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    For my wife, Rose, who knows my faults and still wants to be with me.
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Chapter 1
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Jack Rosko approached the county jail and looked for a parking spot. The large gray building seemed to blend in perfectly with the gray sky. There were few empty spots, but he saw someone leave ahead of him, so he pulled his 2012 Ford F150 Crew Cab into the spot as a light rain dotted his windshield. The truck held memories of family road trips with his twin boys. Now that the boys were off to college, he didn’t need such a big vehicle, but he liked having it. It made him feel powerful, almost as much as his police-issued Glock 19. His wife drove a small economy car, which, with his long legs, he found to be very uncomfortable. His parking spot was perfect. It was close enough to see who was coming and going from the jail, but far enough away not to draw attention to himself.  

After a few minutes, Jack saw in the mirror one of those economy cars he disliked pulling into a spot two cars behind him. It was a gray Nissan Leaf. It was slightly bigger than his wife’s car, but Jack couldn’t understand the appeal of an electric car. He wanted to spend five minutes filling up at a gas station, not thirty. He wasn’t against saving the environment, but giving up his luxuries was not going to make a damn bit of difference. What would help more would be if those movie stars stopped flying around in their personal jets while preaching about the environment. 

He shook his head as he watched his partner, Bill West, get out of the car. He grew tired of pretending to like the guy. When he approached, Jack lowered his window.

“Hi, Jack,” Bill said. “I thought I’d find you here. So, this is how you are spending your vacation? I would have thought you would enjoy a trip to the Dells more than sitting outside a jail.”

“Hey, Bill. Are you here to arrest me, or are you my babysitter now?”

“No. I was just concerned about you,” Bill said as he put both hands on Jack’s door and leaned in a little. “Don’t you think you’re taking this a bit too personally? You should let it go. The guy did his time. It’s not your job to harass him after he gets out.”

“First, I’m not harassing him. Second, why do you care? Third, five months in jail is hardly a punishment for stealing two hundred thousand dollars' worth of jewels. I just want to set things right.”

“We investigated the case and never found the jewels. What did you expect the prosecutor to do? The only charge he could bring against him was breaking and entering.”

Jack’s pulse quickened, and his grip on the steering wheel tightened as he raised his voice. “Do you think it’s right that he spent five months in jail and walked away with two hundred grand? That’s forty grand a month. That’s way more than I make. It feels like he’s rubbing it in our faces. We’ve both been doing this job for over twenty years. Don’t you ever get tired of doing all the work to bring these assholes to justice only to have them back on the streets a few months later doing the same shit?” 

"Of course, I do, but we’re just little cogs in a big machine. The best we can do is accept the reality and try to be happy with what we have.” 

“I joined the police force to make a difference, but I’m not the same man I used to be. The system has beaten me down,” Jack said. 

“So, what do you plan to do?”

“I know he hid the jewels somewhere. He won’t be able to resist and will lead me right to them.”

“What will you do then?” Bill asked. “If you find the jewels, will you keep them? Will you turn them in so some rich politician can have them back?”

“I will do what needs to be done,” Jack said. 

“You asked me why I care. I’ll ask you the same thing. Why do you care? You have a week off. You should be spending it with your wife. Instead, you’re neglecting her.”

“Don’t assume you know my wife. She cares about justice just as much as I do.”

“Justice for who? For him or for you? People get away with crimes every day in this city. What makes this guy so special?”

“Have a good day, Bill,” Jack said before raising his window. He didn’t want to talk anymore. He wanted to do something for a change that didn’t require following procedure.

Bill stood outside Jack’s window for several seconds before he returned to his car and drove away. 

Ten minutes later, a blue, older model Chevy Impala rolled up in front of the jail and parked. The female driver kept the motor running and waited. Jack turned on his wipers so he could see better.

After what seemed like an hour but was really closer to five minutes, a thin, middle-aged man exited the jail holding a small plastic bag, probably what he had on him when he was arrested. Even from a distance, Jack recognized the man as Bobby Parker. He watched Bobby enter the car and lean over to kiss the driver. 

When the car pulled away, Jack started the engine and followed. They drove for twenty minutes, finally reaching the home of Bobby and his wife. Jack parked a few houses down and watched as Bobby helped his wife out of the car. She looked very pregnant - more than eight months, Jack guessed.

