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Full-length Blurb:
The line between good and evil isn’t always clear…
 
Detective Madison Knight has risked her badge—and her life—in the pursuit of justice before, and she just might need to do so again. Two victims are found murdered and naked in the home of Steven Malone, who is the largest contributor to the Stiles PD. One victim is his wife. The other victim is a John Doe. This high-profile double homicide immediately pits Madison against her sergeant, who seems more intent on protecting the Malones’ reputation and retaining a benefactor than catching a killer. 

 

Madison will need to pull on her tenacity and courage if she’s going to follow the evidence without prejudice. In the process, it becomes clear that finding justice isn’t always black and white, and often the shades in between tell the fullest story—and it’s not something she will forget anytime soon.
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Barnes & Noble
Apple iBooks
Kobo
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Series Information
What to expect from the Detective Madison Knight series:
Murder. Investigation. The pursuit of justice. Do you love trying to figure out whodunit? How about investigating alongside police detectives from the crime scene to the forensics lab and everywhere in between? Do you love a strong female lead? Then I invite you to meet Detective Madison Knight as she solves murders with her male partner, utilizing good old-fashioned investigative work aided by modern technology.
This is the perfect book series for fans of James Patterson, Michael Connelly, and JD Robb to name a few. This series is also bound to entertain those who enjoy Law & Order, CSI, Blue Bloods, Rizzoli & Isles, Women’s Murder Club, and Hawaii Five-O.

Read in any order or follow the series from the beginning. 
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Excerpt #1
Excerpt from Chapter 2 of Shades of Justice (Detective Madison Knight series)
“What’s up?” Madison asked her partner as she bunched up the empty wrapper and tossed it into a garbage bin. It bounced off the edge and then went in. Score: three points.

“Where have you been?” Terry’s face was flushed, his nostrils slightly flared, his eyes wide, his chest heaving. Even for looking unhinged, every one of his blond hairs lay perfectly in place. She, on the other hand, resembled a blond cockatoo most of the time.

“I’m waiting,” Terry pressed. He was certainly in a mood this morning, and he was coming across as if he were the senior detective. He was three years her junior. “I tried calling you five times, left two messages. Why weren’t you answering your phone?”

Crap. She’d been so focused on chocolate she’d forgotten to turn her phone’s ringer back on. She rectified that and saw the missed calls. “I had an appointment.”

Terry pointed to her phone. “You had your ringer off?”

“I had an appointment,” she repeated while shifting her weight to her right hip and jutting out her chin.

“While you’ve been off doing whatever, we had a double homicide land in our lap.” Terry tapped the paper he was holding, and it sank in that it was likely a search warrant. “Quite a high-profile case at that,” he added.

He already had her attention with “double homicide.” As a city of about half a million, Stiles saw its share of murders, but rarely were two bodies found together at the same time. “I’m listening.”

“A man and a woman. Don’t have an ID for him, but she’s Lorene Malone.”

“The Lorene Malone?” The Malones were a wealthy family that founded Malone’s, a chain of furniture stores that catered to middle-income families. They had three locations—one in Stiles and two in surrounding communities.

“The one and only,” Terry said briskly. “Both were shot in the head and found naked at the bottom of the Malones’ indoor swimming pool.”

“Naked? And we don’t know who the man is? Was Mrs. Malone having an affair?”

“Too early to say.”

“Who found them?”

“The Malones’ eldest, Kimberly Olson-Malone.”

“Does she live in the house?”

“Nope. She’s forty-two, divorced, and has two young kids.”

“What was her reason for being at her parents’ house this morning?”

“Says she was there to pick her mother up for a seven-thirty yoga class.”

“Early for yoga,” she said. “What time did she show up at the house?” 
“Around seven ten.”

“Does the daughter know who the man is?” 

Terry shook his head. “Claims not to.”

The picture forming in Madison’s mind wasn’t a pretty one. If Lorene Malone was having an affair and that was what had driven the murders, one person would have more motive than anyone. “What was Mr. Malone’s reaction to the murders?”

