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Ellen, a real-life PI, kept me Looking for Laura deep into the night. -
Debby Caruso, Author of Merry Hanukkah Series

Bursting  into  the  mystery  genre,  this  PI/New  Author  has  started  an
intriguing series with an independent female PI. - JennieReads.com
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CHAPTER 1

The morning skies were bright but by 3:00 dark clouds rolled in. My
mood was as dark as the clouds. Business was really slow, and with all my
bills to pay I didn’t know if I could get through the next month. My office
rent was due in two weeks, and unless I could come up with the money,
my landlord might not be inclined to renew my lease. I contacted a client
that owed me five hundred dollars and tried to keep desperation out of
my voice.

I started my PI business ten years ago and it’s been a struggle building
a  clientele.  Most  of  my  cases  are  fairly  routine,  background  checks,
locating witnesses  to  testify  at  a  trial,  deadbeat  dads,  or  people  being
sued. Every once in a while someone will hire me to conduct surveillance
on  their  spouse  to  see  if  they’re  cheating,  but  those  I  farm  out  to
investigators who do it all the time. Unfortunately TV makes it look easy,
but it’s tedious and there are many ways you can lose the subject.

I was shutting down my computer when I heard the doorknob turn.
In  walked  a  man  trying  to  look  as  dignified  as  he  could  with  water
dripping down his face, and his umbrella forming puddles on my carpet.
He was about 6’2”, dark hair that curled up in the back of his neck, fair
complexion with a body that  was  most likely sculpted at  the gym. He
appeared to be around my age, in his mid-thirties. He must have thought
I was an idiot since I was just staring at him without saying a word.

I shoved my bills  under my computer,  stood up and stuck out my
hand, “Tracey Marks.”

“Sam Matthews. I’m sorry to barge in on you. You look like you’re
ready to leave.”

“No, no, I was just finishing up some paperwork. Sorry I don’t have a
towel to offer you.” I grabbed a roll of paper towels from the cabinet and
handed it to him.

We both sat  down and Mr.  Matthews blurted out,  “my wife  never
came home Friday night and I’m really worried. I know she would have
called unless something happened to her. Can you please help me?”

“Have you reported her missing?”
“Yes,  Saturday  morning,  but  from the  questions  I  was  asked by a

Detective Harris I got the impression he didn’t believe me and probably
thought I was being paranoid.”



I couldn’t believe my luck. Finally a case I could sink my teeth in. My
first missing person case, but I had no intention of letting the cat out of
the bag.

“Can I get you coffee or tea?” I said, trying to keep my enthusiasm to
a minimum.

“No, thank you.”
“Before I decide to take your case, I need to ask you some questions,”

knowing that unless this guy was a psycho, I couldn’t afford to turn him
away.

“First, what’s your wife’s name?”
“Laura.”
“When was the last time you saw Laura?’
“Friday morning. She had the day off from work. She mentioned she

was meeting a friend and said she might be home a little late. We made
plans to have dinner out when she got back. I waited till 8:00 and then
called her cell phone but it went straight to voice mail.  By 9:00 I was
getting pretty worried and called her friend Melanie. She had no idea
where Laura was but said she would call me if she hears from her.”

“Do you know who she was meeting?”
“No, I didn’t think to ask,” looking annoyed at himself.
“Were there any problems in your marriage?”
“Not that I’m aware of. We were happy. Laura and I have only been

married a year, and we’re making plans for our first vacation.
“Was she acting different lately, or do you think she may have been

depressed?”
Mr. Matthews told me that he hadn’t noticed any changes in his wife’s

behavior. He was adamant that she was not having an affair and that he
would never cheat on her.

“Mr. Matthews, do you have any enemies that might want to take out
their anger on you or your wife?”

“I don’t know anyone who’d want to hurt Laura or me,” shaking his
head.

“Is there any place you can think of that your wife might have gone?”
“No. I’m sorry I’m not being more helpful.”
“One last question, is this the first time Laura hasn’t come home?”
“Yes, that’s why I am so concerned.”
I didn’t know if I believed him. It could be as simple as she left him,

but it’s also possible something did happen to her. I know he might not
be telling me everything. People seldom do.

“Mr. Matthews I’ll take your case, but I can’t promise you anything
except  that  I’ll  do my best  to  find out what happened to your wife.”



Though the words came out of my mouth, my doubts of whether I could
handle the case were weighing on me.

“My  hourly  rate  is  $100.  I’ll  e-mail  you  my  one  page  retainer
agreement for your signature, and in the meantime I want you to make a
list of her friends, habits and anything else you can think of that might be
important.”

“Thank you very much,” he said, sounding relieved. 
When Sam Matthews left I just stared at the check he gave me for

$5,000. I was so relieved I could pay my rent on time I gave out a shout
of joy.

I thought about my interaction with Mr. Matthews. Something was
off. It seemed a little strange that he would hire me without asking about
my experience.

After he left, I took out my PI manual and went to the chapter on
missing persons. I wanted to read as much as I could to get some pointers
so as not to make a complete fool of myself.
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