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            ABOUT THE MOROSE MISTRESS

          

        

      

    

    
      Mark MacFarland had no use for politics when he was homeless on the streets of Denver. Now that he is struggling to pull himself back into regular society, he still finds politics a necessary evil he'd rather avoid.

      

      But when his friend Jerry Baker asks him to find evidence that a restaurant waitress did not kill her boss, he finds himself right in the middle of political intrigue. It turns out that the restaurateur is running for the U.S. Senate. Was he killed for political reasons...or was he killed by the waitress, the would-be politician's mistress?

      

      The Morose Mistress is the thirteenth book in the Hot Dog Detective series. Each book can be read independently, but if you want to read them in order, just follow the alphabet.
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      The impossible happens! Mark MacFarland, former Denver Police Detective, gets a jury summons. He’s certain he won’t be selected. After all, what defense lawyer would want a former cop sitting on the jury of a murder trial? But as luck has it, he is selected to be on the jury. But as the trial proceeds, MacFarland suspects the defendant has been framed. If so, who is the real murderer?

      
        
        Click here to get this novella now!
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            PROLOGUE

          

          WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 1, 2320 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Philippe Jose Montez pulled his jacket tighter around his shoulders. A cold front had rolled into Denver from the north, dropping temperatures close to freezing. He briefly wondered if his gardener had properly winterized the sprinkler system. The idiot hadn't done it last winter and one of the pipes had sprung a leak during the winter. And that had been a mild winter!

      He looked around for the valet for Acapulco Azul Restaurant. Of course there was no sign of him. Montez smiled at the elderly couple standing near the curb. Luis was probably retrieving their car.

      A minute later, a blue Mercedes zipped around the corner and skidded to a stop in front of the couple. Luis jumped out, handed the keys to the gentleman, and bounded around to open the passenger door for the lady. The old man slipped a bill into Luis' hand, who pocketed it in a well-practiced deft motion. As the old couple drove off, Luis hurried over to Philippe Montez.

      Montez handed his car keys to Luis. Normally Luis would have the keys to customer's cars, but Montez never left his keys with anyone. He didn't like losing control, not even of his automobile. "Make it quick, Luis, it's cold out here."

      "Right away, Mr. Montez," said Luis, running off towards the back of the restaurant.

      The lights of the restaurant's "Open" sign blinked off, ten minutes earlier than it was supposed to. Montez scowled, promising to talk to his Night Manager about adhering to the schedule. Who was on tonight? Oh, that's right. Pedro Lopez. The man was indefatigable! Always working. Maybe he should cut him some slack.

      Two men stepped out of the shadows, heading directly towards him. Montez looked around nervously, wondering what was taking Luis so long.

      "Mr. Montez," said one of the men, the shorter of the two men. He looked Hispanic, middle-aged, and slightly dangerous.

      "Do I know you?" asked Montez.

      "We're here to make sure you stay on the reservation," said the taller man.

      "Stay on the reservation? What kind of nonsense is that?"

      The Hispanic man smiled reassuringly. "What my friend means, Mr. Montez, is that we are here to make sure you don't do anything that will upset your chances of winning the primary."

      "How the hell are you going to do that?"

      "By keeping you on the straight and narrow. Think of us as your personal assistants. We help you make decisions."

      "I don't need any fucking help," snapped Montez. "Did Cummins send you?"

      The Hispanic man answered, his voice calm and reassuring. "As a matter of fact, he did, Mr. Montez. He is worried that you haven't broken off your relationship."

      Montez's face darkened. He knew instantly what the man was referring to. "I broke that off weeks ago! I told Cummins that!"

      "Mr. Cummins doesn't like to take chances," explained the shorter man.

      "You can tell Spencer Cummins to go fuck himself. He doesn't control me."

      "As a matter of fact, sir, he does. That is, if you want to become a Senator."

      "Tell him then that I've cut off my relationship with Maria. It's over and done."

      "I am sure he'll be glad to hear that, sir. But it's also your wife that we're concerned about."

      "Rita? What the hell does she have to do with this?"

      "We've heard stories that you and she might be considering a separation. That would not look good to the electorate, sir."

      "That's not even public knowledge! How does Spencer know about that?"

      "Mr. Spencer has ways of learning things, sir. Things that are important to the election."

