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  Chapter 1


Barrington’s was a restaurant for people fancier than I was, or the type who liked to believe they were perhaps something special. If you happened to enjoy eighteen-dollar cocktails and large plates with barely enough food to fill a space between your teeth, then Barrington’s was for you. 
Angela Thompson appeared to be looking my way when I walked past the tall plants and a fish tank, separating the bar from the restaurant’s foyer. She gave me a nod and raised her martini glass, taking a sip without taking her eyes off me.
Angela might’ve been a little older than she’d been in the photo I saw of her, but she was an attractive woman, although the dim lights over the bar made it hard to get a good enough look. 
She watched and smiled, extending her hand to shake mine. “You must be Henry.” 
“Sorry I’m late,” I said, looking around the bar. I felt like everyone had turned to look at me. But it always felt that way when I walked up to a bar I’d never been in before. 
I gazed around at the well-dressed crowd, filling most of the seats around the long, U-shaped bar. It was twice the size of any bar I’d normally spend my time at, including the one at my friend Billy’s restaurant. The men at Barrington’s all wore ties, although loose around their necks. I guess I’d describe the women—including Angela—to be dressed professionally. I couldn’t think of any other way to describe it.
I looked at my Sperry Top-Siders, feeling a little underdressed with my short-sleeved shirt. At least it had buttons.
Angela looked at her watch and turned it on her wrist. “You’re right on time.”
A glass, half full with gold-colored liquor was on the bar in front of the empty stool next to Angela. “Is someone sitting here?”
Before she could answer, a man’s hand reached from behind and grabbed the glass. “Excuse me,” he said. 
It was an older gentleman, maybe the only other person at the bar besides me who didn’t dress like he’d come from a corporate board meeting. 
I stepped out of his way. “I’m sorry, I—”
“No, please. Go ahead.” He put his warm, heavy hand on my back and grabbed the glass. “I’m leaving.” 
Angela put her hand on my arm. “Go ahead. Sit down. He’s been ‘leaving’ for an hour now. If you don’t take his seat, he’ll never go home.” She winked at Roy, sipping her martini with a somewhat mischievous smile.
The man reached out for my hand. “Roy Mason,” he said, squeezing my hand hard. He held it a bit too long, like he wanted to wait for me to cry mercy.
Angela told him who I was before I had a chance to.
Roy finally let go of my hand. “The private investigator, huh?”
“Roy is a friend of John’s,” Angela said.
I slid onto the stool and faced him.
“John and I were more than just friends,” Roy said. “Two peas in a pod.”
“I’m sorry about your loss,” I said, then glanced at Angela. “To both of you.”
Roy shook his head, looking toward the floor. “Sometimes a freak accident is all it takes, end a good man’s life.”
Angela leaned toward me. “Roy seems to think I’m wasting your time. He’s got a lot of friends at the sheriff’s office and refuses to believe they would ever make a mistake. But I don’t think it hurts anyone to make sure we know the truth, does it?”
Roy finished what was in his glass and placed it on the bar. “Okay, I’m leaving. For real this time.” He gave me a quick nod. “Good meeting you.” He kissed Angela on the back of her head. “We’ll catch up later, hon.”
She gave him a half-hearted wave over her shoulder but didn’t turn from the bar. “Bye now, Roy.”
I watched him limp, going past the tall plants and the fish tank, and out the door. 
Angela said, “Like I told you on the phone, I’m on an island, all alone with this. Nobody wants to believe something else could’ve happened to John. It’s like they all just want to put it away and ignore the facts because the sheriff’s office said it was an accident.” Angela waved the bartender over. “Kyle? Would you please come over here and get my friend a drink?” She tapped the top of her glass. “I could use a refill myself.”
The bartender walked toward us, wiping his hands on the towel draped over his shoulder. “What would you like?” 
“Jack Daniels.” I put two fingers in the air. “Two ice cubes.”
He walked away, and I said to Angela, “Do you want to tell me more about what happened to Mr. Thompson?”
