

    
        
          The Mole Hunters Children

        

        
        
          Alex Mitchell

        

        
          Published by Alex Mitchell, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MOLE HUNTERS CHILDREN

    

    
      First edition. January 22, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Alex Mitchell.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8891980266

    

    
    
      Written by Alex Mitchell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Alex Mitchell

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Welcome to Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          Revenge at Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          Treasure at Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          Welcome to Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          Man Among the Missing

          
        
          
	          Noreen Tyler

          
        
          
	          Robinhood at Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          That Which Makes Us Who We Are

          
        
          
	          Secrets That Bind Family

          
        
          
	          Balance of Power in Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          All Gods Children

          
        
          
	          The Mole Hunters Children

          
        
          
	          Anita Tyler and the Puzzles of Mass Destruction

          
        
          
	          The Wedding at Shepherds Pass

          
        
          
	          Jody Tyler The Bull in the China Shop

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Alex Mitchell

Dedication

The Mole Hunters Children

Chapter one

Chapter 2 THE CONGRESSWOMAN

Chapter 3 DESSERT

Chapter 4 ON BOARD THE PLANE

Chapter 5 THE SHOOT OUT ON HIGHWAY 70

Chapter 6 THOMAS JEROME BOONE OR JUST TJ FOR SHORT

Chapter 7 GET READY FOR THE MEETING

Chapter 8 ASSEMBLE THE TEAM

Chapter 8 THE MEETING IN THE CONFERENCE ROOM

Chapter 9 THINGS INSIDE THE MARRIOTT

Chapter 10 UNCLE BUDDY'S HOUSE

Chapter 11THE MEAL AT UNCLE BUDDY'S FARM

Chapter 11 ANSWERS TO QUESTIONS NOT ASKED

Chapter 12: Welcome Home

Chapter 13 The Field of the Dead

Chapter 14 GEAR CHECK

Chapter 15 THE HOUSES IN HELL

Chapter 16 SO THEY CALL THE THING A RODEO

Chapter 17 The Past Must Meet the Future

Chapter 18 THE ARREST

Chapter 17 A DRINK WITH THE EXPARTNER

Chapter 19 HOW TO INTEROGATE THE INTERROGATOR

Chapter 18 A Traitor’s Walk

Chapter 20 AND THEN THERE WAS THE LETTER

Chapter 21 THE SECOND MEETING THE SECOND TIME IS THE CHARM

Chapter 22 EPILOGUE

Also By Alex Mitchell



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    I dedicate this book to Dorothy (Blondie), Joyce, Patricia, Barbara* and Annette my sisters and to Robert P, Dale*, Carl, and Ched my brothers. I also dedicate this book to the gaggle of children, grandchildren, great grandchildren, niece, and nephews what we have and will produce. Families are a living thing and therefore must grow to survive.

      

    


The Mold Hunters Children

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter one


[image: ]


"What's the new book about?" Bonnie Asked. Detective Victoria "Bonnie" Blake and

Detective John D Spencer sat rushing down Highway 70 to answer a call. 

They are members of the St. Louis Major Case Squad. The St. Louis Major Case Squad is comprised of Seasoned Detectives who have been incorporated from various departments to solve the most heinous or complex crimes. 

These detectives usually have at least five years in law enforcement with at least two years as an investigator. 

Unlike most squads, they assist local law agencies and cover the Missouri Counties of St. Louis, St. Charles, Jefferson, Warren, and Lincoln. They also are involved in operations in Madison, St. Clair, Monroe, Jersey, Macoupin, Bond, Clinton, and Randolph Counties in Illinois.

"It's not a novel, Detective," Spencer answered, keeping his eyes on the traffic as he drove.

The Major Case Squad has a unique structure in that it can allow an individual Detective or pair of Detective to work on a case, or it can, as is often the cases, enable many Detectives to be brought into a case, therefore allowing a variety of specialties and experiences to be put to bare on an issue.

"It still has to be about something, don't it?" 

Bonnie's Alabama twang command as she searched the onboard computer for information on the occupants of the home they were driving to.

Spencer pretended to be slightly annoyed with her query, but he was sure she saw through it. He enjoyed the professional aspects of their relationship. He was also aware that she barely qualified for the squad due to her young age and barely meeting the investigation minimum requirement. Still, she looked to him as something of a mentor.  

"It's a textbook. The way it works with most textbooks is that there is a group of different subjects. Various Authors write them then the material is edited to cover the required subject matter."

"So, what is the subject matter you are writing about?"

"It is a comparative analysis of community policing now compared to what has been done in past decades and the need for evolution of techniques and strategies as the police evolve."

"Quite a mouth full."

"The text will replace some outdated training material in use."
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AS THEY EXITED THE Highway, they could see a shift in traffic. This was not good, in that this far from the crime scene was concerned, a traffic slow down meant that many vehicles were on the scene and some traffic had been diverted. In the St. Louis Metro area, many of the neighborhoods are residential. Which means many of the main streets branch out to residential streets. Many of the residential streets are turn-around or cul de sacs with no outlets to through traffic.

"Utilities is listed to Patrick L. Boone—age 52. Semi-retired, as far as I can see. No Mrs. Boone listed—three young children. No arrest. No warrants. Several firearms in his name." Detective Blake reported.

"Any idea what he is semi-retired from?"

"No clue here."

"I like flying blind as much as the next guy, but I hope someone on the scene asks the right questions."

