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Book Description:

 


In this combination romance novel and murder
mystery, New Orleans Homicide Detective Yvonne Dauphin has just
checked herself out of a psychiatric hospital when the story opens.
She is determined to prove to her boss and coworkers that she is
still up to the job, and fights her bipolar demons while trying to
find and arrest a serial killer. To complicate matters further, she
is hoping to get back together with her ex-husband. Will they get a
second chance at love? Will she find the serial killer? Is she
strong enough to withstand the pressures of her complicated love
life and her job? Find out in this intriguing and romantic murder
mystery.

 


This book is dedicated to those of us who
suffer from bipolar disorder, as does the main character in this
book, Homicide Detective Yvonne Dauphin.

 


Five Star Review: "A must-read! I couldn’t
put it down and read the eBook in a day. Louise Hathaway's writing
talent shines through her characters, plot, and ending. The dash of
romance was just the right amount of seasoning to enhance the
flavor of this story."

 


Five Star Review: "A double-edged fictional
story, with more than one demon at work stealing lives. If you are
interested in learning a thing or two about the challenges
experienced by anyone who has bipolar disorder, then this is the
story for you! Highly recommended."

 


Five Star Review: "The characters are well
written, likable, and 3 dimensional."

 


Five Star Review: "Great Detective Story.
Highly recommended. Murder, Mystery, Romance, and so much more. I
couldn’t put it down."


Chapter One

 


 


A good-looking 35-year-old man named Steven
Dauphin pulled his car up to the front of the Behavioral Health
Unit of Tulane Medical Center in New Orleans. A white-uniformed
nurse dutifully stood behind a 34-year-old woman in a
wheelchair.

With a paper bag on her lap, the woman, his
ex-wife Yvonne, watched expectantly as he came around and opened
the door for her. Yvonne was a homicide detective at the New
Orleans Police Department and had spent the last three days in the
psych ward. The stress from her latest homicide case helped launch
a manic episode at the worst possible place—the briefing room in
front of her coworkers and boss.

Her investigative skills had always been
razor-sharp and earned her the respect of the entire department.
She took her cases to heart and poured everything she had into
them. Sometimes her bipolar disorder got the better of her, and
unfortunately at the worst possible moments.

Sometimes she wondered if she was in the
right profession. She knew going in that a cop’s job was stressful
and that it would be especially difficult for someone who had
bipolar disorder. Her family and friends urged her to pursue a more
sedate career, but she wouldn’t listen. She loved the whole idea of
policing and detective work ever since she was eleven and read her
first Nancy Drew book. She loved riddles and crossword puzzles. As
she got older, she devoured the books of Agatha Christie and Conan
Doyle. Sherlock Holmes was her favorite. She loved his powers of
observation. He was a mind of the first order, and she imagined
herself working beside him, like Dr. Watson had, dissecting every
clue and trying to figure out whodunit. She loved “Masterpiece
Mystery” and especially “Prime Suspect”. Inspector Jane Tennison
impressed upon her the possibility that a woman could succeed as a
detective. Watching Jane battle sexual harassment in an all-male
department was a challenge that Yvonne faced daily. Her challenge,
however, was three-fold: first, she was a female in a mostly
all-male line of work; second, she had to earn the respect of her
co-workers because some of them knew that she had bipolar disorder;
and third, she sometimes felt like some in her department
questioned her judgment because she’d been in a psychiatric
hospital once before.

Her chin-length hair was parted on the side.
It had been dyed blonde about six months before, but now showed two
inches of her real color growing out from the roots. She had been
too tied up with work to find time to go to the hairdresser. Her
blue-green eyes made you feel as if she could see right through
you. She was dressed in black jeans, a black tank top, a grey
hoodie, and a necklace with a small gold cross that she had since
her First Holy Communion.

She fastened her seatbelt, and looking over
at her ex-husband told him, “I’m so sorry I called you. I didn’t
know who else would be willing to come pick me up.”

“There’s no need to apologize, Yvonne. I’m
glad that you called,” he answered and patted her arm. Even though
they had been divorced for two years, he still cared for her deeply
and missed the good times they shared.

