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Chapter 1 
 
 
Dead. At least three days, maybe four judging 

from the state of decomposition. The woman was 
lying on the floor in the middle of the living room, 
clothed in jeans and a yellow T-shirt. There was a 
large, dark stain in the middle of her chest 
surrounding a small hole in the fabric of the shirt. 
Her skin had a marbled look and her eyes bulged in 
their sockets, staring blankly at the ceiling. They were 
covered with a milky glaze. Her tongue was swollen 
and the tip protruded between her lips. Her short 
black hair was dull and stiff. She might have been 
pretty when she was alive but it was impossible to tell 
by looking at her now. Her body was bloated and the 
stench was horrendous. Someone had opened several 
windows but it hadn’t helped much.  

Detective Kyle Barrymore looked at the puffy 
face of the deceased. A tall and lanky man, he had 
dark, unruly hair and a bushy mustache. He was fifty-
three-years-old but looked older. There were bags 
under his eyes as if he hadn’t had a good night’s sleep 
in some time. He had on the obligatory dark suit and 
an old, London Fog trench coat. He stood there for 
several minutes, hands clasped behind his back, 
perfectly still except for the slight movement of his 
head as he examined the body and the area 
immediately around it.  
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Detective Warren Madsen was halfway across the 
room, holding a handkerchief over his nose and 
mouth. He was in his early-thirties with longish 
brown hair and a “fashionable” amount of stubble – 
more than a few days without shaving but not long 
enough to be considered a beard. He’d been with the 
division for three weeks and Kyle had met him; 
however, they hadn’t worked together. All Kyle knew 
about him was that he was the son of a City 
Councilman and it was understood that he was being 
groomed to one day move into politics with a 
background in law enforcement to bolster his career. 

Two evidence recovery technicians were on site. 
One was photographing the body. The other was 
dusting the front door for fingerprints. 

They were in an apartment on the eleventh floor 
of a high rise complex with a splendid view of the 
river. It was a one bedroom unit, furnished in a 
modern theme – lots of chrome and steel. Everything 
was black, white, or polished silver. The only things 
that gave any warmth to the room were the books. 
There was a built-in bookcase on one wall that was 
filled with books and more were stacked on the 
coffee table, on an end table next to the sofa, and on 
the floor beside the desk. 

Kyle turned toward Warren. “Tell me what you 
know about her,” he said. 

Warren took the handkerchief away from his 
mouth to speak. His eyes squinted a little at the odor. 

“Don’t know much. Just what the neighbor 
across the hall could tell me. I haven’t had a chance 
to talk with anyone else yet. Anyway, her name’s 
Amanda Jacobs. Thirty-six years old. Single. Lived 
here for eleven years.” He paused to look at his notes 
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and he held the handkerchief over his nose and 
mouth while he did so. “Apparently she had a phobia 
…” 

“What?” Kyle snapped. “I can’t hear you with 
your hand over your mouth like that. Speak up.” 

“Sorry,” Warren said as he lowered the 
handkerchief. He made a face. “How can you stand 
it?” 

“Olfactory fatigue,” Kyle said. 
“What’s that mean?” 
“That’s when your sense of smell blocks the 

odor. It’s called olfactory fatigue. Or olfactory 
adaption. For most people strong odors are greatly 
minimized within a few minutes, making them 
bearable. At some point you don’t notice them at all.” 
He looked up as a patrolman came into the room and 
grimaced. “Unless you leave the area for several 
minutes and come back in. Then everything gets reset 
and it starts over again.” 

“You wanted to see me, sir?” the patrolman 
asked. He was a young man, in his mid-twenties, with 
curly blonde hair and pale blue eyes. 

“Officer Thomas?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“You’re the one who found the body.” 
“Yes, sir. The neighbor across the hall, Judy 

Gleeson, called the station. She said she hadn’t seen 
Miss Jacobs in several days and was worried about 
her. Said she called her phone and knocked on the 
door several times but couldn’t get a response. Then 
she started to notice the odor. This is my beat so they 
called me and I came right over. I could smell it in 
the hall before I even got to the door. I checked to 
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confirm what we had, then called it in and secured 
the scene.” 

“What do you know about her?” 
“Not much. She never left the apartment. Had 

her groceries delivered from the market on the 
corner. Had her medications delivered from the 
pharmacy next block over. Nobody’s seen her in 
years.” 

Warren spoke up. “That’s what I was saying. 
Apparently she had a phobia or something. Hasn’t 
left the apartment in over five years.” 

“Boyfriend? Significant other?” 
Officer Thomas shook his head. “Not that I 

know of.” 
“What did she do for a living?” 
“She worked in publishing,” Warren said. 

“Freelance editing, proofreading.” He paused to look 
around the apartment. “I didn’t know you could 
make much money doing that sort of thing, but it 
looks like she did alright for herself.” He pointed at 
the body. “Looks like a small caliber. Maybe a 
twenty-two?” 

“That’s a good guess but we’ll see what the 
autopsy tells us,” Kyle said. “No gun was found on 
the premises?” 

“No.” 
Kyle looked around the room. “There’s no 

evidence of a struggle.” He turned to Officer 
Thomas. “The door frame is busted. Was it that way 
when you came up or did you do that?” 

“We did that. Had to break in. The door was 
locked and the Super didn’t have a key.” He pointed 
at the door. “There are also those interior locks that 
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can only be unlocked from the inside. There’s no key 
for them.” 

Kyle walked over to the windows and stood, 
gazing out at the river. Officer Thomas looked at 
Warren questioningly. Warren shrugged. He looked at 
the body again. His stomach did a slow roll and he 
thought he might be sick, but it passed. 

At that point the Medical Examiner arrived. 
“Hello, Kyle. Sorry I’m late. Got tied up in traffic.” 

Kyle turned and smiled at the man. “No problem, 
Jim. How are you?” 

“I’m doing well, all things considered.” He 
walked over to the body and set down his satchel. 
“Looks like we’ve got a ripe one. I’d say four days 
maybe.” He studied the wound in the woman’s chest. 
“I don’t think there’s much doubt what killed her. 
Shot through the heart. One and done.” 

