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This story is dedicated to Jesus, my best
friend.

 

I
gave him my imagination and

he
inspired me with visions and dreams.

 

He
carried me through the impossible and

he
walks with me always.
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Chapter 1: Secret Admirer
 

An aged yet
well-manicured finger scans down the list of detective agencies found in the
local Boston yellow pages. “There it is—Doyle Detective Agency.” As the words
escape the elderly woman’s lips, she picks up the receiver from her phone and
dials the number. Her impatience builds as the rings chime a fourth time in her
ear.
That’s unprofessional, a good secretary should answer the phone by the
second …

“Doyle Detective
Agency, this is Symphony. May I help you?” a young monotone voice answers. 
This
job sucks—I hate talking to people.

“Hello, my dear,
this is Mrs. Freedman,” the elderly woman says in a confident, well-refined
tone. “I’m confirming my nine a.m. appointment for tomorrow.”

“Yep, you’re on
the calendar, and we’ll see you tomorrow,” the young woman says, trying to end
the conversation.

“I have a few
questions before tomorrow’s meeting.”

“Of course you
do,” the annoyed receptionist responds.

“You sound
preoccupied. Is there another receptionist that could help me?”

“No, I am one of
one.”

“Oh, so this is a
small agency?”

“Yes.”

“Perhaps I could
speak with Ms. Doyle for a moment,” Mrs. Freedman says.

“Beth is out of
the office for the rest of the day.”

“I believe that
she mentioned her partner Edwin would be helping with the case. May I speak
with him?”

“It’s Elliot, and
he is out as well. Would you like to leave a message?”

“No, but perhaps
you could tell me a little about Elliot. Is he a good detective? Does he take
his job seriously?”

A wry smile widens
as Symphony’s imagination replays an Elliot on-the-job exploit
…

 

*   *   *

 

“No! No! please
don’t drop me!” a man cries, being dangled from a four-story building.

“Drop me? OK.”
Elliot lets go of the man and watches him fall to his certain death.

 

*   *   *

 

“Miss? Are you
there?” Mrs. Freedman asks.

“Uh … absolutely.
You won’t be disappointed. If that will be all …” Symphony tries to conclude.

“Not quite. How
does Ms. Beth Doyle feel about punctuality?” Mrs. Freedman interrupts Symphony
again.

“She’s never
late.”

“Could you please
describe her?”

Symphony rolls her
eyes. “She’s Irish and
…
”

 

*   *   *

 

As Symphony
describes Beth, a gust of wind blows into a small Boston tavern on the
North-side.   Beth, a five-eight, Irish ball of fire in her early thirties
enters the bar. She lets the door swing shut behind her as she brushes the
fallen snow off her Burberry black leather trench coat. Her bright green eyes
widen as she scans the dimly lit room for a familiar face and removes her
matching Burberry bucket hat, freeing her long auburn curls that flow past her
shoulders.

 

*   *   *

 

“Mrs. Freedman, I
assure you Ms. Doyle won’t disappoint you in any way.” Symphony stares at the
empty waiting room. “If there are no further questions, I am swamped with
clients and must let you go.”

“Thank you for
your help, dear. I look forward to meeting you tomorrow.”

“Yeah, great.”
Symphony says goodbye and hangs up the phone.

 

*   *   *

 

A young woman
seated at the bar with long, straight brown hair and blond highlights, waves
her arms to get Beth’s attention. “Beth—over here!”

Sam.
A
bright, white smile forms as she strides to the other side of the room.
It
will be nice to unwind.

“You’re late.” Sam
pats her hand on the stool next to her. “Where’s Elliot?”

“He had dinner
plans and told me to give you this.” Beth leans over and gives Sam a friendly
hug. “Maybe next time.”

“Elliot turned
drinks down for a hot date? That’s messed up. When’s he gonna realize what he’s
looking for is right here?” She taps Beth’s shoulder.

Beth scowls at
Sam. “Where’s the bartender?”

“He’s in the
kitchen. And don’t even try to change the subject. You know you’ve been
crushing on Elliot’s six-foot, hot, muscular bod. Not to mention his red-brown
hair and bright blue eyes, ever since the first time you met. ‘Fess up.”

