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Introduction
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Thank you for buying the third and final book in the A Kiss Before Strangling series. The series runs 1954-1958 and covers Detective Youngers attempt to solve and stop a killer. In this third book in the series, Detective Lieutenant Peter Younger who resigned from the Tillman police moves to Panama City, Florida in 1957 to escape the cold, snow and serial killers.

The Kiss Before Strangling series takes place between 1954-1958, so there was no Maranda or civil rights for suspects till the 1966 Maranda vs. Arizona. This book is set in the south in the 1950s and does contain some politically incorrect language and adult situations and includes places that are no longer in business or even exist, but they were real places. 
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Douglas Sandler

Panama City, Florida October 30, 2017
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Dedication
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I dedicate my 6th novel to my goddesses Hecate, Bast, Diana, and ISIS as well as the teachers and professors at Gulf Coast State College and Florida State University who helped me write better with all the essays, research papers, and novel done in a creative writing class at FSU.

I also dedicate this book to the buyers and readers of my other five novels and hope they will enjoy this novel.
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Chapter One
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Peter Younger former Tillman, Nebraska police detective left because he hated the cold, snow and serial killers. As he entered Bay County, Florida driving down Highway 77 towards Panama City. He realized even though he called his sisters, he hoped they would be happy to see him. It was Tuesday, July 17, 1957. He drove on, and he stopped for gas and something to eat. He sat at the Waffle House eating and thought back to Nebraska. His mind drifted to his girlfriend who was murdered, the other murders and the two serial killers one who he killed; the one thing he knew he did not want to be a cop ever again. He was taking his time as he did not have a timetable for arriving. He thought back to the last time he saw his sisters it was Spring 1952. They came out for a visit, and he loved it. They sat getting reacquainted and talked about a great many things after they went back to Florida his job kept him busy, but he called four times a month.

It was about 1 pm when he pulled up to the Hotel Dixie Sherman at the southwest corner of Fifth and Jenks and checked into his room on the sixth floor; he unpacked ate at the hotel restaurant and drove to his sister's house. It was 2:30 pm when he pulled up to the two-story ranch house located at 726 Third Street parked then got out, and as he knocked on the door his younger sister Margret answered, and he just said, “hi, sis.”

Her eyes got big, and she hugged him exclaiming, “Peter is that you? Your looking great I missed you!”

“I missed you too sis, is Jill here?”

“Yes, she is Peter. Please come in.”

As he entered the house and entered the living room, he said, “Hello big sister.”

His older sister Jill got up and hugged him and said, “Peter, I am glad you’re here.” As they hugged, he felt the tension in her and said, “what’s wrong Jill?”

“I lost my job at the state liquor store because the manager is a woman hating pig.” Peter got that look in his eyes, and his sister knew he was upset, and she simply replied, “Peter! Don’t do anything that will make it worse for me.”

“I won’t do anything sis. I’ll be good.” He knew he lied to her and was ashamed but she was his big sister, and you stood up for the family. As they sat down to dinner and as they ate and talked he relaxed and at about 8 pm he left to go back to his hotel. At 9:30 pm he called his old police chief in Tillman, Nebraska and asked if he knew anyone in the local police department. Chief Carter told him to call Deputy Sheriff Cecil Carter, his cousin at the Bay County Florida Sheriff’s Office.

At 10 pm he dialed the operator and asked her to dial SUNSET 5-4351 extension 106. Soon the phone rang, and on the fourth ring it answered, “Bay County Sheriff’s Office Deputy Cecil Carter.”

“Deputy Carter, my name is Peter Younger. I was a lieutenant with your cousin Jim Carter in Tillman, Nebraska.”

“How is my cousin doing? Is he well?”

“Yes he is, or at least he was when we last talked.”

“What can I do for you, Lieutenant Younger?”

“Well, err...do you know the manager of the state liquor store on West Fourth Street?”

“Yes, I do. He is a sorry piece of shit that I wish I could smack around. He treats his women customers like shit, and he insulted my sister. What can I do for you? How does it relate to him?”

“Well, my older sister Jill got let go because she wouldn’t sleep with him and I was hoping there was a way I could make him hire her back and to become a good boy.”

After ten minutes the deputy sheriff said, “Let me talk to two of my men, and I’ll see what I can do for a fellow cop.”

“Thanks, Deputy Carter, I appreciate it and please don’t let it get back to my sister.”

“Of course and you can call me Cecil.”

“Thanks, you can call me Peter.”

“I’ll do that, and I will be in touch when it's done, and it won’t get back to your sister and give my best to my cousin Jim.”

“I’ll do that the next time we talk on the phone.” The line went dead, and Peter Younger former detective lieutenant hoped they would not get carried away and get too rough. He took a shower and went to bed.

The next morning July 23rd he woke up to a knock on his hotel room door. He picked up his gun and went to the door and asked, “Who’s there?” 

A voice came back, “It’s your sister Jill, open up Peter.” As he opened the door his older sister walked in, and he said acidly, “Morning sis, just come on in!”

She walked to the bed and sat down, and as he shut the door, his sister said, “I received a strange phone call from my old boss at the liquor store, and he offered me my job back and a raise. Did you have anything to do with that?”