He reached into his satchel and brought out a 
surgical mask and rubber gloves. He glanced up at 
Warren and took another mask out of the bag. He 
held it up and Warren nodded. Jim tossed it to him 
and he put it on. Jim offered one to Officer Thomas 
but he declined. 

“Want a mask, Kyle?” Jim asked. 
Kyle shook his head. 
“Suit yourself.” 
He pulled on his gloves and the mask, then went 

about his business. 
“Will there be anything else, sir?” Officer Thomas 

asked Kyle. “If not, I’d prefer to go back outside.” 
“You know the people at the pharmacy and the 

market?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
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Kyle looked at Warren. “Why don’t you go down 
and talk to the delivery people there. Take Officer 
Thomas with you. He can introduce you to everyone. 
I’ll supervise things here.” 

“Thanks,” Warren mumbled through his mask 
and started for the door. 

 
*** 

 
A couple of hours later the ME had removed the 

body and the evidence recovery technicians had 
completed their work. 

“I’m afraid there’s not much to work with,” one 
of them told Kyle. “We got a few prints off the door 
but I don’t know how helpful they’ll be. Also got 
some off the desktop. A few in the kitchen and 
bathroom. I’m guessing those will all turn out to be 
the victim’s. Otherwise, the place is clean as a whistle. 
And I don’t mean like it’s been wiped down to hide 
evidence. The place is immaculate. I’ve never seen a 
site this clean. She must’ve been obsessive about it.” 

As the ERTs were leaving, Kyle glanced at his 
watch. It was 4:27 p.m. Just then his cell phone 
buzzed. It was Warren. 

“We’re done here,” he said. “Talked to everyone 
at the market, the pharmacy, the library, book store, 
every place we could think of where she might have 
items delivered to her apartment. Didn’t learn much 
but it’s a start, I guess. How are things going over 
there?” 

“The ME removed the body and the techs 
finished their work. They got a few prints but that’s 
about all. They said they’d never seen a site so clean.” 

“You think the killer cleaned up after himself?” 
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“No, more like she was obsessive about cleaning. 
She may have been mysophobic as well as 
agoraphobic. We’ll see what they come up with in the 
lab but I’m not hopeful.” 

“Mysophobic?” 
“Someone with an abnormal fear of dirt and filth. 

I’ve also heard it referred to as germophobic, 
although I’m not sure that’s a word.” 

“Okay,” Warren said. “Have you talked with any 
of the neighbors yet?” 

“Not yet. But people should be getting home 
from work soon. Maybe we can catch them as they 
come in.” 

“Well, I guess I’ll head back your way then.” 
“Good. I’ll see you in a few.” 
Kyle ended the call and took one more look 

around the apartment, then went out into the hall, 
ducking under the crime scene tape stretched across 
the door frame. One of the ERTs had installed a 
padlock so the crime scene could be secured. Kyle 
made sure he had the key, then fastened the lock. 

The neighbor who lived directly across the hall 
was standing in her apartment with the door open 
about a foot, peering out at him. 

“Miss Gleeson?” Kyle asked. 
“Yes?” 
“I’m Detective Barrymore,” he said. 
He took his badge out of his pocket and held it 

out for her to see. She glanced at it, then looked back 
up at him. 

“May I ask you a few questions?” he asked. 
She nodded, then said, “It was her, wasn’t it. That 

smell.” 
“Yes.” 
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“What happened? Officer Thomas said she was 
murdered.” 

Kyle made a mental note to speak with Officer 
Thomas about proper protocol at a crime scene. 

“Do you know who did it?” she asked. 
“We’re just starting our investigation. May I come 

in and talk with you for a few minutes?” 
She stepped back and opened the door. She had 

dull brown hair that needed brushing and large dark 
eyes. She was wearing a baggy green sweater that 
hung from her shoulders and faded jeans that piled 
up around her bare feet. Her feet were long and 
narrow, like the rest of her. Kyle guessed her age to 
be early forties. 

The apartment was the polar opposite of that of 
the deceased. Where Amanda’s apartment offered a 
splendid view of the river, Judy Gleeson’s apartment 
looked out over a parking deck and the backs of the 
office buildings on the next block. Where Amanda’s 
apartment was furnished with expensive, modern 
furniture and electronics, Judy’s apartment had worn 
Victorian furniture that looked like it had been 
handed down from generation to generation. A small 
TV sat on a stand in the corner. An older model 
computer was on a desk next to the TV. 

Judy picked up several magazines that were 
scattered across the cushions of the sofa. They were 
entertainment magazines; the kind that dished the 
gossip on the movie stars and covered the latest plot 
twists and turns on the TV soap operas. 

“Here, please, have a seat.” 
She stepped around the coffee table and perched 

on the edge of a wingback chair, holding the 
magazines in her lap. Once she was seated, Kyle sat 
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down. He leaned forward and took a small notepad 
from his inside coat pocket. 

“I just can’t believe this has happened,” she said. 
“Why would anyone want to kill Amanda?” 

“That’s what we intend to find out,” Kyle said. 
“You’re the one who called the station?” 

“Yes, I hadn’t heard from her in several days and 
I was starting to get worried. She’s usually active on 
Facebook and several blogs that I like to read. After 
not seeing any comments or blog posts or anything I 
got concerned. I called her several times and even 
knocked on her door a couple of times but didn’t get 
a response. Then I started to notice the odor and 
thought I’d better notify the authorities. I knew she 
hadn’t put out her trash in a few days. She puts it out 
in the hall every evening and I take it down for her. 
But this didn’t smell like trash that needed to be taken 
out.” 

“You said you hadn’t heard from her in several 
days. When was the last time you did hear from her?” 

“Monday morning. She called to ask me to pick 
up a book for her at the bookstore. I work at the 
bookstore just around the corner. Byron’s 
Bookshop.” 

