
Nefarious Intentions

Another Case of Detective Lyle Odell

Paul John Hausleben

[image: image]

Final cover design and concept by Paul John Hausleben

Cover art by Alana White

Beta-reads by Jasmine Pfingsten and Ms. Cali Rose

Final edit by One-eyed Cyclops Editing Services

The Detective Lyle Odell Logo, GBTKP LLC’s logos and the designs are by Paul John Hausleben

Cover photograph of the author by Ms. Cali Rose

All other photographs by Paul John Hausleben

Copyright © 2023 by Paul John Hausleben

Published by God Bless the Keg Publishing LLC

Henrico, Virginia, U.S.A.

All rights reserved


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Nefarious Intentions. Another Case of Detective Lyle Odell (The Cases of Detective Lyle Odell, #3)

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Prologue

Chapter One | Pizza, Beers, and Hockey

Chapter Two | Blood Everywhere

Chapter Three | Suspects Everywhere

Chapter Four | Direction

Chapter Five | Suspects Narrowed

Chapter Six | Always Interesting

Chapter Seven | A Killer on the Edge

Chapter Eight | Gunfire

Chapter Nine | Love

Chapter Ten | Odell Closes In

Chapter Eleven | Rat in a Trap

Chapter Twelve | The Return of George Grundy

Epilogue

A Note from the Author

About the Author

Other Work by Mr. Paul John Hausleben

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s eccentric, strange and unusual imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead or actual events is purely coincidental and it was not the intention of the author.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


To Mr. Edward W. Hausleben

“Paulie. I love Detective Odell. I hope you bring him back in another adventure. You have so many great characters, but I have to say that, Odell is the best. He is so grimy, but he is somehow very likeable, too. What a great character!”

Quote from: Mr. Edward Westley Hausleben. October 2022.

R.I.P. Uncle Ed.

February 10, 1936 - May 12, 2023

United States Marine Corps

Korean War Veteran

Sergeant E-5

Semper Fi.

Nefarious Intentions

Another Case of Detective Lyle Odell

––––––––
[image: ]


Paul John Hausleben

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgements


[image: ]


Thank you to our Beta-Readers; Jasmine Pfingsten and Ms. Cali Rose. Your efforts and contributions are very much appreciated! Thank you to the very talented Alana White for the amazing cover art! Thank you to all the folks that I met along the way that harbored nefarious intentions. There were a helluva lot of youse guys and gals out there! Congratulations! You inspired this novel. Good luck in the future. Be better. Be kinder. Know God. We are all in this together. Mend your ways. Make this world a better place to be. I assure you that it will be worth it in the end.

“Always remember, no matter what the circumstances are and despite any bombs dropping all around you . . . that exact facts and details are very important in investigations. And in our lives, too.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Homicide Detective Lyle Odell

November 2023

Nefarious:

It is an adjective: Meaning; evil, extremely wicked, and corrupt.

“The criminal had a dark plan of nefarious schemes.”
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Intentions:
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It is a noun. Mostly used as in plural form: Meaning; a planned action and outcome with results.

“The manager of the baseball team had all intentions of playing the superstar on the next home stand.”
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Prologue



[image: ]


The voice was powerful and confident. The voice was evil. Very evil. It echoed throughout the office and bounced off the walls.

“Now if only he had listened to me. If only he could have controlled the great power that he held over women. Over my woman. He made a mistake to show me those photos and to then to brag about what he shared with all those other lovely women and what he planned to do to my woman and what she felt for him. If only he realized what a commanding presence he was in her life, and in so many other lives, too. Perhaps he would not be sitting here in this office, in this chair, dead, in a lake of blood, with a slashed throat and with a ten-inch military-issued combat knife stuck into the top of his head.”

The voice lost confidence and grew weaker in volume and softer in delivery.

The voice now crackled with pain.

Or was it with passion before continuing?

“He had his chance. I did, too. It did not turn out so well. For many reasons. Most of all, because he would not listen.”

The voice then eerily shifted to addressing the victim personally.

“Oh no, oh no, you would not listen. Therefore, here we are. You are dead and I am not much better because I think that I am alive only in appearance. Sort of existing while I am walking around dead. If I cannot have her . . . then no one else can have her. That is just the way it is and will be. I will make sure of it. I assure you of that.”