      "Damned little spy, that's what he is! We're trying to work that out," said Montez, his voice a little less belligerent.

      "That's good to hear. I will be sure that Mr. Cummins learns of your good intentions immediately."

      Without another word, the two men backed away and slipped off into the shadows.

      Montez watched them disappear, his mood becoming darker with their departure. How dare that asshole Cummins check up on him like that! He looked around. Where was Luis and his car?

      Luis, as if on cue, ran around the corner of the building, the car keys still in his firm grip.

      "Where's my car?" demanded Montez.

      "It wouldn't start, Mr. Montez. I don't know what's wrong with it."

      "What? There's nothing wrong with my car, you idiot! Give me the damn keys!"

      Montez grabbed the keys from the young man's hands and started walking around the building to the parking lot in the back, muttering unflattering assessments of Luis' competence. He turned the corner and stared at his car, parked in the spot reserved for the owner of the restaurant. He strode angrily towards his car, the keys in his hand.

      Then, as someone stepped out of the shadows, he stopped.

      "What are you doing here?" he demanded.

      The person didn't answer, but pointed a gun directly at him.

      Montez froze, then held up his hands, taking a tentative step backward. "No, you can't do this! No, no!"

      A shot rang out, loud in the cold night air, then two more shots in quick succession.

      By the time Luis got around to the back of the restaurant, Philippe Jose Montez was dead.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 10, 1630 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      "Excuse me, is either of you Rufus Headley?"

      Mark MacFarland, former Denver detective turned sole proprietor of a hot dog cart on the corner of 14th and Elati in downtown Denver, turned around, annoyed that he had been so deep in thought that he hadn't notice someone approach his wagon. He stared at a silver haired man with aging folds of flesh sagging on his cheeks. The man wore wire-rimmed glasses that framed dark brown eyes. At five foot eleven, he appeared in pretty good shape, weighing perhaps no more than one hundred sixty pounds.

      "One of us might be," replied MacFarland. "Who are you?"

      The old man smiled. "My name is Billy Wiznezski, Financial Consultant. I'm here to save you from a terrible financial loss, Mr. Headley."

      "I'm Rufus Headley," said Rufus, stepping closer. "I think I'm already in a terrible financial loss." Rufus, a former homeless Vietnam Veteran who still wore an Army jacket from that era, looked like he still lived on the streets, even though for the past two years he had lived in the basement of a proper house.

      Wiznezski's eyes widened. "You are?"

      "Yeah, I don't got any money. Can't even afford a TV."

      "Oh, my, that can't be right," said Wiznezski.

      "Why can't it?" asked MacFarland.

      "Well, first of all, the bank just confirmed that you are the owner of the Khe Sanh Trust."

      Rufus looked surprised. "Oh, you're from the bank? I didn't expect you for a bunch of weeks."

      Wiznezski pulled on his chin. "I guess you could say that. I work closely with a lot of people who have come into a lot of money."

      "You do, huh? You mind showing us some identification?" asked MacFarland.

      At first Wiznezski seemed inclined to ignore MacFarland. Then he smiled pleasantly and pulled out his wallet. He flipped it open to show his driver's license. To MacFarland's trained eye, it looked like a legitimate Colorado Driver's License. Wiznezski pulled a business card from his wallet and handed it to Rufus. "Mr. Headley, according to my records, you're about to come into a substantial sum. Probably well over ten million dollars. I don't want you to lose any of that money."

      "I don't know about ten million dollars. I'm not sure I want any of it. Maybe they should give it all back to the people that first had the money."

      Wiznezski smiled. "I'm afraid that's not the way it works, Mr. Headley."

      "Call me Rufus. Mr. Headley was my father."

      "Of course. But coming into that money may cause you a lot of headaches, Rufus. I can help you avoid those headaches." Wiznezski pulled a phone out of his pocket and handed it to Rufus. "Here, I got a present for you, Rufus. It's a smart phone, so you can keep track of your investments, call your friends, stay in touch."

      "Not too many of my friends have phones," said Rufus, scratching his unruly beard.

      "Don't worry, now that you're rich, you're going to have lots of friends."

      "Really?"

      "Don't worry about that either. I will protect you from them."

