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Chapter 1 
 
 
It was the fifth anniversary of my wife’s death. Five years. In some ways it seemed like many 

more years had passed. In other ways, no time at all. She was only forty when she died – in what 
should have been the prime of her life. 

I swiveled my chair around so I could look out the window behind my desk. I needed something 
to occupy my mind, to derail my thoughts. Roscoe, the big orange tabby that lived in the building, 
was lying on the fire escape. The rough iron grate didn’t look like it would be very comfortable but 
he seemed to be enjoying it immensely. He was sprawled out full-length with his head hanging over 
the edge, soaking up the sun and the heat radiating off the glass on this sunny May morning. 

I heard the door open and turned as a young woman came into the office. She was pretty with 
big brown eyes and dark hair. She was wearing a modest summer dress with a flowery print and 
carried a purse that matched her dress. Her makeup was expertly applied and her hands looked like 
she’d just come from the nail salon. She wore very little jewelry, but what she did have on looked 
expensive. And she bore a striking resemblance to my late wife. 

I stood up and that brought a faint smile to her face. 
“I haven’t had a gentleman stand when I entered the room in a long time. I guess chivalry isn’t 

dead after all.” 
“Not entirely. Although, I fear its condition may be terminal. I’m Alec Stover.” 
“Carol Cahill,” she said as she extended her hand. It was soft and cool to the touch. 
I motioned at one of the chairs across from my desk and she sat down. After she was seated, I 

sat down as well. She didn’t sit back or cross her legs. She sat very straight with her feet flat on the 
floor and her knees together. She had nice knees. She also had a nice tan for this early in the 
summer. She held her purse in her lap and looked past me out the window. 

“You know there’s a cat out there?” she asked. 
“Yeah, that’s Roscoe. He owns the place.” 
She arched an eyebrow as though she was impressed. “Good for Roscoe. Is he yours?” 
“No. He just graces me with his company from time to time – mostly when I’m eating lunch. He 

likes it out there on warm days like today when the sun shines on the windows. When it’s cold out, 
he prefers the couch.” 

She turned to glance at the old leather sofa against the wall behind her, then took in the rest of 
the office – the wooden coat rack by the door, the kitchenette I’d fashioned in the corner with a 
microwave, mini fridge, and a coffee pot, the old metal filing cabinet, and my antique wooden desk 
that looked like something a teacher might have used in an old school house. 

She looked back out the window. “Is he okay?” she asked. 
I looked at the cat. He was still stretched out with his head hanging over the edge. He was either 

sound asleep or dead. It was hard to tell. I watched long enough to see his side rise and fall with his 
breathing. 

“I’m sure he’s fine,” I said as I turned back around to face her. “How can I help you?” 
“I need your assistance, Mr. Stover.” 
“Alec.” 
“Very well, Alec. I have reason to believe my husband is having an affair. I want you to gather 

the evidence.” 
“Do you know who he’s involved with?” 



“Oh, absolutely. Alice Granger, the wife of his business partner, Ted Granger.” 
Carol and Ted and Alice, I thought. “Don’t tell me…” 
She nodded. “My husband’s name is Bob. So you’ve got Bob and Carol and Ted and Alice. But 

it’s not as bad as it could be. Most of the kids working for my husband these days don’t get it. The 
movie was popular about twenty years before they were born.” 

I looked at her a little more closely. At first I’d guessed she was in her mid thirties. Now I was 
thinking mid-forties. Still young, but old enough to refer to twenty-year-olds as kids. 

“I guess the movie reference stings a little when you have reason to believe Bob and Alice are 
fooling around,” I said. 

“Yes. It does.” Her mouth drew tight for a second. “So, Alec, I would like to hire you to 
document his…activities.” She paused and looked down at her hands, then back up at me. “I’d do it 
myself but I just don’t think I could stand to witness it firsthand.” 

“I understand.” 
“So, how does this work, exactly?” she asked. “I assume you’ll provide photos and some kind of 

written report.” 
“Yes, but bear in mind that photos are often circumstantial. Actually catching someone in the 

act, so to speak, is not as easy as they make it look on TV. Most people who are trying to keep their 
affairs secret usually take the time to close the blinds. 