The blood from the victim’s dead body still continually ran down the victim’s head and it dripped on the floor. Giant drops of blood that hit the plush carpet, in the plush office, in the posh home as if they were waves crashing into a beach during a hurricane. Blood that dripped from a throat gash, and a few trickles from the knife stuck in the top of the victim’s skull. The knife’s edge protruded about three inches out of the skull, but about eight inches remained buried in the victim’s brain.

There were no more voices. The door slammed closed in the office. Silence ensued.
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Chapter One



Pizza, Beers, and Hockey
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“HAND ME THOSE CHIPS, will ya, Odell? Unless ya gonna eat ‘em,” Sergeant George Grundy said while he leaned in over from his folding chair to where his drinking buddy on this late Saturday afternoon sat and relaxed. 

Homicide Detective Lyle Odell sat in his easy chair and kept his eyes glued on the television set sitting on an upturned cardboard box in front of the two men. Odell reached for the bag of potato chips on the floor in front of his chair. A television set with two rabbit ear antennas waving at the two men in the air of the room. Luckily, reception was solid on over-the-air signals here on the north side of Mohawk City, New York. The air in upstate New York in late November was clean and crisp and the transmitters in Albany were just to the south.

Without taking his eyes off the television screen, Odell plucked the bag up off the floor; he leaned over and handed the chips to George Grundy. Odell then leaned back in his chair and reached for his beer mug on the end table next to his chair and picked it up, brought it to his mouth, and took a long swig of the beer.

The two men sat in the living room of Lyle Odell’s home. A living room that was very sparsely furnished. There were not even any pictures on the walls. The room contained the folding chair that Sergeant George Grundy sat upon, the television set, the easy chair, an end table with a lamp, and an old table radio, Odell’s cellphone, and an ashtray full of spent cigarette butts filling it up sitting upon it and there was not much of anything else in the room. Unless you could count the bag of potato chips and the two beer mugs of the two drinking buddies as furnishings. Grundy plunged his hand inside the bag and eagerly gobbled up some potato chips. As Grundy massacred the chips, crumbs and remnants of spent chips tumbled upon Grundy’s shirt and worked their way down to his belly. A very large belly that had captured a few chip and food remnants in its time.

Detective Odell took his eyes off the television screen, glanced over at George Grundy, and carefully studied him for a few seconds.

Odell then commented, “There are more chips in the left side cupboard next to the stove, George. The way you are tearing them up, I can calculate,” Odell stopped speaking, glanced at his watch, and noted the time then his eyes went back to the bag of chips in Grundy’s hand and Odell spoke again, “you will need more chips in about three minutes and fifteen seconds.” Odell smiled and then reached for his beer, took another sip, and added, “Good timing. You can pick us up a two more beers on the way to the kitchen for a refill. The way Rumblehowser is stopping the puck this afternoon, the Rovers might just have a chance to win this game.”

“Yes! I love it, Odell! Especially want to beat these damn Boston Bears! I can’t stand any sports teams from Boston. In hockey, football, baseball, basketball, hell, maybe even the local high school teams and the beer drinking pickup horseshoe teams at the local bars. Nuthin’ Boston. I had an aunt and uncle who moved there years ago. My uncle took a job there. They couldn’t stand the dump. Moved back in six months. Said they could not even understand what the people said. They talk funny there. The fans are a bunch of sore sports and nut jobs live there. Nope, nuthin’ Boston for me. Did I ever mention that to you before, Odell?”

“Ah yes, George. About five-thousand times.”

Grundy nodded and continued to devour chips.

He swallowed, reached for his beer on the floor next to his easy chair and before taking a sip, said, “Okay, I gotcha, Odell. Yup, Rumblehowser is usually a bum, but he is spot on today. We sure do need a win.” Grundy pointed at the screen and said, “Sure do love these Saturday matinee hockey games. Especially on our off days, and when my wife decided to head down to see her cousin in Jersey. Perfect timing.” Grundy grabbed a few more chips, crunched them down and asked, “Ya think we have a chance at the playoffs, Odell? Ya know everything. What do ya think our chances are? I know it is only November, but what ya feeling?”

Lyle Odell kept his eyes on the television screen and answered his friend.

“Difficult to tell at this point, George. We need more consistent scoring. We tend to come back strong in the third period if we are behind going in and then lose in overtime far too often. Better fore-checking from the centers, we need the defense to pinch more and take some damn shots from the point. Just like that! Yes! Score!”

