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  About the Book


Murder is always in fashion… 
When aspiring actress Becky Robinson lands an undercover assignment in Hollywood’s high-stakes fashion world, she expects attitude, ambition, and overpriced lattes—not a missing person case that turns into murder.
Fashion mogul Diane Roads hires the Robinson Family Detective Agency to track down her estranged husband, a once-powerful Hollywood producer who vanished without a trace. But when his body is found floating face down in a Sunset Boulevard swimming pool, Diane finds herself in the glare of the media spotlight—for all the wrong reasons.
Becky must navigate the treacherous world of designer gowns, industry secrets, and rivalries sharper than a pair of stiletto heels. But in a town built on illusions, where loyalty is a luxury and betrayal is always en vogue, she realizes that nothing is as it seems.
Can she stitch together the clues before the killer makes her the next fashion faux pas? Or will she learn the hard way that Hollywood loves a tragedy?
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  1
Sunset Boulevard


Hollywood had a way of chewing people up and spitting them out. Diane Roads was next in line, and I was innocent collateral damage. 
Ten minutes after my plane touched down at LAX, I was already embroiled in a new mystery—an undercover assignment as the personal assistant to an aging starlet. Though only in her fifties, Ms. Roads was so far removed from her last successful flick that she might as well have worked in silent pictures. Hollywood’s tendency to cast aside actresses past their prime was a career transition few survived. She went from leading lady to grandma in the blink of an eye.
“Welcome back to Tinseltown,” I muttered under my breath as I navigated the chaotic party, slowly filling with B-listers and backstabbers.
The sun-drenched city was a master illusionist, hiding its tragedies behind a gold façade. And I waltzed straight into the middle of one of its darkest stories yet.
Glasses clinked as caterers bustled through the spacious room, preparing drinks and platters of hors d'oeuvres. The mansion was a monument to a bygone era, with its sweeping staircase and glittering chandeliers. Art Deco sconces lined the walls, casting a soft golden glow over the event. A portrait of Diane from her heyday hung above the fireplace, her smile as brilliant as the Oscars she once dreamed of winning.
Diane chose to leave the movie-making business and used her stardom and charisma to build a fashion empire. It flourished until the same people who used to adore her deemed the brand no longer hip. That was the moment her world started crashing down around her. Her power couple marriage turned into a messy front-page separation. And last week, her estranged husband vanished without a trace.
Rumors floated like a whisper in the ocean breeze. Diane stood to lose millions in the divorce. It would be far easier for her if Shaun Vale died in a terrible accident. She hired my firm to squash the gossip—not in the way of old-time Hollywood fixers but in an above-board search for a missing person.
I smoothed the hem of my vintage-inspired red dress, the sequins catching the dying sunlight spilling through floor-to-ceiling windows. The silhouette was modern, but the neckline and capped sleeves carried a hint of old-school elegance. It also cost a small fortune. So far, this undercover couture assignment charged more than it paid.
Remember why you’re here, Becky. You can expense the dress. Probably. The shoes and purse will be a tougher sell.
The police discovered Shaun’s abandoned car seven days earlier on the Pacific Coast Highway with the keys still in the ignition and his phone and wallet on the dash—never a good sign.
The winding road’s turnoff featured a spectacular view of the mountains on one side and the ocean on the other. Theories bounced back and forth between the gossipmongers, but two emerged as the most prominent—Shaun either committed suicide or Diane killed him and staged his disappearance. My job was to clear the actress’ name by finding her husband alive and well. Nothing to it.
I snaked through her mansion and the guests arriving fashionably late for her lavish party. I recommended canceling the event, but Diane insisted the show must go on. The spring line would be revealed regardless of her husband’s attempts to upstage her.
And she swore it was all an act—a cry for attention. The woman was convinced the whole thing was a hoax, with Shaun playing puppet master. She claimed he always had a flair for the dramatics and refused to consider alternatives. I begged for a list of enemies who might want to hurt the couple, and she dripped out hints slower than a leaky faucet. In my two days with the woman, between fetching lattes, I learned about a business partner and an estranged sister. Not quite the hot leads I hoped for.