Angela peered into her glass. “Aren’t you going to ask me why the ex-wife is hiring a private investigator?”
“Bob told me you were in business together,” I said. “So I assumed—”
“John and I were business partners. But we were more than that. I don’t mean we were lovers. Not anymore. It started, we were just two kids out of college who were in the right place at the right time and started a business together. We were lucky.”
“You met in college?”
Angela nodded.
I said, “And John was married to someone else?”
“The last one, his widow; she was wife number three.”
Kyle walked over and put a martini down in front of Angela and put a glass down in front of me that was filled to the top with ice.
Angela pointed at my glass. “Didn’t you ask for two ice cubes?” 
I took a sip. “That’s all right.”
Angela waved for Kyle and said to me, “It shouldn’t be that difficult to follow a simple request, should it?”
“Really, it’s not a big deal,” I said. “I don’t like it watered down.” 
Kyle walked over. “Is everything all right?”
“Yeah, good,” I said.
But Angela wasn’t having it. “Kyle,” she said, grabbing the glass from my hand. She slid it toward Kyle. “Would you mind giving Henry what he’d asked for?”
Kyle said, “That’s a Jack Daniels. Isn’t that what he wanted?”
Angela shook her head. “He specifically said he wanted two cubes of ice. Does that look like two cubes of ice? Four minutes from now, it’ll be a Jack and water.”
I gave Kyle a look like I had nothing to do with it.
He dumped what was in my glass and filled it again from the bottle, placing two cubes in it with the metal scoop. “Sorry about that,” he said, and turned away.
Angela sipped her martini, holding the glass by the stem. She said, “You want something a certain way, you ask for it. You don’t get it, you demand it.” She gave me a questioning look. “You’re not a pushover, are you?”
I cracked a grin and shook my head. “I like to pick my battles,” I said.
Angela turned toward me on the stool, her skirt hiked halfway up her thighs and her knee rubbing against mine. “I don’t know how much you know,” she said, “other than what I told you on the phone. But I might as well start from the beginning.” Angela sipped her martini and picked an olive from the glass, popping it in her mouth. “John was what you might consider an avid biker. He rode two, three times a week. And he never missed his Sunday morning rides. It was his favorite day. No matter what—rain or shine—John would be out there at seven o’clock in the morning.”
“Did he always ride at Losco Park?” I said.
“He did. He liked the dirt trails there.” She got Kyle’s attention, pointing to the glass.
“So, what happened?” I said.
“Well, as far as I understand, John got up like he did every Sunday morning for his bike ride. I guess, for the last time.” She paused. “Two boys found him on the edge of a pond. The sheriff’s office claims he went off the trail and down the side of a hill. They believe he must’ve been out of control, hitting his head before his bike slid into the pond. They found him facedown in four inches of water.”
“But from what I’ve looked into, his death wasn’t caused by drowning,” I said.
“Head injuries. I don’t know if you’re familiar with Losco Park, but there are trees and boulders all around that pond. They say he likely hit his head more than once.” She picked an olive from her empty glass and bit half of it. “Sounds a bit odd, if you ask me.”
I straightened in my seat, moving my leg away from her knee rubbing against me. “You said you went over there? To Losco Park, where it happened?”
“Roy took me,” she said. “I wanted to—”
Kyle put another drink in front of me and walked away.
Angela tapped the side of her martini glass with her long, red-painted fingernails. “Here’s what I don’t get: John wore that helmet every time he rode his bike. I mean, we’re in the insurance business. We’re all about minimizing risk.” She picked up her martini and held it in front of her chin, staring straight ahead like she was thinking.
“Angela?”
She paused before she spoke. “John would’ve worn that helmet to bed if it didn’t mess with his sex life.”
“But they found his helmet,” I said. “Near the trail.”
I waited for a response, but there wasn’t one. “If that’s all there is, that you believe he would have normally worn his helmet, then…” I stopped myself. I didn’t want to insult my new and only client. “Is there anything else? Something more that—” 
“Isn’t that what I’m hiring you to do?”