Grundy and Odell both jumped up in unison as a defenseman on the Rovers blasted a slap shot from the point that slipped by the opposition goaltender.

“Damn, Odell. Ya called that one! Two minutes left in the first period. Not bad,” Grundy said while he remained standing next to the folding chair. He crushed the now empty potato chip bag and looked over to Odell before saying, “I will grab us some beers. Should I call some pizzas in to Frank’s West Pizza Shop or should I grab another bag of chips? End of the first period is coming up.”

Odell glanced at his watch and mumbled, “Three minutes and twenty-two seconds. Not an error on my part. The goal scoring induced a delay in Grundy’s chip consumption.” Then, with a voice that had some increased volume, Lyle Odell said, “Call the pies in, George. Get one plain cheese for me and whatever you want. I know that ya love those all-meat pies. You know where the phone number is there, on the pad, right next to the phone. Please, George, I am cruising into the Irish now. Hold my beer. Please bring me the Irish whiskey and my glass. You know where they are. Thank you.”

Grundy nodded, picked up his empty beer mug and made his way to the kitchen while yelling out in the direction of Odell, “They are just facing off. I have time to run off to the kitchen and make the call. Yell loud if anything happens!”

Grundy then turned to his friend and began to speak, but Odell held one finger up and cut his friend off before he could finish speaking.

“I have ya covered on the pizzas. I know that you are a little short this week. Still paying off those loans for your children’s college educations. My wallet is in the top drawer next to the stove. Use the red and black striped credit card. That one is on file with Frank, and in theory, I am working on earning a free pie one of these days. After damn near a five-hundred pizzas, I must’b gettin’ close to a free one by now. Any day, now.”

Grundy smiled and shook his head at the uncanny abilities of Detective Lyle Odell. It seemed as if Lyle Odell was not only ten steps ahead of anyone else, but he was from another world, too.

Just as Grundy walked into the kitchen, the good sergeant’s cellphone that sat next to the leg of the folding chair, rang. Odell leaned over and glanced at the number and then he quickly glanced at his cellphone on the end table and then shook his head in recognition of the situation.

“Better hold off on the Irish, the beers, and the pizza, George. Your cellphone is ringing, and it is the front desk at headquarters.” Odell said while reaching over and picking up his phone, and staring in at the screen. “Most likely, they are calling for me. Must know that there is a Rovers hockey game on and we are together, killing beers, Irish whiskey, chips, and pizzas. Unlike your cellphone, which sits diligently on the charger, my phone is dead. I forgot to charge it.”

Grundy stood with his hands on his hips and howled, “Damn! You’ve gotta be kiddin’ me, Odell? You mean that is work callin’ me, or maybe us?”

Odell leaned over to his end table, plucked his pack of cigarettes off the table, shook one free from the pack, and stuck it in his mouth. The cigarette danced on his lower lip as he spoke.

“Yuppers. Gonna be Sergeant Hawkins on the front desk at headquarters. I recognize the number and you will, too. He ain’t gonna stop callin’. It just went to voicemail but he will call right back. He is following orders.”

As Odell predicted and just as the good detective lit the cigarette, the cellphone rang once more. Grundy tugged at his pants to try to bring the waistline over his considerable girth and shook his head in disgust as he made his way to the cellphone.

The good sergeant complained the entire way.

“Orders, huh? What orders? A few days off on the weekend after twelve on. A home-at-home series with the New York Rovers versus the Boston Bears. Rovers ahead in the first game after one period, the wife is visiting her cousin in Jersey, endless beer, and pizza, and we gotta get a damn call. Correction, you have to go get a call. Not me. I am off for a few days. Now, even though I am just a patrol sergeant, you are gonna say that you need my help, even if you have it all figured out before I even know what the hell is going on and you will suck me into another one of your crazy homicide cases with your eccentric ass, and turn my life upside down. If it were not for those friggin’ parent-student loans, I could be sitting on Mirror Lake in Lake Placid sucking down beers and enjoying life. But, no, I have to keep going. Thirty-seven damn years now.”

“Don’t forget the endless stashes of potato chips and my wallet offer, George,” Odell quipped as Grundy angrily yanked the cellphone from the charging cord and picked up the call. 