When they were married, he loved listening to
her talk about the cases she was working on and, because he was a
budding mystery writer, her job fascinated him. She was his
muse.

“You should have called to tell me you were
in the hospital.”

“I know how busy you and your wife are,
especially during the holidays.”

“I still would have wanted to know.”

Yvonne and Steven had been married for two
years before divorcing in 2012. She had always been very dedicated
to her job and put most of her energy into her work. It was a fact
that Steven understood and accepted as part of their relationship.
Their marriage had always been a work in progress from the day they
were wed. Steven was sure and confident about it. Yvonne was unsure
from day one. She loved Steven and enjoyed being with him, yet
there was a part of her that held her back from putting her all
into the marriage. They’d had long conversations before they
married about how unsure she felt about getting married. She loved
Steven and didn’t want to disappoint him.

He loved her so much that he accepted her
reluctance as normal jitters and insisted they get married anyway.
He hoped that she’d feel more comfortable in their marriage over
time. What he couldn’t accept was that she’d slept with another
man, and he filed for divorce soon after her infidelity.

As he drove her home, he asked, “Why were you
in the hospital?”

“It’s a long story.” She rolled down the
passenger-side window, breathing in the cool January air.

“It’s so great to be out of the hospital!
Back among the living. I feel like I can finally breathe.” She took
a deep breath, and then said, “They wanted me to stay longer but I
convinced them otherwise. I knew what they wanted—to fill a bed and
get my insurance money. I was ready to go, and I wanted out.”

“When did you go in?”

“On New Year’s Eve.”

“Tell me what happened.”

“I don’t know where to start.”

“From the beginning. Take it slow.” He pulled
out into New Orleans traffic and joined the masses of cars creeping
toward the French Quarter.

“I had a meltdown at work.”

“Why? What happened?”

“I got upset and had a manic episode. You
don’t want to hear about this.”

“Of course I do. Please tell me.”

“I think it all started falling apart after
my brother died.”

“What? Christophe died? You’re kidding. Oh,
my God! How horrible! What did he die of?”

“Lung cancer.”

“Lung cancer? He was only 32, for God’s sake.
I can’t believe it!”

“He smoked a lot. I’m sure that’s why he got
lung cancer.”

“We all used to smoke in our younger
days.”

She started crying. “I know.”

He put his hand on her shoulder. “I’m so
sorry.”

In the moment he looked over at her he ran a
red light, barely missing another car. The driver of the other car
blasted his horn and flipped him off.

“Jeez, Steven! Watch where you’re going!”

“That was a close call. Sorry. I wish you
would have let me know about Christophe dying. I would have gone to
his funeral. When was it?”

“About three months ago.”

“I loved him like a brother, you know.”

“I know that you two were close.”

“What about your sister?”

“After Christophe died, Danielle went off to
live in Paris with our aunt.”

“So, you’re on your own now. No more
siblings.”

“Yep.”

She dug around in her purse for a cigarette.
“Mind if I smoke?”

“Go ahead.”

She lit a cigarette, took a long drag, and
then slowly exhaled. “I feel like I have no family now. They’re all
gone.”

“You still have friends. You have me.”

“Thank you so much for saying that.
Especially right now.”

They rode in silence for a while until he
asked, “So, what exactly happened at work?”

“Well…I’ve been working on a case you may
have heard of—the newspapers dubbed him The Basher.”

“Oh, yeah. I read about him.”

“The wrong guy was arrested.”

“The wrong guy?”

“Yes. The wrong guy!” She angrily flicked the
ashes of her cigarette out the window. “I got so worked up it put
me over the edge.”

“I know how involved you get when you’re
working a case.”

“It’s personal for me. I knew his first
victim. She lived across the street from me when I was growing up.
I really want to find her killer.”

“I remember you telling me that she was your
best friend when you were growing up.”

“She was.”

“Okay…so how did you end up going into the
mental hospital?”

“Well…All those things happening at once took
their toll. The Basher case, Christophe dying, and Danielle moving.
Then my insomnia got worse, and it was downhill from there. I
started getting manic.”