  
  Chapter 2


It was late morning when I met Alex at the bar at Billy’s Place. Alex Jepson had worked with me as the assistant director of security for the Jacksonville Sharks baseball team, although took over as director when I left to start Walsh Investigations. 
For Alex, the off-season had begun, since the Sharks never made it past the regular season. It was good news for her as it was for me when I worked there, because vacation started earlier than it had for the other clubs that actually made it to the playoffs once in a while.
She faced me from the laptop opened in front of her on the bar. 
“I guess you got my message?” I said.
She sipped from a cup of tea and placed it down before answering. “I was reading up on it. And from what I can find, I don’t see how his death was anything more than an accident. He went down a steep hill and hit his head. It’s not like bike accidents are uncommon,” she said.
“But where are you looking? If you’re reading from the local media, they’re being fed whatever the sheriff’s office tells them,” I said.
She gave me a look like she didn’t appreciate my skepticism.
My good friend and owner of Billy’s Place, Billy Wu, was behind the bar, as he was most of the time. He walked out through the swinging door from the kitchen and came over to me and Alex. “New client, huh?”
I said, “Fell in my lap.”
“Those are the best ones,” Billy said. “Alex said it’s John Thompson’s ex-wife?”
“You know him?” I said.
Billy shook his head. “Not well, but I know he’s a bigwig insurance man around here. He used to run those commercials late at night.”
“I met with her last night,” I said. “The ex.”
He said, “She thinks he was murdered?”
“Well, she didn’t say murdered. But she’s not convinced it was an accident.”
Alex said, “I know you think all I did was read some new articles online, but I actually spoke to Mike, to see what he could tell me.”
I laughed. “Yeah, detectives love when private investigators are hired to prove them wrong.”
“I’m sure he doesn’t like the idea of you being on his back again,” Billy said, wiping a liquor bottle, a crooked grin on his face. He walked away and put the bottle on the shelf at the back of the bar.
“I didn’t give him any specifics or even mention your name,” Alex said. “I tried to pick his brain, made it like I was curious about it.”
I said, “So what’d he say?”
“Exactly what it said online. Investigation’s already wrapped up. No foul play.”
I reached for a cup of coffee Billy slid in front of me. I took a sip and said to Alex, “Was it Mike’s case?”
“No, but he said he heard about Angela Thompson. He said she was being very demanding, requesting they keep the investigation open. But then she stopped bothering them.”
I reached for a menu and skimmed over the sandwiches.
Alex said, “So what else did she say?”
“Mrs. Thompson? Just like I said on the message, she said he normally would have worn his helmet.” 
“There’s got to be something else,” she said.
“Of course,” I said. “But do you want to know what she told me when I said that to her? She said it was my job to figure it out… that’s why she hired a private investigator.“ I sipped my coffee. “I’m meeting her later today, at her office. Do you think you’ll be able to come with me?”
“I’d love to,” she said. “And, so you know, there are rumors floating around that Bob might be looking to sell the team.”
“Yeah? You think it’s true?” I said.
“If they are, it means I could be out of work. So I might as well get my feet wet now. Like I told you in the beginning, I’ll do whatever I can to help you. But keep in mind I might be looking for a job if Bob does decide to sell.”
“I don’t know how often I’ll have something like this land in my lap. But so far, based on the calls I’ve been getting, there are plenty of  unfaithful spouses out there. Although I’m not sure I want to spend my days watching someone cheat on their wife.”
“Women cheat too,” Alex said.
I smiled, nodding. “I know. I meant… I mean, if this works out, it’ll be good for business. And I won’t be able to do it alone.”

      [image: ]Alex and I walked into the lobby of a high-rise office building off Riverside Avenue, east of the river, and were met by a heavyset security guard eating his lunch behind a desk. He didn’t move or look up when we first walked in through the revolving door, but raised his eyes, chewing whatever food he’d stuffed in his mouth. He spoke out of one side of his mouth. “Can I help you?”