“What time did she call?” 
Judy thought about it for a few seconds. “Mid-

morning. Probably around nine.” 
“How well did you know Miss Jacobs?” 
“About as well as anybody, I guess. She became 

such a recluse that none of us really knew her that 
well. By none of us, I mean those of us who live 
here.” 
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Kyle nodded. “I understand she lived here for 
eleven years but hasn’t left her apartment in over 
five.” 

“She was attacked,” Judy said. “Raped and beaten 
terribly. She nearly died. Once she recovered and was 
able to come home she never went out again.” 

“So, I assume she wasn’t attacked in her 
apartment.” 

“Oh, no. It was at the park. She had been running 
down by the river and was attacked as she came 
across the park.” 

“You mean the park across the street? The 
greenway along the river?” 

“Yes. You can see it from her apartment. In fact, 
you can look down and see the place where it 
happened.” 

“That had to be tough, seeing that every time she 
looked out the window.” 

“I suppose so. A grim reminder of the evil that’s 
around us. They never caught the man who did it, 
either.” 

“So, after that she never went out again?” 
Judy shook her head. “She never left her 

apartment. I don’t just mean she never left the 
building or never went into the park again. She never 
left her apartment again.” 

“You told Detective Madsen that she worked in 
publishing. What can you tell me about that?” 

“She did editing and proofreading. Also did cover 
art and recorded audio books.” 

“Did she work for a publishing company?” 
“Some, yes. And sometimes she worked directly 

with the authors. She was quite good at it. She had 
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clients waiting in line for her to work with them. In 
fact, you’ve probably heard of Connor Blake?” 

Kyle nodded. 
“She worked with him on his last three novels. 

She was his editor and designed the covers for his 
books, as well. He said she was invaluable.” 

“You know Mr. Blake?” Kyle asked. 
“Oh, yes. He comes in the bookstore quite often. 

In fact, he’s scheduled to do a reading and book 
signing next week to promote his new novel.” 

“So, back to Miss Jacobs,” Kyle said. “Did you 
hear anything unusual or see anyone enter or leave 
her apartment in the last few days?” 

“I did hear her arguing with someone about three 
days ago. A man. But I couldn’t hear what they were 
arguing about.” 

“Did you hear anything else?” 
“No.” 
“Did you see the man when he left the 

apartment?” 
“No. I was on my way out so I didn’t see anyone 

leave the apartment.” 
“So you don’t know how long he was there.” 
“No.” 
“And this was three days ago?” 
Judy looked up at the ceiling while she thought 

about it. After a second she nodded. “Monday. It was 
Monday just after lunch. I was going to work. I work 
from one to nine on Mondays.” 

“Today’s Thursday so that would be four days 
ago.” 

“Yes, I suppose so. Four days ago. That was also 
when she stopped putting her trash out. As I said 
before, she would put it out in the hall and I’d take it 



Merrill Heath 

12 
 

down to the drop. We have one of those chutes 
where you put it in and it slides down to the trash bin 
in the basement. She was very particular about that. 
She put her trash out every evening before she went 
to bed.” 

Kyle scribbled a reminder to have the ERTs 
check the trash bin. 

“But she didn’t put her trash out on Monday,” he 
said. 

“No. Not any other day, either. That’s what first 
made me think something was wrong.” 

“Yes, you mentioned that earlier. Do you know if 
she was seeing anyone? Perhaps the man she was 
arguing with was a boyfriend.” 

“I don’t think so. As far as I know she wasn’t 
involved with anyone. And she never had any 
visitors. She wouldn’t let anyone in her apartment. 
When she had groceries or anything brought up they 
were always left in the hallway and she’d collect them 
after the delivery person had gone. Even when I 
brought her books from the shop, I’d ring the bell 
then leave them there outside her door.” 

“So you haven’t been inside her apartment 
recently?” 

Judy shook her head. “No, not in years. We 
communicated via emails and text messages or the 
occasional phone call. If she wanted a book or 
something from the shop, she’d text me or call. We 
have a credit card number on file that we use for 
payment. As far as I know that’s also how it worked 
at the market and the pharmacy; although, I think you 
can order meds on line with the pharmacy now. 
There were a couple of restaurants she liked that 
offer a delivery service. It’s kind of amazing to think 
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you can live your life like that – without ever leaving 
your home. I don’t think I could do it, mind you. I 
have to have personal interaction. I prefer talking to 
people face-to-face rather than through some 
electronic device. That’s one reason I love working at 
the bookstore so much. Being able to talk to the 
customers and recommend books and build that 
relationship. That’s what makes it fun.” 

Just then Warren rapped on the door frame and 
looked in. “We’re back, sir,” he said. 

“Be right with you,” Kyle said. He looked back at 
Judy. “Is there anything else you can think of that 
might be helpful?” 

“No, I can’t think of anything. If I do, how 
should I contact you?” 

Kyle took a business card from his coat pocket 
and handed it to her. “Here’s how to reach me. Or 
you can call the station. Ask for me or Detective 
Madsen.” 

She looked at the card. “Thank you. If I think of 
anything I’ll give you a call.” 

 
*** 

 
By 8:30 p.m. they had talked with all but a few of 

the residents on the tenth, eleventh, and twelfth 
floors. Unfortunately no one had much to share. 
Most of the long-term residents knew of Amanda but 
had not met her. The newer residents didn’t know 
her or know anything about her. No one heard 
anything that might’ve possibly been a gunshot. No 
one other than Judy Gleeson heard Amanda arguing 
with anyone. 
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“I’ve got a list of the people we haven’t talked 
with yet,” Warren said. “I’ll see if I can track them 
down tomorrow. Anything else tonight?” 

Kyle looked at his watch. “I say we call it a night. 
Come in first thing in the morning and we’ll review 
everything and see what we have. Precious little, I’m 
afraid.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Warren said. “See you in the 
morning.” 
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Chapter 2 
 
 
It was just after 9:00 p.m. when Kyle got back to 

his apartment. He let himself in and turned on the 
light in the foyer. The rest of the apartment was dark 
and unsettlingly quiet. That was something he hadn’t 
gotten used to yet – how quiet it was without Meg 
there. 

