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      A lovely blonde woman entered my office, and dumped a severed arm on my desk. To be fair, the arm was frozen, and wrapped in plastic, but the frosty white ice crystals covering the damn thing didn’t stop it from being disgusting.

      “What the hell?” I asked.

      Esther floated through the wall and said, “Sorry, Jonathan. I told the skirt to scram, but she’s a normal.”

      I knew Esther could make herself visible to normal people, but she needed time to focus in order to do so. I couldn’t hold it against her.

      “You’re Jonathan Shade, right?” the woman asked. She looked to be in her early forties, and gazed disapprovingly at me as if I shouldn’t be surprised to have body parts plopped in front of me.

      “Yeah, but what⁠—”

      “This is a piece of my younger sister,” she said, gazing at me with cold blue eyes that could pierce a tank. She folded the paper bag she’d used to carry the arm into the building, and tucked it into her large black purse.

      Esther made a face. “Ew,” she said and popped out of the room. I wished I could do the same.

      I stared at the arm, which was just a forearm cut off at the elbow with no hand attached. It looked too real to be a movie prop.

      “Okay, but why are you bringing … this,” I nodded to the arm, “… to me?”

      “Because Marissa’s been murdered.”

      “That’s a job for the police,” I said. “I’m a private investigator.”

      “Exactly. I want you to investigate, and I want it to be private.”

      “Did you not hear the bit about the police?” I asked.

      “The police couldn’t catch the killer. Without an actual body to prove she’s dead, and not just missing, after waiting a while, they relegated it to their cold case files. Granted, the arm is cold, but no one is even looking for the bastard who did this.”

      She looked around my office as she spoke, wrinkling her nose at the Spartan decor. I had a bookshelf, a file cabinet, a desk with a laptop, and a few chairs. A framed movie poster featuring Humphrey Bogart in The Big Sleep adorned one wall, and another poster featured Arnold Schwarzenegger in The Terminator. She didn’t look impressed, but hey, I hadn’t had an office in years. It was a work in progress.

      “Why come to me?” I asked.

      “Stephen Branch recommended you.”

      I remembered Stephen. Normally, I handle cases that deal with the supernatural, but as I was getting up and running again, I took whatever I could get. “That was a divorce case,” I said.

      “Yes, his wife was sleeping with a boxer.”

      “The details are private,” I said.

      “Whatever,” she said, waving aside my comment as irrelevant. “Stephen said you did excellent work, and didn’t scare easily, even when the boxer threatened you.”

      Threatened was putting it mildly. The guy nearly put me in the hospital, but he was no match for Kelly Chan. I felt no need to disabuse her of the notion that I handled the boxer on my own, but it was time to end the discussion.

      I picked up the arm as if it were just a folded newspaper, and handed it to her, but she refused to accept it.

      “That’s evidence,” she said.

      “And it should go to the police,” I said keeping the arm out. I tried not to think about the fact that I was holding a piece of another human being. It was her sister, and she didn’t seem to be bothered, so I wasn’t about to have any demerits scratched on my man card by reacting to it as anything other than normal.

      “The cops have the other arm,” she said, glancing out the window toward the mountains. “They don’t need this one.”

      “Well, I don’t want it,” I said.

      “It’s been in my extra freezer for two years. My husband had venison stacked on top of it. He’s a hunter.”

      “Hold on,” I said. “Your sister disappeared two years ago?”

      “No. The pieces stopped coming two years ago.”

      “Pieces stopped coming two years ago?”

      “Are you planning to throw every statement back to me as a question, Mr. Shade? It’s tiresome to the extreme.”

      “I really can’t take your case,” I said. “It’s not in my wheelhouse.”

      “I disagree. I need the Jigsaw Killer brought to justice, Mr. Shade.”

      I’d never heard of the Jigsaw Killer outside of the Saw movies, but I’d been away from Colorado for most of the 2010s.

      “Take the arm,” I said.

      She folded her arms. “Take the case.”

      “No.”