“Thompson Insurance?” I said, even though I didn’t need the man’s help figuring out where to go.
He swallowed, like he swallowed his entire mouthful in one go, and tapped on a clipboard on the desk. “Sign here.” 
I signed my name, and he said, “I need both signatures.” He held his gaze on Alex and pushed himself up from his chair, lifting his baggy brown pants by his belt. Alex signed, and he said, “Straight down the hall, turn right and take the elevator to the twelfth floor.”
We found our way to the elevator and rode it up, arriving a few steps from the front entrance to Thompson Insurance.
We walked through the double glass doors and to the unoccupied reception desk. It was quiet, and almost appeared as if the office was deserted.
“You sure she knows you’re coming?” Alex said.
Before I answered, a tall, attractive woman with red hair, dressed businesslike, walked through the door. She came straight toward me, arm extended. Shaking my hand, she said, “I’m Kayla Morton.”
“Henry Walsh,” I said. “This is Alex Jepson.”
She shook Alex’s hand and turned for the door she’d just walked through. “Follow me.”
We did as she said and were led into a conference room with a dark wood table as long as my boat. There were twelve matching leather chairs on either side and one on each end. A large flat-screen TV hung on the wall on the far end of the table with a wall of shelves filled with books on the other. I wondered if the books were just for show.
Kayla said, “Angela’s running a little late. But she’ll be with you shortly. Eric will be here any minute.”
“Eric?” I said.
“Oh, maybe Angela didn’t mention him. It’s John’s brother. I thought maybe you knew he’d be in the meeting.”
I sat in one of the chairs at the far end. “Does he work here?” 
Alex sat next to me.
Kayla nodded, pulling at a strand of her hair. “Angela thought it would be a good idea if Eric was here. He’s a little, well… I’ll let you judge for yourself.” She reached for the door. “I’ll let Angela know you’re here.” She started to leave but stopped, turning back to me and Alex. “Can I get either of you a drink?”
Alex and I both shook our heads, and Kayla left the room.
A moment later, a man I guessed was somewhere in his early thirties, stepped into the conference room, his shirt untucked and pants wrinkled. He didn’t appear to care much for a razor. Not that I blamed him.
He had his head down toward his phone, without a word, walking toward the seat at the far end of the table from where Alex and I sat. I watched him, still preoccupied with his phone, thumbs moving rapidly on the screen. After a handful of seconds he finally put his device on the table. “You must be the detectives?”
I gave Alex a quick glance out of the corner of my eye and said, “I’m Henry Walsh. This is Alex Jepson.”
“You’re not one of ours?” Eric said.
“One of your what?”
“Investigators? We have a handful who work for us, mostly to investigate fraud and such, so I thought—”
“No, we’re not one of your investigators. My firm… my, uh, agency is called Walsh Investigations.”
I wasn’t sure I came out like a bumbling fool or not. But the truth was the business was brand new. I didn’t even know the right way to refer to it. Was it an agency? A firm? I wanted it to appear like it was a bigger operation than it was. But I realized I probably needed to tighten up my pitch, although the reality was that I was nothing more than a solo private investigator. The ink on my license was barely dry, and what little experience I had under my belt, other than solving Sharks’ third baseman Lance Moreau’s murder, was one of the few times I’d followed a cheating spouse.
Eric appeared a bit perplexed. He pulled at his chin. “Now, why would Angela bring someone else in when we already…” Eric picked up his phone before he finished and began tapping away with his thumbs.
The glass door opened, and Kayla walked into the room, her eyes on Eric. “You’re here?” 
Eric glanced up from his phone. “Always so perceptive, Kayla.” He let a slight snort out his nose and went back to tapping on his phone.
Kayla stared back at him, her nostrils almost flared. She pulled at a strand of her long, red hair, twisting it around her finger. “Henry, Alex. I’m so sorry. Angela’s going to have to reschedule your meeting for later.”
Eric jumped up from his seat. “What a shame.” He walked out of the room without a word.
I waited for the door to close and said to Kayla, “Is he always like that?”