“Don’t know.”

The skin tightened on the back of her neck. “How can you not—”

“I can’t reach him,” Terry cut in. “Kimberly doesn’t know where he is but told me that her parents just celebrated their forty-seventh wedding anniversary.”

“That hardly excludes him as a suspect. We’ve got to find him and fast,” she said. “I assume that’s the signed search warrant you’re holding?” They’d need one before the house could be processed, as Lorene Malone wasn’t the sole occupant.

Terry lifted the paper in his left hand. “Yep. It just came through. I’m headed back to the Malones’ now, but thought I’d look for you first.”

A moody partner, a high-profile double homicide—oh, this week would be getting a whole lot worse before it got better. “Let’s go,” she said.
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Excerpt #2
Excerpt from chapter 3 of Shades of Justice (Detective Madison Knight series)

They say someone’s always having a worse day than you are. Who the heck are “they,” and how would they know, anyway? Madison was pretty sure days couldn’t get much worse than the one Kimberly Olson-Malone was having. Madison couldn’t imagine finding her own mother dead—and naked with another man, no less. As much as she felt for Kimberly, she couldn’t let it cloud her judgment. Kimberly had been the one to find them and that alone made her the first suspect.

Terry pointed to the next street as they drove. “Turn right there.”

Even though Terry knew where they were going, Madison was the one driving.

She took the corner, and he pointed at a two-story, gray-brick mansion. With the exception of the forensics van and a police cruiser parked in the three-car driveway, the house had terrific curb appeal with its large front windows and double-door entry.

Madison parked out front on the street.

“Before we go in, I’m going to give you a warning,” Terry said.

She glanced over at him, her hand letting go of the door handle. Was he going to tell her it was a messy scene? There wasn’t much else that turned her stomach as did the sight and stench of a lot of blood. She gulped. The victims had been shot.

“Okay,” she said with trepidation.

“Cynthia’s on the warpath,” Terry said. “She makes your bad moods look like—”

“Be careful of your next words.”

“Or what?” He wriggled his fingers as if to say, Bring it on.
Terry really was the brother she never had. “Why’s she in a bad mood?” Madison asked but could think of at least one off the top of her head: her wedding was mere days away, and a case like this would take a lot of time for evidence collection and processing. That thought led to another. “Oh, no.”

“What?”

“We had plans for a final dress fitting tonight. We might have to push that off.”

Terry arched his brows. “I’m not a wedding planner, but shouldn’t dress fittings have been done ages ago?”

It wasn’t for the lack of trying, but it turned out that when dresses were ordered from different shops, they could be made from different dye lots. With Cynthia’s sister and bridesmaid, Tammy, living in Alabama, she’d gotten hers there while Madison ordered hers in Stiles. With take two, they returned their initial dresses and arranged to get new ones from the same bridal shop in Stiles. “It’s a long story,” was all she said.

“Okay.” Terry dragged out the word, but quickly moved on. “Well, she’s pissed because the firemen who responded to the nine-one-one call pulled the bodies out of the pool.”

“Oh,” Madison said slowly, appreciating that her friend would be livid about contamination of the crime scene. Cynthia wouldn’t care that the firemen were wired to save lives until—or unless—they could confirm death.

The two of them got out of the car, and at the front door, Madison looked up. The place had looked big from the curb, but standing next to it only impressed just how successful the Malones were.

Officer Tendum was stationed at door. He was younger, a little wet behind the ears, and he and Madison had butted heads more than once. Then again, it was his stupidity that had resulted in her former training officer, Reggie Higgins, being shot during a murder investigation about a year ago. At least Higgins had been fortunate enough to recover and return to work.

Tendum stepped to the side to allow Madison and Terry to enter the house.

Inside, they were greeted by a grand entry with two sweeping staircases that hugged the curves of two walls. A large, teardrop-crystal chandelier punctuated the center of the space. Abstract paintings adorned the walls with lighting mounted over them. Madison didn’t know much about art, but flea-market finds didn’t typically wind up in fine frames with specialty lighting.

