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Dedication
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“To those who seek justice in an unjust and unforgiving world. Never be guilty by association.”

In a Gilded Cage

Another Case of Detective Lyle Odell

––––––––
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Paul John Hausleben
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“Sometimes, the pain of life and love hangs like a cloud of smoke in the air above lost and broken lovers; sometimes, it hangs like a flame of burning fire, and sometimes, it simply fizzles out and the smoke drifts off into the air somewhere. Somewhere, only to a place that the lonely persons of this world know of, or can recognize, see, or feel.”
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Paul John Hausleben

15 September 2024

A Gilded Cage:

A noun: A life of wealth and luxury but without true freedom, happiness, or contentment.

“She lived in a Gilded Cage; it was a fantastic penthouse apartment, surrounded by the best of everything, but her husband kept her trapped. As if she was a trophy on a shelf.”
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Prologue



[image: ]


Decisions and actions have repercussions; either they are bad, or they are good, or they are indifferent.

They said that she could melt the paint off the walls of the rooms that she walked into. Graceful red hair tumbled in glorious waves down her neck, and down her back, and her hair fell into gentle curls that teased the very air she breathed. She was tall for a woman. She had a perfect figure, bouncing breasts, swaying hips, long fingers with gloriously painted fingernails, graceful manners, and a sultry voice.

A beautiful woman who had it all. And then some more. Or so it seemed.

She made decisions, and she conducted some actions. Some were bad, some were good, and some were indifferent.

They all had repercussions. 

They called him Old Mike around the workplace. He enjoyed the tagline because, well; he was old. Still sharp and in good shape, though. He worked as a security officer in the exclusive condominium complex for about two years now. It paid him some extra money that came in very handy in his retirement years. The job was straightforward; few issues. Sometimes he found things wrong with the building, such as a plumbing leak, or a light bulb out, or the boilers conked out, or the elevators made strange noises and Old Mike reported these issues to the maintenance crew for repairs. He enjoyed the work; most of the residents were friendly, and very wealthy; doctors and lawyers, and some businesspersons, and they always treated Mike kindly and gave him a few tips here and there and on the holidays. The crime and criminal elements of the old city stayed away from this location. There were whispers of some powerful people who owned units here and the building, too. Whispers of organized crime; however, Mike never asked or poked around in those rumors or dark corners. Old Mike knew that many of the important people who visited and seemed to be affiliated with upper management of the complex or maybe even the owner, all spoke Russian. His boss was Russian, but he spoke perfect English with a hint of the Russian dialect in his voice. Old Mike did not care; he only spoke New York, and he kept out of those rumors and dark corners. He did his job and then went home to his wife. Drank a few beers, followed the local sports teams, and tried to enjoy what time he had left.

There were few exclusive, upscale residences in poor old Mohawk City. The city they called a den of sin in upstate New York. Gritty, rundown, tons of crime, and very few high-paying and meaningful jobs. The factories along the river sent all the quality jobs overseas and now Mohawk City was a shadow of its former self when manufacturing ruled the city. Those jobs paid well, and the benefits and the lifestyles that the factory and manufacturing jobs provided served generations of families. Now corporate greed led to despair and the good times were in the rear-view mirrors. Old Mike was a lucky one; he retired just in time from his over forty years in a factory, making gloves and hats. This was an era when quality was important to consumers.

Mike sat in the lobby of the complex, watching the monitor screens displaying images from the many security cameras installed outside and inside the large building. Mike usually listened to the radio as he sat at his lobby post. He tuned into late night talk radio, or some music or sports. Generally, the shift was quiet. At the top of each hour, he made his rounds on the graveyard shift. First, he toured the basement areas, and the heating boilers and air-conditioning central plant, then the loading dock, and then he checked in on the workout rooms, the gym, the yoga rooms and the indoor swimming pool and the hot tub area. That is one of the main reasons that Mike enjoyed the graveyard shift, because those amenity areas were off-limits and locked after 11 PM every night. On one occasion, right around midnight, Old Mike found some young folks in the hot tub making a little love. The word was that they paid off the creepy maintenance guy that works the late shift for him to leave the door unlocked for the young folks to have some late-night fun. The old security officer was not very fond of that guy. Mr. Dimitri Kalber. Old Mike thought Kalber was a shady guy, who had his fingers in many different things, and none of it was very good. When the old security officer spotted them in the hot tub, he left them alone to do their thing. Mike laughed, snuck away quietly, and let them be adventurous in private. They never saw him. He was young once, too, and the wife and Mike had their share of fun and adventurous love, too. 