She said, “He doesn’t understand why Angela wants to have someone investigate his brother’s death.”
“Oh.” I got up from the chair. “Should we wait in the reception area, or—”
“No, she’s on a call. It’s with one of our bigger clients. There’s some sort of issue, and these calls can sometimes go on for hours.”






  
  Chapter 3


I reached over the rail of the boat and pulled down the two folding lawn chairs I had taken from my parents’ house after they moved from our home—the one I grew up in—in Fernandina Beach. They were the old-school aluminum chairs that folded, with the green mesh strips. I remembered my parents bringing them to the beach when I was young. 
An orange glow from the lamps along the docks and over the marina parking lot reflected off the St. Johns River. A cool breeze carried the welcome fall air toward us. 
I set both chairs down on the dock, facing the river, then climbed back onto the boat and got Alex a sweatshirt, then headed down to the galley for the six-pack of Corona I had in the fridge. 
Alex was already in one of the chairs on the dock, her feet stretched in front of her, looking out toward the river. She had her arms folded, wearing nothing but short sleeves. “Here you go,” I said, giving her the sweatshirt. “Temperature’s dropped a bit.”
“Oh, I’m all right,” she said. “You didn’t have to—”
“Don’t worry, it’s clean,” I said.
She laughed, and pulled the sweatshirt over her head. 
I handed her the open bottle of Corona.
“No Jack?” she said.
I took a drink from my bottle and sat in the chair. “Not tonight.”
The boat I lived on was docked at a place called Trout River Marina. It was not, technically, my boat, although I was lucky enough to be the official caretaker while the owner—a friend of mine—had been living in Australia. He’d gone down for business but decided he wasn’t coming back. At least not anytime soon. So I was lucky enough to be the beneficiary. I needed a place to live, and he needed someone to take care of his boat until, and if, he ever came back.
I glanced at my watch. “It’s almost nine,” I said. “I never heard from Angela.”
Alex stood from her chair and leaned against the boat, facing me. “Who is this friend you mentioned, the man you met at Barrington’s?”
“You mean Angela’s friend?”
Alex nodded, sipping her beer.
I said, “Roy Mason. I don’t know much about him, other than she introduced him as John’s good friend. But the way they acted with each other, it was almost as if they had something going on between them.”
“Do you mean, romantically?”
“Hard to say. But he didn’t seem to believe she needed to hire a private investigator. He said he trusts that the sheriff’s office knows what they’re doing.”
“I’d agree with that,” Alex said.
“But they’re also human,” I said. “They make mistakes, like anyone else.”
“Did she mention anything else about him? Or why he wouldn’t be interested in at least finding out whether or not something else could’ve happened to his friend?”
“We didn’t get into it,” I said. “But that’s why we need to meet with her. And I’d like to talk to him myself again. Sooner than later.”
I heard my phone ring and realized I’d left it up on the boat. I jumped from my chair and hurried up onto the deck. I followed the ringer and spotted it on one of the bench cushions. It was Angela calling. But by the time I answered, she’d hung up. 
I dialed her right back, and she answered on a half ring. “Henry? I’m glad you called right back. I’m sorry about what happened earlier. I had a client emergency. It really turned into quite the mess, and I spent the evening putting out a few fires. I hope I didn’t waste your time.”
“It’s not a big deal,” I said. “I was lucky enough to meet John’s charming brother.”
“Oh. I’m sorry about that. I told him to join us, only because I thought he had the right to know what’s going on. He and John weren’t even that close, but he’s his brother. He certainly takes some getting used to.”
I said, “So everything’s all set with your client’s emergency?”
“I believe it is. In fact, you met him last night at Barrington’s. Roy Mason.”
Alex leaned on the rail and watched me come down off the boat. 
I said, “Roy Mason’s one of your clients?”
“Not just any client. He’s our biggest client. I’m surprised he didn’t mention it when you two met. It’s usually one of the first things he says when I introduce him. Roy wants everyone to know he’s not some small fish.“ The other line went quiet. “The truth is if it wasn’t for Roy, Thompson Insurance wouldn’t be what it is today.”