“Grundy here.”

Odell calmly sat in his easy chair; he watched and listened while gently puffing on his cigarette and studying his friend’s body language. Lyle Odell blew a long exhale of smoke into the air and it circled his head like a wreath of blue smoke as he closed his eyes and felt Grundy’s words. Even if his friend was discontented at the interruption of their plans for a relaxing weekend of pizza, beers, and hockey, Odell relished the challenge. Not that he welcomed the homicidal madness. His heart truly pined and ached for the victims; instead, he had an endless thirst to defeat the seemingly unending waves of evil.

“Ya know, Hawkins, this really sucks. It is the first break we have had in forever. We are drinkin’ beer and watching the hockey game. It is a home-at-home series this weekend. Today is the first game, and it is in Boston. Tomorrow is in New York. Huh? Yeah, Rovers ahead after one period. One zip and Rumblehowser is on his game for a change in the net. Yeah, I can’t stand Boston, too. Sure, Odell is here. What?”

Odell waved his hand in the air in a tilting fashion as he anticipated the question.

Odell mumbled, “I am a little tuned up, but not drunk yet. I was just gonna get into the Irish. Sarge Hawkins and the murderers, or murderer, have good timing.”

Grundy continued, oblivious to Odell’s words and actions, “Nah, he ain’t bombed yet. A little tuned up like me. Just beers for now. I was bunking in with Odell all weekend. Hockey, beer, pizza, and no wife. She is away visiting a cousin in Jersey. Okay, I am listening.”

There was a long pause and Grundy shifted his weight and stood up taller. He dug his feet into the floor. Sergeant George Grundy complained, moaned, and groaned constantly about his work and position, even though he was spent from thirty-seven years of police work and seeing the ugly side of Mohawk City, but he was an excellent police officer. Sergeant Grundy took a deep breath before speaking again. 

“Geez, a knife stuck in the top of his head! In his home office. Wow! That must have hurt. Oh, I guess not if he had his throat cut first. Doctor Rochester Gilding, huh? Nah, I heard the name but can’t place it.”

Odell mumbled, “Mohawk City High School, number one, is gonna need a new principal of the school and the school district is now in search of a new superintendent.”

Grundy continued, as Odell snuffed out his cigarette, kicked in the footrest on his chair, and stood up.

Grundy listened as Odell spoke.

“I‘ll get dressed, George. Please ask Hawkins to send a patrol car for us. We had too many beers to drive.”

Sergeant Grundy nodded and Odell disappeared up the stairs to his bedroom to change while Grundy obtained more details from Sergeant Hawkins.

When Lyle Odell returned to the living room, George Grundy stood in front of the television. He looked up at Odell, grunted and pointed at the television, while saying, “Rovers still ahead. Three minutes gone in the second.” 

George studied Odell some more and waved his hands in the detective’s direction while commenting, “Geez, Odell, ya looked better before you cleaned up and changed. Do you ever press ya suits? That one has more wrinkles than my old ass has.”

Odell’s hair stuck up in all directions. His suit jacket had waves of creases and wrinkles and his necktie was, in theory, tied, but it was too short and the knot hung askew. 

Odell seemed surprised at Grundy’s observation. He looked down, glanced at his attire, and shrugged his shoulders while answering, “I did have this suit cleaned and pressed. A week or two ago, but I might have not hung it up properly. Lookie here, George. I am very glad that the Rovers are ahead but I am gonna. . ..”

Sergeant George Gundry cut off Odell’s speech; he held his hand in the air and said, “I know, I know. Save it, Lyle. I gotcha. I have it down pat by now. You need my help, my keen mind, my muscles, ya gonna thank me for saving ya ass on the serial killer case with Marlin, ya gonna tell me how ya gonna ask Cap Moore if I can tag alongside ya for this case. It is all good. I am in. Why? For the life of me, I dunno? But I guess someone has to keep ya somewhat sober, keep ya upright, and on track.”

Odell smiled, reached up, mussed with his hair, and mumbled, “Thanks, George.”

“Yeah sure. Ya gonna owe me big time, Odell. Endless damn grilled cheeses and beers at Gulliver’s and hockey games up the kazoo.”

George smiled and paused in his words while he shifted his feet, tugged at his belt to pull it over his substantial girth and grew serious in his voice and demeanor.

