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HOT TALES DESCRIPTION

	three Detective Shelley Caldwell stories

	 

	 

	HOT NOTE

	Homicide detective Shelley Caldwell and her half-vampire lover Jake figure out three murders deemed suicides are connected. But Shelley can’t suggest that powerful paranormal forces are at work to her department—one psych evaluation was enough, thank you very much. So she and Jake investigate, putting him at risk and leaving her with the task of figuring out how to beat the odds when fighting a supernatural force.

	 

	 

	HOT CORPSE

	Detective Shelley Caldwell, a homicide detective in the Chicago Police Department, gets all the woo-woo cases. When bodies are found--rather skeletons of bodies--she knows the supernatural is involved. Not wanting another psych evaluation, she keeps that aspect hidden as she tracks down the killer in this short story.

	 

	 

	HOT CHRISTMAS

	(originally published as Do You Hear What I Hear?)

	The song “Do You Hear What I Hear?” was written as a plea for peace during the Cuban Missile Crisis in the middle of the Cold War with Russia. Now Christmas is around the corner and live-in lovers Detective Shelley Caldwell and Jake DeAtley are in a cold war of their own. Shelley has all wonderful memories of Christmas, while Jake, born of a mother turned vampire while pregnant with him, has none. They’ve come to a compromise that she can decorate “her half” of every room, but there can be no Christmas tree. Then a case of hit-and-run leaves a dead body and a magical Christmas tree. With her woo-woo instincts ablaze, Shelley can’t resist bringing home the tree, heating up the war with Jake. There is more to the tree than either knows. Will it bring them back together or push them farther apart?

	 

	 


Hot Note

	A Detective Shelley Caldwell Short Story

	 

	Though the night’s storm abated, wind still blew in powerful gusts, chopping waves of lake water over the corpse face down on Oak Street Beach. Dawn had barely broken when an early morning jogger had called it in. I hadn’t been sleeping, but–worse–my cell phone blasting had torn me out of Jake’s arms…and he'd been using his best vampire moves on me. Now as Detective Mike Norelli and I surveyed the scene, an evidence technician snapped photos. 

	“Nifty swimsuit,” my partner said of the dead man’s charcoal striped suit. “Gotta get me one of them.”

	“Yeah, Norelli, as if someone could pry open your wallet.”

	“So I’m thrifty.”

	I snorted and crouched down near the corpse. “No wound that I can see.”

	“Just like the other two.”

	I was thinking the same thing. Earlier in the year, two other men had washed up on beaches, the first on the south side of Chicago, the second farther north. I shot my gaze to the corpse’s feet. I could still see an indentation where his body had disturbed the sand as waves off Lake Michigan had pushed it to shore.

	The evidence tech backed off, so I searched the dead man’s pockets and produced keys and a wallet, which I handed to Norelli.

	“Just like the others,” he repeated as I stood. “Not a robbery.”

	“What are the chances of three fully-dressed men walking into the lake and drowning?” 

	I didn’t believe in coincidence.

	Furthermore, I was getting bad vibes. My inner alarms started going off.

	Not again. No reason to believe anything woo-woo was involved. 

	As Norelli checked the wallet, I signaled the team. The EMTs rolled the corpse onto a stretcher, giving me a clear shot at the dead man’s face, which was contorted into what looked like ecstasy. 

	I gasped.

	“Neil Larson,” Norelli and I said in unison.

	He looked up from the driver’s license. “You psychic or do you have x-ray vision?”

	Actually, I was psychic, at least with my twin Silke and recently with Jake, but no way was I going to admit that. Not another psych evaluation for me, thank you.

	“Yeah, Norelli. Like I know you recently had pasta with marinara sauce.”

	He narrowed his gaze at me. “Last night. How did you know really?”

	“The tomato stain on your lapel.”

	“I meant the victim.”

	“I recognize him,” I said. “Larson Gallery, River North. He’s the owner. Was the owner.”

	“You travel in those circles?”