      "Why would I need to be protected from friends?"

      Wiznezski smiled. "Not all friends are created equal, Rufus. That's why you need my help."

      MacFarland frowned. He had taken an immediate dislike to Billy Wiznezski, though he could not say what about the man turned him off. Perhaps it was his assured way of inserting himself between Rufus and himself. Or perhaps it was the way Wiznezski chose to ignore MacFarland once he figured out which of them was Rufus. "What sort of headaches can you help Rufus avoid?" he asked, his tone a bit more belligerent than he intended.

      Wiznezski's face was grim. "First off, the IRS. Those evil bastards will be at your doorstep soon enough to demand their cut."

      "Their cut?" MacFarland didn't know enough about finance to determine if Rufus was really at risk, but he did know someone who could help him. His brother-in-law, Randy Cooper, who was an accountant. The thought of having the IRS after Rufus was enough to convince him that talking to Randy was worth all the trouble that would entail.

      "Their cut. They might take millions from you, Rufus. We don't want that to happen."

      "I'm not sure I want the millions. I just want a television."

      Wiznezski put his arm around Rufus' shoulder and led him over towards the shadow of the parking structure. "Never fear, Rufus, I'm here to make sure that you get your television."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 12, 1830 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Mark MacFarland stared morosely at the pile of mashed potatoes on his plate. Why had he let himself get conned into coming over for dinner?

      He knew the answer to that. He couldn't say no to his sister-in-law, Stefanie Cooper.

      MacFarland always felt awkward around Stefanie Cooper. Part of it, surely, was that he found her inappropriately attractive. He hadn't been attracted to her when his wife Nicole was still alive. In fact, back then, he had found Stefanie shallow and irritating. But now...now he found her more responsible, mature, and...yes, fascinating.

      And maybe, just maybe, she reminded him of Nicole.

      "So how is the hot dog business going, Mark?" asked Randy Cooper.

      MacFarland looked up from his plate. If Stefanie Cooper had any faults, it was in her choice of husbands. Randy Cooper was the biggest pain in the neck MacFarland had ever met. Yet, the idiot was Stefanie's husband, and MacFarland had to try to be nice to the man. It was a difficult burden to bear, but MacFarland bore it well.

      "It's getting colder, so that cuts down on business, of course, but I still try to be out there every day. After all, someone has to feed the homeless."

      Randy coughed derisively. "That just encourages the shirkers, Mark. Keep feeding them and they'll have no incentive to get a decent job and fend for themselves."

      "I think it's more complicated than that, Randy," said MacFarland.

      "Naw! It's not! It's bleeding-heart liberals like you that make problems worse, Mark."

      "I'm not a bleeding heart liberal," protested MacFarland. "You know I voted--"

      "Hey! No politics at the dinner table!" interrupted Stefanie. "I had enough of that during last year's election. I promised myself no more headaches until 2020!"

      MacFarland looked sheepish. "Sorry. But homelessness is not due to people being lazy. I just wanted to make that point."

      "We'll not talk any more about it," said Stefanie sternly. "On a more pleasant note, are you coming over for Thanksgiving dinner, Mark? Are you going to bring Cynthia?"

      "Uh, I'm not sure what I'm doing Thanksgiving."

      Kaitlyn and Ryan both spoke at once. "You have to come, Uncle Mark! Daddy's going to cook the turkey in a new way!"

      MacFarland smiled at his niece and nephew. "Of course I will try to come over," he said. Glancing in Randy's direction, he asked what the new cooking method was going to be.

      "I bought a turkey fryer," said Randy. "This Thanksgiving, we're going to have a traditional Cajun dinner."

      "I don't know what's wrong with our usual traditional dinner," grumbled Stefanie. "We've never had Cajun food before. None of us are Cajun."

      "Deep fried turkey, eh? I bet Rufus would love that," said MacFarland, trying to keep the peace.

      "You're thinking of bringing Rufus?" asked Randy. "That means I need to get a bigger turkey."

      "Yes, yes, Rufus!" shouted the kids. "Bring Rufus!"

      "How is Rufus?" asked Stefanie. "I should have asked you to bring him over tonight. I'm so sorry."

      "That's okay. He had things to do tonight."

      Randy laughed. "What could Rufus possibly have to do? Look for a job?"