      “Let me approach this from a financial angle,” she said. “I’ll give you fifty thousand reasons to investigate. And if you catch the killer, I’ll give you another fifty thousand.”

      “That would put me in a higher tax bracket,” I said.

      “And I’ll recommend you to my friends. Think about that. I know all the wealthy people in Colorado, Mr. Shade. They always need information, and you’re capable of being discreet.”

      I still held the damn arm. I pushed it against her stomach like a quarterback handing off a football to a running back.

      She finally accepted it.

      I moved to wipe my hands on my jeans, but thought better of it, and just held them away from my sides. I wanted to go down the hall to the restroom to wash them properly with soap and hot water.

      The woman pulled the bag from her purse, and dropped the arm into it. “I need your help, Mr. Shade. Please don’t turn me away.”

      I wanted to tell her to get lost, but I had bills to pay, and fifty large would cover them for a while. And how likely was it that I would find anything the cops hadn’t? Especially on a two-year-old cold case.

      “What’s your name?” I asked.

      “Belinda Diamond.”

      “Of Diamond Enterprises?”

      She nodded.

      She really did know the wealthiest people in Colorado. She was one of them.

      “Someone with your resources should have been able to get better results from the police,” I said.

      “Marissa was disowned. My father refused to apply any political pressure, except to keep the story out of the papers and to have the case closed. Now that he’s dead, I want her killer found. But as with my father, I’d prefer it not make the papers. Marissa was the black sheep of the family. Her proclivities brought shame on the family name. But she was still my sister.”

      “Are you sure the arm is hers?”

      She nodded. “I had a lab verify the DNA against mine. It’s Marissa all right.”

      She reached into her purse, and removed a slender manilla folder. She tossed it on the desk where the arm had been.

      “The case file from the police,” she said. “Saves you a trip. And I’d rather you didn’t talk to them about this.”

      “I’d like to speak to the investigating officer.”

      “Dwight Horton,” she said. “He retired last year, so I have no problem with that. But no other police, and definitely no press. Some of the details you may uncover are bound to be … well, strange. My sister was into some unusual things.”

      She reached into her purse one more time, and extracted a cashier’s check made out to me in the amount of fifty thousand dollars.

      She handed the check to me, and held onto it as she said, “I expect your undivided attention on this case for a month. If you turn up nothing, I’ll live with that, but if your reputation isn’t unwarranted, I suspect you’ll earn that other fifty thousand.”

      She released the check.

      “Give me your phone,” she said.

      I hesitated because I didn’t want to touch my phone with hands that had just held a frozen arm. Finally, I gave in, took my cell from my pocket, thumbed it to unlock, and handed it over. Fifty grand would be a nice windfall. I’d spent most of the money I had getting set up with a house, a new car, and a new office. Let’s just say the expenses added up quickly, so a solid payday would make my bank account feel safe to breathe.

      She punched her name and number into my iPhone, then handed it back. “Call me with updates at least once a week. Do not call during business hours. Do not show up at my home. Do not talk to my husband about this.”

      I shrugged. “Do not pass go, do not collect two hundred dollars.”

      “Oh,” she said, “for fifty thousand, I fully expect you to pass go.”

      With that, she turned and left my office.

      Esther popped back in. “Is that nasty arm still here?”

      “No.”

      “Good. But she’s a paying client, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you took the job?”

      I nodded.

      “Attaboy!” she said and danced around. “At least this case won’t be about peeking in windows.”

      “Let’s hope not,” I said.

      “Where do we start?”

      I pointed at the file. “We begin with some light reading.”

      “Boring,” Esther said. “You read. I’ll go see what Kelly’s doing.”

      Esther popped away again.

      “Thanks for the help,” I said to my empty office.

      I didn’t want the case, but for fifty thousand dollars, I could look into it. Washing my hands could wait. I sat down at my desk, pulled the file closer, and opened it to begin reading.

      The file had little to say. A few pages of a missing persons report. No mention of the Jigsaw Killer. The file was clearly incomplete. I wondered what happened to the rest of it.

