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  The sudden arrival of boiling black clouds, threatening another of the violent thunderstorms that visit the Akron, Ohio, area in late summer, had brought a cool break in the tedious August heat. It was Monday afternoon, August 11, 1980, and Detective Lieutenant Larry Momchilov was hurrying from the Summit County sheriff’s office toward the parking garage in the courthouse basement, his thoughts far removed from the weather. Stepping his pace up to a jog, he dug in his pocket for car keys even before reaching his car. A few steps behind, his new partner hurried to catch up.


  Minutes earlier Momchilov had been upstairs, sitting at a desk in the office of the county prosecutor, completing paperwork on a series of blue-collar crime cases he had been working, when the sheriff summoned him with an urgency in his voice that hinted to Momchilov that his reports might have to wait for some time.


  A detective with the police department in Bath Township, a nearby Akron suburb, had called to request help in the investigation of a homicide. In the sheriff’s office, Momchilov had listened to the sketchy details his superior provided, sighed, shook his head, and said nothing until he was out in the hallway. As he impatiently watched the blinking lights signal the course of the antiquated, slow-moving elevator and waited for the appearance of his partner, the detective stuffed his hands deep into the pockets of his trousers and said, “Shit.”


  Back at work only a week following his honeymoon, he was not ready for the grinding demands a murder investigation always seemed to make. A few days earlier, he had told his new wife, Joan, a reporter for the Akron Beacon Journal, that he had planned to ease back into his work routine and clear away the backlog. He hoped for a quiet spell before getting involved in any new cases.


  Momchilov had been a member of the department since 1967, and in that time a violent crime in an affluent suburb had been a rarity. He had a gut feeling that the case he was about to enter would be a great deal more complicated than the Saturday night shootings which had long been part of his routine. He had, in fact, never even been in the residential areas of Bath Township, though he was a lifelong resident of the Akron area. His first visit would, no doubt, be unpleasant.


  For Momchilov, it was always the same. Though he had long ago ceased keeping track of the number of murders he had investigated, he privately admitted that no phase of law enforcement excited him like working a questionable death. The mystery of man’s ultimate inhumanity to man held an inexplicable fascination for him, as it does for most good homicide investigators. That, many of his peers would point out, was why Larry Momchilov, at age forty-two, was the senior officer in the Summit County detective bureau. Though his methods were sometimes viewed as unorthodox and his country boy manner didn’t go with his FBI training, he generally solved the cases he worked. He did so with around-the-clock work habits many of his colleagues felt bordered on the obsessive. On more than one case, he had returned to the scene of a crime time and time again, spending hours trying to reconstruct the event until he felt he knew exactly what had taken place. “When Larry gets on a murder case,” said one fellow officer, “he’s like a bulldog. He grabs hold of whatever he can and growls and raises hell and just won’t let go until he’s done what he set out to do—which is to put the bad guy behind bars.”


  With the first step of the investigation still a twenty-minute drive away, he could already feel the familiar knot of anticipation in the pit of his stomach. But beyond that, Larry Momchilov had, for reasons he could not explain, begun to sense that something out of the ordinary awaited in Bath Township.


  His newly assigned partner, thirty-seven-year-old Bill Lewis, easygoing and a practical joker, did not share Momchilov’s low-key intensity. He had just recently been promoted from the traffic division to detective status, and as they reached the car and he climbed into the passenger seat, he made no attempt to hide his enthusiasm over his first homicide investigation. Working the case with Momchilov, he thought, would give him the chance to learn something. Even as they pulled out of the garage, he was beginning to feel the almost electric tension that grows as an officer speeds toward a murder scene.


  That tension built even more when, after leaving the downtown area and entering the expressway leading to Bath, they were forced to pull off to the side of the road. The thunderstorm had erupted in full force; its driving, windswept rain reduced the visibility to zero.


  Waiting impatiently for the rain to stop, Momchilov drummed his fingers on the steering wheel as Lewis sat in silence. Several times Momchilov thought of attempting to move back onto the expressway, but each time he started the motor the roar of the storm seemed to increase, as if issuing a renewed warning. “Whoever it is,” he said, “is already dead. I guess he’ll wait.”


  Lewis grinned with relief. “What do you think we’re looking at on this thing?” he asked.


  “You never know,” Momchilov replied, “but chances are it will be hard to get much of a handle on. Suburban killings aren’t like those in some apartment complex or the parking lot of a go-go joint. Things are much more isolated. Houses are on big lots, too far apart for there to be many witnesses. People in the suburbs, especially one like Bath, aren’t expecting violent crime in their quiet little neighborhoods.