      MacFarland bristled at Randy's tone and the implication of his words. "Rufus doesn't need a job," he said. "He works with me."

      Randy laughed even louder. "You can't be serious, Mark. That hot dog stand of yours doesn't make enough to support even one person."

      MacFarland wasn't sure how to respond to that comment, since Randy was right. The hot dog stand didn't bring in as much money as MacFarland had hoped it would. Certainly not as much money as Sidney Morgan's hot dog stand across the street. Sidney knew how to run his business successfully. Of course, Sidney didn't spend any of this time trying to solve murder cases or getting innocent people cleared of false charges. MacFarland spent a lot of his time, perhaps too much, really, engaged in playing detective.

      Maybe he should focus more of his attention on running his business. He would do that tomorrow. Right now, he had to deal with Randy. Randy seemed to enjoy putting Rufus down, one of the many reasons MacFarland disliked his brother-in-law. "Rufus doesn't really need to work," he said.

      "How's that? Did he win the lottery?" Randy glanced over in Stefanie's direction, looking for support. She concentrated on the food on her plate.

      "He didn't win the lottery, not really, but in a way, yes, he did. He inherited some money." MacFarland smiled. "Now he's also got a smart phone so he can keep in touch with his bank. Unfortunately, he's got this guy bugging him about being his financial advisor."

      Randy put his fork down. "He inherited money?"

      "Not really inherited. More like he has this trust fund that belongs to him."

      "A trust fund? Where’d he get a trust fund? How much money is in it?"

      "I don't know. Probably not much.'

      "If it's not much, how can he live on it?"

      "As I said, I don't know how much is in the trust. Probably a couple of hundred thousand dollars. Or maybe a couple of million. I don't know."

      Both Stefanie and Randy looked surprised. "Really?"

      MacFarland nodded. "It was something that Rufus and his friends started when they were in Vietnam. Now Rufus is the last survivor." Then he thought of a way to get the discussion off of Rufus and his money. "Say, Randy, you know a lot about the financial industry. What do you look for in a financial advisor?"

      Randy was surprised by MacFarland's question. "Well, I guess I'd want someone who is serious about protecting the assets of the client."

      "How does he do that?"

      "Several ways.  First, he spends time with the client. Gets to know their needs, their limits, how much risk they tolerate. Then he has to have a sound strategy for developing the future growth of his client's assets. Not just the stock market, but selecting the range of assets that balance risk and growth. He's got to communicate frequently with his client. Let the client know when there is a downturn in the economy, what impact it has on the client's resources. And if there is an upturn, the same thing. He needs to be an effective communicator."

      MacFarland nodded. A financial advisor would have to be an astoundingly good communicator to deal with Rufus, he thought.

      Randy continued. "He should also have a good team behind him. People with specialized knowledge of the stock market, the bond market, real estate. Like the team I have at my firm. They're the best."

      The tone of Randy's voice raised an alarm in MacFarland's mind. "You're not suggesting that you might be his financial advisor, are you?"

      "Why not? I'm very good at what I do. And I do financial planning."

      "Uh, I'm sure you are. But Rufus already has a financial planner."

      "Really? Who? Maybe I know him."

      "I'm sure you don't know him," said MacFarland.

      "Try me."

      "His name is Billie Wiznezski."

      "Never heard of him. Is he local?"

      "I don't really know where he's from. I haven't actually talked to him much."

      Randy pushed his dinner plate away from him, then leaned back in his chair, staring intently at MacFarland. "I think you should have Rufus contact me."

      MacFarland shrugged, trying to focus on his now cold mashed potatoes. "I can tell him about your offer, but I think he already has made his choice."

      Stefanie looked concerned. "Mark, don't you want Randy's help? It only makes sense. He's family, after all."

      MacFarland was not sure who Stefanie was referring to. Rufus or Randy? He took a chance on her meaning. "Rufus? I didn't think you regarded him as family."