The smell of chlorine hung in the air, and she started following her nose—and Terry—toward the back of the home.

They passed an expansive living space that could have served as a lobby for a fine hotel. A bottle of red wine sat on a coffee table as did two wineglasses, each with some wine in them. The kitchen off to the right gleamed with high-end stainless steel appliances, and a breakfast bar lined the wall.

“All this for two people,” Madison said, thinking about the imbalances of wealth distribution.

“Yep, all eight thousand square feet,” Terry responded.

He opened the door to an atrium with a million-dollar view of the Bradshaw River that ran through Stiles. The rectangular pool, surrounded by a tiled patio dotted with lounge chairs and tables, took center stage. A hot tub, large enough for six, was to the right end of the pool, and in the corner of the room, there was a sauna. Blood spatter was to the immediate edge of the pool, to the left of the pool ladder, along with the two bodies.

Matching bullet holes marked both their foreheads, but the water had cleaned the wounds. For a shooting, there was minimal mess.
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Excerpt from chapter 3 of Shades of Justice (Detective Madison Knight series)
“We need to talk to the daughter and find out what she can tell us about her parents’ marriage,” Madison said. “Do you know where she is, Cyn? I didn’t see her as we came back here.”

Cynthia slid a glance to Terry.

“What is it?” Madison asked, turning to her partner. She didn’t care for the way Cynthia and Terry were looking at each other, as if the two of them shared a secret.

Eventually, Cynthia said, “Sergeant Winston took her home.”

“He what?” Madison spat.

Cynthia held up her hands. “I’m just the messenger.”

A responding officer should have taken Kimberly’s statement, and she should still be here for Madison and Terry to question. At the very least, she should have been taken to the station and set up in a soft interview room, nestled on a sofa.

“Tell me you at least swabbed her hands for GSR,” Madison said.

“I did,” Cynthia replied, “but it will take a bit before we’ll be able to process it and get the results.”

Madison had a feeling Cynthia would tell her that, yet the sergeant still let Kimberly go home. Not that testing negative for gunshot residue should have been enough to excuse her, either. GSR findings were fickle and didn’t rule out guilt.

“What about bullet casings? Did you find any?” Terry asked.

Leave it to Terry to carry on like nothing’s wrong.

“None.” Cynthia shook her head. “No sign of the murder weapon, either.”

She shook aside her fury at the sergeant and redirected her thoughts to the case. If Lorene had been cheating, Madison could somewhat understand where Mr. Malone was coming from if he’d been the one to kill his wife and her lover. After all, she was familiar with the pain of being cheated on, all because of Toby Sovereign. He had been her fiancé at the time she’d found him in bed with another woman. That image and resulting heartbreak took her over a decade to purge. Toby wasn’t her favorite person on the planet, but they’d at least made peace. It still didn’t mean she was looking forward to walking down the aisle with him at Cynthia’s wedding. He was Lou’s best man. Lucky her.
But if Malone was behind the murders, it’s likely he would have acted in the heat of the moment, so he would have lacked the necessary wherewithal to clean up after himself. Then again, a person of means didn’t need to dirty their own hands. He could have hired someone for the murders, the removal of the wallet and phones a ploy to mislead the investigation.

“Does the husband own any guns?” Madison asked.

“One of the first things I looked up. He has several registered to him,” Terry replied.

Madison’s gaze went to the bodies, to the wound on their foreheads, and it was hard to tell exactly what caliber was used. Once Cole Richards, the medical examiner, arrived, he’d have that answer.

Mark set down a marker by a drop of blood to the side of Mrs. Malone and took a photo. He then proceeded to pull out a swab, mark the case number and assign an evidence number, put it beside his find, and take another photo. Next, he swabbed the blood and sealed the sample.

 “Where are they?” It was Sergeant Winston’s voice, and with each word, he sounded as if he was getting closer. If that wasn’t enough to give it away, she felt a cold front moving in.