The house was a modest one-story home painted white with dark red trim. It needed a fresh coat of paint, but it still seemed in decent shape. Jack watched as Bobby helped his wife up the steps and into the house.

He waited almost an hour until Bobby emerged from the house alone, got in the car, and drove away. Jack followed him but kept his distance. They headed northwest on the highway for about an hour and a half. Jack had guessed where Bobby was going, but knew for sure when he exited. He decided to back off just in case Bobby suspected someone was following him. He slowed until he could no longer see the Impala in front of him. He also didn’t see the car that followed him.
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Michael Owens, the Three Eagles Ski Resort manager, stood behind the counter when Bobby Parker walked inside. A friendly-looking middle-aged man with salt and pepper hair, Michael’s warm smile always put a guest at ease. “Hello,” Michael said. “Welcome to Three Eagles.”

“Hi. My name is Robert Parker. My wife reserved a room for me.” 

Michael hit a few keys on his computer and said, “Oh, yes. I see you here. It looks like you are a returning guest. Welcome back, Mr. Parker.”

Bobby coughed and said, “Thank you.” 

“The reservation is for one night. Is that correct?”

“That’s right,” Bobby said.

“Great. The ski season is over, but we still have plenty to offer. Mountain bikes are free to use, or you can rent an ATV. You may also enjoy spending time in the hot tub. Here is your key. It’s for room 109, just down the hall and to the left. Do you need help bringing in your luggage?”

“No, thanks. I have no luggage,” Bobby said before he turned and walked to his room. 

As Bobby left the front desk, Jack Rosko entered the lobby. At a little over six feet tall, with broad shoulders and thick, dark hair with a few white strands running through it, he exuded a rugged charm.  He watched Bobby disappear down the hall before approaching the desk. 

Michael smiled at him and said, “Welcome to Three Eagles. Do you have a reservation?

“No, I don’t. Do you have a room available for tonight?”

Michael checked his computer and said, “I can give you room 207. It has a great view of the slopes. Even though the snow is gone, it looks lovely in the spring.”

“Do you have a room on the first floor?”

Michael hit a few keys and said, “I’m sorry, I’m afraid all the first-floor rooms are booked for today.”

“No Problem. I’ll take what you have.”

“Okay. I’ll need a driver’s license and a credit card.”

Jack opened his wallet and handed over the cards. As Michael entered the information, he asked, “Have you stayed with us before, Mr. Rosko?”

“No. I was here once but didn’t spend the night.”

Michael told him about everything available to do at the resort and handed Jack his driver’s license and credit card back before giving him the keys. “Your room is on the second floor. Take the elevator and turn left when you get off. Can I get someone to help you with your luggage?”

“No. I don’t have any luggage,” Jack said as he walked away.

That’s odd, Michael thought as he watched him leave.

A minute later, another man entered. He looked to be in his late thirties. He was thin with short dark hair and a well-groomed beard. He walked up to Michael and said, “Hi. My name is Jay Lawrence. I don’t have a reservation, but I hope you have a room available tonight.”

“We do, but they’re going fast today. I can give you room 210 on the second floor.”

“That will be fine,” The man said.

Michael checked him in and told him about the resort. He then asked if he needed help with his luggage.

“I don’t have any luggage,” Jay said.

What the hell is going on around here, Michael thought.
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After entering his room, Bobby used the washroom and then washed his face. He checked himself in the mirror. These last six months had been rough on him, and it showed. His once-dark hair had started turning gray. His skin was dry and pale, with dark circles under his eyes. He sighed, sat on the bed, picked up the phone, and dialed a number. “I’m at the resort,” he said when it was answered. “No. I haven’t checked yet, but I will soon. Hopefully, it’s still here. Okay. I’ll be careful.”

After hanging up, he decided it was time to get what he came for. He walked to the door, opened it, and was met with a gun pressed against his chest. “Oh, Shit!” Bobby said.

The man holding the gun pushed him back inside and closed the door. “You sound surprised, Bobby,” he said.

“I figured he would send someone sooner or later. I was hoping for later.”

“Nobody ever got what they wanted by hoping. Now, tell me where the jewels are?”

“Jewels? What jewels?”

“Don’t give me that crap. You know what jewels I’m talking about. 