I opened the French doors to the back patio as a magnificent ocean breeze swept through my beach waves, carrying a slight chill of California winter. The setting sun reflected off the spotless glass windows and created a halo effect.
Sirens echoed through the quiet, growing in intensity with each second. Though a familiar soundtrack for the crime-ridden city, they almost always spelled scandal in this neighborhood.
My brow furrowed as I tiptoed over the short wrought-iron gate for a better view. A flock of unmarked police cars, along with two motorcycle cops, pulled into the long circular driveway. Red and blue lights flashed in a hypnotic sequence. Reporters stormed the gates, and the head of security ushered them off the property.
What is this about?
I squinted at the man in a suit and a rain slicker. A lieutenant from the homicide unit. They had news on Shaun. I backpedaled and twisted my ankle on the stone-lined path to a glistening pool. I crashed into a lounge chair and ripped the hem of my skirt.
Brava, Becky. That’s not at all embarrassing. Maneuvering to a seated position, I rubbed the scuff mark on my elbow. Yup, I’m bleeding. I shook my head. Hollywood sleuthing at its finest.
My eyebrow twitched as I spotted something out of the corner of my eye. I hopped to my feet, my wounds and pride forgotten, to take a peek.
A scream caught in my throat as my eyes fixed on the figure in the water—a fully clothed man floating face first in the swimming pool. My legs moved on instinct, though my mind screamed at me to stop. Every nerve in my body buzzed with dread. I didn’t want to get closer—but I had to.
I took another step, hoping for an angle of his face, and kicked something into the grass. I knelt and looped the gold chain with the tip of my pen. I knew better than to put fingerprints on a potential clue.
The locket swayed like a pendulum, and I couldn’t make out the engraving. My head swung with it, and I focused on the D.R. monogram. The jewelry either belonged to somebody super stoked to be a doctor or my client, Diane Roads. Fear raced through my veins, terrified it was the latter. How am I going to explain this one?
I took a two-month leave of absence from the detective agency to film a TV show in New York. My fellow investigators welcomed me back with open arms, without a smidge of resentment. They put me right back into the rotation and entrusted me with a major case with front-page implications. How would they feel when I broke the news that our famous client was probably a killer?
A door squeaked, and I lifted my eyes to the balcony. Dark blonde hair blew in the wind. Diane Roads leaned over the railing and shielded her eyes from the setting sun. The rays glistened off her giant diamond ring as she glared at the floating body. “Shaun always hated that pool.” Her voice carried the melodrama of a scene-stealing monologue as she flicked an expressive eyebrow.
My throat tightened, and a shiver raced down my spine. Laughter filtered from inside the mansion as news had not yet reached her guests. Diane’s chilling nonchalance cemented me in place, and I got the creeping suspicion she knew more than she let on. Were the last few days a charade to mask her guilt?
I gulped and forced myself to break eye contact. I wondered how far Diane’s mansion was from Sunset Boulevard because I felt I had traveled back to 1950 and experienced the iconic opening scene.
“Except William Holden had a better monologue,” I muttered.
“Freeze.”
A gun cocked behind me, and I fumbled the locket into the water. From my squatting position, I crashed to my knees like a catcher blocking a wild pitch in the dirt and raised my hands into the air. “This isn’t what it looks like.”
The cop removed his sunglasses and slowly lowered his Glock. His mustard-stained tie blew over his shoulder. “Really? Because it looks like you’re snooping around a crime scene an…an…and destroying key evidence in a homicide investigation.”
“In that case, it’s exactly what it looks like.” I jutted my thumb to the pool. “You might want to send in the divers for the locket.” I resisted the urge to smile at my old friend. “Long time no see, Corny.”
Agent Cornwallis released a sigh as he holstered his weapon. “You don’t know how glad I am you are here, Robbinston. This high-profile investigation nearly sent me to an early retirement.”
I chewed my lip, refusing to take the bait on his butchering of my name. At this point, it had to be a bit.
I dusted off my knees, smoothed my dress, and gestured to the dead guy. “Hollywood’s golden couple just turned into its latest scandal.”
