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Excerpt from P.I. I Love You

 
“Ah yes, River Nightingale is one of our primary investigators. She just happens to be in the office. If you would take a seat, I’ll ask if she can see you now.” She disappeared into the next room.

  The receptionist returned moments later followed by a petite girl. She smiled directly at him, her blue eyes quickly tracking up and down his body. He nearly blushed. As she rounded the counter she held her hand out to him.

  “Nice to meet you, Mr. Baxter, I’m River Nightingale. Cory tells me that Mike referred you?”

  “Um, he did, but I understood you to be a seasoned policewoman,” Blake said. Geeze, she couldn’t be more than nineteen or twenty. Was this a joke? he wondered.
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Chapter One

Another Saturday night. The only excitement River had going on was Bacardi, her homemade mojito mix, and sitting in front of the television with her laptop. Why did she need excitement anyway? It was overrated. She got enough excitement during her duty shift—at least that’s what she told herself. She’d actually chased a perp down on foot today. Thank goodness for her friends in the
Lady Cops
group. She laughed. “Just because you don’t have a life outside work, doesn’t mean they don’t.”

She put her mojito down on the coffee table, and stretched out on her sofa. Laptop on her lap desk, she switched it on, sipped on her mojito, and waited for the screen to come to life. She opened her favorites and clicked on
Lady Cops
. Chats were in full swing as she scrolled through to see what was happening.

“Hey River, what no hot date tonight?” Maile asked.

“Not hardly, Bear Creek is lacking in the
hot date
department. What about you?”

“I do have a date, with my newly purchased novel, print copy I might add.”

“Now that’s pitiful—a date with a book.” River giggled. “Are Cassie and Shay on-line?”

“Hey, I’m bored. Please tell me one of you ladies have something juicy to share,” Shay said.

“Have you been following the discussion on the shipment of guns intercepted here in Arizona? Not anywhere near me, of course,” Cassie said.

“Guns? At least there’s action where you live,” River said. “We had a herd of mountain goats on Main Street this week—that’s what qualifies for action in Bear Creek.”

“It’s all about your perspective. Mountain goats walking down a street in Prescott, Arizona would be news here.” Cassie laughed.

River opened a separate message box and sent a private message to the three women.

“About that vacation we’ve talked about for the last two months: I haven’t used any of my days in over a year. What do you say we go for it? Pick out five days and a destination we’d like to visit. Have some fun in real life?”

“I’m game,” Shay said.

“Me, too,” Cassie answered.


“I’d love to visit Seattle,” Maile said. “I realize it’s not very far from you, River, so if anyone has any other ideas, I’m good with it.”

“Far enough. Like I said, I haven’t been out of Bear Creek in forever. Not even to visit any other places in Montana.”

One month later…

River, Shay, Maile, and Cassie were all relaxing in chaise lounge chairs beside a magnificent infinity pool trimmed with Italian tile and surrounded by pristine landscaping; the pool even sported a double waterfall. The view from their chairs encompassed the entire skyline of Seattle, all framed by the Puget Sound. The Sound shimmered like glass on the hot summer day.

“Wow, I never want to leave here,” Shay said.

“You’re truly certain we aren’t going to get a rental bill for this place that will take me the rest of my life to pay off?” Maile asked.

“Absolutely certain,” River said, as she rubbed suntan lotion over her legs. “Uncle Mike owns this property. He’s not really my uncle. But I’ve known him since the day I was born and he’s always been an uncle to me. He and Dad grew up as neighbors in Portland and remained best friends every since. Dad asked if Mike had some place reasonable for us to spend a relaxing week together. Since Mike’s always had properties in Seattle and has always treated me well, he told Dad only the best for his policewoman and her friends would do and insisted this be entirely his treat.”

“And I say it again—wow!” Shay said. “I’ve never stayed in a place this amazing.”

“This place has everything, including a sexy chef,” Cassie said. “We don’t even have to go out, if we don’t want.”

“I’d like to spend at least one day sightseeing,” Maile said. “I’m happy to go alone, if you girls want to stay here.”

“No way. We came here to spend time together. If you want to go sightseeing, I’m in,” River said. Cassie and Shay nodded in agreement. “Then let’s spend tomorrow at the Pike Place Market and the waterfront! I hear that Pioneer Square is cool, too.”

Maile smiled at her friends. “You guys are wonderful. I feel as if we’ve known each other for years.”

“I feel the same way,” Cassie said.


“Too bad we don’t live closer,” River said. “It would be nice to get together for dinner or a movie whenever the mood struck us.”

“Wouldn’t that be great? How are things going with each of you?” Maile asked.

“About the same for me,” Cassie said. “I’ve closed more cases than my male counterparts and still no talk of promotion.”

“I guess I should confess,” River said. “It’s because of my job I asked you all to get together.”

“Why, what happened?” Shay asked.

“One of our officers retired and his position opened up, which should’ve been a promotion for me. Opportunities like this have only happened two other times in the ten years I’ve worked for the department and the first time happened right after I got there.”

