed your husband?" asked a reporter.

"I am not going to answer such a question," said Carol.

"Is it true your husband cheated on you many times? Are you a suspect?" shouted out another reporter.

Chief of Police Lazour was just about ready to step up to the group of microphones, when Brandy cut him off. "At this time, we are still gathering the facts and waiting for the forensics people to do their jobs. I represent the FBI who will be coordinating all elements of the investigation," said Brandy.

"Look at Lazour, he looks like he is going to burst a blood vessel," whispered Walker to Emily.

"Maybe we should have worn vests," she chuckled.

"Hell, he hasn't used that gun in so long he probably forgot where the safety is located."

"You do have your gun with you?"

"Always," snickered Walker.

"As you can imagine Deputy Mayor Carol McBride has to deal with arrangements for her husband's funeral, as well as taking command of the daily tasks of running this city. As time passes, we will keep the media informed of the progress we are making in solving this barbaric assassination of Mayor Bill McBride. Thank you," said Brandy.

"Thank you Brandy," said Carol as the family gathered in the office of the mayor.

"No problem," said Brandy as Walker and Emily sat down on one of the three brown leather couches spread around the office.

"What the hell is going on?" shouted Chief Lazour as he burst into the Mayor's office.

"Hey Petey, cool your fucking jets!" shouted Walker, as Emily smirked.

"I demand to know why the fucking FBI is in on this clearly city police investigation."

Brandy coolly walked from behind the desk where she was standing alongside of her aunt. Stopping in front of the obviously agitated Chief of Police and staring right into his fiery eyes. "Listen you absurd little man, you either crank down your volume or I will have you arrested for interfering with an FBI investigation, do you understand me?"

"Listen you stupid cunt, I don’t give a shit if that dead shitbag was your uncle, I'm running this investigation. Do I make myself perfectly clear, bitch!"

Walker jumped up from the couch and punched Lazour in the mouth. The Chief fell sideways and tripped over a small wooden table. "You ever talk to my wife like that again and I will put a bullet into your slimy ass!" shouted Walker.

Crawling like a frightened child, Lazour fumbled around trying to get to his feet. "That's it, you are under arrest for assault," shouted Lazour grabbing a pair of hand cuffs from his belt.

"What assault, we all saw you trip over that table and hit your face on the corner of the Mayor's desk," laughed Emily handing him a wad of tissues. "Now, wipe the blood off of your ugly face and get the fuck out of here!"

"This isn't the end of this matter," snarled Lazour wiping blood from his mouth.

"Yes it is or I will fire your ass Pete," said Carol.

"You can't, I have a lot of friends on the city counsel."

"Not as many as you think," smirked Carol.

The Chief had nothing more to say and stomped out of the office. "Exciting first morning as acting Mayor, what's on tap for the afternoon, a few hangings perhaps," joked Emily as everyone laughed.

"I remember last year there was group of seventh graders being given a tour of city hall. They came in to meet the Mayor. After Bill gave his usual little speech he asked if there were any questions. One little smartassed boy asks do you have the power to execute people. Bill says not yet, but I do have a list of names. I thought the teacher and parent chaperones were going to piss themselves laughing. I'm thinking I'll start a list and that asshole will be number one on it," grinned Carol.

Walker and Emily headed over to police headquarters, while Brandy accompanied Aunt Carol to the funeral home. "Hey Detective Walker, how are you holding up," asked Detective Mason as they entered the Homicide offices.

"I'm retired, just call me Ed."

"Well, we are still trying to trace McBride's movements that night but we are coming up empty," said Mason.

"Ok, Emily and I will pay a visit to some of my street people and I'll let you know what we find out," said Walker turning to leave.

Chief Lazour stood in the doorway as they tried to leave. Walker was getting mentally ready to trade words with the Chief, but he looked down to the floor and let them pass without saying one word. "Bet Mason gets an earful when we leave," whispered Walker as Emily grinned.

"Let's head over to city hall and talk with some of the planning board people, he may have mentioned where he was going after the meeting broke up," said Emily.

"Hey you're getting pretty good at this stuff," smiled Walker as he drove back downtown.

"Good morning Ruth, is Danny around?"

"His kid is sick, he'll be in later this afternoon. What did you need Ed?"

"Were you at the meeting?"

"Yep and no McBride didn’t say anything about where he was going afterwards."

"Mason already talked to you?"

"Yep. I didn't tell him but I think he was meeting a woman."

"Why do you say that?" asked Emily.

"He had his favorite tie on, the one with the little sailboats."

"Funny, there was no tie at the crime scene," muttered Walker.

"Do you put your tie back on after you have sex?" snickered Ruth.

"Brandy hates all my ties," laughed Walker as he said his goodbyes.

"Guess that was a bust," winced Emily.

"No, no that was good, we find his tie, we find where he was and then find out with who," said Walker.

"Needle in a haystack."

"I started at aged twenty-four and spent thirty years moving around this city. Trust me, if it was not at a private home, then there are only a few places Bill would have taken a woman. We start with the Lord Chesterfield hotel."

"Kind of hoity toity for Uncle Bill," snickered Emily.

"Trust me, he didn’t pay for it. Years back we busted some drug dealer and one of the naked teenagers at the party turned out to be the daughter of the Chesterfield's owner. Bill got her dressed and drove her to her parents, keeping everything hush hush. That gave Bill a lifetime free suite anytime he wanted it."