      Gordon Diamond had been a prominent businessman with political ties to state and local government, the House and Senate, and all the way to the White House. He applied that political pressure to keep the case quiet, and for all I knew, he’d arranged for the rest of the file to be misplaced.

      I did some online research on the Diamond family, but I could find no mention of Marissa Diamond anywhere. Gordon and Julia had two children listed, Belinda, who married a real estate broker, but kept her last name. The other child was Anthony, who died of lymphoma at the age of four.

      So Marissa hadn’t simply been disowned, she’d been wiped from the public record.

      What could she have done to warrant that?

      It seemed a bit excessive, and an itch formed that I knew I’d need to scratch in order to justify cashing Belinda Diamond’s check.

      Maybe Dwight Horton could point me in the right direction. I looked up his number, and gave him a call.
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      Dwight Horton lived in a small ranch-style house near Denver University. When I pulled up to his place in my black Dodge Charger, nicknamed “The Beast,” he was out front kicking back in a porch swing.

      I approached him, and stopped when I noticed the shotgun he held across his lap. It wasn’t pointed at me, but it made me feel at a bit of a disadvantage since I wasn’t armed.

      “You’re Jonathan Shade?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah, I called you earlier.”

      He looked down at the shotgun then grinned and said, “I’m not gonna shoot you.”

      “Good to know,” I said.

      “You can come up to the porch.”

      I wanted to stay where I was, but no matter where I stood, if he aimed that shotgun at me, I’d be an easy target. I stepped onto the porch.

      “Have a seat,” he said.

      I wasn’t going to join him on the porch swing. He was a bulky, balding man in baggy shorts and an old, stained Garth Brooks tour T-shirt. He wore ugly orange flip-flops. A pair of bifocals rested on his nose. He mostly looked over them at me, as I sat on the porch steps. He needed a shave, and his eyebrows looked like they’d been dancing in a hurricane.

      “Thank you for agreeing to talk to me,” I said.

      “Since Angie died, I don’t talk to many people. Do yourself a favor and never grow old. Retirement didn’t seem too bad at first. Angie had a honey-do list a mile long. I didn’t get it finished before the damn cancer took her away from me.”

      As he spoke, he caressed the shotgun.

      “I’m sorry about your wife,” I said.

      “We all die. I’m sixty-seven years old. Angie was sixty-nine when she passed. How old are you?”

      “Forty.” That wasn’t true, but it sounded good, and avoided a complicated explanation.

      He studied me for a moment. “You don’t look it. I’d have guessed you at thirty-two, maybe thirty-three. Good genes, I guess.”

      I resisted the temptation to say, Levi’s because my mother told me never to be a smartass to someone holding a gun. So I said, “I guess.”

      He sighed. “You said you had questions about a case I worked. Shit. What was the name?”

      “Marissa Diamond,” I said.

      He blew out a breath of air, and rubbed his chin. “That’s right. Like I told you on the phone, I’m not supposed to talk to anyone about Miss Diamond. Her death was a tragedy, but the truth is, she brought it on herself.”

      “How so?”

      “Rich people live in a different world than the rest of us,” he said.

      “And her family was rich,” I said, nodding.

      “But she wasn’t. Her father hated her. Considered her a disgrace to the family name. Old Gordon didn’t want us to investigate. We did anyway for a while. Someone starts mailing body parts, it’s hard to ignore it. Harder still to keep it out of the papers. Then again, these days, the papers means one paper, and it’s short-staffed. The TV news has had their hands full with one scandal after another with the orange hobgoblin, so one more victim for the Jigsaw Killer didn’t break through.”

      “Who named the killer? You guys, or the media?”

      “No, man, he named himself after some series of brutal horror movies.”

      I’d seen the first Saw movie, but none of the others. That first one was pretty cool. But in the movie, Cary Elwes cut off his own foot. I doubted Marissa cut off her own arm. “The Jigsaw guy wasn’t even mentioned in the file.”