“And now it’s your problem.”






  
  2
Dial M for Murder


“My problem? How do you figure?” I narrowed my gaze and crossed my arms. 
Agent Cornwallis crooked his mouth into a smile. “I’m skipping the part where I pretend that I don’t need your help and grumble about your intrusion.”
“How mature of you.”
I aided Corny’s investigations more times than I could count, and thanks to me, he now had the best closure rate in the California Bureau of Investigation. Of course he wanted my assistance as he bucked for a promotion from Supervisor to Special Agent in Charge, the second move up the ladder since I started working with him.
He swept his hands to the dead man in the pool. “Tell me what you know, Robbinston.”
“I’m still playing catch up. Who called the police? Who found the body?”
“Head of security.” He grabbed my arm and dragged me out of the way of the forensic techs as they began their sweep. “Now tell me, what are you doing here, Robbinston?”
The techs placed evidence markers on the side of the pool and fished a locket from the water. The overwhelming stench of chlorine gave me a headache.
“Ms. Roads hired my detective agency to locate her husband,” I said.
“Mission accomplished.”
“This isn’t exactly what I had in mind.”
Cornwallis ran a hand through his graying red hair. “What’s the background on the case? What’s—what was happening with Shaun and Diane? They separated, right?”
I sighed. “I’m not as up to date on this case as I’d like. I only got back home from New York two days ago.”
“Ah, I—I forgot that I’m speaking to a big fancy movie star now. Am I required to curtsy in your presence?”
“I think you mean bow, and yeah, I would appreciate it.” My sheepish, goofy grin spread. “I’m hardly famous. I filmed a guest role that won’t air for months. Nobody has even seen it yet.”
Cornwallis paced toward the pool. “Okay, stay put. I’m gonna talk to the uniform cops, and when I come back, try to have some answers for me.”
I tapped my foot and attempted to gather myself. I observed plenty of dead bodies since becoming a detective, but something about this one was different. I hadn’t expected to find Shaun floating face first in the swimming pool or to cross paths with Agent Cornwallis. And I certainly didn’t expect to witness Diane’s cavalier attitude toward her husband’s death.
He always hated that pool. The comment echoed like a shout in a cavernous valley. It was the flippant quip of a woman who killed her husband.
I spread my arms like a referee, signaling an incomplete pass. Don’t go there, Becky. She’s still your client.
I rubbed my hands together as the forensic experts swarmed the scene. A guy with a fancy camera bumped into me with a huff and a flash. I backed out of his way and stumbled over evidence marker number eight. A man with reflective sunshades glared. “Watch where you step.”
“Sorry.”
I am getting in the way.
Clutching the hem of my torn skirt, I spun in a semi-circle, searching for somewhere to stand. The police set up a barricade and instructed everyone to move behind it as they secured the crime scene.
Get it together, Beckers. You’re acting like a rookie on your first day on the job.
“In Hollywood, everyone’s your friend until the cameras stop rolling.” The familiar voice made me pivot.
I skimmed the nearby crowd in search of the source. Diane’s protégé, Maddox Moon—smart, beautiful, and downright intimidating—stood a few feet away. I’d done my best to avoid her for the past few days. I didn’t understand enough about fashion to endure her questioning; my cover would be blown within minutes. Her words hung in the air, and I wondered what she meant by them. I crept closer to eavesdrop on her private conversation.
“Diane’s world has been crumbling for years. She has more enemies than allies these days.” A slight accent remained as she spoke, hinting at her teen years in Brazil.
I tucked my hair behind my ear and tilted my head.
Her dark brown eyes turned to me, sparked with a vengeance. “Can I help you?”
I jumped backward, surprised she caught me. No one ever paid me any attention when I spied. Was I losing my edge?
“I’m sorry.” My mind raced as I slipped into the personality of my ditzy assistant character. She’s not a detective. She would be freaked out by a dead body and overwhelmed by the entire situation. “I didn’t mean to eavesdrop, Miss Moon. This is all just so… unexpected. Shaun’s been missing for a like a whole week. And now this. Oh my gosh, Ms. Roads will be such a wreck.”