Odell attempted to adjust his necktie and, realizing that it was rather hopeless he gave up and realized that Sergeant George Grundy was carefully watching him and studying his efforts.

Odell said, “George, I will also need you to try to stop me from my fumbling and my talking to myself to remind my own mind of where I put things. I need to be more . . . organized.”

George shrugged his shoulders and said, “Okay. I will try. But why? I mean, it is part of your normal mode of operations and part of your shtick and it fools the bad guys and the good guys into thinking you are a clueless drunk and a washed-up fool.”

Odell answered, “You know, George, you really are a genius.”

“No, Lyle. You are. A genius that is. Not a clueless drunk and washed-up fool.”

Odell smiled at his friend’s clarification of his statement.

“Anyway, Sarge Hawkins said that ya should consider getting a landline if ya never gonna charge ya cellphone. Are ya gonna get one? He is sending a patrol car and a patrol officer for us. This doctor guy got whacked with a pretty gory method of death. Apparently, it is a very messy scene. Throat cut wide open, and the knife jammed right into the top of his head bone. Crump and his crime techie team are already on the scene and sniffing around. Fancy joint on the nice side of the city. The penthouse unit in those new fancy low-rise attached townhouses. Why people want to live that tightly together and climb all those damn stairs for four-hundred-grand is beyond me. Where they work in this dump of a city to earn that kind of dough to afford those dumps is also a mystery to me. They must owe more dough than I do with those stupid student loans. Doc Kent is on the way. So, this poor bastard with a cut throat and knife in his head . . . I guess a patient did not like his bill.”

“No, George, he is not a medical practitioner type of doctor. He is an educator as in a PhD type of doc.”

Odell closed his eyes and stood silent for a few seconds and George Grundy knew his friend and fellow police officer well enough to know that Detective Lyle Odell was tapping the seemingly unlimited resources in his brilliant mind. George remained silent, too.

Suddenly, Odell opened his eyes and spoke, “Doctor Rochester Gilding PhD. The current superintendent of Mohawk City School District and acting principal of the high school during a vacancy. A vacancy that might be of profound interest to us, George. I am going to guess that Gilding was in and around forty-two years of age. Educated at an Ivy League university. Majored in English Literature. He lived in that fancy new Fairview Townhouse Development on Fairview Drive. Number four, if I recall. I suspect that is where we are going, because it is indeed a beautiful home. Yes, Dr. Gilding lived in the exclusive end unit in that new development of very expensive attached townhouses. A very large and expansive unit for a single man. Gilding was divorced. No children. Handsome as a movie star, charismatic, charming, highly intelligent, highly social, and very well liked. The word was that he was flirting with a political career. He earned a whopping salary on the taxpayers here in Mohawk City, but he did not need the money. His father and grandfather were very successful, high-powered attorneys in a downstate law firm in New York City, and Rochester inherited a part of the family’s fortune when his father and grandfather passed away. These super-wealthy types always divide fortunes up when the older ones begin to croak. Leave some piles of dough intact within the family members. Smart move. Especially so now that Doctor Rochester Gilding is dead.”

Even though George Grundy, through the countless adventures and cases together with Detective Lyle Odell, had been a witness to his genius many times before, this testimony left George stunned. The good sergeant stumbled for his words and then found them.

“Geez, Odell. That was amazing. All you missed was his shoe size.”

Odell was now fumbling with his cigarette pack, that he plucked off the end table. After removing a cigarette that bent over in two places and sticking it in his mouth, Odell then began tapping his suit jacket and pants pockets all over his body while searching for his lighter.

When he finally stopped his search and realized what Grundy said, Odell looked at George and said, “He was about six-feet, two inches or thereabouts, so chances are he wore a large size shoe, George. Maybe a twelve or thereabouts. By chance, have you seen my lighter?”

Grundy pointed at the floor next to his easy chair and observed, “There on the floor, Lyle. Ya must have sat on it along with those cigarettes. The lighter fell onto the floor when you stood up. So . . . this . . . dead guy. Ya think is it a botched robbery? I hear a lot of potentials in your voice and testimony, Odell. You already are working it over. Fancy unit in the brand-new expensive townhouses, big dough, and lots of wealth. Maybe robbers staked it out and whacked him during the robbery? I hear that a vacancy at the high school means a potentially unhappy ex-employee, handsome guy, divorced, so there could be lovers, and all the mess that brings. Then you add the historic and epic law firm and big education, too. Maybe a past coming back to haunt this guy? Lots of complex stuff going on here, Odell.”