“I have no jewels,” Bobby said.

“This is the only place you could have hidden them. Where are they?”

Bobby studied the man’s face and said, “You really don’t know, do you?”

“Know what? What are you talking about?”

“You dumb son of a bitch,” Bobby said and laughed.

The man pressed his gun hard into Bobby’s chest and said, “I’m glad you can find humor in your situation. You know he wants you dead, right? He sent me here to kill you. I can tell him that you gave me the slip. Just give me the jewels.”

“You realize the man you work for is a paper tiger, right? He could have had me killed in jail, but he doesn’t have the power or influence to do something like that.”

“Maybe he just figured waiting until you got out would draw less attention to your death.”

“Maybe he’s not as smart as he thinks he is.”

“This is your last chance.”

Bobby looked at the man with disdain. “He will fall, and you will fall with him.” 

“Maybe so, but you will fall first,” the man said before pulling the trigger.

Bobby fell to the ground. The man checked his pockets but found nothing. He then quickly searched the room, opening every drawer and cabinet.

Eric, Michael’s son, was in the hallway when he heard the shot. At first, he thought it was someone playing the television too loudly, but after listening for several seconds and hearing nothing further, he worried someone had committed suicide or at least attempted to commit suicide. He knocked on the door but got no response. He knocked again, but still no response. He took out his master key and opened the door. He cautiously looked inside. The room was relatively dark, lit only by the light coming through the window at the far side of the room. Even so, he could see a man lying on the floor in a pool of blood. 

His heart quickened as he raced to the man, knelt beside him, and checked for a pulse. The man opened his eyes, grabbed Eric’s arm, coughed once, and said, “Number three.” 

“Number three? What does that mean?”

Before the man could respond, everything went dark.
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The phone rang at the front desk, and Michael answered it. He saw it was an internal call. “Front desk. How can I help you?”

“Hi. I’m in room 111,” a female voice said. “I just heard a gunshot in the room next to me.”

“A gunshot?” Michael said, shocked. There had never been a shooting at Three Eagles since he had been there. “Are you sure that’s what you heard?”

“I’m not positive, but that’s what it sounded like.”

“Okay. Thanks for letting us know,” he said before hanging up. He walked quickly to see what had happened. He stopped before turning the corner, just in case there was someone there with a gun. Seeing no one, he continued down the hall until he came upon room 109. The door was open. He cautiously looked inside and saw Eric lying on the ground next to a man covered in blood. His heart skipped a beat. 

“Eric! Oh, my God!” he said, racing to his side. He pressed the side of his neck, looking for a pulse. Just then, Eric opened his eyes.

“You’re alive! Oh, thank God!” Michael said before hugging him.

Eric sat up and rubbed his head, “Dad? Where am I? What happened?”

“I was going to ask you that.”

Eric turned and saw the body. “Oh, my God! Is he dead?”

Michael checked for a pulse and said, “I’m afraid so.”

“I remember now. I heard a gunshot,” Eric said. “I opened the door to see what happened and found him lying there. When I checked on him, he said something about ‘number three,’ and then someone hit me from behind.”

“Number three? What does that mean?” Michael asked.

“I have no idea. I asked, but someone knocked me out before he could reply.”

Michael took out his phone and asked, “Are you okay? Should I call an ambulance?”

“No. I’d rather have grandpa look at me.”

Michael nodded and dialed 911. He reported the murder and then dialed Katie’s number. She and Joe were helping Katie’s friend in Milwaukee, but Michael knew they would be wrapping things up and returning home soon. Katie answered and said, “Hi, Michael.”

“Hi, Katie. Is Pops with you?”

“He’s right here. Just a minute. You’re on speaker.”

“Hi, Pops. I’m sorry to interrupt what you are doing there, but we have a problem at the resort.”

“What kind of problem? What happened?” Joe asked.

“Someone was murdered.”

“Murdered?” Katie blurted out. “Tell me you’re kidding.”

“I’m afraid not. A guest I just checked in was shot in his room. Eric was hurt, too. The killer, I assume, hit him on the head.”

“Oh, No!” Joe said. “Is he okay?”

“I’m okay,” Eric said. “I just have a big headache.”