“I can document your husband’s activities. Where he goes and who he meets and how much 
time they spend together. That’s usually enough to make the case if something is indeed going on. 
Often one or the other of the guilty parties will fess up at that point. But gathering the evidence is 
still something that’s hard for some spouses to stomach. And for legal purposes it’s always better to 
have an impartial third party present the findings. That lends credibility to your case.” 

She nodded and took a couple of photos out of her purse and laid them on the desk. “This is my 
husband and this is Alice Granger.” 

I picked up the photo of Bob and studied it. He was standing beside a podium, giving a speech 
at some function. He looked kind of nerdy. His black hair needed combing and he had thick glasses. 
He was pudgy and wearing an off-the-rack suit that didn’t fit him very well. 

I looked at the other picture. An attractive couple smiled back at me. She had shoulder-length 
blonde hair with sunglasses pushed up on top of her head. She was tall and slender and tanned. The 
man was also tall and slender and tanned. He had longish brown hair and sunglasses hanging around 
his neck on a strap. They looked enough alike to be brother and sister. They were both dressed in 
expensive casual clothes that fit them perfectly.  They had those peel-and-stick name tags like you 
get at conventions stuck to their chests. In the background, a man-made waterfall spilled into a 
swimming pool. 

“That was taken at Ross Bridge last year,” Carol said. “That’s Ted and Alice. They’re separated 
now. She moved out three weeks ago and is staying at a condo in Homewood.” 

“Are she and Ted separated because of her involvement with Bob?” 
“I suspect that’s part of it, but not the only reason. They’ve been having trouble for a couple of 

years.” 
“What sort of trouble?” 
“I don’t know all the details but from what I can tell it’s been about their finances and work-

related stuff. He’s sunk everything they have in the business and things aren’t going well.” 
“What kind of business?” 
“Software development. Something to do with smart home technology – being able to control 

things around your house through the computer. I really can’t tell you much more than that. It’s all 
over my head. I’m not up on the latest technology stuff.” 

I gave her a reassuring smile. “Me neither.” 



She returned the smile and seemed to relax a little. She was quite pretty when she wasn’t 
frowning. 

“So,” she said, “what else do you need from me at this time?” 
“I have a very basic contract that you need to sign.” I took a copy out of the drawer and passed 

it across the desk. “You can take it to your attorney if you want, but it’s pretty simple.” 
She gave it a quick review. “No, this looks fine. Sign here at the bottom?” 
I nodded and handed her a pen. She signed the contract and pushed it and the pen back across 

the desk. Then she opened her purse and took out a check and laid it on the desk. It was already 
made out. The amount was more than I normally charge for that kind of work. 

“I trust this will cover your expenses for a few days,” she said. 
“More like a few weeks.” 
I put the check and her signed contract in my desk drawer. 
“When can you start?” she asked. 
“Today.” 
“Wonderful.” 

  



 
 

Chapter 2 
 
 
Bob Cahill left his office at the Innovation Depot at precisely 11:00 a.m. on Thursday – the same 

as he had every day that week. I followed him through city traffic to Highway 280 East, then over 
Red Mountain to a new, upscale condominium in Homewood. He went past the condos and turned 
to go to the parking garage. But after a few seconds he came back out and parked on the street. He 
got out and hurried inside. He was going to the third floor, to a unit currently occupied by Alice 
Granger. 

I parked across the street in a shady spot that offered an unobstructed view of Bob’s car and 
noted the time he went in. I knew he’d come out at 12:45 p.m., in time to get back to his office by 
1:00 p.m. – same as he had every day that week. If nothing else, Bob Cahill was punctual. 

I looked at the condos. On their website they used the phrase “Boutique Living in Homewood.” 
I wasn’t sure what that meant exactly, but the pictures showed terraced flowerbeds, patterned brick 
patio areas, and fountains. From the street you could see none of that. Apparently that was all part 
of a central courtyard. 

There was also a controlled-access garage with reserved parking for the residents. That was 
usually where Bob parked. But today he’d parked on the street. I decided to walk around the corner 
to see what had caused him to park where he did. 