      He leaned forward, and looked both ways down the street, then resumed his position. “That file was a joke. Like I said, rich people live in a different world. Some congressman helped keep things quiet. His name was…” He scratched his head. “Huh, I can’t remember his name. I think he’s still in office, though.”

      “Okay. But another victim for someone like the Jigsaw Killer would be a ratings bonanza.”

      “A well-placed bribe can buy silence from anyone.”

      “Sounds like you actually investigated.”

      “As much as they let me. Someone like Marissa gets cut up and has pieces mailed home, it makes you want to deliver some justice to the world. And I tried. I kept thinking about my own daughter.” He sighed. “They tied my hands, Mr. Shade. They tied my fucking hands behind my back. At a certain point, you have to let go, or you become another casualty yourself. I hated the way things went down. Might say I lost faith. In any case, I was old enough, so I put in my retirement papers shortly after we designated Marissa’s murder as a cold case.”

      “What can you tell me about Jigsaw, or about Marissa?”

      “I can tell you that even with Gordon Diamond six feet under, if you start poking around that case, you’re likely get yourself killed.”

      “You think his reach extends beyond the grave?” That would have put things in my wheelhouse.

      “I’m telling you he wasn’t the only one who wanted things kept quiet.”

      Damn.

      “Political friends?”

      “Yeah, that guy I mentioned who’s still in office. Why can’t I pull up his name?” He sighed. “Getting old sucks. I’d know him if I saw him.”

      I pulled out my phone and Googled the current eight congresspeople for Colorado. The results came with images, so I showed them to him.

      He studied them. He pointed to Michael Chapman. “It might be this guy. He looks familiar, but it could be this guy.” He pointed to Carlos Hernandez.

      They looked nothing alike. My disappointment must have shown on my face.

      “Eyewitnesses suck, don’t they?” he asked.

      “That’s all right. Is there another way you can point me in the right direction, Mr. Horton? Is there someone I can talk to about the previous Jigsaw murders?”

      “Those files were altered same as the Marissa Diamond case. My guess is the killer was the son of a politician or some other rich bastard, and was able to get the investigations shut down. Best advice I could give you would be to walk away. Whatever Belinda paid you, give it back.”

      “Is Belinda the other daughter?”

      “Don’t insult my intelligence, Mr. Shade. She’s the only person foolish enough to want answers after all this time. She and Marissa weren’t very close, and she feels guilty about some of the things she said to her sister. Way I see it, nobody else would pay you to open a case others paid so much to close.”

      “Even if that’s true⁠—”

      His hands tightened on the shotgun. “I know it’s true. Walk away.”

      “Or you’ll shoot me?”

      He looked down at the gun, eased up on his grip. “I already told you I wasn’t gonna shoot you.”

      “People change their minds.”

      He shrugged. “I suppose so. Truth be told, I figured you’d be followed. But maybe after two years, they’ve moved on.”

      “You’re holding out on me. Tell me what you know.”

      He scratched his scalp, looked to be weighing his choices, then shook his head. “Sorry. They might still be listening. I sweep for bugs, but they might have a parabolic microphone aimed at us from across the street. I’ve told you more than I should have.”

      I didn’t make any cracks about paranoia. Shotguns make me mind my manners. “Mr. Horton, I came all the way out here to see you. Please give me something.”

      “May seem like I ain’t got a lot more to lose,” he said, looking down the street. “But I ain’t ready to have someone punch my ticket.” He met my gaze. “Here’s what I’ll say. Think about it for a second. Marissa wasn’t Jigsaw’s first victim. Probably wasn’t his last, though she was the last one I knew about. Like I keep telling you, rich folks live in a different world, Mr. Shade. What’s left of the rule of law does not apply to them. Maybe it never did. Now get off my porch. I still have items on Angie’s honey-do list I need to get done before I call it quits.”

      “Thanks,” I said.

      He pushed himself to his feet, checked the street one more time, then gave me a nod before he opened the door and went into his house.

