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A Chief Inspector Robert Casey Short Story

 


He sat in the darkened
room. Time had no meaning. The urge to kill, which had lain dormant
for so long, was back. A long lost feeling of excitement coursed
through his body as he remembered the thrill of the magic moment;
how he had seen the light of life slowly fade in his victim’s eyes.
It had not been possible to experience that at every kill, but what
a bonus when it occurred.

Now, circumstances had
delivered him back into the cycle of pain and pleasure: their pain
and his pleasure. Originally it had been a means of revenge but the
reasons for his actions had evolved. It now became a quest to
achieve an ultimate goal with revenge becoming a delectable side
issue. Once that goal had been reached he could relegate the
murderous feelings to the nethermost regions of his mind. The
contentment of those years was now at an end and therefore the
hiatus was over.

A new plan had been
devised and the opening gambit played. Where it would lead he had
no idea, but the end result was superfluous. The experiences would
hopefully allay, if not eradicate, the grief now engulfing him.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

How can you solve the
seemingly unsolvable? This was the dilemma facing Robert Casey.

A recently retired
Chief Inspector, he had imagined a life of ease after years of long
and unsocial hours but the arrival of a package containing
typewritten pages detailing a series of murders had changed his
outlook completely. It would be his mission in retirement to find
out whether the anonymous sender was a fantasist or, as Bob
suspected, a psychopathic killer. If the latter, he needed to bring
the perpetrator to justice.

Numerous questions had
kept his mind alert, affecting his usually restful nights. The fact
that his marriage to Martha was already strained had not helped
matters. There seemed to be a coolness between them since his
retirement and he now realised that they had very little in common.
His long, unsocial hours at work had probably disguised this fact,
or perhaps it had been part of the cause. To his surprise, even the
once mutual physical attraction appeared to be on the wane. He
couldn’t remember the last time they had made love.

Following another night
of Bob tossing and turning, Martha had confronted him at breakfast.
“I’m moving into the spare room tonight. Your restlessness is
keeping me awake and even if I manage to get to sleep I’m soon
woken by your constant fidgeting.”

Bob hadn’t argued, but
suggested that he would move into the spare room. He agreed with
Martha that it was probably for the best whilst he decided what
course of action to pursue, following the arrival of the package.
He knew that Martha was upset by the fact that he wouldn’t tell her
about the contents. She thought that a wife was entitled to know
the reasons why the package had affected her husband so profoundly.
However, in view of recent events, Bob didn’t think she had a valid
complaint. It didn’t come as a complete surprise to Bob that, in
some ways, he was quite relieved that Martha had suggested moving
out of the marital bed. If the marriage was to survive he felt that
space between them was needed.

Although he would have
to deal with his relationship problems, his energies were
concentrated on resolving the issues posed by the package. He had
decided that he would need the unofficial assistance of a former
colleague, and in view of this Bob had made a shortlist of the
serving officers he felt he could trust. One name had stood out
from the rest. They had worked closely on his final few cases.
There had seemed to be an unspoken understanding between them on
the methods needed to solve the crimes they had been faced
with.

The decision was
obvious but certain complications had to be taken into account. His
first choice, Detective Inspector Anna Delaney, was a feisty,
divorced 48-year-old career policewoman. Bob knew that close
working relationships often turned into romantic entanglements, but
they had managed somehow to avoid that pitfall. That was not to say
a mutual attraction hadn’t existed. Bob knew deep down how easy it
would have been to go down that route. However, the priority in his
mind now was to select which of his previous investigations to
review. It appeared that the sender of the package knew Bob and
therefore could have been involved in one of his cases.

Reaching up to the coat
rack in the hall for his sunhat, Bob called out to Martha, “I’m off
to the pub. See you in an hour.”

Not waiting for an
answer he opened the front door and stepped out into a blistering
summer sun. It was a ten minute walk to the Guiding Light which
enabled him to clear his thoughts and concentrate on his next move.
It crossed his mind that each trip to and from his local took him
through Blackberry Way, the scene of the first major murder
investigation he had taken control of.

Since his retirement a
daily visit to The Guiding Light for a pint had become routine. Bob
was not one for small talk, although he would always make time for
a chat with Sophie the barmaid. It was not as if he lusted after
her, but she would always have a smile for him and was easy to talk
to. Her face was not particularly attractive; Bob would describe it
as a gentle face which seemed to be in line with her manner. What
impressed Bob was the way she made the most of herself. From her
immaculately styled shoulder-length blond hair to the style of her
outfit, it was obvious that she took pride in her appearance. Bob
could still remember the time when Martha made the same effort.
Nowadays, it seemed as if she just threw on the first set of
clothes that came to hand. He was sure the barmaid had a soft spot
for him, as she would always keep him a copy of the local newspaper
behind the bar.