She shrugged. “Something like this was bound to happen.”
Before I could fire a follow-up question, she disappeared into the crowd, taking her gossipy mute buddy with her. Maddox—Diane’s closest friend—chattering about Shaun’s death while his body wasn’t even cold raised several red flags. I made a mental note, adding her to the top of my suspect list.
Right underneath my client, if I am being honest.
I shook my head. I needed to remain objective, distance myself from the case, and ignore my preconceived notions. The wife was always a suspect, especially when the marriage was as rocky as theirs. But statistics didn’t make my client guilty.
Observe and take notes. Everyone at this party is a potential murderer.
Cornwallis snapped his fingers. “Robbinston, come with me.”
“Where are we going?”
“Investigating.” He marched around the wrought-iron fence and down the driveway. A swarm of reporters hovered at the gates, eager to land a scoop. Strange how things in Hollywood changed in a matter of days. Yesterday, Diane was old news. Today, she and her dead husband made headlines.
A car door slammed, and I turned to the medical examiner’s van hidden behind a gaggle of police cars. Dr. Eklund stepped out carrying a doctor’s bag. He loosened his necktie underneath his coveralls. The county logo and caduceus were prominently displayed on the pocket.
“Heard we got a body,” he said with a grin.
I nodded. “Shaun Vale.”
He adjusted his satellite-rimmed glasses. “Not Shaun Vale. I love his movies: Moonlight Over Havana, The Marquee Murders… oh and Echoes of Avalon. I took my wife to that one on our first date.”
“And she agreed to a second?” My brows knit together. “I didn’t take Esmerelda for a fan of epic fantasy.”
“She fell asleep and tried to bluff her way through the plot. I only got a second date because she refused to admit she missed the last two and a half hours.”
Cornwallis grabbed my shoulders and guided me toward the gate. “We’ll be back in a few minutes to talk, Doc. Gotta handle something over here.”
Eklund raised a hand. “Take your time. This guy’s not going anywhere. Unless he’s a zombie like his film, Crimson Tides.”
Cornwallis’ scuffed loafers flopped against the stone driveway, one of the soles coming unglued from the bottom. He caught me watching and shoved a piece of gum under the rubber to hold it together.
“You’re a regular MacGyver.”
“We can’t all be fancy flatfoots like the hotshots in NYC.”
The CBI agent held an unhealthy resentment toward my last case, especially considering his New York accent was stronger than most of the locals despite having lived in sunny California for two decades.
“Are you jealous I worked with other cops?”
“Don’t be silly, Robbinston.” Cornwallis engaged in a hushed conversation with a lieutenant. Their low voices made me wonder why he’d asked me to tag along.
The rain-slicker lieutenant covered his mouth, aware of my talents in lip reading. My foot drummed out an impatient rhythm.
“Apparently, your boss refuses to leave her room,” Cornwallis said. “Any chance you can coax her out?”
I snorted. “Our best bet is to give her time to cool off. I’m not Diane’s favorite person. I don’t know of anyone who is.”
Cornwallis threw up his hands. “What good is having an inside woman if I can’t exploit it?”
I forced a smile to cover my fears. “Diane Roads scares me, and not just because she might have murdered her husband. This fashion guru makes Meryl Streep look like Mr. Rogers.”
“I don’t know what that means.”
“Devil Wears Prada? The guy in the red sweater who did the kid’s show…” I waved off the quip. No amount of explaining could get me and Corny in the same book, much less on the same page. “On my first day, I witnessed Diane make her limo driver cry. She isn’t a woman you mess with…” I trailed off, realizing I probably shouldn’t be sharing this much with Corny.
An angry bald man burst into our conversation, shoving a finger in the agent’s chest. “I want these reporters out of here.”
Cornwallis raised an eyebrow. “And who might you be, sir?”
“Trevor Barnes, head of security.” He waved a hand to the swarm squeezing cameras through the gate. “I’m protecting Diane’s image.”
“I would’ve thought the head of security would be more interested in protecting the woman.”