“I can guess what happened next.”

“I was at work during a briefing, and we were
going over the arrest of a suspect who the lieutenant was convinced
was “The Basher”. I tried to convince her that the wrong guy had
been arrested, but she was adamant. She was certain he was the guy
we’d been looking for.”

“Go on.”

“So, I stood and interrupting Landrieu, told
everyone we had the wrong guy. He was not “The Basher”. I had
interviewed him and his family and I knew in my bones that he
didn’t do it because nothing added up. My frustrations grew and
mania kicked in. I just snapped. I felt like I had to say something
or else I would live to regret it.”

“Then what happened?”

“I began to fall apart in front of everybody.
My thoughts started racing. I kept saying the same words repeatedly
in an endless loop.”

“Did they try to help you? Didn’t anyone
realize you were having a manic episode?” She lit another cigarette
from the first one. “They thought I was having a stroke. So, they
called 911 and an ambulance came and took me to the emergency room.
By the time I got there, the doctors realized I was actually having
a bad manic episode, and so they stuck me in the psych ward.”

“I’m so sorry.”

“How am I going to show my face at work
again? They’re all going to think I’m nuts!”

“You’re strong. You can get through this.
You’ve done it before. Your boss and coworkers know how good you
are at your job.”

“I don’t know.” She looked vacantly out the
window at the passing traffic and repeated, “I just don’t know
anymore.”

He put his hand on her left knee and tried to
comfort her.

She touched his hand and told him, “I
honestly don’t know how you put up with me.”

“Because you’re smart. And beautiful. You are
the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”

She loved hearing him say those words. They
were too good to be true.

“How could you think that I am beautiful
right now? I look terrible.”

“Not to me.”

She touched his arm and just smiled, saying
nothing as he drove.

“I need to stop at Popeyes before I take you
home.”

“Okay.”

He made a wide U-turn across St. Charles
Avenue, sending hordes of tourists scrambling, and found a parking
spot to squeeze into. “How’s that for luck?!” he asked. “This is a
good sign. I heard on the radio that it was supposed to rain
today.”

“Well, it is winter, after all.”

As if on cue, several large droplets of rain
hit his car’s windshield, making loud splashing sounds. The timing
elicited laughter from them both.

He asked, “Wanna come in?”

“Nah. I’ll stay here and finish my
smoke.”

Before long, he dashed back to the car with
two large bags, dodging what had turned into a hard rain. Yvonne
peeked into the bags to see what he got.

“This looks good. I love their chicken.”

“It’s for you.”

“Thank you. We can share it when we get
home.”

“That sounds nice.”

He pulled out into traffic that had slowed
for the rain.

“Can we just drive around in the rain?
Remember when we used to do that? Do you have time?”

“Sure. I have time.”

“Good. I love the way St. Charles looks when
it rains.”

“It is beautiful, isn’t it?”

While in the hospital, she spent a lot of
hours thinking about Steven and how much she wished they were still
married. She loved all their times together and missed their long
conversations and the fun they had. She really blew it with him
when they were married. She had been so immature and treated him
very badly. How she wished she could turn back time and do things
right. Wouldn’t it be great to get a second chance at
love, she told herself.

“It’s so good to be out of the hospital. So
anyway, you know about my New Year’s Eve; how was yours?”

“Ah, Clara and I had some friends over.”

“That sounds nice.”

Changing the subject, he said, “It must have
been terrible for you to be back in the psych ward again.”

“It was. Everyone except me was yelling all
the time. They even yelled at the staff who were trying to help
them. One guy in the hall screamed that he wanted to kill everyone
in the hospital.”

“Oh, my God. That’s terrible.”

“I was afraid he was going to kill me and
everyone else. Angry guys like him need to be in jails, not psych
wards.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more.”

“Well, I’m glad that I’m out of that place.
Thanks for picking me up.”

“I care about you. I want to help.”

“Thank you. I really mean it. Thank you.”

Yvonne recalled the many New Year's Eve’s
they spent together while they were still married. They had friends
over and had parties in their French Quarter home. They played
games and it felt like a family. She missed those days.