George Grundy gently shook his head when he stopped speaking because Lyle Odell was crawling around on all fours looking for his lighter that evaded him.

“Geezzzz, Odell, and ya never even got into the Irish!”

Grundy walked over, reached down, picked up the lighter, and handed it to Odell.

“Some detective. Are ya blind? It is gonna be a challenge to keep you organized and not have ya constantly reminding ya-self on where ya put stuff.”

“See, that is why I need you, George. Yes!”

“What? To find ya lighter that was right in front of your eyes.”

“No, no, no. I eventually would have stumbled upon it. Because you are right on in your perception of the details of this case. I am afraid that this is going to be a very messy and complex case, George. Very intricate. Not to mention that this townhouse community type of life opens up a world of possible suspects. Hundreds. He was very sexy, dashing, wealthy, and handsome. Within this community, there could be many people with many types of nefarious intentions out there, George. It could be a vast collection of potential suspects with spurned lovers, adultery, jealous boyfriends, and husbands. Not to mention all the school connections and female teachers that might have batted their eyes at the handsome Doctor Gilding. In hopes of a . . . promotion. This case has the potential to be a great challenge and perhaps one of the most complex of my investigations.”

Grundy rolled his eyes and mumbled, “I knew you would say that. You always say that and then ya solve the case in a day or two. Say, Odell, tell me, why are these handsome and wealthy guys always divorced? Was this doctor guy a jerk? You just said he was well-liked.”

Odell lit the cigarette dangling from his lips. Odell took a long drag and blew the smoke up in the air.

He dropped the lighter into his suit jacket pocket and mumbled, “Right side suit jacket pocket.”

Odell’s voice picked up in volume and he said, “Because the super-wealthy, movie star guys are usually horrible people. Very self-indulged and very conceited. Since I recently also heard that he was considering a political career, then I bet he had an ego the size of Texas. That would fit a political career rather well. Lookie there, George. The Boston Bears just scored. Game tied up now. It is a good time to leave now before you blow ya cork and go on a rant about how much that Boston sucks. Ah, George, it is best if you grab your service revolver. I have my badge here clipped to my belt . . . I think, ah, yes, here it is, but I did not load any ammo into my weapon. As you know, George, I seldom carry any weapons so early in a case, but you might want to change into your uniform and at least one of us will look like a police officer. I saw your gear on the floor of the spare bedroom upstairs. I figured you knew to be prepared when you decided to hang-out with me. Not that I think we have any gun-play on this crime scene. The bad guys, or gals, or guy or gal are long since gone from the scene. Best to be careful. Just in case. I do not want Captain Moore upset and reminding me of my messiness so soon into this investigation.”

“Try not to remind ya-self of that location stuff, Lyle. Ya just mumbled ‘bout the lighter. Just doin’ my job. Lot of good it will do. Okay, give me a minute or two. I will get my gun and put my uniform on and make believe that I am a police officer. The car should be here any minute now. I would think that Cap Moore was used to your messiness by now, Lyle.”

“Negative, on Cap Moore. As of late, I have been messier than usual. Thank you. Oh yes, and the orders . . . and no, George.” 

Grundy took a step up the staircase and paused when he heard Odell’s words. He screwed his face up in puzzlement over what Odell meant.

George said, “Orders, and no?”

“Yes, you asked a while ago about the orders that I left. I told Sarge Hawkins to call your cellphone if anything came in because I never remember to charge mine, and no, I don’t think I will get a landline. The only logical location to install it is on the old phone jack on the wall in my kitchen. I don’t want any clutter on my end table here in my private space. That space is for my hockey, my baseball, pizza, listening to my music on the radio, smoking, and sipping my Irish. Therefore, chances are while rushing to answer the phone, that I would stumble and fall on my ass, because I had too much Irish whiskey on my way to answer it. Besides, things have changed so much. These days, you just can’t get a landline, you have to bundle stuff all kinds of bullshit services and packages together. George, I would never use any of it.”

