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Dedication


This book is dedicated to my daughter Sheri Lynn
(Nurse) Morse. Since her years as a young child, when she made me
make up a different bedtime story about one of her stuffed animals
and suffering through years of fractured nursery rhymes. Then
reading first my poetry, and then my first works of fiction, where
her comments were not always as positive as they were about my
bedtime stories. My English Major, teacher, and book devouring
daughter was not afraid to look at her father as one of her
students, and like them, I not only learned, but received her
continual encouragement along with the challenge to continue to
improve.

Thank you, Sheri,

Your Favorite Dad
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I have found another shared project that may
well equal the stress of hanging wallpaper. For the last two years,
my wife has been acting as my editor. She began doing my copy
editing and proofing. She had been hesitant to make occasional
creative suggestions when she first began. A tendency that had
slowly begun to change, but that changed as we began working on
what you are about to read.

The story that resides between the covers of
this book is in large part due to a number of well conceived
creative suggestions. Suggestions, which without changing the
original concept of the story; kept challenging me to make it
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minor character to a major character was the change that truly
added the “Drama” into the story.

Her work and input made this story as much
hers as mine, and I could think of no better way to thank her than
to add her name to mine on the cover of this book.







Author’s Note


I have opted to not use chapters in this book.
Instead, I have broken the story into six parts, and within those
parts the story switches back and forth between our Antagonist and
Protagonist. I have opted to use two different artistic flourishes
along with two different fonts to assist the reader in following
the action, and whose point of view it is. The only exception is
section six of this story, where both I and my editor felt chapter
titles were necessary.

Below are the symbols and fonts used to
designate scene breaks within this book.

Antagonist
“A“

Protagonist
“P”

Scene Break without a
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Part 1

Without a Thought

 



“A“

The circumstances couldn’t have been better,
for the man and woman who pulled into the parking lot of an old
abandoned shirt factory. The buildings of the factory were a part
of what used to be the thriving downtown district of Smithville, NY
and, tonight, the only nightclub in the downtown area was reopening
after being closed down by the city for six months, due to too many
violent incidents either inside or just outside of the club.

The occupants of the car had both just
recently been released from two separate prisons, and both were in
violation of their parole for multiple reasons. They were in
Smithville, and they were not allowed within the city limits, they
were armed, at least the male was. They had stolen the car in
Trenton, and of course, they were in the company of another
convicted felon, each other

The woman sitting behind the wheel
definitely showed the effects of her drug use, and time in prison.
A former high school home coming queen, and mother of one daughter,
she could now only be described as a hard looking woman. Her only
comment as her male companion exited the car, was, “You better not
fuckin miss, Jonathan.”

Jonathan Pettibone, was dressed in fatigues,
but without a single badge, nametag, indication of rank, or any
military insignia. He exited the car without either replying to her
comment, or even a glance in her direction. As the car pulled away,
he shook his head, and began to walk towards the club with a
distinct limp. This limp was not from an injury; rather it was
because he had an AR-15 strapped to his right leg, under his
fatigue pants. The pockets were full of what he felt was necessary
to extract his revenge.

As he limped along, he thought about the
woman who had just dropped him off. Danielle had violated her own
parole from Albion to pick him up two weeks ago, when he had been
released from Fort Leavenworth, U. S. Army Maximum Security
Prison.

They both had a single target that they
wanted dead, but for two completely different reasons. Sergeant
Dave Johnson, had destroyed both of their lives on a single night,
sending Pettibone to Leavenworth, and Johnson’s now former wife
Danielle, who was already well on her way to becoming a coke whore,
firmly down that path.

Pettibone paused before he got to the
corner, and reached into the shirt pocket of his fatigues, and
pulled out a pair of major’s oak leaves, and pined them onto his
collar. He then added three rows of campaign ribbon’s then slipped
on his fatigue’s hat. He was now ready to get into the club.

Without pausing to join the end of the line,
he limped along the line, laughing to himself as person after
person thanked him for his service. When he got to the front of the
line he slipped the doorman a twenty, “Think that a disabled vet
can get in without waiting in line man?