While Steven drove, she reached into the
Popeyes bag and took a bite of the chicken.

Between bites, she told him, “It was my case.
Now, it has been assigned to Rick Vente. Someone who I’m sure they
think is ‘more stable’ than me.”

“C’mon, you don’t know that. I’m sure
Landrieu gave Rick the case because he was the next best thing
compared to you.”

“He’s good at his job—I have to admit.”

“So, there you go, then. Maybe it’s not a
good idea for you to have the case right now. You know the drill.
You shouldn’t be pushing yourself this soon after a
hospitalization. You need time to regain your footing.”

“I really want to get this Basher guy,
Steven. It’s personal.”

“I can understand how it would be personal
for you.”

They passed Jackson Square and the Café Du
Monde.

“Yvonne. Why didn’t you call me before
everything blew up? I could have come over, you know. We could have
talked before things got out of hand.”

“You have a new life. One I’m not part of
anymore. Because of our divorce. Because I was such an idiot.”

“Let’s not look back right now, okay? And you
aren’t an idiot. That’s the depression talking.”

She was struck by how caring he was despite
what she’d put him through in the past.

“Do you need me to drop by the pharmacy to
get any medication?”

“Would you? That would be great!”

“Maybe we can drop by Winn-Dixie and get some
groceries for you.”

“You don’t have to do that. You’ve already
done enough.”

“Are you able to drive?”

“I think so. I’ll find out.”

“Oh my God, Yvonne. Maybe you should stay off
the road for a while.”

“I can’t just shrivel up and die, you
know!”

“Does the department know that you’re out of
the hospital?”

“I haven’t had a chance to call them.”

“Tell you what: I’ll drop you off at your
place and go get some groceries and your meds. Same pharmacy I
suppose?”

“Yes, thank you. Let me give you the
prescription slips.”

She fished around in her purse for the
prescriptions they gave her at the hospital, then asked, “How can
you just take off work in the middle of the day? Aren’t you
supposed to be teaching right now?”

“I told them I had a family emergency.”

Steven was an English teacher at Jesuit High
School. He looked very professorial in a corduroy jacket that had
suede patches on the elbows. He wore horn-rimmed glasses, and had a
well-trimmed beard and mustache, along with piercing blue eyes.
Yvonne had always told him that he had movie-star good looks.

“What are they going to do with me at work?”
Yvonne asked him. “I hope they don’t give me a desk job!”

“They may for a while. You’re lucky you work
for Landrieu. She has always stuck up for you. She’s been very
understanding about what you’ve been through. I’m sure she’s
willing to give you all the time you need.”

“Well, her son had bipolar disorder before he
killed himself. That’s why she’s always been so understanding and
patient with me and has put up with all my drama.”

“Maybe. But she also respects you because she
knows how good you are at your job.”

“Thank you for saying that. It’s good to hear
that right now. It was the first manic episode that I’ve ever had
at work!! I want back on that case again, Damn it! I can’t stop
thinking about it!”

He pulled up in front of an adobe-colored
two-story building on Rampart Street that had black-wrought iron
railings on its balconies and green shutters on its windows. The
quintessential Vieux Carre look.

“I’ve always loved this place, Yvonne.”

“Remember how excited we were when we bought
it?”

“Yeah. Those were happy times, weren’t they?
Do you have any regrets about still living in the Quarter?”

“Well, it can get pretty loud.” She hesitated
for a second. “Do you want to come in?”

“I will after I pick up the groceries and
meds. I’m sure you want to read your email and catch up on what
you’ve missed.”

They looked at each other and she wanted to
kiss him but knew that she shouldn’t. He belonged to somebody else
now.

“Here are the prescriptions I need.”

As he reached for them, he touched her left
hand and then held on to it. “Please promise me that you’ll phone
me if things get bad?”

“Yes, I promise.”

After a few beats, tears welled up in her
eyelashes and she cried, releasing all the emotions stemming from
three days spent in a mental hospital.