Trevor’s glare found me. “Aren’t you her new assistant?”
I swallowed. I’d never seen muscles on a head before. Did he bench press with the weights in his teeth? I shook the picture, realizing I failed to answer. Long prolonged silence increased the chance of roid rage. “Yes, sir. I am.”
“Then what are you doing talking to the fuzz? You should be upstairs comforting Diane. Hello? Remember her? She signs the checks, giving you the money to buy shoes and all the My Little Ponies your heart desires.”
I couldn’t decide if the quip was about my height or age. Either way, I didn’t let the jerk see me sweat. “I’m more of a Barbie girl.”
Cornwallis scribbled on his notepad. “This little lady found the body, and you’re interrupting my interview of her. So, if you’ll please go with the lieutenant…”
Trevor crossed his arms, his biceps bulging. “I’m not going anywhere, and you’re not questioning Diane without her lawyer present. Find me Johnny Cochran or any of the crack team from L.A. Law. Doesn’t really matter who, as long as it’s not Hamilton Burger. That cat never won a single case.”
Cornwallis’ confused gaze darted to me for help with the translation. “I…I’m not sure I follow, Mr. Barnes.”
“Diane doesn’t talk without an attorney. I want that on record right now.” Trevor spun on his shiny Italian boots. “Where’s a court reporter when you need one?”
“Are you on drugs?”
“Is this entire department devoid of humor? First, Lieutenant Giggles blows me off, and now I get the distinct pleasure of talking to Special Agent in Charge of Laughlessness.” Trevor spread his arms. “Alright, if it’s just the facts, man, then hear this—Diane is innocent. Capiche?”
Cornwallis extended his hands. “Sir, we’re just trying to secure the scene. We’re not accusing anybody of anything just yet. We’re not sure what happened here.”
Trevor pointed toward the gate. “Then run those reporters out of here before those vultures spout lies. If you don’t, I will.”
Cornwallis bounced on his toes as he watched the hot-headed man storm into the mansion. “What do you make of him, Robbinston?”
“Trevor is fiercely loyal to Diane. He’s been with her for twenty-five years, and between you and me, I think he has a little crush on his boss.”
“Think he’s got enough of a temper to get the husband out of his way?”
The theory hung in the air as I followed Cornwallis to the front gate. Cameras flashed as we approached, and reporters shouted questions.
“Clear out, people,” Cornwallis said. “This is private property. I don’t want to start making arrests, but I will if I have to.”
An old-school journalist with a loose tie and a wrinkled suit whistled. “Hey, throw an old friend a bone, will you, Corny?”
A small smile spread across Cornwallis’ face. “Andy Ventura. The paper still sending you out on important cases?”
“Of course. I’m their best writer. These new kids don’t know how to chase a story. They wouldn’t recognize a good lead unless some influencer danced about it on ClipClop.”
“I think you mean TikTok.”
Ventura blinked, my correction not registering. “Got anything for me, Corny?”
“Not at this time, Andy. Ah—and I couldn’t tell you if I did.”
Ventura smirked. “How about I feed you something instead? And you can owe me one at a later date. Quid pro quo or, as the kids call it, a vibe-for-vibe situation.”
“Nobody says that.” My forehead wrinkled.
“I’m not interested in being in your debt, Andy. You have a terrible way of popping up like a bad penny.”
“Hey, that’s not fair. I’m an honorable guy.”
Cornwallis snorted. “Yeah, since when?”
“To prove I turned over a new leaf, enjoy this for free—Shaun’s disappearance isn’t the first scandal to hit this house.”
Cornwallis’ jaw clicked. “That’s all you’re gonna give me?”
Ventura smoothed his thin white mustache. “If I were you, I’d talk to Shaun’s estranged sister. Maybe look into his shady business dealings.”
“In other words, do everything us cops normally do. Thanks for the insightful tip.”
“Any time, Bub.” Ventura saluted as he pivoted to the street. “I’ll be in touch, Corny.”
Cornwallis’ gaze followed him as he disappeared behind the ten-foot-tall shrubs.
I tapped his shoulder. “So, you know that old reporter?”