	“Not everyone parks in front of the television with a beer.”

	I’d met Neil Larson through Jake. The gallery represented Jake’s photographs and he and Neil had become friends. But the last thing I wanted was to bring Jake into this. If Norelli started investigating his background...

	Sensing an observer, I whipped around to see a thin, elderly black woman in crops and a t-shirt too big for her, feet in sandals repaired with duct tape. Clutching a full black plastic garbage bag, she was all wide-eyed. I wondered if she’d been on the beach the night before. She ducked her head and started to shuffle away, but I quickly caught up to her.

	“Wait a minute. I’m Detective Shelley Caldwell.” I flashed my star. “Do you know the man who drowned?”

	She shook her head and avoided my eyes. I sensed strong emotion.

	Fear.

	“If you saw something, you need to tell me. What’s your name?”

	“Harriet.”

	“Well, Harriet, can I buy you breakfast? All you have to do is tell me what you saw.”

	Harriet considered the offer. Hunger trumped fear because she pointed to a bench. “I was sleeping there until the noise woke me.”

	“What kind of noise?”

	“Singing.”

	“The victim?”

	“No, a woman. Scary, that one.” Her attention shifted to the body bag being loaded into the ambulance. “He be walking into the lake after her.”

	My pulse thrummed. Now we were getting somewhere. “Did the victim say anything to the woman?”

	“Nope. Acted real weird. All happy but weird.”

	My mouth went dry. “Tell me more about the woman.”

	She did.

	Woo-woo chills crawled straight up my spine.

	***

	“Neil is dead?”

	Jake wore a stunned expression, the black diamond in his right ear and nothing else. He’d gone back to sleep while I’d been on the job. Mornings weren’t his thing unless a little something-something was involved as it had been when my cell phone had gone off. We spent our nights together not sleeping when I wasn’t held hostage working a homicide.

	“It’s another woo-woo case,” I added.

	“How so?” He pulled on a pair of very brief briefs.

	No more eye-candy for me.

	I told him about the homeless woman’s story. “When she said Neil was acting weird, that’s when my alarms went off.”

	“Neil didn’t do drugs. He didn’t even drink other than an occasional beer.”

	“Harriet said a woman standing in the shallows was singing seductively while luring Neil into the lake. They both went under, but only she came back out.” 

	“Hunh.” 

	Jake’s intent expression made me reach out and run a fingertip over the scar that was nearly hidden by beard stubble. But when the gleam in his eyes spelled sexual interest, I pulled my hand away and went into the kitchen to open a can of tuna for the cats. Sarge and Cadet came running at the sound of the can opener. 

	Swiping a hand down their backs, I left them to find Jake getting dressed. Triple-time speed. Normal for him.

	He asked, “What about those other men who drowned?”

	“We never found witnesses and the M.E. declared both suicides.”

	“Someone must have seen something. We need to find them.”

	My blood pressure crept up. “We? This is my case, Jake. I’m the cop here.”

	“Neil was my friend.”

	“You can’t get involved. You’re not a cop.”

	“Don’t you mean I am a vampire?”

	“No!” 

	He wasn’t exactly a vampire anyway, though he’d inherited certain abilities–his mother had been turned by a vampire while pregnant with him.

	“Bull. You don’t want me involved in your life–”

	My irritation was growing by the moment. “What are you talking about? You are in my life!”

	“When it’s convenient for you.”

	A variation on a familiar argument. I cared for Jake and he knew it. I wanted to protect him. Jake wasn’t one to hide his abilities–increased speed, strength, vision, hearing. And a psychic connection with me that had saved my life. He’d never taken anyone’s blood, but if others knew about his abilities, they might try to destroy him out of fear. 

	“I don’t want to argue, Jake.”

	“Neil was my friend. Did you get a description of the woman?”

	“Harriet said she had long blond hair that looked silver in the moonlight, and real feathers covered the shoulders and arms of her gown so that it looked like she had wings.”