She and her boss rarely saw eye to eye, but sometimes, when the moons aligned, they could tolerate each other. The greatest fissure between them was the fact Winston was old-school, and to him, law enforcement would always be—and should have always remained—a boys’ club.

The atrium’s door swung open, and Winston entered. He pointed immediately to the bodies but put his eyes on her. “We need this solved yesterday, Knight.”

“I agree.”

“Don’t be smart with me.”

“I’m not, I swear.” Cross my heart and hope to die.
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Excerpt from chapter 3 of Shades of Justice (Detective Madison Knight series)

“They were shot,” Terry put out there, drawing Winston’s gaze. “It’s not looking like a murder-suicide. No gun and no casings.”

“A professional hit?” Sergeant Winston speculated.

The location of the gunshot wounds would support that. Meat of the forehead, between the eyes, instant death. “It’s possible.” Madison’s stomach tossed with the admission. Verbalizing the prospect touched far too close to her near-death encounters with the Russian Mafia.

“But?” Winston drilled his gaze in on her. “I’m sensing there’s a ‘but.’”

He had a way of teeing things up for a smart remark, and she had to bite down the urge to counter with one. “It’s too soon to conclude anything.”

“You’ve given me your initial impressions before.”

And they bite me in the ass—every time.
“Even if this was a run-of-the-mill hit, we don’t have motive,” she began. “We don’t even know the true target or whether both of them were.”

“The victims’ phones are missing, as well as Doe’s wallet,” Terry chimed in.

“At least one of you is talking to me.”

Ever the drama queen. “Fine, you want to know my first thoughts?”

Winston stared at her blankly.

Here goes.

“It’s possible they were having an affair. Mr. Malone found and put an end to—”

Winston’s expression hardened. “Must I remind you that the Malones are highly respected in the community.”

As if that made an ounce of difference where infidelities were concerned. Affairs found themselves within the walls of the White House.

Winston went on. “The Malones are also one of the largest contributors to the Stiles PD, and we owe it to Steven to find his wife’s killer immediately.”

One of the largest contributors to the Stiles PD? Steven? Now it was also abundantly clear why the sergeant was so concerned about the murders being solved quickly: it was to impress a benefactor. She hated that Winston had cast John Doe aside as if his life had meant nothing.

Winston rambled on. “If you’re going to point a finger at Steven Malone, you’d better have something solid to back it up.”

She hitched her shoulders. The impulse to be sassy was too overwhelming to ignore. “Well, no one seems to know where he is at the moment. That’s a little interesting, in my opinion.”

Winston scowled. “Not solid.”

She looked away to hide her amusement. She’d gotten under his skin.

“Before you got here,” Terry started, “we were discussing Kimberly Olson-Malone.”

Madison faced Winston again. “We’ll need to ask her about her parents’ marriage.”

“I’m warning you, Knight. Handle the situation with discretion.”

“I’ll do my job.” That was all she could promise. Justice rarely came without a struggle, without ruffling feathers and making enemies.

“I’m not sure if that’s supposed to comfort me, but I guess it’s where I’m at. Just keep me posted every step of the way.”

“Sure,” she said.

“I want to hear you tell me that you’ll communicate with this case.”

“I’ll communicate with this case,” she parroted in the tone of a rebellious teenager who says whatever necessary to appease a parent.

“Good.” Winston left the atrium.

She leaned in toward Terry. “That man bugs the hell out of me.”

“I’d say the feeling’s mutual.”

She shrugged that off as a victory. At least she wasn’t the only one suffering in their imposed relationship. Regardless of their feelings toward each other, she wasn’t going to let the sergeant tie her hands with political bullshit. She’d do whatever it took to find the killer and get justice for two people—even if it meant getting on Winston’s bad side. She’d been there, done that, and she’d be there again. She might even live there. Conflict with the male brass was the circle of life. 
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Excerpt from chapter 5 of Shades of Justice (Detective Madison Knight series)

Madison paced in a circle, shaking from the interaction with the sergeant, and took a few deep breaths. Fifteen minutes. The sergeant had lost his mind.