He hesitated and said, “No not really.”

“What do you mean not really?”

“I spoke to Chief Carters cousin Cecil who’s with the Bay County Sheriff, we talked about his cousin, and he mentioned that a female clerk at the liquor store had an argument and two of his cops didn’t like it. I mentioned that you were the women and that he fired you and I was not happy about it and wish I could do something, why?”

“Well, a friend told me two men went into the liquor store and roughed him up and told him to hire me back and to do no retaliation.”

“I’m your brother, and I naturally don’t want anyone mistreating you. I didn’t tell them to rough him up.”

“Well don’t do that again! I am going to go back to work.”

“Sorry, sis.” They spent fifteen more minutes talking then she got up and left. He sat on the bed wondering what to do now. He remembered he needed a vacation, so he got dressed and drove his 1957 Chevy Bel-Air to Panama City Beach to enjoy the day. As Peter Younger drove down Front Beach Road and parked at the City Pier and got out and walked to the sand; he sat down on a beach chair opened his chest of cold beer and enjoyed the sun.

The heat from the sun heated up the air as a warm salt-tinged breeze blew in. At about 3 pm he got up and headed back to his car to go eat at the diner he saw. As he sat eating his hamburger, fries, and soda, he realized he had only seven months of money left and may need to get a job as he would hate to impose on his sisters.

It was the 28th of July as he sat in the Hotel Dixie Sherman restaurant pondering what to do next. Just then a large sheriff deputy entered and sat down at his table.

“Would you be Peter Younger, the former Tillman police lieutenant?”

“Um.. yes I am who are you?”

“I am Cecil Carter Bay County Sheriff’s Office; you worked for my cousin Jim.”

“Hello, its great to meet you, deputy.”

“Call me Cecil.”

“OK, Cecil what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?”

“I wanted to know if your sister got her job back and all is ok?”

“It is and, well wasn’t that unprofessional roughing him up?”

“NO! That man has a problem with women working and is a worthless woman-hating pig, so no I felt it was appropriate.”

“Well, thanks even though my sister got mad at me.”

“How long are you going to be in Panama City?”

“Permanently; I am tired of the cold, snow and serial killers.”

“Well, down here it is pretty quiet. Only the usual stuff like burglary, theft, DUI’s, drugs, prostitution, and the occasional assault and battery and rarely we get killings but mostly drug-related.”

“Well right now I am taking a break from police work; I am burned out.” The waitress came over and brought a plate of bacon, eggs, grits, and toast. Younger got the t-bone with mashed potatoes. The two cops ate the deputy spoke up, “if you need a job would you consider working for us?”

“I have not considered it. Is that a masonic ring you got?”

“Yes, it is. I belong to the masons St. Andrews Lodge 734 for forty-eight years.”

“Well, I belonged to the Masonic lodge in Tillman until I left to come here.”

“Well if you’re in good standing join our lodge; you will find many masons in town to help you, and you’ll have friends.”

“That would be wonderful. I don’t know anyone here except you and my sisters; when do you meet?”

“We meet every Thursday at 7:30 pm.”

“Well, I’ll stop by for the next meeting.”

“I’ll look forward to seeing you there; I have to get to work.”

The big cop left, and Younger wondered what he was going to do now. He paid his bill and drove to his sister's house to spend time with them. Younger and his sisters spent the day shopping and seeing downtown Panama City.

The next day the 29th he went to the McCrory 5 and 10 on Harrison Avenue for a chocolate malt and to buy some personal care stuff. He looked around and saw some Hawaiian flower shirts and bought three for himself and three for his former police chief back in Tillman. As he waited in line to check out a grungy looking man entered and the man went to the cashier pulled out a Colt .45 and said, “give me all the money NOW!” The two customers in front of Younger hit the floor, and as Younger looked at the man, he realized even if he got the money he was going to shoot the cashier. The cashier handed the robber the money then Younger yelled out, “POLICE! DROP THE GUN!” The man turned towards Younger and as soon as the cashier ducked Younger dropped into a combat crouch and fired three slugs BAM! BAM! BAM filled the store from his 9mm pistol as the robber tracked his gun on Younger and the robber fell dead in a pool of blood; the event only took ten seconds.

The cashier dialed the Panama City Police and told them about the attempted robbery and that a plain clothed cop was the one who stopped it. Younger thought DAMN why did this have to happen to me. Ten minutes later three police cars and a sheriff’s car pulled up, and seven cops ran in guns drawn, Peter Younger identified himself. As the cops took notes and witness statements, the robbery detectives entered and took over. As former Detective Lieutenant Younger waited for one of the two detectives to talk to him, he pondered why did the guy have to do this here and now. The older of the two detectives approached and says, “Are you the cop who shot the armed robber? What happened?”

“I was here buying some personal care stuff waiting to check out when that man came in looking scared as he went up to the cashier pulled a gun and demanded the money. I waited while the two people in front of me dropped to the floor and after he had the money and turned aiming his gun away from the cashier I identified myself and told him to drop the gun, and well you know what happened. It was
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