“You didn’t get the promotion, did you?” Maile asked.

“No. I’ve been the top closer for the past two years, but all I got from the captain was a line of bullshit. He said it wasn’t my turn. Two other cops deserved it before me. One of them has only been with the department for five years. He’s closed fewer cases than anyone else, and
he’s
before me?”

“Damn politics,” Cassie said.

“Face it, this has nothing to do with politics and everything to do with anatomy,” Maile said. “We all work in small towns with small-minded people. We may never work our way up the ladder.”

“Ladies, dinner is served,” said the sexy chef.

After a day shopping and sightseeing, the girls were treated to another great dinner cooked by their gorgeous chef. Maile sighed as she joined the others in the living room for after-dinner drinks. She plopped herself down on a buttery soft leather recliner and said, “I love Seattle.”

The chef entered with a tray full of golden concoctions adorned with pineapple spears.

“These look luscious, what are they?” Shay asked.

“My specialty, pineapple-mint mojitos.”

River’s head popped up from her laptop and her three friends laughed.

“Well, at least we now know what will drag you away from that darn thing,” Shay said. “We just spent the entire day walking the streets of Seattle, aren’t you drained?”

“I was, until I saw this message in my email. How would you ladies like to live in Seattle?” River asked.


“What are you talking about?” Maile asked.

“I’m talking about quitting our dead-end jobs and starting a business of our own, as private investigators.”

“What? How?” Cassie asked.

“There’s an agency for sale in Pioneer Square. The owners are retiring. We would acquire their client lists and all open cases.”

“You’re serious?” Maile asked.

“As ever.”

“I’d consider it, if I could swing the loan. But I don’t think I could qualify for a business loan and a house loan at the same time,” Shay said.

Maile and Cassie agreed.

“I know I couldn’t,” River said. “But I also know my Uncle Mike would help us out in a heartbeat. Moving back here, only three hours away from my parents and Uncle Mike? He’d be all in.”

“You really think so?” Maile asked.

“I do. We wouldn’t have a chef or an infinity pool, but he owns a number of apartment buildings and I’m sure he has a few here. I think we could work out a reasonable monthly rent. I know it’s not the same as a house.”

“I’m willing to live in an apartment if it means getting our own business off the ground,” Cassie said. “If we sell our houses, we could apply the proceeds on the down payment for the business.”

“Good point, Cassie. We need to figure out where we stand financially. Between the four of us, we may not need an outrageous loan amount. There’s also another possibility. Investing in businesses is what Uncle Mike does. He may be willing to invest in our business as a silent partner. If we could show him a reasonable amount of return, I know he’d be interested. We’d also want a buyout option for us down the road. We’d need to work together and develop a business plan.”

“I agree. I think if we do this we need to go through every step as a team. Instead of making River responsible for pitching our plan to Mike, we should go as a united front and give him the entire presentation,” Maile said.

“We’re a good bet. Each of us has at least ten years’ experience on a police force,” River said.

“We’ll need to do some studying and get licensed as private investigators. I wouldn’t think it would be too difficult given our current occupation,” Shay said.

“I did a double major in college. My dad insisted I get my business degree, just in case I couldn’t get a job in law enforcement. I’ve also managed my department for weeks when the captain got called away or went on vacation,” River said.


“Ironic, wouldn’t you say? Your captain picks you to run the department, but doesn’t feel you’re qualified for the promotion,” Maile said.

“All about the anatomy,” Cassie said. “We have four more days here. Think we can pull this presentation together in that length of time?”

“I’m in,” Shay said.

The three women looked at Maile and waited.

“Oh, what the heck. I’m more than ready for a change.”

Five months later…

The four women stood on the sidewalk outside the massive stone and brick building as workmen expertly handled the lift to hang their sign on a black wrought iron upside-down L-shaped post. The post was placed between their two enormous arched, mullioned windows. The black rectangular sign had gold leaf raised letters which read: Miss Demeanor Private Detective Agency.

June, the owner of the art studio next door, walked out carrying a trayful of champagne glasses.

“Congratulations, ladies,” said June. “You worked hard to pull this place together in a short span of time. I’m so glad you’re here! I feel safer already.”

“Thank you,” River and her friends said.

“I met Cory, your receptionist, yesterday. She’s a lovely girl,” June said.

“Actually, Cory is our administrative assistant. She’ll hold the fort down and keep the place running,” River said.

“Well, enjoy your champagne.” June walked back into her studio behind a potential customer.

“I can’t believe we pulled this off,” Cassie said. “A new business of our own, and thanks to Mike, affordable apartments on Capitol Hill.”

“The best part is we live right next to one another, someone pinch me!” Maile laughed. “Ouch!” she exclaimed when Shay did as asked. “I was just kidding,” she said as she rubbed her shoulder.

“Well, P.I.s, back to work! Tomorrow is our grand opening. We better get inside and pull this place together,” River said.
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