He took off his overcoat and hung it on the coat 
rack. He paused for a minute, hand still on his coat as 
his mind went back twenty-seven years … 

 
“What’s this?” Kyle asked. 
“It’s a coat rack,” Meg said. “Our first piece 

of furniture for our new home. Well, the first 
piece that we actually own. The rented furniture 
doesn’t count. Isn’t it great?” 

Kyle looked at her and smiled. Her blue eyes 
were bright with excitement as she studied the 
coat rack. She brushed a lock of her red hair aside 
and looked at him. 

“What do you think? Don’t you love it?” 
“Well, it is a handsome coat rack.” It was old 

and worn smooth from use. He ran his hand over 
the finish. “What kind of wood is this? It’s very 
pretty.” 

“Cherry. I found it at the antique store just 
down from the studio. It came from Saint 
Agatha’s.” 
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“The Cathedral?” 
“Yes. It was in the sacristy where the priests 

put on their vestments.” 
“Has it been blessed?” 
A grin spread across Meg’s face. “Oh, I’m 

sure it has been.” 
“So, it’s a holy coat rack.” 
She giggled. “I’m quite sure of it,” she said. 
“Could’ve been made by monks.” 
“Could’ve been,” she said. “I was thinking 

about putting something up on the wall. You 
know, one of those things with a shelf and hooks 
underneath and a mirror above it. But then I saw 
this and thought it would look much nicer. It has 
a lot of character, don’t you think?” 

“Oh, absolutely. Much more than some old 
shelf hung on the wall.” 

She turned and punched him on the shoulder. 
“I do think you’re making fun of me now.” 

“I do think you’re right.” 
Kyle laughed and took her into his arms. She 

was a foot shorter than he and petite, but also 
strong and sinewy. The countless hours of 
practice had honed her dancer’s body. As he ran 
his hand up her back he could feel the muscles 
through the soft fabric of her blouse. 

She looked up at him and smiled. “Hello my 
love,” she said. 

“Hello my lovely,” he replied. 
She gave him a kiss, then pulled away and 

stepped back. 
“Well, go ahead,” she said. 
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He took off his overcoat and hung it on the 
rack with great care. She clapped her hands with 
delight. 

“Yea!” she said. “It works! Now, every day 
when you come in from work you can take off 
your coat and hang it on the rack instead of 
draping it over the sofa or the chair or laying it on 
the dining table.” 

“Well, I can’t put it in the closet because all of 
your coats are in there. There’s no room.” 

“But now you have a wonderful coat rack. 
Problem solved.” 

“Do I want to know what you paid for this 
thing?” 

“Probably not.” She took him by the hand. 
“Now, come with me and tell me all about your 
day while I get our supper ready.” 

“It sure smells good. Pot roast?” 
“Just the way you like it. It’s been cooking for 

hours …” 
 
Kyle left his coat on the rack and went down the 

hall to the kitchen. He turned on the overhead light 
and walked past the cold stove to the refrigerator. He 
opened the door and scanned the half-empty shelves. 
There were a couple of plates wrapped in foil – 
leftovers from dinners earlier in the week. He opened 
the meat drawer. There was a package of turkey and 
another of roast beef that he’d picked up last week at 
the deli. Nothing looked appetizing. 

He straightened up and closed the door. 
I’m not really hungry, he thought. But I need to 

eat something. I wonder what Pat’s serving at the pub 
tonight. 
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He looked around the kitchen. It was quiet … 
much too quiet. 

After a minute he walked out of the kitchen and 
back down the hall. He took his coat off the rack and 
slipped it on, then went out into the night. 

 
*** 

 
Harry’s Irish Pub was a nice little bar located 

three blocks from Kyle’s apartment. Pat Kelly was 
the third generation proprietor, having taken over the 
management when his father passed away a few years 
ago. Pat’s grandfather, Lew Kelly, had opened the 
pub over sixty years ago and, at eighty-nine, was still a 
regular fixture there. When asked why he called it 
Harry’s Pub instead of Lew’s or Kelly’s, he always 
shrugged and said, “At the time it seemed like a good 
idea.” Truth be known, he’d named it after a friend 
he made during WWII. Harry Walker and Lew Kelly 
had served together in Western Europe and had 
spent many hours talking about opening a pub when 
they got home from the war. They Lew made it back 
but Harry didn’t. So when Lew carried through with 
their plan, he named the pub in Harry’s honor. 

It was a relatively small establishment consisting 
of one room. As you came in, the bar was on the left 
and there were tables and booths on the right. A pool 
table and several dart boards were at the back and a 
big screen TV for sporting events was on the front 
wall. Max capacity was only about fifty people and on 
any given night there might be ten or fifteen patrons, 
double that on the weekends. Sometimes the guys got 
a little rowdy watching football, and sometimes the 
dart games got a little spirited if enough money was 
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being wagered. But, for the most part, it was a nice 
quiet place to knock the dust off at the end of the 
day. And it was well-known for its burgers, fish and 
chips, and shepherd’s pie. 

Kyle had been a regular there ever since he 
moved into the neighborhood. He and Meg would go 
down a couple of times a week for a bite to eat and to 
socialize. After Meg’s death Kyle had continued the 
tradition though he was cautious to make sure it 
didn’t become an every night kind of thing. 

On this night there were only about ten patrons – 
a few of the regulars and four kids from the 
university. 

“Kind of slow tonight,” Kyle said as he slid onto 
a stool at the bar. 

Pat was standing at the sink, rinsing out mugs. He 
was a large man with a thick beard and bushy 
eyebrows. No one could possibly look more suited to 
work behind the bar in an Irish pub than Pat Kelly. 

“We had a bit of a rush earlier,” he said. “And it 
may pick up again. Folks tend to run a little later on 
Thursday than the other weeknights.” He set the mug 
he was rinsing on the draining rack and wiped his 
hands on a towel he had draped over his shoulder. 
“What’ll it be?” he asked. “The usual?” 