After checking the amenity areas, Old Mike went floor-by-floor through all twelve floors, scanning the little barcodes at the tour stations with his scanner tool as he wandered along the way. He walked and checked and observed until he finally made his way to the penthouse to check the roof doors. Sometimes he found the door open to the roof lounge and bats or birds flew into the hallway. Mike always checked that door after he chased a bat for a few hours last summer. Old Mike caught it in a glass jar and released it to freedom. He was a kind man. Or so his wife and friends told him.

He worked three days a week and one Saturday during the month. Sometimes, he covered a holiday for the manager or filled in for other officers when they were on vacation or out sick. The job kept him fit, and he sure got his exercise. On some nights, there were maintenance issues, and he had company with one of the maintenance technicians working to make repairs and they would chat and pass some time together with coffee and snacks. Most often, Mike worked alone.

It was on an early Wednesday morning around two-fifteen or thereabouts. It had been an unusual work shift; something off kilter that Old Mike could not define, but he could feel the strange vibe. His manager called when he first came onboard and told him not to worry too much, but the camera system was down and scheduled for repairs in the morning. The boss also told him that he had added some extra security patrols with some contracted security for the exterior of the building.

“Just stay in the lobby and don’t worry about exterior tours and then do your normal interior rounds after two in the morning and then at the top of each hour thereafter,” the boss told Old Mike.

Mike acknowledged the orders, and that is what he did, even when he saw some cars out front parked near the front entrance to the building. Mike figured the contracted security had that all covered. Through the lobby glass, he saw some men stirring about outside, but as his boss told him to do so, Mike stayed inside and followed the marching orders.

It was two in the morning. Time for his first interior round.

Old Mike used his keys in the door of the hot tub and swimming pool area and he walked in and scanned the room with his flashlight and his eyes. Night lights were on and they provided some illumination, as did the glow of the exit lights. Mike could hear the gentle flow of water in the swimming pool as the filter did its job. He could also hear the bubbling of the pumps and filters in the hot tub. His flashlight beams scanned everything, and the scene all seemed normal as he took a few steps into the room.

Or was it? His beam caught something sitting on the deck of the pool. It was a pile of clothes; a red dress and some high-heeled shoes. Then Mike turned his gaze to the pool, and he narrowed his eyes to study it.

His breathing stopped and his heart jumped in his chest. 

Somebody was in the pool! Floating in the water with their arms outstretched.

Old Mike ran to the pool and recognized the body in the pool.

Oh no! It was Ms. Irina!

The old security officer screamed her name. No response and no reply and he knew already that she was dead.

He tossed his flashlight aside and ran to grab the safety rescue hook from the wall of the pool house and he used the hook to pull Ms. Irinia to the side of the pool as he continued to scream her name. Old Mike was not a doctor, but the way that her head tilted over on her neck told the old security officer that she broke her neck and she was dead.

A terrible accident! Maybe she dove into the pool and hit awkwardly? 

A tragedy.

He sat on his backside at poolside while holding her dead body tight against the side of the pool. Tears ran down his cheeks and he sobbed violently.

Ms. Irina was so young, so beautiful, and so nice. She always smiled and kept to herself and seldom left the unit. Old Mike ignored the rumors that she was a kept woman and that her man was the owner of the building and he was rich, powerful, and well-connected to the dark underside of life in Mohawk City, and in fact, in New York. The rumor mill proclaimed that her man was the man with the heavy Russian accent that Mike had met once when the very recognizable black limousine dropped him off in front of the building early on a Sunday morning. He had seen that limousine around the building several times. In fact, he swore he saw it through the front lobby windows as he watched it glide by the front of the building earlier in his shift today. The limousine usually only used the exclusive side entrance and exit. Mike recalled that he met that man on that Sunday, which was the same night that his boss told him to shut down all the security cameras. . ..

The rumors were that the most powerful crime boss of the Russian mob in New York owned the building and the few other possessions it held within its confines. Human or otherwise.