  “From what the sheriff told me, this guy might have been dead for several days. Whoever did him in is probably long gone. Trails get cold in a hurry in cases like this. If that’s true about this one, it damn sure ain’t gonna be any fun, believe me.”


  Lewis nodded and turned his attention to the sheets of rain that continued to pelt the windshield. He was beginning to share his partner’s impatience.


  It had been just after two in the afternoon when Georgia Tsarnas, her three children in the back seat, turned her station wagon into the cul-de-sac and parked in the driveway of the home of Dean and Maggie Milo.


  She was no stranger to the $300,000 brick colonial house that sat on a small hill, the showplace of Everest Circle. Her husband, George, had long served as Dean Milo’s attorney. Over the years a strong friendship had developed between the two couples. The Milo home, with its carefully manicured lawn, its colorful splash of flowers and expertly trimmed shrubs, was a place Georgia always looked forward to visiting. Her children, in fact, had in recent years begun to refer to the Milos as Aunt Maggie and Uncle Dean.


  George Tsarnas had called her earlier, asking that she drive over to the Milo house and see if everything was okay. He had expressed mild concern the previous evening when Dean failed to keep a dinner date, but had decided that Milo must have been delayed on an out-of-town trip he had been scheduled to make. On Monday, when several calls to the Milo house went unanswered, he became apprehensive. It was not like Dean to stay out of touch for so long, even if he was out of town on business.


  “Take the key Maggie gave you,” Tsarnas told his wife. “If no one answers at the door, go in and check the house. Then give me a call at the office, okay?”


  “You think maybe he’s sick?” his wife asked.


  “I don't know. But it isn’t like him not to call.”


  Instructing her children to remain in the station wagon, she walked first to the garage where, cupping her hands around her eyes, she peered inside to find that Dean Milo’s red-and-white Cadillac Eldorado and blue Mercedes were there. Moving along the brick walkway to the front porch, she rang the doorbell several times, then knocked softly. As she waited, hoping to hear Dean’s voice, perhaps coming from the upstairs bedroom window, or to see him open the door, an uneasiness swept over her. As she reached in her purse for the house key, she suddenly felt that she was intruding and wished her husband hadn’t suggested she enter the house.


  Placing the key in the lock, she was surprised when the slight pressure eased the large wooden door open. The urge to scream froze in her throat as she immediately saw the figure of a man lying spread-eagled on the floor of the foyer. Fearing that her children might be alerted to her horror and leave the station wagon, she quickly stepped inside.


  The man, dressed only in boxer shorts, was face down in a pool of dried blood. His head was covered with a yellow foam-filled cushion that she had often seen on one of the chairs in the adjacent living room.


  Georgia Tsarnas’s entire body began to shake and she felt a wave of nausea overcoming her. She was suddenly aware of an oppressive heat inside the house, one even more discomforting than the prestorm humidity outside, and she feared she might faint.


  Cautiously she moved to the body and lifted the cushion slightly. She began to cry hysterically when she saw that the dead man was, in fact, Dean Milo.


  There is nothing in the human experience to prepare one for what she would view in those split seconds. Milo’s swollen head was turned slightly to the right, his face drained of any color. His eyes had swelled tightly shut and his mouth hung partially open, covered by what appeared to be small wads of cotton. His right wrist, with its gold bracelet, rested in a black pool of dried blood.


  Gently putting the cushion back in place, Georgia walked unsteadily through the living room and out into the kitchen, where she knew a telephone was located. Only after several shaky starts was she finally able to dial the number of her husband’s office.


  “Dean’s dead,” she said immediately after George Tsarnas answered. “There’s blood everywhere. God, it’s horrible.”


  Her voice was a monotone. Tsarnas was both stunned by what she had said and gripped with fear that she was in shock. “Can you call the police?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Call them and then get out of the house,” he instructed. “I’ll be right there.”


  By the time the storm subsided enough for Lieutenant Momchilov to complete the drive to 2694 Everest Circle, officers from the Bath Police Department had arrived and the investigation had begun.


  The fifteen-mile trip from the sheriff’s office to the Milo house had taken forty-five minutes and the delay had resulted in exactly what Momchilov feared most. As he pulled into the cul-de-sac he saw several people milling around. In addition to officers from the Bath Police Department, he recognized a couple of investigators from the county coroner’s office. The others, standing in the front yard, he assumed, were curious neighbors and passersby. Momchilov shook his head. Too many people at a crime scene is an investigator’s worst nightmare.