      I sat there on the porch for a moment longer, letting his words sink in.

      Part of me would have been happy to return the money. But Marissa deserved justice. And while rich people might live in a different world, in my view, nobody’s above the law. Like the old adage goes, for evil to thrive, it requires good men to do nothing. I’m not saying I’m a good man, but I’m giving it my best shot.

      I got up, and went back to my car. As I opened the door, a man up the street climbed into the passenger seat of a silver Lexus. It almost had to be a regular on the street for Horton not to have noticed it. Or maybe he did notice it, and that’s why he didn’t talk.

      I got into my car, and drove away, but not without clocking the license plate on the Lexus.

      A dark piece of plastic covered it.

      Might mean nothing.

      Might mean something.
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      My next stop was the Central Library on West 14th. There was construction on Broadway, which slowed the traffic with all the orange barrels and cones taking us down to one lane. I managed to get a parking spot in a nearby garage, then went into the library.

      In the reference section, they had old yearbooks, and fortunately, a lot of them had been digitized. I searched for Marissa Diamond, but came up empty. A search for Belinda Diamond put me in the positive results column.

      The Diamond family lived in the Observatory Park neighborhood, and the children attended Fenton Hall High School, home of the Bulls. It was a private school, and the religion was strong there. The yearbook was replete with pictures of men in white robes with red crosses that reminded me of the Knights Templar.

      It was an exclusive school that pushed academics along with religion, guaranteeing any students who applied themselves could be accepted to the college of their choice. Many had gone on to Yale and Harvard.

      I found Belinda’s senior high school picture. The world-weary look was years away, and her smile lit up her eyes with hope for the future. Life has a way of knocking that look off your face as soon as you enter the real world.

      Marissa was younger than Belinda, so I checked the earlier grades. I found an oddity right away. In the freshman category, one row of pictures had a blank spot. Based on the scan, it looked like a picture had been cut out between Jeremiah Denton and Susan Dingle. The name printed on the sides had been crossed out with a black marker.

      I checked the Sophomore year in the next yearbook. Same oddity. Ditto on the Junior year. And, you guessed it, sports fans, it happened again in the senior year.

      There are a few online places with yearbooks, but none of them had the Fenton Hall editions from the years in question.

      I approached one of the librarians at the front desk.

      “May I help you?” the young woman asked. She wore glasses that made her eyes look big, and had a welcoming smile.

      “I certainly hope so,” I said. “Do you have physical copies of school yearbooks?”

      “Some of them,” she said. “Did you check our digital library?”

      “Yes, and you have them scanned in, but they’re incomplete.”

      “That’s odd,” she said. “But once they’re scanned in, we don’t keep them. We don’t have the space.”

      “Other than tracking down former students, can you think of an easy way to get a copy?”

      “The school might have physical copies in their own reference sections.”

      I frowned because if they cut out the pictures at the public library, there’s no way they’d have missed the school’s library.

      But then the librarian brightened my day. “Or you might try eBay,” she said.

      “Really?”

      “You’d be amazed what you can find for sale on eBay. Anything from game pieces to used bottle caps to old yearbooks.”

      “Thanks,” I said. “You’ve been very helpful.”

      “Happy to help,” she said, and gave me another smile.

      I glanced at her left hand. She wore a wedding ring. Of course she did, I thought. Whoever won her heart was a lucky man.

      I found a spot with decent cell signal, and checked eBay. Sure enough, I found a copy of the Fenton Hall yearbook in question.  I considered using the “Ask Seller a Question” feature, to see if I could get a picture of the page I needed, but the book wasn’t expensive, and there was an option for expedited shipping, so I just ordered it, and paid with PayPal.

      When I stepped outside, and started toward the parking garage, I noticed a silver Lexus parked halfway down the block with two men inside. It could be a coincidence, of course. After all, there’s more than one silver Lexus in Denver, and I had yet to start shaking any trees. Besides, who in their right mind would consider a Lexus to be stealthy enough to follow someone?