All of that was none of his business.

Mike grabbed his cellphone and made the emergency call. No sense using the two-way radio because no one else was on duty.

Suddenly, his job was no longer easy.

Decisions and actions have repercussions; either they are bad, or they are good, or they are indifferent.
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Chapter One
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Goddess

​

Irina Alexandrovna Orlova was a stunner. It took her a bit of time in life to learn the ropes, but eventually; she used her beauty and her allure to her advantage whenever she could do so. She had glorious red hair that tumbled in waves along her face and down her back. Irina was tall for a woman; about five-eleven or thereabouts and she possessed a perfect figure, with swaying hips, long legs, and picture-perfect breasts. Her beauty was complete with a long neck and high cheekbones, gentle lips, all combined with the flash of green eyes that looked like perfect glass. Most people who were in her presence named her a goddess and said that she was flawless and most of her beauty came from her mother. Her father was ruggedly handsome, but her mother, even in her older age, retained her beauty.

Irina’s patronymic reflected her father’s first name of Alexander. Her father was a highly skilled tailor and her mother was a homemaker. She helped her husband out in the family business when she was able to do so. Her parents followed uncles and aunts and cousins and other family members from Saint Petersburg, Russia to Albany, New York, after World War 2 to avoid all the post-war political struggles that affected their business. Upstate New York winters were long and harsh and coming from Saint Petersburg, the family felt very comfortable there. Especially so in January.

The family were all followers of Eastern Orthodoxy and were very involved in church activities. The family established successful tailor shops in Albany and then later, they also operated a tailor shop in downtown Mohawk City. The tailor shops were all well-known throughout the area and beyond for high quality of tailoring, sales of quality custom clothing, and renowned services. In fact, customers would travel from downstate in New York and New York City to visit the shops for services. It was worth the trip.

Irina’s mother told her that her arrival in this world was a surprise. She was an only child; although she had many cousins. Some were in New York and other family members remained in Russia. Her mother was forty years old when Irina was born. And her father was twelve years older than her mother was. Regardless of where she was born, her language, her culture, and her life were decidedly Russian. She spoke perfect Russian and perfect English, too. Her education was at a local college in Albany, where she majored in communications and minored in business management. Mostly, she kept to herself, with her religion close at hand and her family always in her heart. Boyfriends were far and few between. An occasional date with some men from her church community, but there were never any serious relationships in her young life.

That is until she walked into the restaurant owned by Ivan Petrov. A classic eastern European restaurant tucked into a quiet street of downtown Mohawk City, New York. Quiet corners in the old, gritty city are difficult to find. However, the gritty elements of the streets of Sin City never wandered too close to Petrov’s establishment.

The Russian crime family ties and rumors of what exact business that Ivan Petrov and his father, his uncle, and his entire family dabbled in kept street thugs away. The Petrov’s family dabbled in much more than serving fine food layered in an eastern European cuisine and drink.

All eyes were on Irina as she walked into the exclusive restaurant, dressed to make men’s eyes pop and their foreheads to sweat. Her legs underneath the tantalizing side slit red dress went on forever and invoked the dreams and the passions of on-lookers who wondered at the glory hidden underneath. When she ordered a glass of wine and some appetizers at the bar, men in the establishment clambered over one another to buy her the drink and pay for her food. Yet the owner and big boss already spotted her and no other man would challenge his authority to leer over a woman who Petrov targeted. Petrov was about fifteen-years older than Irina was, but he was in great physical shape and cut and chiseled to perfection. He was married, but he already had several mistresses and his wife knew of them, tolerated it, and understood this is how Ivan Petrov and his father and all the male Petrov family members conducted themselves.

Discrete, yet everyone was aware.

From the moment he placed his eyes upon her beauty, Ivan Petrov knew he had to make her his. At all costs. Petrov was rich, powerful, handsome, and connected, and a criminal, and . . . ruthless. Petrov mesmerized, Irina. With her parents now both passed on and except for one aunt on her father’s side and handful of cousins there were not many if any family members left, in America or in Russia, she lost her guidance and put the church, their teachings, the rules of God, and her own moral integrity on a forgotten shelf.

The Devil arrived, and he drove a two-hundred-thousand-dollar black sports car. On Saturdays. The rest of the week, he drove a red one.