  As he hurried up the walk to the front door he was met by Detective Sergeant Richard Munsey of the Bath Police Department. It was Munsey who had called the sheriff’s department and specifically asked that Momchilov be dispatched to the scene. The twenty-six-year-old Munsey, who was gaining a reputation as a promising investigator after beginning his career as a teenage dispatcher, had attended several law enforcement courses taught by Momchilov at the University of Akron and considered him both his mentor and far and away the best homicide investigator he’d met.


  “Glad you’re here,” Munsey said, reaching out to shake Momchilov’s hand. “Looks like we’ve got a nasty one.”


  Momchilov nodded and looked inside the open door. “The first thing we need to do do is get everybody out of that damn house—right now.” Clearly it was an order, not a suggestion.


  Taking charge of the investigation, he spoke first with Bath patrolman Kirk Shively, a young officer who had been the first to arrive at the scene. He had, he said, spoken with Mrs. Tsarnas, who had told him of finding the body.


  Though he had never before investigated a homicide, Shively had responded to the occasion professionally. Thinking that the killer might still be in the house, he had ordered Mrs. Tsarnas to remain outside, then called for back-up before he searched the rest of the rooms.


  “Everything’s neat as a pin,” Shively said. “No sign of a struggle, no indication that anybody tossed the place looking for things to steal.


  “And there was no weapon on or near the body. Just a couple of spent shell casings.”


  From Mrs. Tsarnas he had learned that Dean Milo was the president of family-owned Milo Barber and Beauty Supply Corporation, a national wholesale distribution firm. “Big bucks,” the officer added.


  He had also learned that Milo’s wife, Magdaline, and the couple’s three children were supposed to be in Clearwater, Florida, visiting friends.


  As Shively continued filling him in on the sketchy details he had been able to gather, Momchilov stared down at the body. For the first time he noticed the house was in darkness and asked that someone turn on some lights.


  “Can’t,” said Munsey. “The storm evidently knocked out the power. They’re working on it. We’ve already taken a lot of pictures.”


  “We’re gonna take more,” Momchilov said. “I want pictures of everything in this house, top to bottom, inside and out.” With that he knelt next to the body, saying nothing as he attempted to form a mental picture of what had occurred. He saw little that made sense. Though there was obviously a bullet hole through the cushion that had covered Milo’s head, the victim had clearly been shot twice, once in the head, once in the back of the neck. The cotton in Milo’s mouth was a puzzle. But not so much as the fact that his undershorts, now stained with blood and urine, were on backwards.


  “Weird, huh?” offered Munsey.


  Momchilov nodded in agreement.


  Under Ohio law, the Summit County coroner, Dr. A. H. Kyriakides, would have been the officer in charge of any homicide investigation, but he was out of town and not expected to return until the following day. In his place, two investigators from his office, James Crano and Richard Scott, had come to the Milo house.


  Momchilov was first aware of their presence when he saw Scott pick up a wadded-up piece of yellow paper. “What’s that?” the lieutenant asked.


  “Looks like a blank telegram,” Scott shrugged as he unfolded it.


  For the first time since their arrival, Lewis spoke up. “Dammit, man, that just might be evidence. For all we know that might be the way the killer got into the house.”


  Momchilov, pleased that his partner had flared up at the casual attitude of the coroner’s investigators, ordered the paper placed in an evidence bag.


  Once the forensic work was completed—photographs taken, fingerprinting done, diagrams made, and evidence bagged—Momchilov called all of the investigators into the family room and began making assignments. He wanted to know the whereabouts of Milo’s family members during the last seventy-two hours. He wanted to know what Milo’s movements had been in recent days; whom he had talked with, where he had been. He wanted everyone in the neighborhood interviewed to see if anyone had heard or seen anything. And he wanted to know a great deal more about Dean Milo’s business.


  With that, he dismissed the meeting and, with Captain Thomas Bostick, chief of the sheriff’s detective bureau, who had just arrived, began a walk-through of the Milo house. He quickly realized there were no signs of forcible entry or struggle anywhere but the hallway where the victim was found; Milo might well have let the killer into the house himself.


  It was the master bedroom that most interested Momchilov. Since Dean Milo had been dressed only in his shorts, he had most likely been in bed when the assailant arrived.


  When the electricity came back on, so did a small clock radio and a lamp on the nightstand near the bed. A wallet containing thirty-three dollars and several credit cards lay on top of a nearby dresser. Atop the television set was another forty dollars in cash, along with a watch and a gold wedding ring. Milo’s briefcase, filled with a variety of business papers and a check in the amount of twenty-four thousand dollars made out to him from the U.S. Internal Revenue Service, sat open but undisturbed.


  A look into Maggie Milo’s jewelry box revealed several diamond rings, gold bracelets, an emerald brooch, and pearls.