      Then again, if these fools followed Belinda to my office, they might have tailed me to Dwight’s place, too. I doubted it, though. I think I’d have spotted them.

      It wasn’t time for a confrontation just yet, though. First I needed to know they were following me. I pretended not to notice them, and walked to my car.

      When I left the garage, and pulled into traffic, the silver Lexus wheeled away from the curb and fell in four cars back.

      They weren’t very good at this.

      Or maybe they wanted to be seen.

      Or maybe I was just paranoid. Thanks, Dwight.

      At the stop light, I popped the glove compartment open. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a gun tucked away there.

      I sighed, and made a note to take care of that oversight.

      I cruised down Broadway, and hit a Burger King drive through.

      When I turned into the parking lot, the Lexus kept going down Broadway.

      “Welcome to Burger King, how may I help you?” a tinny voice said.

      I leaned out the window. “Give me six hamburgers, three orders of fries, and three medium Cokes.”

      The drive through attendant repeated my order even though it showed on the screen beside me. I confirmed it, he gave me my total, and as I pulled ahead to the window, I spotted the Lexus across the way at LaMar’s Donuts.

      I paid for the food, circled around, and turned into the LaMar’s parking lot.

      The guys in the Lexus tried to look the other way, but their acting chops were so bad they couldn’t land a job as extras in a no-budget horror flick.

      I climbed out of my car, with a big bag of food, and a tray of drinks. With my bag hand, I rapped my knuckles on the passenger side window.

      The guy hesitantly turned to look at me.

      “Roll down the window,” I said loudly enough for him to hear.

      He complied.

      He was a big guy in his early thirties with dark hair, and perfectly groomed stubble. He wore sunglasses, of course, because they always wear sunglasses.

      The driver was a little older, with gray hair at the temples.

      “Help you?” the young guy asked.

      “Thought you might be hungry.”

      “I don’t know you,” he said.

      “Doesn’t mean I can’t play Good Samaritan. I didn’t know what you like, so I got regular hamburgers, and Cokes. I hope you’re not on a diet. Oh, I got fries, too. We’ll have to divide them up, though. The attendant put them all in one bag.”

      “What the fuck, man?” the guy asked.

      “You’re not hungry?”

      “Get the fuck away from us.”

      I leaned down to get a better look at the driver. “What about you, Doctor Strange? Love the graying temples. Is that natural?”

      “We don’t know you,” the young guy said. He sounded like a broken record.

      “I’m Jonathan,” I said. “I’d offer to shake hands, but—” I raised the bag and the tray of drinks a bit by way of explanation.

      “Don’t make me get out of this car,” the young guy said.

      “You prefer McDonald’s?” I asked. “They put onions on the burgers there. I don’t like onions. Well, I like the bloomin’ onion at Outback, but that’s because of the awesome horseradish sauce. Have you tried that?”

      “I’m gonna try planting my fist in your face if you don’t leave us alone.”

      The driver whispered, “Denny, no.”

      “Denny,” I said, nodding. “Like the restaurant? You know, for the same money, you can eat at Chili’s.”

      “I like Denny’s,” Denny said. As he spoke, he tried to open his door, but it didn’t budge because I had my knee planted against it.

      I pretended not to notice. I dropped the bag of food into his lap. “Here,” I said.

      Then I reached into the bag, and dug around for a couple of burgers.

      “Sorry,” I said. “I forgot to get mine.”

      “The fuck is wrong with you?”

      “I’m hungry,” I said. “Could you hold this?”

      I handed the tray of drinks through the window. He instinctively grabbed the tray so it wouldn’t spill. I plucked a cup free.

      “Can you hand me a straw?” I asked.

      “What?”

      “I don’t want to take off the lid,” I said. “Give me a straw.”

      “What the⁠—?”

      “Come on, man. Give me a straw,” I said.

      “You…” He grimaced. “Lenny, what the…?”

      “Lenny and Denny?” I asked. “That’s priceless.”