“Andy Ventura’s been in the biz forever. He’s got a code, unlike these young TMZ punks chasing clickbait.”
I chewed my bottom lip. “Diane mentioned something about Shaun’s sister to me, but I hadn’t investigated her yet.”
“What have you had time to do, Robbinston?” Cornwallis shoved his hand in the pocket of his cheap suit.
That stung. I spun on my heel, bristling. “You think Dr. Eklund has his preliminary report?”
Agent Cornwallis was right. Despite spending two days on the case, I’d learned very little about Shaun’s disappearance—and now he turned up dead. My time away from L.A. was catching up with me. It was like being sick and missing a few days of school. When you came back, things were different. You missed moments you never expected to miss. The world kept turning, and I was out of sync—plain and simple.
The best way to find my sea legs was to get back on the horse. I cringed. And stop mixing metaphors.
I hurried down the rock pathway to the side gate. Before I stepped into the pool area, a uniformed officer stretched out his arm. “Nobody’s allowed back here.”
“But I’m with…” I hesitated, searching for Cornwallis. “Him.”
Cornwallis flashed his badge. “CBI. Let us through.”
The officer lifted the yellow crime scene tape, his sunglasses glinting in the setting sun. “Go on, then.”
I clutched the hem of my long, red skirt and held my chin high as I navigated the uneven rock path. Dr. Eklund knelt by the body, wearing blue gloves and booties over his shoes.
“So, Doc, is it murder?” Cornwallis asked.
“Did he drown?” I tilted my head. It seemed like an obvious question, but it needed asking.
Dr. Eklund maneuvered to a standing position and dusted off the knees of his coveralls. A round wet spot formed with tiny blades of grass. “I still need to run tests, but signs point to drowning, yes.”
I bent my neck at an awkward angle, noting the pink frothy foam around Shaun’s nostrils. I watched enough crime shows to recognize the signs. But despite the markers of drowning, Shaun also had a gouge on his forehead.
“What do you make of that, Dr. Eklund?” I asked.
He stroked his chin. “There are some inconsistencies here that make my analysis a little more difficult than usual.”
“Such as?” Cornwallis asked.
“Liver mortis patterns indicate the body was moved after death. And you see this leathery, waxy texture on his skin?”
Cornwallis cleared his throat. “I’m trying not to.”
“Ah, yes, of course,” Dr. Eklund said with a faint smile. “There’s frostbite on his fingers, which is odd for a drowning victim in California, even in the winter.”
I closed my eyes, attempting to process what the doctor was saying. “You mean he didn’t die here? Somebody moved and froze his body?”
“That would be my initial assessment,” Dr. Eklund said. “But I won’t be able to confirm anything until I haul him back to the lab. I’ll need to analyze his lungs for water and compare it to the pool.”
Cornwallis jotted notes on the back of a CVS receipt. At least there was no danger of running out of room. “Any idea on the time of death, Doc?”
Eklund patted the top of his white-blond hair and stretched a ballcap over his melon head. “Freezing delays decomposition, making time of death harder to pinpoint. Lab tests could refine my estimate. The victim likely drowned, but as of now, it’s just a theory.”
I arched an eyebrow. “But we are proceeding as if this is a murder, correct? The guy didn’t put himself in a freezer and wander out a few days later to thaw.”
“Correct.” Eklund nodded. “I would proceed thusly.”
Cornwallis hiked his pants by the belt. “All right, Doc. Let me know when you find something definite.”
I hurried to catch up with the agent’s quick steps. “What now?”
“Now we question the wife.”
“Here?”
Cornwallis’s mouth twisted, and he shook his head. “I think it’ll be best to bring her in for questioning. There are too many people here. Too many distractions.”
“Protectors like Trevor?”
“Exactly.” He stopped and looked at me. “Do you want to sit in on this, Robbinston?”
My smile spread. This was the new Cornwallis: an agent who shared information and included me in the investigation. Maybe he finally realized how useful I was. Cornwallis suddenly excelled at his job because of my team and me.
“Well?” he asked. “Are you coming?”