Looking at her and being at their old house
again stirred Steven’s thoughts and emotions. It brought back all
the good memories they’d shared living together in their condo.
They had loved their house—a house that they had bought together.
The joy and romance that bloomed there was the best he had ever
known. He knew he would never find it again with anyone else. She
had always been the spark in his life. She added that undefinable
magic to things. The anger and sadness of the past had ebbed and
softened. He missed her and the intensity of their relationship.
Deep in his heart, he wanted Yvonne back, but reminded himself that
he was married to Clara now and he wanted to stay true to his
wedding vows and be faithful to her.

He told Yvonne, “Okay. I’ll be back with your
meds and some groceries.”

“Thanks, again, Steven. I really appreciate
it!”

He touched her face and smiled. “I’ll be
right back.”

He drove away and Yvonne watched as his car
disappeared into the night.


Chapter Two

 


 


Steven returned from his trip to the store
and pharmacy. Yvonne had been waiting for him and opened the door
just as he was about to knock. He told her, “You know I still have
a key. I could have let myself in.”

“Well, next time you can use it.”

As he put the groceries down in the kitchen,
Yvonne’s phone rang. She went into the front room to take the call
that was from her boss, Lieutenant Landrieu.

Yvonne told her, “But I’m ready to come to
work tomorrow! There is nothing that would prevent me from coming
to work! They even did a scan on my head for God’s sake! They
couldn’t find anything organically wrong with my brain! I’m as
normal as anyone can be!”

Steven raised an eyebrow and had an idea she
was speaking to the lieutenant. He unpacked a bottle of
multi-vitamins, a six-pack of nutrition shakes, Gatorade, granola
bars, a whole roasted chicken, vegetables for salad, cereal, and a
half-gallon of whole milk.

Since she had an audience now that he was in
the house, she tried to calm down as she spoke on the phone.

Sounding defeated, she told Landrieu, “Okay,
then. I’ll see you Monday.”

Yvonne couldn’t get her mind off the Basher
case and walked to the kitchen where Steven was.

“Geez, what am I supposed to do sitting
around here all week? There’s a killer on the loose, and here I’ll
be, contemplating my navel.”

“It’s less than a week, Yvonne.”

She saw all the groceries that he’d laid out
on the counter.

“You bought a lot of stuff. Thank you so
much. Your wife is a very lucky woman, you know. How much do I owe
you for all this?”

“Nothing. It’s on me.”

“What?”

“Consider it a welcome home present. I put
your meds on the dining room table.”

She laughed and shook her head. She knew that
he wasn’t going to take any money. He’d always been that way.

She put the groceries away while he opened a
bottle of wine. “Do you mind? You probably shouldn’t be having any
of this.”

“I know. But be my guest. Pour yourself
some.”

He opened the cupboard and took out a wine
glass.

“Aww, get me a glass, too. I’ll wait a while
before I take my meds.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You know you’re
playing with fire drinking, don’t you?”

“I know the drill. My psychiatrist tells me
that all the time.”

He poured her a small glass and they went and
sat on the sofa in the living room, just as they’d done so many
times before. In the past, the two of them would sit and talk about
their day there. The wine would mellow them. They played some of
Steven’s vast jazz LP collection which carried their thoughts to
love, caresses, and eventually to bed. Their sex life had always
been intense and deep.

With Steven lost in his thoughts, Yvonne
wondered, does he still have romantic feelings for me? Even
after all that happened when we were married.

She stopped short of saying, “I love you,”
but that was how she felt. She would give anything if he moved back
in with her to this home where they’d bought furniture together,
decorated their condo, and passionately fought and loved in.

Steven looked around at the front room that
they once shared. He remembered their books in the bookcase and
noticed that she still had their wedding picture on the wall.

She interrupted his thoughts and asked, “Did
you tell your wife that you were going to be here?”

“No.”

“Aren’t you going to be in trouble?”

“I don’t have to tell her everything.”

She gave him a sidelong glance and laughed.
“Good,” she answered honestly.

“Are you sure you’re going to be alright
here? You can level with me. I’ve seen you have a bipolar episode
before.”

“I feel completely fine now. Never been
happier.”