Petrov treated Irina Alexandrovna Orlova as if she was a goddess and he worshipped her; yet there was a caveat. There always is a caveat when you deal with the Devil. A what if. A catch, a trap, and a snare. Irinia always had to play the game of goddess by his rules. A ruthless game.

He took her virginity and made her swear to a pure allegiance of her love only to him.

Ivan Petrov set her up in a penthouse apartment in his finest property. It was four-thousand-square feet of overwhelming luxury.

Wet-bars stocked with the finest liquors, and wines, beers, and snacks. All meals cooked off-site by the finest chefs with the finest foods and brought in daily for her enjoyment. Luxurious bathrooms with soaking tubs that were more as if they were swimming pools. Bedrooms with mirrors and a bed a mile wide. Every amenity and then some. The finest food, the finest jewelry, the finest clothes, and everything that her heart could ever desire right at her fingertips just for the asking. Yet the rules were strict. Ivan would never marry her, or acknowledge her existence to anyone or in any way. She could not leave the penthouse without his permission and only with one of his most trusted bodyguards watching her every move. Most often, he allowed her to venture out to one of his many restaurants. Where he could keep a careful and calculated watch over her every move. She could only look at Ivan, had to be ready to make love to him at his whim and call, and not have any inhibitions in doing so. No rules of hers; only Ivan’s rules. She was his now and forever. She could never look at another man, or even smile at another man, or laugh at his jokes, or even say hello. Or ever attend Mass at the Eastern Orthodox Church. Or meet with the priest or discuss religion or God in any way. Even the hair stylist and nail salon technician came to the penthouse to perform their services.

Trapped now in a Gilded Cage of dealmaking with the Devil.

If he ever heard of her or caught her straying in any way, the penalty was very exact.

He would kill her.

She was a kept goddess in a Gilded Cage.

Sooner or later, even luxury becomes a humdrum. Even when you have everything at your fingertips, it eventually becomes commonplace and monotonous.

Yes, indeed.

Her morals and her past church and religious background reached deep back into her mind and guilt at her choices in life began to set in. It became a very difficult one-way path to continue to walk on.

The sad truth of reality hit hard.

When you make deals with the Devil, sooner or later, the Devil comes along to collect on his deals.

[image: image]

MIKHAIL SERGIENKO PLAYED by no rules. He killed for profit and he killed without trails, and without evidence, and he killed without conscience, and he killed ruthlessly, and he killed without remorse. He was a hired killer working for the Russian mob. He was ex-KGB out of Moscow and was in America without permission or proper clearance. The American authorities were clueless, and they chose to ignore dead bodies that had some ties to the Russian mob; to them, Mikhail Sergienko was a ghost.

He feared no one, no country, and nothing in this world. Perhaps he should fear what awaited him in the afterlife, but he would deal with that when it arrived. Right for now, killing was his game and Ivan Petrov and his crime family paid him very well to kill without reason or rules.

Mikhail Sergienko was muscular, powerful, and hellbent on his killing mission. He felt as if he was unstoppable and he left a long trail of dead bodies throughout New York. From the outskirts of New York City, to over in New Jersey, and all the way to upstate New York. The victims were just targets and then dead bodies to him. They were not actual fellow human beings.

Even as a ruthless killer, he had to admit that his last victim was very beautiful, and she seemed innocent. For just a fleeting second or two, while he was taking her life, he felt as if he should let her live, and he should let her breathe, and he should let up the pressure on her neck. Only for a fleeting second.

In the end, she was dead.

Mikhail’s greatest mistake was to take her life within the boundaries of Mohawk City in upstate New York. In the United States of America.

Professor Moriarity eventually ran into Sherlock Holmes. Satan will meet his match someday with Saint Michael. Samson had his hair cut by Deliah. The Roman Soldier’s ear met and felt the pain of the Sword of Peter.

Mohawk City had a defender, too. Amongst the grit, and within the grim of the sin in the streets, and within the horror of murder, and out of the ashes of despair, justice and a beautiful victim of a horrible death had an avenger.

Mikhail Sergienko and Ivan Petrov were both about to meet their matches and learn that in the end justice prevails.