“You sound like a
romance novel. There is nothing to confess, Sam, we are just friends—Henry.”
Beth waves for the bartender.

“In that case,
Henry’s been asking about ya. Why don’t you have dinner with him?” Sam points
to the tanned bartender coming out of the kitchen.

“I’m too busy to
date right now. I shouldn’t have come out tonight as it is.”

“Hi, Beth, haven’t
seen you in a while,” Henry says.

“I know. I haven’t
been able to get away from the office.”

“You’re such a
girl!” Sam pushes her bottle towards the edge of the bar. “Beth needs a rum and
coke, and I’ll take another.” She faces Beth.

“I’ll be right
back with those, ladies.”

“I can’t believe
you have worked with this guy for five years, and he has no clue how you feel
about him,” Sam says.

“Six years and …
how exactly do I feel about him?”

“Now, Beth, you
know quite well how you feel about him. Every time he calls, you’re there with
bells on.”

“Can I get you
ladies anything else?” Henry asks as he places their drinks in front of them.

“No, thank you,”
Beth says.

“We’re good for
now, honey. Thanks.” Sam tosses a smile at Henry, then gives Beth her undivided
attention, waiting for her response.

“He’s my partner,
Sam; our job requires us to work together all the time. When he calls, it’s
usually job related.”

“ ‘Usually’ being
the key word,” Sam says, laughing. “How long has he been staying with you? Six
months?”

“Seven.” Beth
sighs as she picks the tiny cocktail straw out of her drink and begins flipping
it between her slender fingers.

“And you expect me
to believe that you cared so much about your job that you moved Elliot in?”

“About a year ago
Elliot was working on a kidnapping case …” Beth begins to recount the events
leading up to Elliot’s suspension.

 

*   *   *

 

“Elliot, you OK?”
Frank, the man leaning over Elliot’s desk, asks with a Boston accent. “You look
exhausted.”

“Frank … yeah, I’m
just going over the Randall case to see if there is anything I missed,” Elliot
says, picking his coffee up and taking a sip. He studies his heavyset,
middle-aged friend for a moment and then glances down at the pile of paperwork
in front of him.

“You were doing
that same thing last night. What time did you get in here this morning?”

“I didn’t.” Elliot
stretches his arms and legs, yawning.

“I’m worried about
you. You’re obsessed with this case.”

“It’s been three
months, Frank! I promised the Randall’s that little Suzy would be home by
Christmas!” Elliot slams his fists on the desk and lowers his head, his
thoughts consumed with the missing seven year old. “Christmas is in two days.
What am I gonna tell ’em? We should have just given the guy the ransom money.”

“He’s been toying
with us and you know it. And as long as he keeps in touch, we have a chance.”

“Ahem. Excuse me
gentleman. The captain would like to see you in his office,” Becky, Captain
Aims’ secretary, says.

Frank opens the
door to Aims’s office with Elliot behind him. “You wanted to see us, sir?”

“Yes. Frank,
Elliot, come in and have a seat.” The captain motions them in with one hand
while hanging the phone up with the other. “That was Casey from downstairs.
She’s getting a team together to get that Randall girl. The kidnapper finally
stayed on long enough to give us a trace.”

“What are we
waiting for?” Elliot asks. “Let’s go get her.”

“I’m going to have
you sit this one out, Elliot. That’s why I called you in here. I appreciate all
the time and effort you’ve put into this case, but you’ve gotten too attached.
You’re a good detective, Elliot, but I want you away from this case.”

“What? I know more
about this case than anyone else, and I should be there for the bust.”

“Elliot, you’ve
become hot-headed, and you’re not thinking clear. You don’t even go home at
night. When’s the last time you slept?” Captain Aims asks.

“Thanks, Frank.”

“Don’t go blaming
your partner for something everyone at the precinct knows,” Captain Aims says.
“I want you to give Frank all the information you’ve got. I’m putting him in
charge of this case and you’re going home to get some rest.”

“My shift doesn’t
end until four, sir.”

“That’s an order,
Elliot.”

“Yes sir.” Elliot
storms out of the captain’s office.

“Sir, I understand
your decision, but I also see where Elliot is coming from. Let him come with us
and stay in the car. When it’s over, he can take the little girl home.”
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