The doorman slipped the twenty back into
Pettibone’s hand, and moved the rope aside to allow him to enter,
“Enjoy yourself Major; it’s gonna be one hell of a party
tonight.”


“P”

My name is Charlotte Nelson, Charlie to my
friends. I’m one of two Senior Detectives for the Smithville, New
York Police Department’s Major Crimes Unit. The other is my
partner, Senior Detective Charles DeAngelo, my mentor, and
best friend.

Chuck has nearly 20 years
on Major Crimes, compared to my 10 just this year, but he considers
me his equal, and I’m grateful for that. Tonight, I
am the Watch Commander for the Major Crimes Unit.  I’d kept our
own department briefing short and fast.

Chuck and I had decided to attend the
briefing for the Downtown Division, since there was a special
concern tonight. The only nightclub left in the downtown area
was reopening.  The city had ordered it to close a little over
six months ago due to a high number of altercations, which had
required the police and EMS departments to respond. The owner tried
his best, but the crowd often became tense and unruly. The discord
appeared to come from the blending of multiple ethnic groups that
did not get along. These groups often fought on the streets over
disputed turf, or somebody paying attention to somebody else’s
girlfriend or boyfriend.

As we entered the hallway leading to the
briefing room, Chuck took one look and said, “Big crowd,
Charlie. Looks like all hands on deck; along with some added
reinforcements.”

“You think the Chief got a tip about
something going down? Or is it just that he’s not going to
take any chances with a repeat of what closed the club.”

“Yeah, that was a bad one. You know all these
extra eyes on the streets tonight could either help or hurt
us.”

“Yeah, I had the same thought. It might keep
our Confidential Informant out of sight.”

“Charlie, you see Sergeant Johnson in the
room anywhere?”

“Yeah, he’s up front
talking with the Captain. I’ll slip up there and talk
to them and let Johnson know that we’ll be looking for one of
our CI’s in his patrol area tonight.”

I worked my way through the
sea of blue
finally reaching where the two men were standing.
The Captain smiled and said, “To what do we owe this honor? It’s
rare that the department’s super sleuths grace one of our
briefings.”

I responded, “Thank You,
Captain, the department’s “super sleuths” are planning to be
in your district tonight, and, I like the title, thanks! Our
appearance is partly because of the opening of the club, but we are
also looking for one of our CI’s who goes by
“Tiny.”
We would appreciate a call from the eyes on the
streets if they see him.”

Sergeant Johnson laughed.
“Who the hell gave him that nickname? The guy has to be six
foot eight, close to four hundred pounds and mean as a momma
grizzly bear, or so they say. You and Chuck
need to be careful around him Charlie.”

“We always are Sarge,
although he’s always nice when he’s around me because I know his big
secret.”

The Captain smiled and
asked, “Want to tell us his secret, Charlie?”

“Not a chance, Captain. That’s why he talks
to me. I’ve kept his secret for three years now. Hell, Chuck
doesn’t even know what it is.”

“I’ll put the word out to the troops,
Charlie, and thanks for letting us know that you’ll be out there
tonight.”

Almost an afterthought, I added, “Oh, by the
way, we have a new vehicle. One of those new SUV’s with
the blue LED lights all over it, so nobody should run into us if we
get a call tonight.” I added a “Thank you gentlemen”, and headed to
the back of the briefing room joining Chuck who was leaning against
the wall.

Once I was back with Chuck, he leaned his
head next to mine. “I like the red top much better than your normal
white oxford blouse, Charlie. Plans after work?”

“Nope, I had sauce splatter
on the white one while I was making dinner. All of my
others were in the laundry, so, I opted for this one.
Glad you approve, sir.”

“By the looks on the faces of some of the
guys in the room, I’m not the only one who approves.”

“Shush, the Captain is starting the
briefing.”

The Captain gave a very good briefing to the
troops coming on duty.  He concentrated on the need
for staying both calm and aware for the presence of different gang
factions showing up for the opening. It’s a situation, which
could rapidly escalate and lead to trouble. He also let the patrol
units know that we were going to be in the area and were looking
for “Tiny”.  