“What kind of business is he in?” I said.
Angela let out a quick laugh. “What kind of business isn’t he in…“ She paused. “Real estate. Construction… even the restaurant industry.”
“Do you think he’d be willing to talk to me?” I said. “I’m going to have to talk to him. I hope there won’t be any friction, considering he doesn’t sound like he’s very receptive to having me involved in this investigation.” 
Angela went quiet for a moment. “Well, I’d like to think he would. But he even brought it up on our call, that he thinks I’m wasting money hiring you.”
“I’m not sure that means he won’t talk to me,” I said.
“Well, you’re the expert. I’ll leave it up to you.” 
Alex was seated in the lawn chair, listening but looking out into the darkness over the river. 
I thought for a moment. “Angela, I need to ask you something. I hope you don’t take it the wrong way... and I know you said you want me to do the digging… but are you being straight with me? Is there something else besides the fact John didn’t wear a helmet that’s making you suspicious of his death?”
I heard her sigh into the phone.
“Listen,” she said. “If there was something else, I’d tell you.” She was quiet for a few seconds. “Would you call me crazy if I told you it’s a feeling I have in my gut?”
“I’ve been known to make a few moves myself over the years, strictly based on the feeling I have in my gut. So, no, I wouldn’t call you crazy. But we are going to need something more. At least, eventually.”
“And, as I told you when we met, that’s what I’ve hired you to do. It’s up to you to find that evidence, isn’t it?”
I thought about it for a moment. “Can we meet in the morning? I’d really like to ask you a few more questions.”
“I’m sorry, but I’m heading up to Atlanta for the day. I’ll be back in the late afternoon or perhaps early evening.” She was quiet. “If you don’t mind, you can meet me at my house once I return?”
“I’ll have to check with Alex, make sure I—”
“I thought maybe it’d be okay if you came alone? I’d feel more comfortable that way. To have both of you there… I don’t know. I’d feel like I’m getting ganged up on.”
“That wouldn’t be the case,” I said. “Alex is very good at—”
“I’d like you to come alone, all right? Am I asking for too much? Because it’s really just a simple request from your client.”
I felt a lump in my throat. I was getting the feeling Angela was the pushy kind of client I normally wasn’t looking for. Although, maybe pushy was too strong of a word. I said, “What time would you like me there?”
“I’ll be home by seven, at the latest. Anytime after that. Do you know where my house is, in San Marco?”
“I know where it is. I’ll be there at seven. And in the meantime, if you’re okay with it, I’d like to talk to Roy again while you’re up in Atlanta?”
“Sure, you can talk to Roy. But what about John’s widow? You might want to talk to her, too.”
“She’s on my list,” I said. “I assume she already knows about me?”
Angela took a moment before she answered. “I haven’t told her anything about it.”
“You’re telling me Michelle Thompson doesn’t know you’ve hired someone to investigate her husband’s death?”
“I’m sorry. Is that a problem?” Angela said. “I haven’t gotten around to calling her. I’m sure she’ll understand, once you let her know.”






  
  Chapter 4


I drove out to Deerwood where John Thompson’s widow lived alone in a five-thousand-square-foot brick home with six bedrooms and five baths. Hopefully, with one less person in the house, she’d finally have enough space. 
Before I made it into the Thompson’s neighborhood, I had to stop at the gated entrance. A guard stepped out of a small brick building, with sunglasses over his eyes, and approached my car. He held a clipboard in his hand and walked around toward the rear of my car. I watched him in the rearview as he looked at my license plate, appearing to write down the number. He walked over and stood outside my window. “Who’re you here to see?”
“Michelle Thompson,” I said. “She lives at—”
“I know where Mrs. Thompson lives.” He flipped a sheet of paper on his clipboard. “State your name, please.”
“Henry Walsh.”
He ran his finger down the paper. “Is she expecting you?”