      “I’ve had enough of this,” Lenny said. He reached into his jacket, and pulled out a Glock 26, keeping it low, but within my line of sight. Not the best of their guns, but it will put a bullet in you. “Get away from our car.”

      “Wow,” I said. “I buy you guys lunch and you thank me by pulling a gun?”

      “Yeah. Go away before I shoot you.”

      I thumbed the lid off my drink. “You aim that gun in my direction, this soda is going in Denny’s lap, and it’s gonna stain the seats and make the center console all sticky.”

      “Go. The fuck. Away.”

      “Tell Denny to give me a straw.”

      “Jesus,” Lenny said. “Give him a goddamn straw.”

      Denny frowned, and pulled a straw from the bag. He held it out to me.

      “Thank you, Denny. You two enjoy your burgers. I hope they didn’t get too cold while we chatted here.”

      I stepped back, and Denny rolled up the window. Before it closed, I heard him say, “That’s guy’s fuckin’ crazy.”

      Lenny started the engine, and backed out of his parking spot. As he drove away, I gave them a wave.

      “I’m gonna miss you guys,” I said.

      Then I climbed into my car, ate my burgers, drank my soda, and checked the app on my phone to see if the tracker I placed in the bag was working.

      It was.
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      I could wait several days to get a package from eBay, or track down and call a bunch of strangers to see if they still had a high school yearbook in their closet that they might perchance allow me to have a look at, or I could follow the fools who tried to follow me. They were right there, so what the hell. Follow the followers.

      The Lexus first tried to circle around the block to see if they could get back on my tail, but I was already gone, so they probably cussed a bit before making a pass by Dwight Horton’s place, then by my office, and finally by my house.

      So they knew exactly who I was, and where I lived.

      I considered swinging by a Starbucks to bring them each a coffee, but I didn’t want to spend any more money on them.

      Because I could track them easily enough, I didn’t drive by my place of business or my home. I kept a few blocks between us. I wasn’t sure of the tracker’s range. I also wasn’t sure if they’d toss the bag into a trash can somewhere. I knew they wouldn’t keep it in the car any longer than they had to because the Lexus was in pristine condition.

      But for now, they had the bag, which meant I had them.

      They turned left on a side street, and pulled a U-turn before easing to a stop near the end of the street.

      From that vantage point, they’d be able to see my house and driveway, so if I went home, they’d know.

      Lenny was armed, so I assumed Denny was armed.

      I was not.

      I could have called Kelly. I knew she was at her dojo, but it was a bit early, and she had a class to teach. I didn’t need her for a couple of regular dudes, armed or not.

      Still, I wanted a gun just to be on the safe side. Better to have it and not need it. You know the drill.

      So I parked one parallel street away from home about even with my house. I reached into the backseat and grabbed a clipboard and a baseball cap. I donned the hat, hopped out of the car, and pretended to study the paper on the clipboard as I walked up a driveway, and around the Anderson house.

      The Andersons had a dog. A little Pomeranian fuzzball. What it lacked in stature, it made up for with high-pitched yappy-ness. As I walked up to the gate, I didn’t hear any barking.

      That meant the dog was likely inside.

      The gate was locked. I shook the handle a bit to make some noise.

      No yapping.

      The coast was clear.

      I balanced the clipboard on the corner of the fence between the Anderson house and their next-door neighbors. I’d never met them, so I didn’t know their names.

      To be honest, I couldn’t remember the names of the Anderson family, so I just called them Mr. and Mrs. Anderson. Saved me from wasting space in my long-term memory for something I’d likely never need to recall.

      I climbed over the fence, dropped to the ground, and retrieved my clipboard.

      The camper of a pickup truck leaned against the red bricks of the garage, and stacks of pavers lined the side of the house. The lawn needed mowed, and I had to watch my step for little doggy surprises.

      The back fence was easier to climb, as it had support boards on the Anderson side. I was up and over in less time than it takes to tell you about it.