The room erupted with laughter when Sergeant
Johnson added, “The super sleuths have one of the new
SUV’s.  It’s one of those with the new blue LED’s. Try
not to hit them tonight, Viscardi. Dismissed”

We followed the rest of the troops out of the
briefing room. On our way to our new ride, Chuck flipped me
the keys. “Since you’re the Watch Commander, you get to drive
tonight.” Oh, he knew I wanted to drive that thing, and, catching
the keys easily in my right hand, I tried to hide the childish grin
on my face.

As we walked across the
lot,
Chuck slipped into his “forgive me
for asking,
but you’re my best friend” mode.

“Charlie, how is it that
you and Dave Johnson have never gone out on a date?
You're both single, and about the same age.”

“I’ll give you the simple answer; he’s never
asked me.”

We’d reached our new unit. I never gave
Chuck’s question another thought as we both began to do a
check our new vehicle, making sure that it and I were ready for its
maiden night on the town.

We may not be a big apple,
like another nearby city, but we have our share of rotten apples;
enough of them to keep both our Major Crimes Unit Detectives
busy, along with the rest of the Smithville Police Department.
We had been on the streets for almost two hours when our radio came
alive with a system-wide alert. It would seem that
one of our nastier worms had worked his way out of his apple
tonight.


“A“

As Pettibone limped past the doorman and
headed for the men’s room, he smiled, already knowing that the
party was going to get wild, and that the doorman, would not live
to enjoy it. It didn’t matter that he had seen Jonathan’s face
close up, because Jonathan, already knew that he was not going back
to Leavenworth, after this night was over. In fact, anybody between
him and the exit would die, if they attempted to stop him. What he
was going to do in a moment at the club was just bait for the trap
he was setting to lure his true prey.

Pettibone pushed the door
open to the men’s room, and was happy to see that there was only
one other person in the room with him. Even with six other urinals
open, Jonathan bellied up to the urinal on the left of the massive
black dude standing there. Fuck, this
bastard has got‘a be at least six foot eight, and weight over
300.

Jonathan used his left hand
to fiddle with the zipper, as he slowly lifted his right arm, which
allowed the K-Bar that he had concealed up his sleeve, to slip into
his hand. The only thought that entered his mind, as he drove the
razor sharp knife between the big man’s ribs and into his heart
from the back was, “Sorry Dude, somebody
had to be first.”

Just as soon as he felt his victim’s knees
buckle, he let go of the knife, and let him fall, sure that he was
dead. Jonathan then quickly dropped his pants, and unstrapped the
AR-15 that the army had never found when he had been arrested.
Jonathan decided on the spot to take the extra thirty seconds to
attach the laser scope. He knew he would not need it in the club,
but he couldn’t risk losing it, or not having the time to put it on
later.

With the scope mounted, he quickly checked
that his weapon was set as he wanted it. Satisfied, he pulled the
charging lever back, remove his rank insignia, and ribbons, tossing
them into the urinal, as a final insult to the army, and headed for
the door of the bathroom.

He exited the men’s room, with the rifle
pointed down, held against his leg, made a right, and boldly walked
into the Ladies Room. As he entered the two women seated in the
lounge area, started to protest, until he silenced both of them
with a three round burst to their chests, quite proud of his tight
groupings. He didn’t bother to take time to examine his handy work;
instead he reached into the right pocket of his fatigue pants, and
extracted an HE grenade, pulled the pin and opened the door to the
bathroom area and rolled the grenade in.

The instant the grenade left his hand; he
turned and bolted out of the room with the AR15 at the ready, and
another grenade, with the pin pulled. This was not an HE, but a
termite grenade instead; he paused at the base of the grand
stairway and tossed the grenade to the landing for the second
floor. Jonathan took three more steps to the right, while at the
same time he pulled out his last Termite grenade, pulled the pin,
and tossed it into the main bar area,

With his three grenades gone, Jonathan
bolted towards the front door, just as the HE grenade detonated in
the women’s room. As he had expected the doorman turned to stop
him, but Jonathan was ready and put a three round burst into the
doorman, as the people in line either fell to the ground or
ran.