      Stefanie giggled nervously. "No, silly, not Rufus. I meant Randy. He's family, but you already knew that. You're just pulling my leg, aren't you?"
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            CHAPTER THREE

          

          MONDAY, NOVEMBER 13, 0915 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland did not mention his discussion with Randy to Rufus. For his part, Rufus Headley did not act like a man who had come into a large amount of money.  In actuality, Rufus hadn't really come into the money. He had merely been informed that he was the sole survivor of the Que San Trust Agreement and was ostensibly entitled to the funds contained in the trust. The exact amount of those funds, however, was still to be determined. In addition, the bank had informed Rufus that there might be legal claims against the monies in the fund.

      "I wonder what sort of legal claims?" asked Rufus, as he helped set up the hot dog cart on the corner of 14th and Elati. The corner was close to the county jail, the courthouse, and police headquarters, all places that had been important in MacFarland's prior career as a Denver Police detective. Now those institutions were merely sources of potential customers. Okay, not the jail so much.

      "I am sure that the White family will contest the agreement." Lucius White had signed the Khe Sanh Agreement, but his son Howard had opposed it. Howard had learned about the agreement when his father, dying from incurable cancer, had informed him of the agreement. Howard had been shocked to learn that the family fortune, hundreds of millions of dollars invested in hospitals and health clinics, was destined to be included in the trust fund that would go to the last surviving member of the Agreement.

      When Howard White learned that Rufus might be the sole survivor of the group of Vietnam War veterans who had signed the Agreement, he had tried to kill Rufus to keep him from receiving the money.

      Fortunately, that plan had failed.

      "That don't make sense. Lucius signed just like all of us."

      "Yes, but when he signed the agreement, Rufus, he didn't have anything."

      "He had more money'n the rest of us. And he always had cigarettes."

      How could MacFarland argue with logic like that?

      Monday mornings were usually pretty busy. Monday was the starting day of jury selection, though smaller juries were also selected on Tuesday and Wednesday. MacFarland and Rufus always had a cup of coffee and often donuts available for those individuals who parked in the garage and walked over to the courthouse. Rufus tried to encourage sales of coffee by telling people how bad the coffee inside the courthouse was. When MacFarland protested against the negative advertising, Rufus had resorted to a hand-written sign "Our coffee, better than jailhouse slop."

      MacFarland couldn't find a good objection to that sign, so it had stayed up.

      And apparently the sign worked. They usually ran out of coffee by mid-morning.

      By nine-fifteen, MacFarland was making his fourth pot of coffee. "We have to get more coffee, Rufus. Can you remind me when we go shopping for supplies?"

      "You should make a list, boss. You know you can't depend on my memory. I got too many important things on my mind to remember coffee."

      "What important things?"

      MacFarland never found out what things Rufus considered important, since he felt a slap on his shoulder. He turned around and smiled at his friend, Jerry Baker. Baker was a short, pudgy man, encased in tailored suits and silk ties and Italian shoes. His wire rimmed glasses only served to make his face look rounder, perhaps even making him look younger than his forty years.

      MacFarland's friendship with Jerome Edward Baker was a curious one. Normally, MacFarland had an immense distrust of defense lawyers, but Jerry Baker was the exception. Despite his profession, Jerry had a strong ethical streak that MacFarland admired. They had met two years earlier, when Baker was discussing with a colleague his concerns about the innocence of his client and his inability to prove it. MacFarland ultimately went on to help Baker solve the case and exonerate his client, an event that eventually enabled MacFarland to get back into the field he loved, solving mysteries. While he was now only a private citizen, he often worked with the police to solve cases that eluded the authorities.

      "Hi Jerry, haven't seen you in a while."

      "Been busy, Mac, really busy. I've got clients coming out the wazoo."

      Rufus laughed. "Wouldn't want to have anything to do with anyone coming out of your wazoo," he snickered.

      "So much for my attempts at the vernacular of the masses," said Jerry, helping himself to a cup of fresh coffee. "I can see that I came at the right time! I usually come when the pot is almost empty."

      "Are you on your way to court?" asked MacFarland. Normally he only saw Jerry around lunchtime, when the heavy-set man came by for some of MacFarland's brats. "A brat with all the fixin's" was Jerry's standard order.

      "Yes, a bond hearing for my newest client."

      "I thought you were representing those gang-bangers."

      "Yes, I still am. But that case will drag on for quite a long time. Still need to put food on the table. And now I have to start paying for college."

      "Who's your new client?"

      "Maria Guitierrez. She used to be a waitress at the Acapulco Azul Restaurant, until she got fired."