Kyle’s usual was a local beer that Pat had on tap – 
a pale ale that wasn’t as heavy as the darks or stouts 
he served. He nodded and Pat held a glass under the 
tap. When it was filled he set it on the bar and put 
out a fresh bowl of pretzels. 

Kyle lifted the beer to his mouth and paused 
before taking a sip. “Cheers,” he said. 

Pat nodded and went back to washing mugs. 
“Something to eat tonight?” he asked. 
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“What are you serving?” 
“I’ve got a little bit of roast beef left. Of course 

the other standard fare is available. Burgers, fish-and-
chips, stew …” 

“Stew sounds good.” 
Pat nodded. He turned and went to the window 

that opened into the kitchen. “Rosie, need a bowl of 
stew,” he called out. 

Rosie was his sister. She managed the kitchen and 
shared in the ownership of the pub. She looked just 
like Pat, only without the beard and with trimmed 
eyebrows. 

A few minutes later a plate with a bowl of lamb 
stew and a chunk of fresh baked bread on it appeared 
in the window. Rosie looked out and waved at Kyle, 
then disappeared from view. 

Pat set the food in front of Kyle and pointed at 
his beer. “Top that off for you?” 

“Sure,” Kyle said as he picked up the bread. 
He tore a piece off and dipped it in the stew then 

picked up the spoon and started to eat. Someone 
called out to Pat and he headed around the bar to see 
what they needed. 

A little later, as Kyle was finishing up his dinner, 
the door opened and two couples came in. The 
women were giggling and one of the guys made a 
comment under his breath that made everyone laugh. 
Kyle glanced over his shoulder and saw that Warren 
Madsen was in the group. He didn’t know the others. 
They headed to one of the booths along the wall and 
Warren came over to the bar. 

“Can we get a round of beer please?” he said to 
Pat. “Heineken.” 

“I’ll bring it over.” 
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Warren looked at Kyle and smiled. “Hello, sir. 
Fancy meeting you here.” 

“Hello, Warren. Out on the town tonight?” 
“Yeah. Felt the need to kick back after the long 

day.” 
Kyle took a sip of his beer. “Indeed. It was a long 

day.” 
Warren drummed his fingers on the top of the 

bar and looked at Pat. “You need a card or 
something? We’ll be running a tab.” 

Pat shook his head. “Not necessary. We’ll just 
settle up when you’re done.” 

“Great.” Warren looked back at Kyle. “Well, have 
a good evening.” 

“Same to you,” Kyle said. 
Warren left to join his friends as Pat finished 

opening the Heineken. He set the bottles and four 
glasses on a large tray along with a bowl of pretzels. 
Then he scooped up four menus and tucked them 
under his arm. 

“I take it you know that fella,” he said. 
Kyle nodded. “He’s a detective down at the 

precinct. In fact, we’re working a case together. Just 
caught it today. Do you know him?” 

“He’s been in a few times – not recently but I 
know who he is. Councilman Madsen’s boy. Didn’t 
know he was a detective at your precinct though.” 

“Just transferred in. Only been there for a few 
weeks. This is my first time working with him.” 

“Any good?” 
“I don’t know yet. Like I said, we just caught the 

case today.” 
Pat came around the bar and picked up the tray. 

“If he’s as good at chasing bad guys as he is at 
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chasing tail, he’ll be a good one. Every time he’s 
come in he’s had a different girl with him. All of 
them lookers, too.” He leaned in a little closer and 
nudged Kyle with his elbow. “Must be Covington’s 
most eligible bachelor.” 

“Must be,” Kyle said. 
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Chapter 3 
 
 
Kyle had been at the precinct for almost an hour 

when Warren came in. He made a beeline for the 
coffee in the break room. When he came over to his 
desk he looked tired. He had on an expensive gray 
suit but his tie was pulled loose at his collar and he 
hadn’t shaved. 

“Late night?” Kyle asked. 
Warren sat down and swiveled his chair around 

sideways. He blew on the coffee and took a sip 
before responding. 

“Yeah, kind of. We stayed at Harry’s a couple of 
hours, then went to another bar over on the east side 
…” He paused to rub his forehead and eyes with one 
hand, then took another sip of coffee. After a second 
he set the cup down and looked at Harry. “Anyway 
… what you got planned for today? Go back to the 
apartments? Try to catch the people we missed last 
night?” 

“First let’s review our notes from yesterday,” 
Kyle said. “At the apartment. Anything jump out at 
you?” 

“Other than that god-awful stench?” 
“Yeah. Other than the stench.” 
Warren took another sip of coffee while he 

thought about it. He ran a hand through his hair, then 
looked at Kyle. “The door was locked. Not just the 
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doorknob but the dead bolt. That means the killer 
had a key.” 

“Or he took her keys when he left. I didn’t notice 
any keys anywhere. Did you?” 

“No, now that I think about it. I can check when 
I go back over, if you’d like.” 

“What else?” 
“No one heard anything. But if it happened 

during the day, then the neighbors wouldn’t be home. 
Except the one across the hall.” 

“She said she heard Amanda arguing with a 
man,” Kyle said. “But she didn’t recognize the voice. 
That was as she was leaving for work.” 

“The apartment was very well furnished. I 
noticed that. The TV and stereo equipment were all 
top of the line. Same for the computer. I guess 
whatever she did paid well.” 

“Yeah, I’d like to know more about all that. Judy 
Gleeson said Amanda had an active on-line presence. 
Did a lot of blogging and used all the social media.” 

“That’s understandable,” Warren said. “That was 
how she socialized, since she never left the 
apartment. I imagine she was pretty dependent on all 
that. We should look her up on Facebook and see 
what blogs she had. See if we can learn more about 
her from that.” He took another drink of coffee, then 
got his notepad out of the desk drawer. He began 
flipping through the pages. “Nothing else jumps out 
at me. The people we talked with at the market and 
the pharmacy and the library, a couple of restaurants 
where she ordered food from … they all said she 
didn’t do anything different or unusual just prior to 
her death. They were all shocked to hear the news.” 
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“That kind of thing might come into play if this 
was a suicide. But it obviously wasn’t.” 