He gave her his suspicious look. “Yeah,
sure.”

She winked at him. “You know me well enough
that I can’t lie to you. Let’s just say I feel good enough. I’ve
been through these episodes before and I know when I’m through the
worst of it. I don’t think we ever feel completely fine, any of us.
I do feel well enough to work and get back on that case of
mine.”

“Tell me more about your case.”

“It’s going to take a long time.”

“Just give me the highlights, then.”

“Okay. Where do I begin? Well, you may have
seen it on the news, but it all started just before Christmas when
a woman’s body was found behind The Palm Court Jazz Cafe. A tourist
stumbled upon her at about 4:00 AM.”

“Yeah, I did read about that. Do you think
the tourist had anything to do with her death?”

“No. He was just another drunk with a Pat
Obrien’s hurricane cup.”

“Okay. Go on.”

“Well, when I got there and took a look at
her, it wasn’t a pretty picture. I could see that she had been
restrained at some point because her wrists were black and blue.
She was covered in bruises and her head was badly beaten.”

“With what?”

“Maybe a bat or a pipe.”

“How horrible!”

“We suspect that she was beaten somewhere
else and then dumped in the alley.”

“Who was she? Wasn’t she a working girl? I
think they said that in the papers.”

“Yes. Do you remember Lindsey Williams?”

“The name sounds familiar. Wasn’t she the
Basher’s first victim?”

“Yes, sorry to say. We were close friends for
many years. I hadn’t seen her for a very long time. She looked
different, of course, especially after having been beaten so
brutally. I found out later that she had been hooking on Bourbon. I
feel so bad that she had to resort to that for a living.”

“Prostitution is a dangerous way to earn a
living. She was playing Russian Roulette.”

“She was taking huge risks. I asked some of
the other working girls if they knew who her clients were. They
told me that Lindsey specialized in ‘50 Shades of Grey’ type
stuff.”

She took a sip of wine and continued,
“There’s another victim that I’ll get to in a minute. Hey, why
don’t we take our conversation out to the balcony? We can watch the
sun go down over the cemetery. It’s not too cold.”

“Okay. That sounds wonderful.”

She opened the sliding glass door where two
huge ferns hung from the balcony ceiling.

“I’m glad these are still looking good. I
thought about them when I was in the hospital. I bet my neighbor
watered them. He’s a pretty good aim with a hose and probably
leaned over his balcony so that he could get to them. It’s our duty
to keep these ferns looking good for the tourists. It wouldn’t be
the French Quarter without them. Gotta keep up appearances, you
know.”

He laughed. “Admit it—you like this place as
much as I do.”

“I do. It’s in a great location and it’s full
of wonderful memories.”

He caught her meaning and struggled with how
to respond. He felt the same way she did. That was why he was
there. Trying to change gears, he looked down at the wrought-iron
bistro table and chairs and told her, “These could use some new
paint.”

“I’ll put that on my to-do list.”

She wiped the dust off the furniture. They
sat and stared out at the big white puffy clouds floating over St.
Louis Cemetery. The above-ground graves were dappled in the fading
light as the sun started to set.

He told her, “This is so beautiful. Sometimes
I really miss it.”

Please spend the night, she wanted to
say.

He was still focused on her case however and
continued throwing out questions.

“Why do you think they arrested the wrong
person when you were so against it?”

“We’d been putting all our energy into trying
to find a violent pimp or customer when something unexpected
happened.”

“Yeah—what happened?”

“Shortly after we found Lindsey at the Palm
Court, we were investigating the case of a woman who lives in
Mandeville. She was found beaten in her bed. She didn’t die but was
in a coma. She also had bruising around her wrists. This lady had
some of the same injuries as Lindsey did.”

“Who found her?”

“Her sister. She hadn’t heard from her and
got worried. She had an extra house key and went over to check up
on her.”

“Do you think it was the same guy who killed
Lindsey Williams?”

“I wasn’t sure at that point. This second
woman is married and from what the neighbors said, she and her
husband argued all the time. Uniform cops have been called out on
several occasions. Two years ago, she even filed a restraining
order against him, but later dropped it.”