      "Not familiar with that restaurant. Where is it?"

      "It's on the North Side, on Federal Boulevard."

      "What's she accused of?"

      "Murder. She is charged with killing her boss, Philippe Montez. He owns the Acapulco Azul Restaurant."

      "She killed him because she was fired?"

      "Of course not, Mac. She's innocent."

      All of Jerry's clients were innocent, no matter what crimes they had committed.

      "I hope you get her off," said MacFarland.

      "Ah, never fear, never fear. I will. But first, I have to get her out of jail."

      MacFarland watched Baker cross the street and head towards the courthouse.

      "Rufus, did you notice anything strange about Jerry's visit?"

      Rufus nodded. "Sure did, boss. He didn't order a brat. Guess it was too early in the day for him."

      "No, not that, Rufus. Something else. Think carefully."

      Rufus scratched his scruffy beard. "Sorry, boss, can't think of anything odd."

      "He didn't ask me to help him with his case!"

      Rufus blinked in surprise. "Was he supposed to do that?"

      "I don't know about ‘supposed to.’ I guess he can do whatever he wants. But I am his private investigator, after all."

      "Hey, that's right. And he did say that this was a difficult case. Seems to me that he shoulda asked you to help him after all."

      "Thanks, Rufus, that's what I was thinking."

      "But you gotta admit that he didn't order a brat. I was right about that."

      "Yes, you were right about that. But you completely missed the important thing."

      "I didn't notice you offering to help him," said Rufus dryly. "Maybe he didn't ask for your help because he doesn't need your help."

      MacFarland frowned. "I guess I thought that would be too forward of me," he said, ignoring Rufus' second comment.

      "When have you never been forward?" Rufus scratched his thinning hair. "Maybe he just thought that you needed a rest after your last caper."

      "I have a better explanation," said MacFarland, his face brightening. "Maybe he is ashamed to admit that he needs help again. After all, I did bail him out of a tough spot."

      "Guess that's something you gotta ask him, boss."

      "Yeah, I guess so."

      The two men were silent for a few moments, then got busy handling a gaggle of customers on their way to the Denver Museum of Art. When the customers finally meandered off, Rufus tapped MacFarland on the arm.

      "What is it, Rufus?"

      "I got a call on my new phone."

      "Oh, from the bank?"

      "No, it was your brother-in-law."

      "Randy Cooper? Why'd you give him your number?"

      "I didn't. I think you did."

      "No, not me. Oh...wait. I guess maybe it was me. I gave your number to Stefanie."

      "That sounds like giving it to her husband to me."

      "You're probably right," said MacFarland He certainly didn't want to give Rufus' number to Randy. "What did he want?"

      "He wants to help me manage my money. I told him I don't have any money to manage."

      MacFarland nodded. "I think he's referring to the money from the trust fund."

      "Yeah, but I don't got that money yet."

      "I think a financial advisor is supposed to help you get the money."

      "Can Randy do that?"

      "I really don't know, Rufus. To be honest, the only thing I ever thought Randy was good at was watching sports on television."

      "You think he's better'n Billie Wiznezski?"

      "How would I know, Rufus? I will point out that we don't know anything about Wiznezski."

      "I don't know anything about Randy Cooper either. Except he watches television, now that you told me that."

      "That wasn't meant to be a statement of his qualifications, Rufus."

      Rufus pursed his lips in thought. "Hey, I got an idea, boss."

      MacFarland glanced suspiciously over in Rufus' direction. "What sort of idea?"

      "Why don't you use your detectiving skills to figure out who Wiznezski is?"

      "Yeah, I can do that. I can get Benny Lockwood to do a background check on him." Lockwood was a young detective on the Denver Police force who often worked with MacFarland. Lockwood was also Detective Cynthia Pierson's partner.

      Rufus folded his arms and stared at MacFarland.

      MacFarland looked up at his friend. "What?"

      "When are you going to ask him?"

      "You mean Lockwood? You want me to call him now?"

      "Sure do, boss. I need this information right away. After all, time is money."

      MacFarland frowned but pulled out his phone and punched Lockwood's speed dial number. "When did you get so pushy?"

      Rufus shrugged. "One of us has to be, boss. That's what I been trying to tell you."