Safely out the door, he heard the whump of
the Termite grenades as they detonated, and began to spread their
searing unstoppable heat, instantly setting the club afire. Without
even a glance back, he ran to the corner, and entered through a
boarded up door that he had worked loose earlier in the day. Once
inside he climbed the dark stairs to the fourth floor, and counting
doors, entered the room that he already knew would give him a
commanding view of the area around the club and the old theater.
Jonathan settled down to await the arrival of the first responders,
and his prey, Sergeant Dave Johnson.


“P”

Chuck flipped on the
emergency lights as soon as the special alert had
sounded, changing our unit from an ordinary looking SUV into one now decorated for
Christmas, festooned with blue twinkling lights. I lifted my right
foot off the gas, and had my left over the brake pedal, ready to go
in whichever direction necessary.

When the 911 Supervisor’s voice came over the
radio with the address, it was for the club in question. The
dispatcher continued, letting everyone listening
know that there was an explosion and that there were multiple
causalities, along with the possibility of fatalities at the
scene.

We were already on the
right street
but headed in the wrong direction, which
explained why we hadn’t seen the blast when it happened. We were on
the main boulevard, which meant I had six lanes to work
through.  Thankfully, there was very little traffic as
I stabbed the
brake pedal with my left foot, then whipped
the wheel all the way to the left, as I buried my foot to the floor
on the accelerator. The SUV reacted as promised, and we were now
heading toward the fireball on the horizon flat out. We were both
staring at the flames shooting up into the sky when Chuck voiced
both of our thoughts. “This is going to be a long
night.”

I was doing my best to keep a clear head, but
the sight of the flames rising into the night sky in front of me
had me almost mesmerized. Then I heard Chuck yell, “Holy Shit! Look
Out!”

Suddenly, the panoramic
view before me filled with the sight of a bright red behemoth,
covered with flashing red lights. The “Queen” of the Fire
Department, the only remaining Hook-n-Ladder truck,
was mere yards in front of
me, filling up the very intersection that
I was entering.

My left foot hit the brake
pedal as I instinctively yanked the wheel to the right, the only
direction that I could take to miss that truck. My instinctive
action kept us from hitting the “Queen”, but there was no way I was
going to avoid hitting something at this speed. My first victim was
the curb of the sidewalk, which I hit at over fifty bone jarring
miles per hour. I was both thankful and surprised that the airbags
didn’t go off when I hit the curb. The SUV jumped onto the
sidewalk with a bang that sounded like I’d hit the building at the
corner.

Just before we impacted the curb, my eyes
squinted closed, but they were open now. I could clearly see that
the only way to miss the building was for me to yank the wheel left
when we hit the curb. The loud metal on metal bang was the result
of the right front of the SUV hitting both a newspaper dispenser
and a trashcan that were against the side of the building. I
couldn’t help but watch as the front of the SUV punted both into
the air, making their contents spill out as they flew end over end
and as they arched through the air in front of us. I was still
going way too fast, but thankfully, there were no pedestrians on
the sidewalk, so I stayed off of the brakes.

I took a split second to breathe, and judge
the open space ahead, as I was steering between two rapidly
approaching light poles. Then, I yanked the wheel to the left,
shooting us off the sidewalk, and back onto the boulevard, once
again perfectly poised to hit the back of the Hook-n-Ladder. I only
had one option left. As I mashed my right foot onto the brake
pedal, praying that this new vehicle would perform, once again, in
our favor, we were finally, safely back under control. After all,
of my wild maneuvers, and with no longer any chance of hitting the
truck, I glanced up at the rear wheelman and was greeted by the
sight of a one-finger salute.

“What the fuck was that
for? I didn’t hit him!”

Chuck gave a nervous laugh, “I don’t know. I
was watching the fire ahead until I saw the truck. After that I had
my eyes closed, and was praying to whoever would listen. Hell of a
job missing him though, both times!”