Within Mohawk City, in upstate New York, Homicide Detective Lyle Odell stood waiting for the hunt for clues and ready to bring the evil, shadowy figures out of the dark and into the light of justice. Odell was not afraid to walk where phantoms tread. Yet, Detective Lyle Odell had his own demons and phantoms to fight off and his own light to find.

Yes, indeed, he stood guard, and he was good at his job. Very, very good at his job. 
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Chapter Two
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Pain

––––––––
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“MY DEAREST, LYLE. LET me preface this letter by saying that I love you with all my heart and soul. I always will. We are both detectives, so we go with the evidence and our gut feelings. The evidence is solid. My gut feelings will never change. I will love you until my last breath. That will never change. Without you, then, I am nothing. I guess you knew this day was coming. Perhaps, knowing you, Odell, you knew the exact time and date. Your genius will never surprise me or anyone who knows you closely anymore. In fact, you predicted it. Since you always say, 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. I will quote what you advised me to do and what you predicted. 

“You will do great things. You will be an outstanding patrol officer and receive a promotion to detective in a few years. Two years at the most. Find a wonderful man who is your own age. Marry him. An extremely lucky man he will be. Life will be grand.”

Your predictions came true and now I am taking your advice. I hope that life will be grand. Time will tell because I cannot see how life would ever be grand without you in my arms, and in my bed, and in my life.

I met a man, and we hit it off. He does not work in law enforcement. He is an accountant for a major corporation in Des Moines. Major corporations are few and far between out here; nonetheless, he has a very good job. He is six months older than I am. His humor keeps me laughing during dark investigations and his calmness keeps me calm. I love him. When he asked me to marry him, I accepted. Only with you, Odell, firmly in the back of my mind. Since honesty is our way of life; he knows all about you and what we shared and still share. One thing that I admire about this man is that he is very accepting of facts. Facts are important.

We have not spoken in forever, and I know that was your plan. To let me do my thing while you did yours. I would have called you to tell you over the phone, but I knew you would not answer. Or you did not charge your cellphone, and it is lying with a dead battery next to your old table radio.

Whenever I rang your phone; you avoided my calls. Even if your phone was on and charged, you would use that phone-absent-minded modus operandi as an excuse not to accept my calls. I understand. No doubt that I would have flown out to meet you, but if you answered the door, we would just end up eating pizza from Frank’s West, drinking beer and Irish whiskey and making endless love. That would derail my life and be unfair to us, and to you, and to me, and to him. Not a great plan—if that was even a valid plan at all.

Doodlesticks retired from police work. He is living the good life on our family farm. He is at peace. Together, we nailed many bad guys and gals. That was another Odell prediction that came to fruition. Doodlesticks is old but very happy. He misses you. When I mention your name, he sits down, and I sit next to him, and hug him, and we look for you. We both look all around as if you are somewhere close. Maybe you are. I think you always will be near to us. Somewhere. Somehow.

You reside inside my heart. Forever. How I wish that there was time for one more sweet embrace for us to share.

But there is no time left.

Sadly.

When we do marry, please don’t ever think that my new husband replaces you in my heart. I prefer to think that he will reside alongside of you. My greatest hope and all my prayers are that you will find someone to love and that she will bring you peace and she will bring you joy. You deserve it more than you ever realize. I will pray that prayer every day. Odell, when you do so, my only wish is that she will reside alongside of me in your heart. Forever. Somewhere. Somehow.

All my love. Always.

Marlin

The words were all Marlin. Odell could feel her presence. Even the notepaper smelled like her.

That only made the entire situation even worse. There was no way he would ever forget how Marlin Santini smelled. Even in the hiss of that awful summer’s relentless heat. Marlin smelled like a rose garden on a late spring afternoon. Like, Sweet Pea blossoms gently waving in a breeze, releasing touches of heavenly scents to remind the world of God’s grand creation.

Odell dealt within a lifetime of snapshots. He took snapshots of everything, everyone, and the entire world within seconds and filed them away in his complex mind. Odell captured every detail. He captured the fact that the envelope had a rain water stain on it. In his mind, this was evidence of the authenticity of the letter. A time signature because Lyle Odell knew it had rained three days ago in Des Moines, Iowa.

He kept tabs on his lover. Because their love was perpetual.

Endless

It was forever.