      MacFarland held up a hand to silence Rufus. "Hi, Benny. I have a favor to ask. Sure, I can wait."

      Rufus cocked his head questioningly. "What are we waiting for?"

      "Pierson is talking to Lockwood." MacFarland laughed. "He is always caught between a rock and a hard place. He feels compelled to listen to Pierson because she's his boss, so to speak. But he can't let a phone message go unanswered."

      "That's the curse of being young," said Rufus.

      "It's at least Lockwood's curse. Yes, I'm still here. Don't worry, she'll get over it. She's always in a bad mood in the morning. Has she had her coffee yet? Maybe you should make a practice of giving her coffee each day. Yeah, it's the nice thing to do. Yeah, you remember that Rufus is the final recipient of that Khe Sanh Trust Fund? Right. Well, he's been contacted by this guy who claims to be a financial consultant. Uh huh. Right, a financial consultant. His name is Billie Wiznezski. W-I-Z-N-E-Z-S-K-I. That's all I have on him. Rufus wants to know if the guy is legit. Whatever you can find out, Benny. Yes, I realize that. I won't mention it to her if you don't. Yes, try the coffee. It always worked for me."

      MacFarland put his phone away and looked at Rufus. "Satisfied?"

      "I will be when I get the information. Thanks for doing that, though."

      "Anything for you, Rufus."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 16, 1150 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      First thing Wednesday morning, Rufus had asked MacFarland to contact Detective Lockwood to see if there was any update regarding Billie Wiznezski. Lockwood told MacFarland that he would get on top of it as soon as he had a chance, but a missing child took precedence.

      First thing Thursday morning, Rufus asked MacFarland to contact Lockwood.

      "He said he would do it when he got the chance, Rufus."

      "Has he gotten a chance yet?"

      "I don't know. I haven't spoken to him."

      "That's what I'm asking you to do, boss. Speak to him."

      MacFarland called up Lockwood and asked about the search.

      "You sure about the spelling of the name? There are a lot of Wisneskis, but not many Wiznezskis."

      "I'm pretty sure about the spelling. Maybe he changed the original spelling to be different."

      "I can check on name changes, but so far I've got nothing. Do you have his fingerprints? That might be a more productive search."

      "Are you searching national databases?"

      Lockwood didn't answer right away. When he did, his tone was cold. "Are you asking me if I know how to do my job?"

      "No, of course not. Just offering suggestions."

      "I'll keep searching," said Lockwood, abruptly ending the call.

      MacFarland glanced over at Rufus and shook his head.

      "Guess I'll have to use Randy then," said Rufus.

      MacFarland shuddered. "Just hold off a bit, Rufus. Maybe Benny will come through in a day or two."

      "So you like Billie better too?"

      "No, I didn't say that. I'm beginning to think that all financial advisors are suspect. I'm just not sure that he has your best interests at heart."

      "What other interests could he have?"

      "The same his kind has had throughout all of history. To separate your money from you and make sure it lands in his pocket. You just can't trust those guys. They're the scum of the earth." At this point, MacFarland wasn't sure if he was talking about his brother-in-law or about Billy Wiznezski. Actually, he decided, it didn't matter.

      "You ranting about defense lawyers again?" asked someone who had approached from behind him.

      MacFarland had heard the footsteps, recognized the gait, and even the sound of the man's reinforced heels on the concrete sidewalk. Jerry Baker, defense attorney to the scum of Denver. "Not this time, Jerry. I'm railing about financial advisors."

      "Ah, don't blame you. And a good thing for me. Since they rescinded the laws that require financial consultants to work only in the interests of their clients, my business has increased. A lot of dissatisfied investors wondering why the law doesn't protect them."

      "These are your rich clientele?"

      "Not really. The rich can protect themselves. It's the average middle class investor who gets shafted. They often don't have the savvy to judge which investments are wise, nor do they have the financial resources to protect themselves. Yet investing in financial instruments is sort of like sex. Everybody thinks they're good at it."

      "You're getting way beyond my area of expertise," laughed MacFarland. "You want the usual?"

      "Sure do. A brat with all the fixin’s." Jerry sobered up. "I actually came to ask for your help, Mac."

      MacFarland slipped a brat into a warmed bun. "Really? What kind of help?"