“Yeah I was watching the
fire too. Glad I kept my eyes open after you yelled though. You
missed one hell of a ride partner. I don’t think our unit looks
shiny and new
anymore Chuck. Chief ain’t gonna be
happy.”

“True, but we’re still
alive.  And, you didn’t hit anybody on the
sidewalk. Besides, you’re safe for tonight at
least. The
Chief’s gonna have more on
his mind that one dinged up unit.”

“But she’s an impressive vehicle. Our old
cruiser would never have survived those maneuvers. Next time, you
drive!”

I stopped short of the
tangle of hoses already laid out by the fire trucks on the scene,
and pulled up behind a pumper. The Hook-n-Ladder truck was being
waved across the hoses, something rarely done, especially without hose bridges to protect the hoses.
While the massive old fire truck worked its way over the hoses, I
swung to the right of the pumper, and parked our unit on the
sidewalk.

We watched as its
ladder began to raise the instant it stopped. Three firefighters
were already in position on the ladder as it rose
slowly at first. Once the stabilizer legs were down,
it rose quickly, and began turning toward the building. We could see
at least three people perched on a window ledge.

I had just finished saying, “I think I’ll go
and apologize to those guys when this night is over.” when there
was tapping on the window on Chuck’s side of the unit. Chuck
lowered his window, and two voices having an argument came through
the opening. Chuck powered the window back up to keep the smoke out
of the car, and slipped out the door on his side.

We had pulled up right across the street from
what had been new grand façade for the club. Neither of us noticed
that we were blocking the search light truck, which the club had
been using tonight for the grand opening. Both Chuck and I were
intent on watching the activities in front of the club, which began
the instant that the Hook-n-Ladder truck stopped. We didn’t notice
the driver of the search- light truck come flying out of his cab,
with an assist from a fire department lieutenant.

Chuck was back in the car in less than a
minute, and I could see the spotlight operator and the fire
lieutenant heading for the spotlight truck as if they were best of
friends. “What the hell did you threaten the driver with; you
solved that situation way to quick?”

“Charlie, he was quite reasonable after I
gave him his two choices. I told him that he could either: (A) Stay
and assist the fire department for as long as they needed him
tonight, for which I promised him that I get him an award from the
mayor. Or (B) I would charge him with DWI, since I could smell beer
on him. I think that when I told him that since we were so busy, I
would have to cuff his sorry ass to the light post, and leave him
there until we had a chance to take him downtown, which would
probably not be until well after daylight, he was convinced to take
option A.
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The police channel on the radio was alive
with a seemingly constant stream of orders, broadcast by the
Captain for the downtown division, as he quickly set up a two-block
perimeter around the scene. The Mobile Command Center wasn’t on the
scene yet, and I knew that the Captain had his hands full at the
moment; he’d call us if he needed us.

Even though I had no
intention to break in on the Captain, I had the microphone in my
hand. As we watched and listened, we both saw the Mobile Command
Center, pull up directly behind us. It had no more than come to
a stop
when we heard the voice of Terry Martino, Chief
of Detectives, come over the radio, directing all detectives on
scene to switch to channel two. Chuck reached over and switched the
radio to the proper channel. The Chief of Detectives’ was fully
aware of our presence, but there are certain protocols, which are
strictly adhered to whenever the Mobile Command Center arrives on
the scene. I radioed in to confirm that we were the senior
detectives on scene, and since we were the only two for now, we
didn’t have long to wait for our orders.

“Charlie, you and Chuck head over to the
event morgue. It’s located in front of the theater under its
marquee. Sergeant Johnson is on scene there and providing security
for the victims.”

The Chief paused for a moment, and then
added, “We can’t confirm at this time if all of the victims are the
result of the explosion and fire, or if there are other signs of
trauma or evidence of gunshot wounds.”

“Roger, Chief; we’re on our way. I’ll advise
when we’ve had a chance to evaluate the victims’ status.”