“We’re leaving now,” Joe said. “Hang tight, Eric. You’ll be feeling better in no time.”
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When the killer was far enough away, he took out his phone and dialed a number. It was picked up on the third ring. “Did you take care of our little problem?”

“Yes. He won’t be an issue anymore.”

“Did you find what he went there for?”

“He didn’t have the jewels. I searched his room.”

“Jewels? The jewels don't concern me. I told you to find what he went there for.” 

“What else would he have hidden here if not the jewels?” 

“The man on the other end of the line told him what he should look for.” 

“I wish you had made that clearer to me before. I’ll hang around here to see what I can learn, but it’s doubtful he can hurt us from six feet under.” 

“Do you want to take that chance?” 

“I suppose not, but what about the jewels?”

“If you find any jewels, feel free to keep them,” the man said before hanging up. 

“Shit!” he said to himself. “I don’t get paid enough for this crap.”
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Chapter 2
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Katie and Joe felt good after solving a string of murders and saving several lives, including Katie’s friend Ashley and two terminally ill patients, despite having a close brush with death less than a day earlier. Just before Michael’s phone call, they decided to forget about solving murders and commit themselves to healing people, but murders seemed to have a way of finding them.

They left the hospital, where they had saved a woman in need of a new heart, and quickly got on the road. 

“I hope Eric will be okay,” Katie said. “I mean, I know you will make sure he is okay physically, but getting attacked by a murderer has got to have a mental effect on someone.”

Joe reached over and held Katie’s hand, reassuring her with his touch. “We haven’t talked much about what happened yesterday. Are you okay?”

Tears welled up in Katie’s eyes. She wiped them away. “I don’t know. I can’t stop thinking about what almost happened. At the time, I didn’t think about myself at all. All I could think was I couldn’t die knowing the baby would die with me.”

“That’s understandable. You put the welfare of the baby above your own welfare. You thought exactly the way a great mother would think. You were worried about what kind of mother you would be the other day, and I think this proves you will be wonderful.” 

Katie shook her head. “No. I’m a terrible mother. I put myself, you, and the baby in danger. We should have gone home when Ashley was better.”

“I think we both played a part in that decision,” Joe said. “If we didn’t stay and finish the investigation, Robertson would still be out there killing innocent people. Also, if we had gone home earlier, you might have been hit on the head instead of Eric, and I don’t think you have a hard head like he does.”

Katie laughed.

“That’s what I like to see,” Joe said.

“I’m afraid a joke won’t make me feel better.”

“I know, Honey. Only time will do that.”

“Don’t call me ‘Honey.’ That’s what Robertson called me before he tried to kill me.”

“I’m sorry. How about ‘Darling’ or ‘Sweety’ or ‘My Love’ or maybe ‘Pumpkin?’”

“Those will work, except ‘Pumpkin.’ Never call me ‘Pumpkin.’”

“Okay, Darling. Just know I’ll always be here for you. I’ll listen whenever you feel sad or anxious and want to talk.”

Katie squeezed Joe’s hand and said, “I know you will. That’s why I love you.”

She looked at Joe momentarily and asked, “What about you? You killed a man. That must be hard on you. I remember when I almost killed you. Even not knowing you at the time, I would have been devastated if I were responsible for killing you.”

“I did it to save you, and I would do it again if I had to. I wish it weren’t necessary to kill him, but I don’t regret it. Robertson was a murderer.”

“So, you’re okay?”

“I’m okay, but I am a little concerned.”

“Concerned? What are you concerned about?”

“I touched a man and stopped his heart. It’s a power I’m not sure I want to have. I was starting to enjoy having the ability to save people’s lives, and now I learn I can also cause their deaths. What if I misuse this ability? What if I kill someone out of anger?”

Katie shook her head. “No. Not you. I haven’t seen you angry since I met you. Having your ability is like carrying a loaded gun. There are plenty of people who carry a gun everywhere they go without ever drawing it on anybody, and you are probably more even-tempered than most of those people.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“Don’t worry. I know you’re a good man. Two people called you an angel when we were in Milwaukee, and I'm starting to believe it might be true."

“Really? You mean an actual angel from heaven?”

“Is that so impossible? How do you explain your abilities? What if one of your ancestors mated with an angel? That would make you part angel, anyway.” Katie had kept those thoughts to herself, but now they were out in the open. She worried Joe might think she was
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