      "Sort of the usual. Your investigative skills."

      "Sure, I don't have anything going on at the moment. What case is it?"

      "I mentioned it the other day. The restaurant worker who got fired from her job and is now accused of killing her boss."

      "Yeah, I remember. You were trying to get bail for her. How'd that go?"

      "Not very well. They have a lot of circumstantial evidence against her, and she has no money nor any collateral assets to raise a bond. I tried to get some of my bail bonds friends to cut her a break, but none of them would. Too many skips lately."

      "Is she likely to skip?"

      "I don't think so, but I guess I'm sort of biased in her favor."

      "Tell me more about the situation. What's the evidence against her?"

      "As I said, it's circumstantial at best. Her boss, Philippe Montez, was found shot near his car in the back of the restaurant. Police found his body at a few minutes after midnight on November second. They believe he had been shot less than an hour earlier, which was when he came out of the restaurant and asked Canterrez to get his car. Canterrez said he couldn't start the car. Montez took the keys and went back to start the car himself. He must have been shot at that time. His body had been pulled towards a dumpster, but was not very well concealed. Police theorize that the shooter had intended to dump his body into the dumpster, but either did not have enough time to do so or did not have the strength to lift the body."

      "That might indicate that the killer was a woman."

      "Yes, that is one possibility. I am more inclined to believe that the killer simply didn't have time. After all, the restaurant was still open and there was a doorman on the other side of the building."

      "Did the doorman see or hear anything?"

      "Not from what he told the police. He claimed that there was still a fair amount of traffic at that time of night and the traffic noise drowned out any gunshot. And, of course, he says he didn't see anyone."

      "What was his name?

      "Canterrez. Luis Canterrez. I'll have Lorna send you his contact info."

      MacFarland nodded. Lorna Fuchs was Jerry's secretary. She was brash, brazen, and uppity, and just about the only person who intimidated Jerry. Of course, Lorna intimidated everyone. Lorna took no gruff from anyone.

      "What evidence do the police actually have against your client?"

      "She was seen in the vicinity of the restaurant earlier in the day, apparently having an argument with Montez. The argument was overheard by several of the kitchen staff. Although witnesses say she left the restaurant at four-thirty or five, police theorize that she had plenty of time to come back and shoot Montez. The most damning evidence is that they found a .38 revolver in her apartment. She denies that it's hers, though. Since it was found in an air vent, it's entirely possible it was put there by a prior occupant, but that's a bit hard to swallow, even for me."

      "Did they match the bullets to the gun?"

      "We're still waiting on the forensics."

      "I take it she has no alibi for the time of the murder?"

      "None that can be verified. She says she was at her apartment, crying herself to sleep."

      "Must have been some fight."

      "Oh, it probably was. After all, she wasn't just Montez's employee. She was his mistress."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 16, 1430 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland was able to see Maria Guitierrez less than three hours later. She was still being held in the Van Cise-Simonet Detention Center just across the street from MacFarland's hot dog cart. Rufus, of course, agreed to watch the hot dog stand in MacFarland's absence, a task he willingly undertook quite frequently.

      Meeting Maria Guitierrez was vastly facilitated by having her lawyer present, though MacFarland would have preferred interviewing her alone. He found that quite often, defendants told an investigator or a third party something quite different from what was communicated to their legal counsel. It was also true that attorney-client privilege often meant that the client may have told their lawyer the truth but told the investigator a pack of lies.

      A sheriff’s deputy escorted Maria Gutierrez into one of the holding rooms. MacFarland examined Maria critically. Dressed in an orange jumpsuit, the otherwise attractive woman looked drawn and tired. Her long black hair was pulled back in a utilitarian pony tail. Even without makeup, though, and despite her glum expression, MacFarland thought she was incredibly attractive.

      When Maria saw Jerry Baker, she attempted a wan smile. Then she glanced in MacFarland's direction, her expression puzzled. Baker quickly introduced MacFarland.

      "How can you help me, Mr. MacFarland?" she asked.

      "Call me Mac," said MacFarland. "I'm going to find out who killed Philippe Montez," he said.

      "I already know who did it," she said quietly.

      "You do?" MacFarland stared at Jerry Baker in surprise.

      "Of course," she said, frowning
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