“What happened to the husband? Was he the one
Landrieu thought was the Basher?”

“Yes. That’s who she put her money on. We
questioned him, and he said that he and ‘the old lady’, as he
called her, did get into an argument that night, but he left to go
to his brother’s house. He spent the night there.”

“Did his brother confirm it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you ask her husband about the bruising
on his wife’s wrists?”

“I did ask about the bruising. He was honest.
He said that she liked to be handcuffed to the bed when they had
sex.”

“You know, that stuff wouldn’t appeal to me
at all.”

“Me neither.”

“Why are you so sure the husband didn’t do
it?”

“Well, when I was interviewing him, I knew he
was telling the truth. He didn’t slip up on any of my questions and
opened up to me about everything. I have interviewed a lot of
people and after a while, you can just tell. He wasn’t trying to
hide anything. The answers to my questions were clean. Nothing fell
apart. He was forthright about their past. He said, “I’m no angel.
But I’d never go that far with anybody, not even my worst
enemy.”

Yvonne continued, “When the ambulance came,
he wanted to ride with his wife. She was seven months pregnant, and
he was very concerned about the health of the baby. He said he
would never do anything that might jeopardize his little girl. His
family confirmed that he was very excited when he found out that he
was going to be a father.”

“He sounds sincere from what you say. But can
you really be sure? Maybe he’s the best liar ever.”

“You can tell when someone’s storyline begins
to fall apart. They will take you down dead ends that come back to
bite them. None of his answers set off any alarms in my head. He
was very upset when he was accused of beating his wife. He told us
that they liked rough sex, but he could never be violent and that
the worst he’d ever done was pin her to the bed. You could see the
pain in his face when we questioned him about it. I think his wife
was afraid of him because of their past, and when we questioned her
initially, the injuries to her brain prevented her from giving us
good answers. When she regains more of her memory, she might change
her story. According to the staff at the hospital, her husband was
excited when she came out of the coma. He was looking forward to
bringing her home. Now, that doesn’t sound like the behavior of a
killer, does it?”

“No, it doesn’t.”

Yvonne continued her story. “The husband
seemed genuinely worried that his wife might die from her injuries,
and he started crying during the interview, saying that he loved
her and couldn’t live without her. When he found out that the
unborn child didn’t survive the attack, he was devastated.”

Their conversation was interrupted when
Steven’s phone rang. He looked at the caller id and grimaced. “It’s
Clara.”

Yvonne raised an eyebrow and went back inside
so he could have some privacy.

After a few minutes, he came back in.

“I gotta go.”

“Are you in the doghouse with Clara?”

“I forgot that we were supposed to go to
K-Paul’s tonight with her parents.”

He grabbed his jacket and gave her a peck on
the cheek. “We’ll have to finish this conversation later. Are you
going to be okay tonight?”

“Yeah, sure. I’m a big girl.”

“Please take care of yourself, Von.”

“I will, Steven.”

Reluctantly, he disappeared out the front
door and vanished from her life once again.


Chapter Three

 


 


She knew that she shouldn’t take her meds so
soon after drinking wine, so decided to wait a while. After she
went to bed, she had trouble sleeping because she couldn’t get
Steven out of her mind, and she recalled the night when they got
into their first fight shortly after their wedding.

She had been working on a case that was
taking up all her personal time and decided that it would be easier
if she just spent the night with a female detective she knew who
lived in Baton Rouge and was sharing the workload on the case. Most
of the investigation occurred near the university, so Yvonne
figured it made sense to stay at her coworker’s house and not make
the commute from New Orleans.

Steven had wanted to talk to her all day and
left several messages on her voicemail. Finally getting through, he
said that he needed to see her.

When she told him that she would see him
later, he wanted to know what time.

She could hear the tension in his voice and
didn’t know how to answer his question. At the same time, she felt
resentful that he was treating her this way and told him, “I can’t
say. I can’t give you specific times. It’s the nature of my job.
You knew this when you married me.”

Their argument just got worse from there and
she remembered every word they had said to each
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