“Well, no. Not exactly.”
He looked over the top of his sunglasses. “Not exactly?” Clearing his throat, he said, “Well then, I’m sorry, but I can’t let you in if your name’s not on the list.” 
His name was on a name tag, pinned to his chest. “Oh, uh, well… Mickey, wouldn’t it be an option to call her? Ask if she’ll see me?” 
He fixed his glasses over his eyes, nodding. “Sure, I can call her, but maybe you should go ahead and first tell me why you’re here, so I can relay that information to Mrs. Thompson. I don’t know how well you know her or if you’re some kind of friend of hers, but she’s had a very difficult tragedy she’s dealing with right now, and—”
“That’s why I’m here. I’m actually… I’m a private investigator. I’m here to talk to her about Mr. Thompson.”
“A private investigator?” He pulled at his chin. “Do you have some kind of identification?”
I nodded and took my laminated license from my pocket and handed it to him. 
He looked it over. “Florida State Private Investigator, huh? So what is it, exactly, that you’re investigating?”
“John Thompson’s death. If you’d just give her a quick call? You can tell her Angela Thompson sent me.”
Mickey kept his gaze on me for a moment. “Mr. Thompson’s ex-wife sent you?”
I nodded, and he walked back inside the brick building, closing the door behind him.
I watched the building until the door finally opened a couple of minutes later. Mickey stepped out and waved for me to drive forward, then pointed straight through the gate that had started to open. “You know where the house is?”
“No, I—”
“Number Seventy-One Eighty-Six Summer Ridge Drive. Go straight through the gate and take the first right. Take the second left. Go down the far end of Summer Ridge Drive until you see the two-story brick home right after the bridge over the creek running alongside the property.”

      [image: ]I pulled in the driveway off Summer Ridge Drive and pulled in behind a white BMW parked in the shade in front of one of the garage doors. A small sticker on the vehicle’s back window said Deerwood Country Club.
The irrigation system was running, spraying water onto most of the brick walkway leading to the brick steps at the front door. I tried to time it so I wouldn’t get sprayed, jumping over the puddles formed on the walkway. 
I rang the doorbell and waited, listening for someone on the other side of the door. At first nobody answered. I knocked as the door opened. A short woman, fairly attractive and a bit on the heavy side, stood in the doorway. She was much younger than I’d expected a woman to be, married to a sixty-year-old man. 
She put a smile on her face, although I got the feeling it was a bit forced. “You’re the private investigator Mickey called about?”
I nodded and reached out to shake her hand. “Henry Walsh.”
“Michelle,” she said. “Mickey said Angela sent you?”
“She did.”
She stepped back from the door and welcomed me in. 
The house was even bigger than it appeared from the outside. And it was much cooler. Almost cold, with the air-conditioner seemingly on full blast. The foyer we stood in was high, long, and wide enough that you could fit a couple of basketball hoops and have a full-court game. 
I followed Michelle down a hallway. 
She said, “I wish Angela had called to tell me about you.” She continued into a kitchen and stepped around a large granite-top island. “I guess I’m not surprised Angela would hire you without even talking to me about it first.”
The tone of her voice had me thinking perhaps the two didn’t get along.
Michelle walked across the large, open kitchen. “With there being a wife between me and Angela, you wouldn’t think there’d be so much hostility.”
“Hostility? Angela didn’t mention anything about—”
“I always felt it was the age thing. She never understood why John would want to marry a younger woman. But he used to tell me not to take it personally.” She pulled out a glass pitcher from the refrigerator. “Would you like some iced tea?”
I stood leaning against the island. “Sure.”
She poured two glasses and placed one in front of me. “Now, Angela and John’s second wife, I can understand why they never got along.”
“Oh, I guess I understand what you mean,” I said.
She took a drink of her iced tea and made an exaggerated “Mmmmm,” holding the glass in front of her, looking at it from the side. “That’s good tea, isn’t it?” 
I hadn’t taken a sip but went ahead and did so. I nodded. “It’s good.”
“I don’t know how much
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