In his mind, he pictured Marlin slowly walking in the rain, to place the letter in the mailbox. That fact made this all so much more personal. Homicide Detective Lyle Odell lovingly ran his fingers over the crinkled portion of the envelope. His tears dripped on the envelope and would add salty aspects to the crinkles when they dried. He set the letter and envelope aside on his end table. Right next to the old table radio.

Slowly and rather stiffly, Lyle Odell pushed off the arms of his old easy chair and made his way to the kitchen to the cupboard, where he kept his stash of many bottles of Irish whiskey. It was time to numb the pain and escape from this reality. He despised his flaws and his weakness and his love for the bottle. How he wished that he had stayed in the Coast Guard and retired from that gig; yet, his investigations there were the same pain. The same phantoms. Civilian or military, the hauntings were the same. And someone had to avenge the helpless victims of homicidal horrors. Odell surmised that it was God’s plan for him, and despite his flaws and his lifestyle, he knew God.

How could he not?

Lyle also knew pain. Right now, it was almost unimaginable. Pain.

[image: image]

CAPTAIN CONNOR MOORE ran his hands over his high and tight haircut. He ran his hands repeatedly right over the very top of his head and then he stood up from his desk and placed both hands on that exact same spot. He turned and looked out the window of his office at Mohawk City Police Headquarters. An American flag waved proudly on a landscaped island in front of the police headquarters, along with a flag representing New York State. A gentle late May breeze propelled the flags. It was a glorious day outside; inside in Captain Moore’s office, it was not nearly as pleasant.

Sitting in the two guest chairs in front of Captain Connor Moore’s desk were Mohawk City police officers, Junior Detective Miles Bradford, and Lieutenant George Grundy. Standing in the corner of the room, on opposite sides of the office, were Lieutenant Oliver Crump, the commanding officer of Mohawk City’s elite C-S-I team, and Police Officer Larry Hicks. They all were Mohawk City police officers.

Junior Detective Miles Bradford spoke first as he heard Captain Moore sigh and, even with his back turned to his direct reports, the team could feel his stress and see him fold his arms across his chest.

“Captain Moore, sir, I did the best that I could. I have worked enough with Detective Odell to know his ways. The crime scene required immediate processing. The entire team was present. I mean . . . the band was back together. Pardon the expression, sir. Lieutenant Crump, Lieutenant Grundy, Officer Hicks, and Doctor Kent represented the coroner’s office. We all know Odell’s methods. Sir. With all due respect to my chain of command, I think that I am progressing and quite capable.”

Captain Moore turned around, and he walked back to his office chair, but he stood behind it and placed his hands upon the back rest of the chair. He was tall, muscular, and handsome, and his light brown skin remained flawless even in his face. Lines of worry would eventually appear, as this job proved to be even more stressful than combat mission in the Middle East were during his military days. Yet, Moore remained the picture-perfect police officer, and he was a brilliant commanding officer to an elite team of law enforcement specialists. 

It was just that one key member of the band was missing and without their leader, his angst was deep.

This case had some potentially horrible repercussions and involvement of some of the highest levels of authorities. From the federal level to the state level, to diplomatic relationships of a foreign country, to personal safety levels of his team and their families and even his own family and life. Captain Moore knew not to discount Russian mobsters and remain aware as to their power and influence.

Captain Connor Moore was struggling. Severely. This was the first great challenge to his decision-making ever since he first assumed the captain's position.

“Look, Junior Detective Bradford . . . Miles . . . this has zero percent to due with my respect for you, or the questioning of your capabilities. Zero. It is just the persons involved here and the number of calls from some powerful and influential persons in my chain of command, as well as other officials, government and otherwise, are making this rather difficult. My phone has been ringing non-stop since you pronounced this a homicide and not a suicide, or an accident. Your homicide pronouncement shook the living hell out of things. Are you sure about your initial investigation results? Doctor Kent might find something else when he performs his autopsy and files his results. I mean, the body was in a swimming pool. Wearing only her undergarments. Her clothes and shoes set aside on the deck of the pool. All indications are that she broke her neck and while we do not have any blood work results yet, it seems as if there were some lingering odors of alcohol emitting from her body. It seems as if she might have had too much to drink, entered the pool area, even if it was after permitted access hours, and unfortunately, dove in, maybe off the diving board or the side deck and broke her neck in a terrible accident. Body temperature might not tell Doctor Kent or you the time of death. That is what Doc Kent will determine by his medical genius. Doctor Kent will also tell us so much more during the autopsy, such as how much alcohol was involved here and consumed by her, and about the nature of the injury and such.”