Grundy nodded and shook his head and said, “Strange, but I actually followed all of that and understood it all. Gotcha. Be right back. I know that I am going to regret this. All I wanted to do was to enjoy beers, eat chips and pizza, and watch the hockey games.”
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Chapter Two



Blood Everywhere
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SERGEANT GEORGE GRUNDY’S breathing huffed and puffed quite a bit from the long climb up the townhouse stairs. These units were very expensive, very fancy, and stacked three to four stories above the ground as they spiraled to the heavens. The murder victim’s unit was a fancy penthouse and an end unit; therefore, it sprawled out and over the other units in the center of the facility. The murder victim was located on the upper level, just under the roof patio—in his private office.

Grundy mumbled and grumbled between puffs and deep inhales of air, “I can’t imagine why the hell anyone would pay four-hundred-thousand-bucks to climb up those damn. . ..”

When Sergeant George Grundy’s eyes scanned the scene of the homicide, he stopped short in his words. Even for a seasoned veteran of police work, such as Grundy was, this was an upsetting and very disturbing crime scene.

There was blood everywhere.

“Geez . . . shit . . . that must’ve hurt like hell. No matter what this poor-son-of-a-bitch did, he did not deserve this,” Sergeant George Grundy said as he stopped short in his words, his steps, and his breaths.

Grundy used his right pointy finger and the old patrol sergeant pointed at the scene in front of him.

His finger shook and quivered. It was as if the horror transcended his finger and spread to his soul and affected his emotions.

The murder victim sat in the office chair behind his desk. The blood emitting from the victim was everywhere; on the desk, on the floor, on the dead body of the man; the blood splattered and dripped from his slit throat; even if the actual murder occurred much earlier . . . and it ran all over on his shirt and was dripping all over the chair and onto the hardwood floors underneath the chair. The rather intense word of gruesome would not exactly properly classify the murder scene. The victim’s throat was laid wide open from the blow of the murder weapon.

The wound was cavernous. The entire scene was horrifying. Beyond words.

A large knife protruded from the victim’s skull, while sticking out at a two o’clock angle as the victim’s head rested at an odd right-side angle on the back of the office chair above the blood-stained surface of the desk and some papers that sat upon the same desk.

The room where the murder victim’s body was located was used as an office. It was located on the top floor of the townhouse unit. There were only two doors to the room. One was the entry door, which was located off the hallway from the floor below and there was another door leading out to a rooftop patio. A door that once you landed there, the entire patio was surrounded by a fence. The patio was a high point within the townhouse development, yet the fence blocked most of the views. Doctor Rochester Gilding’s office was rather tastefully decorated and furnished. The room had several luxurious guest chairs, several glorious framed photographs on the walls of some sunsets and landscape settings, a small table with a vase of artificial flowers set upon it; and the desk and office chair where the victim’s body remained. It was a tubular desk. The desk was very modern in design. It was a shiny black top to the desk, and the desk had bright chrome legs that twisted an interesting angle. On the desk there was, a laptop computer with the lid open, a clock, a cup with pens and pencils and some books and papers of which the blood from the victim’s wounds immensely stained, and currently, swirled in pools of horror. Behind the desk, lining most of the wall, were solid oak bookcases; filled with books. Floor-to-ceiling. Books in a perfect order and organization.

The lead officer of the crime scene investigation squad for the Mohawk City, New York, Police Department, Sergeant Oliver Crump, stood behind the desk, on the right side—next to the victim. His team of crime scene technicians stood watching and waiting around the perimeter of the room. Doctor Patrick Kent from the Mohawk City Coroner’s office stood close to Crump; the doctor held his medical bag in his right hand and his stethoscope was still hanging around his neck.

A uniformed police officer from the Mohawk City Police Department stood off to the far-right side of Doctor Kent. The officer was middle-aged, tall, and very stocky and powerfully built. He gave the appearance of being a weight-lifting gym rat.

Oliver Crump recently received a promotion to the rank of sergeant as a result of his contributions and heroism in the cracking of the now-famous Danny Clark serial killer case. Crump and his elite team were known for their keen insight and professionalism.

Everyone in the room, officers, and technicians, and the good doctor alike, all looked up and studied Sergeant George Grundy and Homicide Detective Lyle Odell as they entered the room. Sergeant Crump was now a seasoned officer . . . a veteran . . . and he was very used to working with the rather peculiar and systematic Homicide Detective Lyle Odell.