As we slipped out of our unit, vivid memories
of an incident that had happened at the end of last year in upstate
New York were forefront in our minds. Chuck and I reached for our
heavy tactical vests, which were lying on the back seat. We
normally wore light vests under our tops, as did the uniformed
Officers. They wouldn’t stop everything sent your way, but by
protecting vital organs, they did greatly increase your chances of
going home every night.

Our version of the Tactical vests were not
like a military vest, but rather were intended to protect us from a
point blank shot either from directly in front or from behind. They
were heavy, at a bit over seven pounds, but since the sides were
open, we still had access to our necessary items.

We had no more than finished putting them on
when we heard our boss’s voice once more over the radio. “All
detectives are ordered to wear their tactical vests on scene. There
are unconfirmed reports of a shooting prior to the explosion.”

Chuck and I checked each other’s vests,
popped on our homicide ball caps, and headed for the old theater.
As we began to navigate through the maze of equipment and hoses
toward the theater, Chuck kidded me, “Bet you’re not upset about
spilling that sauce on your white blouse. You’ll blend into the
night in the red one.”

“Glad to hear. Let’s pray we don’t need to
put these vests or my ability to blend into the night to the test
tonight.”

Chuck and the fire department’s Battalion
Chief, who was commanding the scene for the Fire Department, saw
each other at the same moment. Battalion Chief Buckner, who knew
both Chuck and I, waved for us to join him. He greeted us with a,
“Ah, the A-Team has arrived. We have six confirmed fatalities here.
They’re located under the marquee. Plus, we have at least ten
witnesses that I know of, waiting to be interviewed in the back of
our rescue truck. “Chuck and I uttered a “shit” under our breaths
at exactly the same time, and I hesitantly asked, “Did you get the
people on the ledge out safely?”

“Yeah, but there are still more trapped in
the building, to the best of our knowledge. It’s gonna be a long
night. You should be safe from embers and debris under the marquee,
but if you hear a long blast from the trucks, head for the street
okay?”

“What about the victims Chief?”

“Charlie, no heroics, we’re not even sure we
have the entire scene contained yet, and we’re a long way from
under control. You hear that long blast, drop whatever you’re doing
and you, Chuck and Johnson head for the street; all of my men will
be doing the same thing.”

Chuck answered for us, “Long blast, and head
for the street, Got it chief.”


We left the Battalion Chief to continue his
choreography of the efforts to extinguish the conflagration and
headed toward the rescue truck. It was parked between the theater
and us, and Chuck looked at me and said. “I don’t think that we
should split up. We know talking to the witnesses is paramount
while the information is fresh in their minds. The stories the dead
can tell us will not change.”

I was about to check in with the MCC and our
boss when I heard the other homicide team report as being on scene.
Since I was the Watch Commander, I radioed them and sent them to
the rescue truck to talk to the living. Just to make sure that I
didn’t piss off our boss, I keyed my mic. “We’ve been made aware
that there are witnesses waiting at the Rescue truck. I was about
to advise you that we were heading there when the other team called
in, Chief.”

I was very happy to hear him reply, “Good
call Charlie, thank you for the update.” As soon as Chuck was sure
the mic was off, he looked at me with a big smile on his face and
made imaginary hash marks in the air in front of us.

Cleared to stay with our original assignment,
Chuck and I once again headed for the marquee of the old theater.
Both Chuck and I have worked multiple victim events before, but I
don’t think that either of us was ready for the sight of the row of
bodies that greeted us. There were six bodies, at present, each one
covered with a blanket or tarp, and placed so that the façade and
marquee of what used to be the cities premiere movie house
protected them.

Sergeant Johnson was the
only uniformed officer attending to the bodies. Battalion
Chief Buckner
had already let us know that Sergerant Johnson had volunteered to maintain a security presence at
the makeshift morgue. As Command Master Sergeant and Senior MP for
his reserve division, part of the 10th Mountain Division located
at Camp Drum, he knew how to respect the dead, and preserve
evidence at the same time.

As we paused to let the
sight settle in, I quietly asked Chuck. “Do you want to wager that
Dave is the one responsible for making sure that they were all
protected from the elements and residue from the fire, and that
he has
already checked them out before
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