      When I dropped to the ground, Crichton and Aeryn, my two Siamese cats, looked over at me from where they were sunning in the back yard. I didn’t remember letting them out, but that didn’t matter.

      The cats were new to me. A wizard named Al Davidson died about a year ago, and they were his pets. Kelly suggested I give them a home. Esther loved them. I’d renamed them after characters from the TV show Farscape because I’d always wanted cats named Crichton and Aeryn. The cats didn’t care. They wouldn’t come to their old names either.

      They saw it was me, lowered their heads, and ignored me. No food, no interest.

      Cats.

      I entered the garage through the side door, and from there, let myself into the house.

      After getting a glass of iced tea, and using the restroom, I got my Glock 17 out of the safe in my den. From the upstairs guest bedroom, I fingered the blinds open enough to take a look at the silver Lexus.

      Lenny sat alone in the driver’s seat.

      No sign of Denny.

      That meant he was likely keeping an eye on my office.

      But why?

      Rich girl gets murdered, sister hires me, and that stirs up a tail with two men to follow me on day one? It didn’t make sense.

      That meant Lenny and Denny were on someone’s payroll. I had some enemies, but none of them had men following me, or I’d have noticed. These guys were terrible. They picked me up at Horton’s place, but the Lexus told me they weren’t keeping tabs on him.

      The Lexus stood out in Horton’s neighborhood, but if they were there from time to time, he wouldn’t think much about it.

      It wouldn’t stand out in Belinda’s neck of the woods. But why would anyone be following her? She’d specifically mentioned that her sisters body parts stopped arriving two years back, so the murder happened earlier. Why would anyone be keeping tabs on Belinda after all that time?

      I rubbed my temples. Denny must have been watching Horton from a neighboring house, and climbed into the Lexus so they could follow me.

      If Denny had been good at his job, or if Lenny hadn’t picked him up out front like an amateur, I might not have noticed them immediately. Plenty of folks could drive a Lexus downtown.

      Could someone be paying a surveillance team more than two years after Marissa was murdered? Why? Who would foot the bill on that kind of operation? Even if they were down to hiring rank amateurs, it still cost money.

      I took another peek out the window at Lenny in the Lexus, only now a slender man in a black suit stood beside the vehicle. He looked Caucasian, but from this far away, it was impossible to be certain. The slender man walked away, and the Lexus wheeled into the street and drove away.

      Bye, Lenny.

      Hello replacement?

      Slender man moved down the sidewalk and out of my line of sight. I kept watching for a moment, but if he was going to be the one following me, he didn’t park where Lenny had been. He kept his head down, so all I really knew was that he had dark hair.

      I scanned the street for any vehicles I didn’t recognize. None stood out from this vantage point.

      From the master bedroom on the opposite side of the house, I peeked out and scanned the area.

      Everything seemed normal.

      But I knew it was anything but.
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      Back in my car, I took a few turns at random, and sped up, or slowed down to see if the slender man or anyone else was following me.

      If so, they were good.

      Lenny and the Lexus were back in the ritzier part of town. I pulled up the app to track them, and followed it to a 7-Eleven convenience store. There wasn’t a Lexus in the parking lot, but something told me there was a Burger King bag in the trash can.

      I parked, walked over to the trash can, and started digging.

      A young woman exited the store, and looked at me like I was crazy.

      I winked at her. “You hungry?” I asked. “Someone tossed half a pizza in here. Looks like sausage and pepperoni. Yummy.”

      She scoffed and moved on.

      Maybe she’d already eaten.

      I found the Burger King bag, and was disappointed that they hadn’t eaten their burgers or fries. Leave it to scumbags to waste perfectly good food. At the bottom of the bag, I found my tracker. I pocketed it, dropped the bag back in the bin, and returned to my car.

      Why bother getting the tracker?

      Hey, fifty bucks is fifty bucks.

      It was almost five o’clock, so I decided to call it a day. I drove home, and cruised slowly down the street, trying to see if any cars looked out of place.

      The slender man had to be there somewhere. Watching.

      But I’ll be
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