She entered the room with Terry following. “Would you like a tea or coffee? Water?” she asked Steven Malone, feeling some sympathy for him and his loss, but not letting that emotion trip her up. After all, she’d seen killers put on a show with their crocodile tears and staged sorrow before. Malone might not be crying, but grief was a tangible entity in the room.

Malone shook his head. “I’d like to know how this happened,” he stated it as if he were demanding updates in a business meeting. It made Madison question the way he was portrayed in the media. Sure, she was catching him on his worst day, but there was a coolness about him that made her think he was typically more aloof.

Madison sat in a chair while Terry remained standing. He started to jingle the change in his pocket—something he often did to throw suspects off in the interrogation room.

Malone glanced at him then back to Madison. “I’m waiting,” he said impatiently.

“We’re sorry for your loss, Mr. Malone,” Madison offered and meant every word. “Please know that we intend to find out who is behind the murders.”

“Start by telling me who the man was.”

“At this time, we don’t—”

“You don’t know? Is that what you’re going to tell me? My wife is dead.”

“Currently, we have no way of identifying the man,” she admitted.

Malone held out a hand, palm out, and wriggled his fingers. “Show me his picture.”

Madison threw a quick glance at Terry. “Given the graphic nature of the crime scene, we—”

“Show me a goddamn picture!” Malone roared.

Madison didn’t flinch but simply squared her shoulders and stared him down. “I can appreciate that you want to see him. We will be getting a sketch together that—”

“Oh, dear God.” Malone slapped his hands on his thighs. Revelation dawned in his eyes as if it were just sinking in that they were violent murders.

Terry stopped jingling his change.

Madison let the man sit with his grief, though she glanced at the clock. Four minutes of her fifteen were chewed up already.

“Sergeant Winston told me they were naked,” Malone broke the silence, his voice cracking on the last word.

Madison nodded.

“You’re probably thinking she was having an affair.”

Madison remained still and quiet, afraid that if she said a word or twitched, he’d stop talking.

Malone went on. “I know my wife, and Lorene would never do that to me—never.”

Madison felt for him and his possible naivete, but if he were guilty, he’d want them to believe he didn’t hold suspicions of an affair. “A lot of times, the spouse doesn’t know.”
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Promotional images can be found at: http://carolynarnold.net/mk-blogger-download-center/.
Top
Author Bio

CAROLYN ARNOLD is an international bestselling and award-winning author, as well as a speaker, teacher, and inspirational mentor. She has four continuing fiction series—Detective Madison Knight, Brandon Fisher FBI, McKinley Mysteries, and Matthew Connor Adventures—and has written nearly thirty books. Her genre diversity offers her readers everything from cozy to hard-boiled mysteries, and thrillers to action adventures.

Both her female detective and FBI profiler series have been praised by those in law enforcement as being accurate and entertaining, leading her to adopt the trademark: POLICE PROCEDURALS RESPECTED BY LAW ENFORCEMENT™.

Carolyn was born in a small town and enjoys spending time outdoors, but she also loves the lights of a big city. Grounded by her roots and lifted by her dreams, her overactive imagination insists that she tell her stories. Her intention is to touch the hearts of millions with her books, to entertain, inspire, and empower.

She currently lives in London, Ontario with her husband and beagles and is a member of Crime Writers of Canada and Sisters in Crime.

Connect with CAROLYN ARNOLD Online:

Website - http://carolynarnold.net/ 

Twitter - https://twitter.com/Carolyn_Arnold 

Facebook - https://www.facebook.com/AuthorCarolynArnold 

And don’t forget to sign up for her newsletter for up-to-date information on release and special offers at http://carolynarnold.net/newsletters. 
Top
Author Picture

Pictures of the author can be found here: http://carolynarnold.net/media/
Page 1 of 1
This information has been provided by Hibbert & Stiles Publishing Inc. Any questions concerning the content, contact george@hspubinc.com. 