“I am sure about my ruling, Captain Moore. Positive. I feel as if a powerful pair of hands strangled her and broke her neck. Hardly any signs of any struggles. The killer even left her fancy satin finger gloves on her hands, so if she scratched the killer while he choked the life out of her and snapped her neck, then there would be no DNA in, or underneath her fingernails.”

“Fancy gloves? Huh? I did not see any gloves listed within the contents describing the pile of clothes and jewelry set aside. Did you, or Crump’s C-S-I team, or any of you find these gloves, Junior Detective Bradford?”

“Negative.”

“Then how do even know they exist?”

“Because it makes sense with her attire for an elegant evening out on the town. Her black evening dress was backless. Elegant. High heels. A glowing diamond necklace carefully set aside on the top of the dress set on the deck of the swimming pool. She was wearing a strapless and self-adhesive bra, so no straps were visible. I spoke with my wife and she agrees that such elegant attire on a beautiful woman dressed for a night on the town would also contain a pair of fancy black satin finger gloves. Long cut.”

Captain Moore stared intensely at Junior Detective Miles Bradford. He narrowed his eyes and you could easily tell that he was trying very hard to support the young detective’s theory and testimony and, ultimately, his decision to rule this case a homicide; however, it was a struggle for the good captain.

Captain Connor Moore sighed deeply before he spoke.

“Your wife felt that there would be a fancy pair of gloves involved. I see. A consultant of sorts. I am sure your wife is very keen on elegant women’s fashion . . . I am not discounting that factor . . . as she is quite an elegant woman in her own right. Indeed. Yet, where are these gloves?”

“Not sure. My guess is after the killer broke the victim’s neck, he stripped the body of the clothes and the necklace and her high heels and then removed the gloves and ditched them somewhere. The gloves, if we can find them, contain potentially damaging evidence with DNA or such. I know there were gloves on her hands because we found a black satin thread stuck on her pointy finger on a small section of a cracked fingernail. It lodged within the nail crack. She had exquisite nails on her fingertips. Long nails prepared by a nail salon expert. Painted black with silver dots and there in one of the cracks on that particular nail was a sliver of a thread. Crump’s team removed the thread, and it is in their crime lab team’s capable hands. I looked at her hands first for any sign of struggles. The gloves were on her hands. She fought for her life, cracked a nail and when the killer removed the gloves, a black satin thread remained lodged in the crack. There were no wet footprints on the side deck, or any water on the diving board. Maybe you could say that she took one unfortunate dive and broke her neck on the first dive into the water and that would explain the lack of water or footprints, but I do not think so. Sir, I used Odell’s intense investigation methodology. To quote the brilliant detective, ‘exact facts and details are very important in investigations.’ I observed everything and the exact facts and details, too.”

Captain Moore nodded his head, and now, he pulled the chair out from behind his desk and sat down. The captain spoke and his voice reflected the stress of the situation. 

“Ok. Well now, Miles. I understand. A black satin thread stuck in a cracked nail. The thread could be from a pair gloves. Or it could be from running her hand over her dress. Only one cracked nail out of ten . . . in a violent struggle for her life . . . she could have cracked that nail by falling haphazardly into the pool and breaking her neck in a drunken stupor. What type of material is the dress that she wore made from?”

Bradford blinked a few times and then answered, “Black satin.”

Captain Moore had years of experience and some investigation skills, too. In this role, he was certainly playing a Devil’s Advocate.

“I see. Well, there you go. Many potentials and without finding the actual gloves, quite a bit of supposition here. I do not know? It is wonderful to hear that you used Odell’s methods and his training with you over the last year or thereabouts. I would not have listened to Odell’s recommendation to promote you to a junior detective, if I did not believe in you, Junior Detective Bradford. Lyle would never have made that recommendation if he did not believe in you, too.”

“Sir. Permission to speak freely.”

“Granted.”

“With all due respect, Captain Moore, sir, I disagree. My thoughts are that I
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