"What happened to the girl?" asked Emily.

"She is now the owner," smiled Walker as he parked in front of the hotel.

"Detective Walker, have not seen you in ages," smiled the woman behind the front desk.

"Need to ask..."

"Yes, I heard, that is horrible. Yes, he was here until about midnight that evening."

"Can I get a copy of your security cameras recordings?"

"Here you go, I knew you'd be by asking for them," said the woman handing him a flash drive.

"You are just too efficient," chuckled Walker.

"Hey, you and Bill saved my ass that night. I will always remember you both," smiled the woman.

"How's business?"

"Good times, bad times, you know how it goes. I have three people out with the flu, so I'm back in the trenches."

"Well, your lovely smile will bring in the guests," grinned Walker as they started to leave.

"Whoa, you were flirting, wait until I tell Brandy. So, that was the teenager all grown up. If I was bent in that direction, I could sure go for her. She is stunning," laughed Emily as they got into the SUV.

"You should have seen her stark naked," chuckled Walker.

"Uncle Bill ever try it on with her?"

"The lady has way too much class to ever fall for his line of bullshit, besides he was like an Uncle to her. She struggled for years and he helped her whenever she stumbled. Her parents were a bit cold hearted. More worried about anyone finding out about their daughter's missteps than caring for the actual child."

"I'm seeing another side to our late Uncle Bill."

"He was a good guy for decades, like I said, politics changes people. I guess like if one day you suddenly woke up and had became a movie star, it screws with your mind they say," said Walker.

"I don't know, family is family. I think I would still let you and Brandy come over and clean my swimming pool, ha, ha," smirked Emily.

When Emily and Walker arrived at home, they immediately began searching through the security video files, trying to piece together Bill McBride's last night.

"There he is," said Emily.

"Checking in with some blonde bimbo."

"Thought him and Aunt Carol had made a pact?"

"Only in so much as she would appear at events with him as the supportive wife. A while ago she decided to seek other male companionship, so of course he started up again with his womanizing ways," said Walker.

"Do you miss Nancy?"

"What brought this on?"

"I just think about her from time to time," said Emily.

"Me too, but I love Brandy. Nancy is the past and I wish her all the best with her new life out in California."

"Funny how she ended up where Brandy is from."

"That's where her new husband was born and raised, but I get the irony," grinned Walker.

"So, who is our mystery woman sneaking around the hotel with Uncle Bill?" asked Emily.

"Let's see if we can get her face on the hallway video as they go towards their room."

Several minutes later they found the footage they were looking for from the hall cameras. "More than a little busty," snickered Emily.

"Well I'll be damned, Elsa McDonald. The queen of real estate."

"I've seen her face on billboards around the city, what the hell is she doing with Bill," remarked Emily.

"Well she looks sexy with that short skirt and all the makeup, but I know she has Botox and enough silicone to float a battleship," chuckled Walker.

"I guess we had better go see what she has to say for herself. Should we tip off Mason?"

"I hate to freeze him out of the investigation but I don't want anything to get back to Lazour at this point. I'll text Mason after the fact to keep him in the loop," said Walker.

They drove across the city to the McDonald & Lavine real estate agency. "Good afternoon, can I help you folks, we just had a very nice father daughter bi-level come on the market."

"Thanks anyway, I have a restored historic Victorian. We are looking for Elsa, is she around?" asked Walker.

"I'm sorry, but she doing an open house, here is the brochure."

"Thanks, we will catch her over there," said Walker taking the color printed sheet of paper from the woman. They walked to their vehicle and Walker began to drive the four miles to the address on the advert sheet.

"Nice house," remarked Emily reading the open house details as Walker crawled along through the city traffic.

"Don’t go getting any ideas, besides it's way too modern looking for me."

"Yeah, no dusty nooks and crannies, just sleek steel and glass, wouldn’t want anything not from the 19th century," chortled Emily.

"You could always get your own place."

"When do I get my raise?"

"Funny."

"Daddio it is blazing," exclaimed Emily as Walker looked for a place to park.

"I must admit if you like that style of house, it is a winner," said Walker parking his vehicle in front of the modern new build as another vehicle pulled out into traffic.

"Hi folks, here is the spec sheet on the house," said Elsa as they walked in through the over-sized glass front door.

"Thanks, but we already have one from your office. Actually, we are here to talk to you about Bill McBride," said Walker.

"Well it was certainly a shock to read about it in the newspapers, but I hardly knew the man."

"We have video from the Chesterfield that says different," grinned Emily.

"I am Ed Walker and this is my daughter, Emily. I am retired from the police department. I own a private detective agency and work as a consultant for the FBI," said Walker showing his FBI ID. "We need to talk to you about Bill's last night."

"Well, I certainly don’t have time for this, can't you see I'm in the middle of an open house," said Elsa defensively.

"I make a phone call and you'll be in police headquarters answering the same questions for Detective Mason. Let your assistant take over for you awhile," suggested Walker firmly.

"Leslie, cover the door for me, I need a smoke," said Elsa leading Walker and Emily though the house and out into the spacious backyard.

Walker lit up a cigarette and offered a light to Elsa. "What do you need to know?"

"What was your relationship with Bill McBride?"

"Occasionally when we met at an event, had a few too many then we'd end up over at the Lord Chesterfield."

"Were you at the planning board meeting that night?"

"Yes, we are interested in a tract of land owned by the city. We want to develop the area and I
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