“And you didn’t find anything to indicate that the 
victim owned a gun.” 

“No,” Kyle said. “I searched the apartment. No 
gun lock. No ammo. No cleaning supplies.” 

“That means whoever killed her came with the 
intention of doing it.” 

“Maybe, maybe not. He could’ve brought the gun 
to scare her. Killing her may not have been his 
intention. Then things got out of hand. He lost his 
temper, or perhaps they struggled.” 

“You sound like a defense attorney.” 
Kyle shrugged. “Just throwing out options. We 

don’t know what we don’t know.” 
“But you’re confident the shooter was a guy.” 
“Based solely on the comments by Judy 

Gleeson.” 
Suddenly Warren sat up straight. “The trash. 

They’ve got one of those trash chutes where you put 
in your trash and it goes down to a dumpster in the 
basement. Has anyone checked the trash to see if the 
gun was tossed in there?” 

“I thought of that,” Kyle said. “Unfortunately, 
the trash was collected on Tuesday. There were only a 
few bags in there yesterday. No gun.” 

“Well, crap.” 
Warren sat back in his chair and started digging 

though his desk drawer. After a second he came up 
with a bottle of aspirin. He shook a couple into his 
hand and washed them down with coffee. Then he 
looked at Kyle. 

“So, what’s next? Want me to type up my notes 
or go back to the apartment?” 
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“I doubt you’ll find anyone at home right now. 
Why don’t you work on the notes, then go back over 
around lunch time and see if you can find any of the 
people we missed.” 

Just then Captain Mark Adams came out of his 
office. He had short red hair that was stiff and stuck 
out from his scalp like the bristles of a brush and his 
face was pock-marked from severe acne when he was 
younger. “How about it, fellas?” he asked as he 
approached Kyle’s desk. “Got any leads?” 

“Not yet,” Kyle said. “We still have a few more 
people to talk with at the apartments that we missed 
yesterday. And we have a few more things we’re 
running down, but no real leads at this time.” 

“Have you notified next of kin?” 
“I notified an uncle who appears to be the closest 

relative. She had no immediate family. Her parents 
have passed away and she was an only child. The 
uncle said they weren’t that close. They exchanged 
Christmas cards and birthday cards. The occasional 
email. That’s about it.” 

“You going back to the scene today?” 
“Warren’s going over this morning. I’ll be joining 

him after my appointment.” 
Mark nodded. “Good, good. Touch base with me 

again in the morning so I can keep abreast of the 
investigation. And let’s talk a little before you leave 
for your appointment.” 

“I’m available now, if that works for you.” 
“Sure. Come on into my office.” 
Kyle followed Mark into his office. 
“Close the door, if you don’t mind,” Mark said as 

he took his seat behind his desk. 
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Kyle closed the door and sat down in one of the 
chairs in front of the desk. 

“How’s he doing?” Mark asked. 
Kyle glanced out at Warren who was sitting at his 

desk, watching them. When he saw Kyle look at him, 
he turned around and started typing on the computer. 

“He’s doing okay, I guess,” Kyle said. “Kind of 
hard to tell at this point. Not much to go on. I’ll have 
a better idea as the investigation progresses.” 

“I’m under a lot of pressure to, shall we say, help 
him along.” 

Kyle nodded. “I kind of got that impression.” 
“Of course, you know who his father is. 

Councilman. Friends with the mayor. All that.” 
Kyle nodded again. 
“But that doesn’t mean we’re going to cut him 

any slack,” Mark said. “Push him. Make him work. 
Give him a little guidance where he needs it but make 
him pull his own weight.” 

“I don’t need you to tell me that, sir.” 
Mark smiled and leaned back in his chair. “No, 

I’m sure you don’t. Now, about your appointment 
this morning. From what I’m told, Dr. Carlyle is 
decent as counselors go. Just cooperate and go along 
with everything and maybe it won’t drag on too 
long.” 

“Eight sessions were mandated, right?” 
“Yeah, but it kind of depends on how things are 

going and what Carlyle says. She won’t drag it out too 
much but she won’t take any bullshit, either.” 

“She?” 
“Yeah,” Mark said. “Carlyle’s a female. Just be 

straight with her. Cooperate.” 
“You said that already,” Kyle said. 



Merrill Heath 

28 
 

Mark smiled but his eyes narrowed a little. “Just 
get through it and don’t cause any trouble.” 

“Of course not. Anything else?” 
“No, that’s all.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 
Kyle got up and left the office. 
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Chapter 4 
 
 
Kyle was surprised when he met Dr. Renee 

Carlyle. She wasn’t what he expected. For one thing 
she was younger than he thought she’d be – he 
guessed she was in her mid-thirties. She was also 
more attractive. She was slender with shoulder-length 
blonde hair, green eyes, and a narrow face, 
accentuated by a thin, aquiline nose and a pointed 
chin. 

When he entered her office, she greeted him with 
a measured smile and a firm handshake. She was 
wearing gray slacks and a pink silk blouse. Nothing 
too clingy or revealing. Nothing to distract her male 
clients. 

“So nice to meet you, Detective Barrymore. 
Please come in.” 

Kyle detected a slight Scottish accent. 
He shrugged out of his overcoat and she pointed 

at a coat rack in the corner. 
“You can put it there, if you’d like.” 
He hung up his coat and turned to look at the 

room. The office was sparsely furnished, but 
everything from the paint on the walls to the fabric 
on the chairs to the soft, indirect lighting was 
soothing. The office had obviously been carefully 
decorated to have a calming effect on her patients. 

“I just made some tea. Would you like a cup? Or 
I have water if you’d prefer.” 
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“I’m fine, thanks,” Kyle said. 
There were two plush armchairs in the center of 

the room with an oval coffee table between them. 
She motioned at one of the chairs. 

“Please, have a seat,” she said as she went over to 
a desk in the corner. 