“Absolutely.”






  
  3
My Fair Lady


The house was alive with chaos. Guests in glittering evening attire huddled in tense clusters, their murmurs blending with the crackle of police radios. Uniformed officers trudged through the halls, their heavy boots clashing with the polished marble floors and the delicate, expensive décor. A few guests sipped nervously at half-empty champagne flutes, clinging to the illusion of normalcy even as the party’s glitzy façade crumbled. 
On the second floor, the air grew heavier, the tension sharper. Diane Roads locked herself in the master bedroom, her dramatic retreat only adding fuel to the speculation swirling downstairs. Cornwallis, undeterred, strode past the disapproving stares of partygoers and ignored the muffled protests of a frantic event planner trailing behind him.
Without hesitation, he tested the knob, shoved the door open, and entered the room with the confidence of someone who never bothered to knock. His hand went to the cuffs at his belt. “M—M…Ms. Roads, you have the right to remain silent. You have the right to an attorney. If you can’t afford one…”
I hovered in the doorway, my stomach knotting. “Wait a second. You’re Mirandizing her?”
Cornwallis squared his shoulders. “You got a problem with that?”
I gulped. A cop only gave Miranda rights when an arrest was imminent. This wasn’t a casual conversation with the victim's wife. This was an official interrogation of the prime suspect. And while I usually wouldn’t mind putting a criminal in the hot seat, this situation was trickier.
Diane hired me, and that counted for something. I vaguely recalled my attorney mother lecturing me on fiduciary responsibility, and this circumstance probably qualified. Right?
My detective agency represented her interests. And something told me our lawyer on staff wouldn’t like me sitting on the opposite side of the table, helping the cops gather evidence to convict our client of murder in the first degree.
Diane glared at me. “Are you just going to stand there while this man railroads me?”
“I…” My mouth dried out, and I struggled to find the words. “I’ll meet you at the station. I have to do something real quick.”
Diane shook her head, fluffing her hair. “Make it snappy. And bring me my latte.”
“Yes, ma’am.” I navigated the crowded hall and stepped outside on the balcony to place a call. The crisp night air sent a shiver down my spine. The line rang and rang until my boss finally answered.
“Hello.”
“Ricardo, I’m in a little bit of a pickle.”
“What ‘appened now?” he asked with his heavy Cuban accent.
“I found Shaun Vale. He’s dead. Agent Cornwallis is here, and he arrested Diane. What do I do?”
A sigh blew across the line. “She’s the client, Becky. We’re hired to protect her interests. Don’t let her speak to anybody without a lawyer in the room. I’ll send Stephen down to represent her. Our first priority is the client. Comprende?”
My heart thumped. I didn’t understand. I was used to finding the murderer and solving the case, regardless of who committed it.
“Listen, I realize you don’t like this part of the business, but sometimes, our clients aren’t Mother Terresa,” Ricardo said. “Innocent until proven guilty, remember?”
“Got it, Boss.”
But if Diane was innocent, why did everything feel so staged?

      [image: image-placeholder]A fan slowly oscillated, squeaking on every third rotation. I closed my eyes, counting the passing seconds as the clock on the wall ticked in a mesmerizing sequence. Silence filled the interrogation room for an agonizing thirty minutes, broken only by the occasional slurping from Cornwallis’ coffee cup. He set the mug down with a thump.
“Take off the shades, movie star,” Agent Cornwallis said.
Diane Roads begrudgingly complied. She squinted as her eyes adjusted. “The fluorescent light in here is giving me a migraine.”
“This would be over much quicker if you agreed to answer my questions, Ms. Roads.”
I shook my head. “Not until her attorney gets here.”
Cornwallis glared at me from across the table. “Whose side are you on, Robbinston?”
I gulped under Diane’s intense stare. “My client’s.”
“I’m growing tired of waiting.” Diane swept a hand through her blonde hair. “Where is your colleague?”
I lifted the sleeve of my cardigan to check the time. “He should be here any minute now.”
Cornwallis shuffled a stack of papers. “We could discuss a few things while we wait—preliminary
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