  “If our man came here to rob the place,” Momchilov said, “he did a piss-poor job.”


  Walking to the window, he noticed that the blind was raised and the curtains slightly parted. From the upstairs vantage point the investigator had a clear view of the cul-de-sac and most of the driveway, but a five-foot ledge obscured his view of the front porch, almost directly below. Milo, he thought, would have been unable to see the killer if he had, in fact, been at the front door.


  Turning his attention back to the bedroom, he noted that the satin sheets on one side of the king-sized bed were wrinkled and pushed away to the opposite side. The clothes Milo had evidently worn before his death were scattered on the floor. It seemed apparent that the victim had been in bed before something had summoned him downstairs to his death.


  On the floor near the unmade side of the bed, Momchilov noticed a wadded piece of tissue. As he placed it carefully into one of the clear plastic evidence bags he carried in his coat pocket, he was ready to bet the laboratory would find that the tissue contained traces of semen.


  Before his search of the room was complete, he found himself wondering about the sexual habits of Dean Milo. On the nightstand nearest what was likely his side of the bed was a stack of Playboy and Penthouse magazines, contrasting starkly with the religious reading material on the table near his wife’s side.


  And in the closet where Bostick had been searching there was a brown paper bag containing four pornographic films, each packaged in a colorful, highly graphic box. Three of the films dealt with explicit male-female sex—Wild Beauty, Deep Throat, and Super Cock—while the fourth, The Crisco Kid, starred gay males.


  Momchilov’s thoughts returned to the fact that Dean Milo’s body had been found with his underwear on backwards. “We’ve got some kind of kinky sex thing here,” he said to Captain Bostick. “This whole damn thing is crazy.”


  “So, what do you think?”


  “I hate to say it, but right now I’m thinking this sonuvabitch just might not get solved,” Momchilov answered.


  Bostick smiled and placed a reassuring hand on his lieutenant’s shoulder. “It’ll get solved,” he said. “Somehow. But I have to say this …”


  “What’s that?”


  “Looks to me like you picked yourself a helluva time to get married.”


  For the next three weeks, the Summit County Sheriff’s Department and Bath Township police worked the case around the clock. Momchilov, heading the investigation, regularly arrived at home in the early morning hours, long after his wife, Joan, had gone to bed. And, more often than not, he was up and back at work before she woke the next day.


  He was relieved to hear her reassure him on each occasion he managed time for a quick phone call that she understood how important the case was. “Hey, we went over all this before we got married,” she would say. “I told you I could handle being a cop’s wife, so don’t worry about it, okay?”


  In truth, Momchilov’s marriage was going much better than the investigation. The maze of questions that swirled in his head had few answers. Interviews with family members, neighbors, business associates, even several underworld contacts he had made while investigating corporate crimes provided no solid lead.


  The only thing that was clear after three weeks of long hours and blind alleys was that Dean Milo wouldn’t have scratched in a popularity contest. Along with his brilliant business success had come a lengthy list of enemies that began in his immediate family and stretched throughout the social and business community. “Hell,” Momchilov told Lewis as they sat in the sparsely furnished detectives’ office early one morning, reviewing the reports they had compiled in the previous few days, “I haven’t met anybody yet who doesn’t qualify as a suspect. Seems like everyone we talk to would have benefited, one way or another, from Dean Milo’s death.”


  On the basis of the slim evidence they had gathered, they had decided to focus their efforts in three areas: the Milo family, business associates and competitors, and anyone, male or female, who might have been involved with Dean in an extramarital affair.


  Which is to say they were scattershooting, running everywhere and seemingly getting nowhere.


  It was a state of affairs that frustrated Maggie Milo to fits of screaming anger as the days following her husband’s death seemed to drag endlessly. Finally, convinced that the local police were both inept and only mildly interested in the case, she contacted George Tsarnas and told him to hire a private investigator immediately.


  Tsarnas said that he had little knowledge of private investigators qualified to work murder cases but would make some calls.


  “I don’t care who you hire, or what the company has to pay him,” Maggie said, her voice more firm and authoritative than Tsarnas had heard it since her return home from Florida, “so long as he’s the best there is.”


  In a matter of days, Paul Vaughn, comptroller of Milo Barber and Beauty Supply, was on the phone, placing a long distance call to Texas in an attempt to locate the man Tsarnas had recommended.


  By the time Vaughn got in touch with the detective, Dean Milo had been dead almost four weeks.


  2


  On the morning of September 2, 1980, private investigator William C. Dear drove from his isolated country home in Texas, en route to the Dallas—Fort Worth International Airport. Instead of taking the long-awaited vacation he had planned to spend at his beachfront condo in the Florida Keys, Dear had agreed to travel to Ohio and look into the death of Dean Milo.