She retrieved a notepad and a pen and a coffee 
mug which she set on the coffee table then sat down 
opposite Kyle. He waited until she was seated before 
he sat down. The gesture brought a hint of a smile to 
her face. She crossed her legs and folded her hands in 
her lap. 

“A few ground rules before we begin,” she said. 
“I like to use first names in our sessions. I find it less 
formal and more relaxing than titles. My name is 
Renee.” 

Kyle nodded. 
“The sessions are scheduled for thirty minutes 

but I provide enough time in between patients that if 
things are going really well and we want more time 
we have that option.” 

“Are we going to meet at the same time every 
week? Depending on what’s happening with my cases 
that may not work for me.” 

“I think it’s helpful if we can establish a routine, 
but if we can’t then we can’t. I’ll do whatever I can to 
accommodate your schedule and availability but I’d 
prefer to meet at this time each Friday if possible.” 

“I understand we have a mandatory eight 
sessions,” Kyle said. 

“That’s correct. Of course, my fees are paid by 
the department. There’s no cost to you. After we 
complete the mandatory sessions you may decide that 
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you want to continue. If so, we can discuss my fee 
schedule at that time.” 

“I doubt very seriously that I’ll want to continue 
beyond the eight sessions,” Kyle said. “Let’s be 
honest. I’m only here now because I don’t have a 
choice. I’ll lose my job otherwise.” He paused to look 
around the office. “What, exactly, are we trying to get 
at, anyway?” 

“What, exactly, we’re trying to get at is whether or 
not you have issues with anger management.” 

“You mean your opinion of whether or not I have 
issues with anger management.” 

She smiled. “I suppose that’s correct.” 
“So I come here once a week for half an hour and 

we talk and I answer your questions and from that 
you determine if I have trouble controlling my 
anger.” 

“That’s right.” 
He looked around the room again and snorted. 

“How are you going to determine that in this quiet, 
peaceful environment? How can you possibly learn 
enough from anything that happens here to make a 
reasonable judgment about how I might react to real 
life situations – stressful, urgent, perhaps life-
threatening situations?” 

“By getting you to examine things, look at things 
from a different perspective. That requires a calm, 
logical thought process. Something that often isn’t an 
option in stressful, real life situations, as you call 
them. Out there we can’t stop in the middle of 
something and say: ‘How does that make you feel?’ 
Or, ‘What progression of activities or thought 
processes brought you to this point?’” She paused to 
look around the room as he had. She held her hands 
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out. “In here we can do that. In here we can stop and 
step back, take a deep breath if necessary, and start 
again. We can analyze what we’re feeling and consider 
why we’re feeling it and maybe even discuss how to 
better deal with it.” 

Kyle sat back and looked at her with a dubious 
expression. She offered a reassuring smile. 

“It won’t be that bad. I promise. You may even 
find it helpful.” 

“Eight sessions,” he said. 
“Only eight sessions,” she replied. She took a sip 

of tea, then picked up the pen and the notepad. 
“Okay. Let’s get started. In reviewing your file I 
noticed that this is the third time you’ve been 
involved in an altercation that turned violent.” 

Kyle took a deep breath and let it out. “That’s 
correct,” he said. 

“The first time was six years ago when you 
assaulted a suspect in a child molestation case. The 
second time was a year ago when you got in a fight at 
a bar. The third time was only a week ago when you 
had a run-in with a fellow detective at the precinct.” 

Kyle nodded. 
“Okay then, let’s start at the beginning. What can 

you tell me about that first encounter with the 
suspect in the child molestation case?” 

“How much detail do you want?” 
“Whatever you feel comfortable in sharing.” 
“There had been a series of child abductions. 

One about every six months. Someone was 
kidnapping, raping, then killing young girls ranging in 
age from seven to ten. This lasted for several years 
and we were getting pretty desperate. It was a bad 
situation. 
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“Eventually we identified a suspect and built a 
case against him. It was all circumstantial, but we 
were sure he was the guy. The problem was, he was 
very intelligent. He knew what we were looking for 
and covered his tracks very well. It took a while but 
we finally felt like we had enough to bring him in, 
maybe even charge him, depending on how the 
interrogations went. So we hot-boxed him. We kept 
him in isolation. We denied him food or water. We 
didn’t allow him to sleep or get any rest. Didn’t allow 
him to use the restroom. Basically put him through 
hell for the entire time we could legally hold him. But 
he didn’t break. We knew he was the guy. We knew 
he was a nasty little pervert. But we couldn’t get a 
confession. 

“Then, as we got close to the time when we had 
to cut him loose he began to mock us and tell us 
what fools we were. He never admitted anything but 
he said we’d never catch the guy we were after. Not 
only that, he said we’d be sorry. He said the next time 
it would be worse than anything we’d ever seen.” 

“And that admission wasn’t enough to arrest 
him?” 

“Well, it would’ve been enough to charge him 
while we looked for more evidence, for something 
concrete that would put him away. But what he said 
was so vile, so disgusting … I lost it and hit him. 
Then he laughed at me and made a lewd gesture and I 
hit him again. That was it. It was all over at that 
point. I was pulled out of the room and we all 
watched as he walked out, all the time threatening us 
with lawsuits and court actions that would humiliate 
the department and end our careers.” 

“Did he file a grievance or sue the department?” 
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“No. Of course I was suspended while they 
conducted a thorough review of everything. That was 
concluded two weeks later when the suspect was 
found dead. He fell down a flight of stairs at an 
abandoned apartment building where he had taken a 
young girl he kidnapped on her way home from 
school. Apparently he broke his neck in the fall.” 

“Who discovered the body?” 
“My partner found him. He received an 

anonymous call from someone who saw him entering 
the building.” 