After a brief chat with
Sophie, he took the paper and his pint to a corner table. Although
at this time of the day it was usually quiet, Bob was taking no
chances that he would be interrupted. Laying the paper on the table
his attention was caught by the main headline:

‘Death
of Local Serial Killer’

This had to be more
than a coincidence, Bob thought. The article described how a
Leicester man convicted of several murders committed in the early
1970’s had died in Broadmoor. The trial had been a local ‘cause
celebre’ at the time and had been one of the first murder
investigations Bob had been involved in. Although only a Detective
Constable at the time, because of the circumstances of the case and
his knowledge of the victims and locations, Bob had been assigned
directly to the chief investigating officer.

He sat at the table,
his beer untouched as he thought back to his early life and how it
had influenced him in his later decisions.

Bob had been born in
the late 1950’s on one of the several council estates of the time,
built in the Leicester suburbs. The city was expanding rapidly to
cater for the prosperity of the shoe, hosiery and engineering
trades. His childhood had been typical of that era, happy and
innocent. Schoolwork came easily to him, with his teachers’ reports
describing him as a popular pupil with bright prospects. Invariably
sons would follow in their fathers’ footsteps but his parents
wanted more for Bob than to join his father as a warehouseman in a
shoe factory. To that end they encouraged Bob to read a wide range
of books in order to broaden his outlook.

At the age of fourteen
he moved to an Upper School in Birstall, approximately a seven mile
journey by free coach. He achieved seven exam passes with good
grades at age 16 and stayed on to concentrate on ‘A’ levels. From
his early teens Bob had been captivated by police procedure. He
avidly watched the television detective dramas and although he
quickly realised that these were not necessarily a true reflection,
it did not dissuade him from his ambition to join the police
force.

Birstall Upper School
was overseen by an enlightened headmaster and consequently Bob
received advice from the visiting careers officer. As a result, he
had opted to take three ‘A’ levels and if successful, would then
apply to join the police force. At some six feet tall, he had
developed into a well built, handsome young man and although fairly
studious, he was also athletic, representing his school at football
and winning the Leicestershire Schools 100 yard dash.

During this time he
socialised with four close friends who were of a similar mind. They
worked hard at school but would meet up three or four times a week,
taking walks, discussing the football results or the latest pop
songs and essentially relaxing. Bob enjoyed their company but
occasionally dates with the opposite sex would take priority.
Although there were a few romantic interludes, a serious
relationship did not materialise.

At the end of two
years’ study, Bob had gained three good ‘A’ levels. He was
encouraged to apply for university, but decided it was time to
enter his chosen profession. Following a successful entrance exam
and interview, a position with the Leicestershire Police was
offered and accepted.

“A penny for your
thoughts, Bob.” Sophie’s voice interrupted Bob’s reflections. “You
were miles away and you’ve hardly touched your beer.”

“Just
reminiscing, Sophie.” Bob turned his attention to the beer and with
a succession of swift gulps emptied his glass. “Well, I’m off now.
See you soon.”

“’Bye
Bob.”

Walking back to the
house, Bob mulled over the contents of the newspaper article. Too
much of a coincidence, he thought to himself. He would make that
case his starting point. Pausing in Blackberry Way, he took out his
mobile phone and accessed the number he knew by heart. In a few
seconds he heard the voice of his ex-colleague.

“Anna Delaney
here. How can I help you?”

“Hi Anna, it’s
Bob. I wonder if you can spare me a few minutes to discuss a
problem I have?”

“Hello stranger.
How’s retirement suiting you?”

“Not as bad as I
thought, but I’ve received a package and I need your advice and
help. Can we meet up when you’ve got a few spare
moments?”

There was no hesitation
in Anna’s voice as she replied, “Of course, Bob. In fact, I’m
having a lunch break in fifteen minutes. If you’re free we can meet
at the Costa in town.”

“I’ll see you
there then. My treat.”

Walking back into the
house, Bob called to Martha, “I’m off out again. I’ll be gone for a
little while but back for dinner.”

Without waiting for a
reply, Bob strode over to his car and within ten minutes was
entering the town multi-storey car park. A short walk took him to
Costa Coffee where he could see Anna sitting in a window seat. As
he approached he noted that she had already ordered coffee and
cakes.

“I said it was my
treat,” Bob protested.

“And nice to see
you,” Anna replied, smiling.

“You’re not
forgetting my little vice then,” Bob remarked, picking up the
custard tart from the plate.

“The amount of
times you sent me out for one of those, saying they helped you to
think things through. Do you imagine I’m likely to
forget?”

“I suppose not,”
admitted Bob. “Nice to see you, Anna.”

It was nice to see her,
Bob thought. Anna was wearing a very fetching and elegant suit,
tailored to fit
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