	“Sirena.”

	“You know her?”

	“Neil started seeing her several weeks ago. Took me once.”

	“Saw her where?”

	Ducking my question, Jake said, “I got weird vibes, couldn’t figure out what bothered me, but something did.”

	“When this Sirena came out of the water, Harriet closed her eyes and pretended she was asleep for protection. She peeked a minute later. No woman, but a big bird was flying away. That killed her credibility as a witness for Norelli, but I got real bad vibes myself. So...Sirena what? Her last name.”

	He shrugged. “No clue. But I know where to find her tonight. I’ll take you.”

	I wanted to tell him to stay out of this, to give me the information and leave the investigation to me, but from past experience, I knew it was no use. When Jake’s mind was set on something, even I couldn’t change it. In the meantime, I had to get my butt to the office before Norelli sent the bloodhounds after me.

	“I wanted to let you know about Neil myself, but I have to–”

	“Go back to work,” he finished for me, stepping closer. “I know.”

	My pulse flickered to life as did various other parts of my body. I placed a flat hand in the middle of his chest. He smiled in response. A knowing, hot, come-hither smile.

	And yet, he said, “I’m not trying to stop you.”

	“The hell you aren’t.”

	The way he looked at me played havoc with my insides, made them melt a little.

	He picked up a lock of my hair, twirled the mahogany strands. “Wear something sexy tonight.”

	“To interview a suspect?”

	“To keep me happy.”

	Keeping Jake happy was essential if I didn’t want to lose him. 

	But right now murder was my priority. 

	And so for the next ten hours, I kept my mind off Jake and on the potential victims. I worked with Norelli, did whatever he asked me to do, tried not to feel guilty about keeping what I knew from him. Telling him about Sirena meant telling him about Jake, something I wouldn’t do. 

	At least not yet.

	For once the hours dragged. I brought up the reports of the other victims. I studied their photos. A Northwestern professor, Bobby Russo sat in a wing back chair, silver-trimmed pipe in hand. Cal Kruger sat on the hull of his speedboat, arm dangling over one knee, wrist decorated by Rolex. In the photos taken by the evidence tech after they'd washed up on the beaches, both wore expressions of ecstasy as had Neil. Both had been as young and virile, but that seemed to be the only thing the three men had in common. 

	If Sirena was guilty, what had she gained from their deaths?

	Then the M.E. report came in. No sign of foul play. No drugs or booze in his system. Another suicide.

	“I don’t get it,” Norelli said. “My gut says murder. All three of them.”

	Without the M.E. backing up his gut, he had to let it go. At least officially. When you got down to it, Mike Norelli might be impossible sometimes, but he was great at his job. He was like a bulldog, wouldn’t let something go until he had the truth.

	 Which meant I had to beat him to it before he unearthed the truth about Jake.

	But for now, I got to leave. 

	So I was ready when Jake arrived home at eight. Unlike my theatrical twin, I’m a no fuss kind of woman, who prefers simple clothes, an easy hairstyle and a touch of lipstick. And a Glock holstered to my back. Not that a gun was defense against the supernatural, but carrying it made me feel better. When I opened the door to Jake, his dark eyes glittered, devouring me, sliding over the sheer black dolman-sleeved blouse, stopping at the V at my breasts. I felt myself flush. 

	“Happy?”

	“You decide.”

	As he kissed me, he took one of my hands and pressed it to the front of his trousers. Despite the cloth barrier, I felt him pulse against my palm. My heart thumped louder. I didn’t know whether it was one of those unnatural abilities of his, but he sure could keep a sexual high going. If we started now, he probably wouldn’t let me sleep until daybreak.

	Moaning, I ripped my lips and hand away. “Let’s get out of here while I still can.”

	In one of his lightning fast moves, Jake was at the door by the time I turned to it. I patted the cats before leaving. Jake patted them, too. Sarge and Cadet used to be afraid of him–animals feared vampires, even half-vampires–but the cats had warmed
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