“An anonymous call.” 
“Yes.” 
“Did they find the girl?” 
“Yes. Thankfully, before he had a chance to harm 

her.” 
“Was there an investigation into the death of the 

man?” 
“It was ruled an accidental death.” 
Dr. Carlyle nodded and waited for more, but Kyle 

didn’t offer any other explanation. 
“So, that was the first event. Then you got into a 

fight in a bar. That was just under a year ago.” 
“I was out with the guys,” Kyle said. “We’d just 

closed a big case. We were down at a bar near the 
precinct where the guys like to hang out. You know, 
just blowing off some steam. There were a few kids 
in there from the university. They thought they were 
tough guys. Looked like they may have played 
football or something. Anyway, they started 
mouthing off about how they didn’t like cops and 
how we were just a bunch of thugs with badges. To 
be honest, I don’t even know how it got started, but 
one of the guys eventually told them that this was 
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basically a ‘cop bar’ and they were more than 
welcome to go elsewhere. You can imagine what 
happened next. They got their backs up and we were 
already amped up and next thing everyone knew 
people were swinging at each other. For most of the 
guys it was overlooked. But for me, after the incident 
with the child molester, I got a red flag on my record. 
On probation, you might say.” 

“And there were no other problems until a week 
ago when you assaulted Detective Miller.” 

“I admit I lost control with the guy six years ago,” 
Kyle said. “And the bar fight was just stupid. But the 
incident with Miller was nothing. To call that assault 
is a bit of a stretch.” 

“The report said you pinned him against the wall 
in the locker room at the precinct and threatened 
him.” 

“Just gave him back what he’d given to someone 
else.” 

“What does that mean exactly?” 
“Miller was abusing a female officer.” 
“In what way?” 
“He bullied and intimidated her. It started with 

verbal abuse. Then it became physical. The tipping 
point was when he assaulted her in the parking lot 
after her shift one day. He grabbed her by the throat 
and slammed her up against her car. Threatened to 
hit her. So I did the same to him. Asked him how he 
liked it.” 

“How did that make you feel?” 
Kyle shrugged. “It wasn’t about making me feel 

anything. It was about letting him know that abusing 
Officer Dietz wasn’t going to be tolerated.” 

“Dietz is her name?” 
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“Yes. Sarah. Sarah Dietz.” 
“What’s your relationship with Officer Dietz?” 
“There’s no relationship to speak of. She’s just 

another officer at the precinct.” 
“What did Officer Dietz do about all of this? Has 

she filed a complaint?” 
“No. She said she talked with Captain Adams 

about what was going on but didn’t file a formal 
complaint. Said she didn’t want to be labeled as 
someone who couldn’t take care of herself and ran to 
the boss every time something happened.” 

“How did you learn about all this?” 
“Well, it was common knowledge around the 

precinct that Miller was picking on her. But I don’t 
think anyone knew how far it had gotten. The 
incident in the parking lot surprised everyone.” 

“But you’re the only one who took it on himself 
to confront Detective Miller.” 

“When I heard what had happened, I talked to 
her about it. That’s when she told me what was going 
on. She said they had dated for a while but she broke 
it off because he was verbally abusive. It got worse 
after that.” 

“And Captain Adams didn’t do anything about 
it?” 

“Not that I know of. I imagine he talked with 
Miller who, I’m sure, played it down. So, if she 
doesn’t file a complaint, nothing’s going to happen.” 

“Back to my previous statement – you’re the only 
one who took it on himself to confront Detective 
Miller. Why is that?” 

“Someone had to do something. Miller’s a 
coward who gets off by abusing women. If you want 
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my honest opinion, he deserves worse than what he 
got.” 

Dr. Carlyle took a few minutes to scribble some 
notes, then looked up at Kyle. “I find it interesting 
that you consider what Detective Miller did to 
Officer Dietz to be abuse, but you don’t consider 
what you did to Detective Miller to be assault.” 

Kyle wasn’t sure if this was intended as a question 
or if she was just expressing her opinion so he didn’t 
say anything. 

After a moment she said, “Why is that?” 
Kyle thought about it for a minute before 

responding. “I’m not sure I can explain it,” he said. “I 
guess it boils down to a core belief. A man shouldn’t 
mistreat a woman. That’s much worse than what I 
did to him. What I did was nothing. The fact that he 
ran to the Captain and filed a complaint against me 
just goes to show what a coward he really is.” 

“Have you had any more encounters with 
Detective Miller since this incident?” 

“Haven’t seen him. I think he’s out on vacation.” 
“What about Officer Dietz? Have you seen or 

talked with her?” 
“I saw her once, right after it happened. She 

thanked me. She also said she was putting in for a 
transfer to another precinct.” 

They were quiet for a few minutes while Dr. 
Carlyle made more notes. 

“I understand you recently lost your wife,” she 
said. 

Kyle nodded. “Six weeks ago. She had cancer.” 
“How much time did you take off from work?” 
“A couple of weeks. Long enough to take care of 

everything. Then I went back to work. I couldn’t 
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stand sitting around the apartment by myself. Going 
back to work helped me move on.” 

“Do you think you have moved on?” 
Kyle smoothed down his mustache with a hand 

as he took a deep breath. “Perhaps that was a poor 
choice of words. I didn’t mean it how it sounded.” 

He paused and she waited for him to continue. 
“We were married for twenty-seven years. We 

should’ve had another twenty-seven … at least. She 
was the love of my life and my best friend. By ‘move 
on’ I meant get on with my life. But it won’t be easy 
and it won’t be the same without her. The only 
consolation is that her suffering is over now.” 

“How long did she struggle with cancer?” 
“It was only about a year from the time we 

learned she had it until she was gone. But it was a 
very tough year, especially at the end.” 

Dr. Carlyle waited to see if he wanted to say more 
but he didn’t say anything else. 

“So you took a couple of weeks off, then went 
back to work. A few weeks later you had the incident 
with Detective Miller.” 

Kyle nodded again. 
“Do you think there’s a correlation?” she asked. 
“How so?” 
“Do you think that if you hadn’t just been 

through such a traumatic experience with your wife’s 
illness and death that the situation with Detective 
Miller would’ve played out differently?” 

“I don’t think so. I don’t really see a link between 
the two events.” 

Dr. Carlyle set the notepad and pen aside. 
“Think about it and we’ll pick up there next 

week.” 