As the unmarked police car dove approaching the address listed as the scene, it was nothing short of spectacular. There was an undetermined number of police cars, all with their lights flashing. As it was early evening in the fall, the sun had already gone down, and the darker it got, the more dominant the unsynchronized flashing of lights created a surreal, hypnotic effect. There was a large number of ambulances and emergency vehicles of an undetermined origin. There were so many vehicles responding that some were parked on the lawns of homes in the cul de sac. There was a large group of houses making up the neighborhood; all had a similar building style. Leading to the impression that they had all been built about the same time; however, the owners had resisted being clones and had done various additions and remolding projects to assert their individuality. All the houses seem to have uniformed officers in pairs or threesomes interviewing the residents. Teams of officers walked converging in the narrow street. As they spotted the house, they assumed it was the point of concern. They had to slow down, knowing they would not be able to park close to the home. As they drove slowly, a tall black police officer in a crisp City police uniform with a white shirt walked up to the car. It was Sargent JD Robinson. Spencer knew Robinson from previous cases and had a great respect for him. Robinson was a natural-born leader, and offices followed him out of respect with little second-guessing his choices or commands. 

Robinson had been involved in college football and still looked like he could take the field on any given Sunday.

"How bad is it, JD?" Spencer asked, rolling down the car windows.

"Well, boss, anytime the police call the police, it aint good. It's Slater's party, and I think he will kiss both of you when he sees you." 

Robinson smiled completely and motioned for them to park and walk the rest of the way to the house.  Spencer squeezed the car behind a poorly parked Toyota and what looked like a CSI unit with the back doors open and a wide array of impossible-to-identify tools in the back.

"So, Sargent Slater is there, and he doesn't like me. I am only telling you because you are my partner, and I would never let you get blindsided." 

Detective Blake offered lightly, grabbing Spencer's arm as he started to exit the car.

"Is there a reason why?"

Yes, but it is personal.

"Excepted. Then you don't have to tell me."

"But what if I want to."

"Blake...." He stared before she interrupted.

"You promised to call me Bonnie when we are not around other people." Bonnie's homey twain again ran through.

"Sorry, I must have lost my head." He grinned. "Look, if it is something personal, there is an army of female Cop and Counselors who would give their right arm to hear whatever it is that is personal."

Robinson began staring at the two detectives seated in the car with a look that seemed to read. Gee, I hope they did not decide to back out of this mess.  

"Look. I know I am not as smart as you. And I know people are always trying to pick your brain, then take whatever they learn and try to palm it off as their own. But that's not me. Aside from being your partner in the chicken-picking town, you are the closest thing I have to a friend.  She averted his gaze as if slightly embarrassed by something she had memorized and meant to tell him but now had to think about how it sounded.

"Blake, sorry, Bonnie, I will be happy to listen to whatever the problem between you and Slater. I know he is a good guy, but if he is giving you Shit."

"No. You see, the problem is when I first got here, I went out with his son a couple of times."

God, this is personal, Spencer thought to himself. What did I agree to?

"His son is a Cop."

"Yes, I know Kyle." Spencer clarified.

"I tried to get him in bed."

"Are you sure you wouldn't rather be talking to a female?"

"No. Because his son confessed to me that he wanted to date me to throw his father off the track. Kyle is Gay."

"Oh." Which was all Spencer could muster as a retort. Suddenly, the mayhem that was inside the house ahead seemed a lot more promising than this conversation.

"I don't know how you all St. Louis people plan your lives, but I want a house full of kids someday. I am from a family of Fourteen, and well, maybe not that many for myself, but how many can I get from a man I got to worry about who, when he says he is out shaking it with the boys, might really be out shaking it with the boys if you know what I mean?" She stopped and looked at Spencer as if wisdom would spout from his lips.

"Detective." He began, and she looked at him with an eye of correction. "Bonnie, no one is worth being trapped in a marriage without real love or hope. You say you want children. No mother in her right mind would knowingly commit her children to a life of endless pain and mental hell." He stared off a bit as if remembering events from his past.

"Oh, damn, I screwed up. I never meant to drop my pain off on you and have you relive it ten times over." She was not sure what the reflection in his past called to mind. She patted his arm to let him know she appreciated his consul. 

"Let's say we go round up some bad guys. That always makes us feel better."
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"DICK. BIG DICK, OVER here." A young woman shouted to Detective Spencer as the two detectives attempted to approach Sargent Slater. The young woman was Morgan Boone, the homeowner's daughter they would soon meet. She wore a tight, long-sleeved running shirt and running pants in a neon color. Her dark hair was restrained as if she had just come from a workout or run. She had been stopped from entering the house and stood in the company of four uniformed officers who circled her. As she shouted, many neighbors answering questions for officers or assessing broken window damage on their property stopped to hear what was being said. News vans and camera crews were slogging up the incline leading to the house.

"Hey, Big Dick, don't ignore me."

"Is there something you want to share with me, my dear Detective Spencer?" Detective Blake asked in her most southern twang while batting her eve lashes.

"Hold that thought." He responded, walking to the young woman. Slater joined Blake and waited for the outcome of the confrontation. 

Slater did not look or address Blake directly, and she knew this as a shuttle snub, but she had endured worse. It was snubs or insults that were not of her accounting for that troubled her.

Detective Spencer was a little over six feet. He was lean and muscular and showed no outward signs of frailty. He leaned on the patrol car where the young woman was being corralled with his back
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