  Persuading him had been no easy task for Paul Vaughn. Dear had recently been on a succession of demanding assignments, including the trailing of a drug smuggler throughout the Orient and a lengthy, headline-making search for a sixteen-year-old boy genius named James Dallas Egbert III, who had mysteriously disappeared from the Michigan State University campus in a bizarre Dungeons & Dragons scenario. He was physically and emotionally drained.


  He was also feeling a growing concern that his recent marriage might suffer irreparable damage from another extended absence.


  He could, he had told Vaughn, spend no more than a week on the case. His fee would be five thousand dollars plus expenses.


  Few private investigators in the country had attained a higher profile than Dear. Flamboyant, handsome, self-promoting, and a man who made no apologies for the size of his ego, Dear was called by some in the media America’s answer to the fictional James Bond. Dear had become a millionaire by the time he reached forty and would readily admit that his well-groomed image was good for business. It was not, however, his opulent lifestyle that attracted troubled families seeking lost children, or companies wanting to locate embezzlers, or law enforcement agencies wearied of getting nowhere on murder investigations. Rather, it was his remarkable track record of success.


  Any prospective client who contacted him at his split-level home surrounded by twenty-eight wooded acres could not fail to be impressed. Even those who disliked him personally and resented his often unorthodox approach to his job stopped short of criticizing his talent for solving cases.


  Dear’s law enforcement career began when he was a seventeen-year-old patrolman, the youngest man ever hired by the state of Florida. Within two years, he had been promoted to the position of chief deputy constable of Dade County and had caught the attention of the media. He had been in uniform only a few months when he ticketed Teamsters Union head Jimmy Hoffa for driving the wrong way on one of Miami’s one-way streets.


  Jealousy among his fellow officers developed and grew as Dear’s success in solving highly publicized crimes in the Miami area earned him continued public praise and media notice. By the time he had reached the age of twenty-two, a half-dozen cases he had successfully investigated had been chronicled in various true crime magazines. He had been honored as Miami’s peace officer of the year.


  In time, however, the thrill of the chase and the personal reward of seeing criminals brought to justice were outweighed by the constant petty jealousy that Dear found to flourish within the ranks of organized law enforcement. He was, he knew, unpopular with most of those he worked alongside and therefore had become something of a loner, often working dangerous cases without a partner and never certain that back-up would arrive in the event he needed help. Disillusioned after a decade of success too often tempered with the frustration of criticism from his fellow officers, Dear made the decision to turn in his badge.


  Moving to Texas, he worked for a time as a bodyguard for millionaire H. H. Coffield, one of Lyndon Johnson’s primary financial supporters. When Coffield died, Dear applied to the Texas Board of Private Investigators for a license and went to work for himself. Vowing not to follow the traditional path taken by most beginning in the profession, Dear turned down offers to follow wayward husbands for spouses anxious for quick, handsome divorce settlements and concentrated on cases the police and other private investigators had given up on.


  Adopting a workaholic routine, he quickly built a reputation. He aided in the investigation of homicides; assured clients of healthy insurance settlements by proving that deaths ruled as suicides had, in fact, been murders; and succeeded in locating scores of children who had either run away from home or had been kidnaped. His travels took him into the seedy opium dens of Bangkok, throughout Europe, and to all corners of the United States. Near-escapes from death—he was once stabbed in the back and on another occasion had his throat cut—failed to slow him. With each case the Bill Dear mystique grew. Aware that self-promotion was the best form of advertisement, he was never hesitant to detail his exploits for a television talk show host or journalists, whether they were calling from the Dallas Morning News or True Detective, Playboy or the National Enquirer. Each round of publicity, he quickly learned, resulted in a new series of calls from prospective clients.


  When forced during an interview to admit that he had never attended college, Dear became so concerned that his lack of academic credentials might damage his image that he quietly enrolled in night courses at North Texas State University for a semester. In time his business grew to the point where he oversaw a staff of investigators who had access to the most sophisticated equipment on the market. Bill Dear and Associates was off and running at high speed.


  And even as his income rose well above the comfort level, he continued a hard sell of the “real James Bond” image the media had so willingly applied to his lifestyle.


  He moved into a 6,200-square-foot, million-dollar home just a short drive south of Dallas and furnished it in a manner that would cause envy in the heart of a Saudi prince. The bathroom featured a sunken tub of Italian marble with 14-karat gold fixtures. An indoor swimming canal led from the house to the outdoor heated pool.


  In his closet were 150 suits and forty pairs of custom-fitted boots.


  The
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