Doctor Kent, had also worked with Detective Odell for years now and he too, knew very well Odell’s nuances, procedures, and his peculiar investigative actions.

Crump said, “Good late afternoon, George, and Lyle. Sorry to interrupt your hockey game and beer and pizza event. Welcome to another glimpse of Hell. Sergeant Grundy . . . you are right on in your words. You are not kidding. There is nothing about this bullshit and scene that is pretty. This poor son-of-a-bitch had a ton of blood. It is still a’drippin’ out of him. I say this with all due respect because, us together, and us apart, we have seen a lot of ugly shit.”

After Sergeant Crump spoke, all eyes turned their attention to Mohawk City Homicide, Detective Lyle Odell. The uniformed police officer with the muscles shifted his weight a little uneasily. It seemed as if he had never worked with Odell before; however, Crump and Doctor Kent most likely briefed the officer on the particular and peculiar ways and investigative methods of Homicide Detective Lyle Odell. The police officer stood silently and stoically, and his eyes darted around the room, shifting between the dead body and Grundy and Odell. 

After Sergeant George Grundy stepped aside from the doorway, Odell took a few more steps into the room; he closed his eyes and held his hands out in front of his body.

No one spoke a word or moved a muscle. Every breath was taken with respect and only out of necessity.

Odell was following his usual methodology of his homicide investigations. He wanted to view the actual crime scene and the victim’s dead body from a neutral standpoint. Detective Lyle Odell never wanted to have any preconceived notions of what he might see and cause an errant judgement in his mind. Sergeant Crump, the crime scene technicians, Sergeant Grundy, and Doctor Kent knew not to reveal any finding or details of the initial investigations until Odell asked for them to provide him with them. The good detective kept his eyes tightly shut for a few minutes and his hands remained outright, palms up from his body. He appeared to take some deep breaths and sniff the air as if he was sampling the air to detect an odor or a particular smell.

Suddenly, he opened his eyes and his eyes scanned the entire room, even the ceiling of the room, yet he averted his gaze when it came to viewing the dead body. He gently pointed in the direction of Oliver Crump and Doctor Kent, and then waved his arm as if to motion them to step away from the dead body.

It was very obvious that Detective Lyle Odell did not yet want to view the body.

Detective Lyle Odell said, “Hello, Crump. Hello, Doc Kent. Hello, C-S-I- team. Thank you for your jobs here. Good afternoon, to everyone. Please, no words . . . everyone knows the drill . . . my strange ways. Yes, welcome to another glimpse of Hell. Strange as it seems, right now, Hell might not be quite as bad as this. So much evil on this side of Hell. In this world. Damn shame. These murder scenes are always three dimensional. So much to study and take in.”

Odell turned to Grundy and asked, “My cigarettes, George?”

Sergeant Grundy pointed at Odell’s back pocket and George replied, “Right back pocket. Ya sat on ‘em. They must’b all squished. I know that does not matter because ya just want to stick it in your mouth and taste it. Not light it.”

“Correct. Just a taste. Thank you, Sarge Grundy.”

Detective Odell, without even moving from the initial place that he stood, reached into his back pocket. He removed a very massacred pack of cigarettes and shook one twisted cigarette from the pack and stuck it in his mouth so that it dangled from his lower lip like an icicle would cling to a rain gutter in January. Odell stuck the pack back into his rear pocket and he looked at Grundy and smiled.

“I am not going to say the location, George. Doin’ my best at breaking the habits and taking better mental notes of things.”

Grundy nodded.

While the cigarette bobbed up and down with his speaking of the words, Odell then asked, “Doc Kent, it looks as he did, but please confirm for me . . . did he croak today? Time of death? To your knowledge and everyone else’s knowledge . . . only, Doctor Kent answer, please, are you the only person out of our team to touch and approach the body?”

Doctor Kent reached into his suit jacket pocket, he removed a small notepad and, while still holding his medical bag with one hand, he flipped the notepad open and read from his notes.

“Hello, Detective Odell. Hello, George. A glimpse of Hell indeed. Yes. The victim died today. My estimated time of death is around 2:30 PM. However, that is estimated. I will need the body in the lab to verify the time. Yes . . . out of the team assembled here. I only touched the body with my hands to raise his tee shirt to listen for a heartbeat with my scope and with my thermometer to take a body temperature. I observed everything else in my notes from a distance and made
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