At the entrance to the garage there was a keypad where you had to enter a security code to open 
the gate to gain access to the underground parking area. A sign was hanging over the keypad that 
read Temporarily Out of Order and the gate was closed. That explained why Bob parked on the street. 

I went back to my car and had just gotten settled when a man came down the street and walked 
up to Bob’s car. He was dressed in a dark jumpsuit, like a mechanic might wear, and had on 
sunglasses. He was medium height and slender with thick, black hair combed straight back. It hung 
down almost to his shoulders. He opened the door, got in, and started the engine. His back had 
been to me, so I didn’t see how he got the door unlocked. I grabbed my camera and took a few 
photos as he backed out and drove up the street away from me. 

Since Bob obviously wasn’t going anywhere any time soon, I decided to see what this guy was 
doing with his car. I followed him to Oxmoor Road, where he turned left and went to 
Independence. He turned right and drove past the Piggly Wiggly and turned into the parking lot 
between the grocery store and a CVS pharmacy. He went to the back of the lot and parked. Then he 
got out of Bob’s car and into another car that was waiting there. I snapped a few more pictures of 
him and a few of the car. It was a nondescript blue Honda Civic with one of those temporary plates 
on the back that reads: Tag Applied For. There weren’t any dents or distinguishing marks I could see 
anywhere that would set it apart from any other blue Honda Civic. 

The man drove out of the parking lot and back to Oxmoor where he turned left. I followed him 
for several blocks past the condos then decided I’d better get back. I didn’t expect Bob to leave for a 
while but I wanted to make sure I was there to see his reaction when he came out and realized his 
car was gone. 

 
*** 

 



At 12:45 p.m., right on cue, Bob came out and stopped on the sidewalk. He stared for a second 
at the empty parking place where his car had been, then looked up and down the street a couple of 
times. Finally, he turned around and went back inside. 

A few minutes later Alice Granger came out on the balcony of one of the condos on the third 
floor. She was dressed in jeans and a pink T-shirt. Her blonde hair fell down around her face as she 
leaned over the railing and looked up and down the street. After a second she went back inside. 

I thought to myself, I’d love to hear the conversation those two are having right now. 
I didn’t see either of them again for about ten minutes. Then a Yellow Cab pulled up to the curb 

and Bob came hustling out. He got in and the cab left. I followed it through Homewood and part of 
Mountain Brook to the Birmingham Country Club. I took more photos of Bob as he got out and 
went into the clubhouse and I noted the time. 

I hung around long enough to see him head out for a round of golf with Ted Granger and two 
other men. Then I went back to Homewood. I checked the Piggly Wiggly parking lot and Bob’s car 
was gone. I drove to the condos and the car was there on the street again – right where Bob had 
parked it originally. Everything else was the same as when I’d left, except for one thing. The 
Temporarily Out of Order sign had been removed from the keypad at the entrance to the underground 
parking. 

I knew I had some time to kill while Bob was out on the links so I went to Demetri’s for lunch, 
then by the office to pick up my mail. I’d saved a little barbeque for Roscoe in case he was around 
and he appeared at the window almost immediately. It was like he had some kind of incredible food 
radar. I let him in and gave him the barbeque and some water while I went through the mail. It was 
mostly junk, but there was a coupon for a free piece of pie with the purchase of a sandwich from the 
Karl’s Deli on the corner. I dropped it in the drawer with about ten other coupons, most of which 
had expired. I was big on saving coupons although I rarely used them. Maybe if I put one in my 
wallet instead of the desk drawer, I’d actually have it when I went to the deli. 

When Roscoe was done with his barbecue I put him back out on the fire escape where he began 
bathing himself, probably in preparation for a long nap in the sun. Then I left the office and went 
back to the Birmingham Country Club, parking at the back of the lot in a shady spot that offered a 
clear view of the front entry. 

During the next hour the security guy came by twice in his little golf cart and scowled at me but 
didn’t stop to ask what I was doing sitting there in my Taurus among all the Lexus and Mercedes 
and Cadillacs. Then a Mountain Brook Police car came into the parking lot. At first I thought the 
security guy had called them to chase me off, but they cruised past me and up to the front entry of 
the club. The officers got out and started up the walk when Bob and Ted came out to meet them. I 
watched as they talked. Bob was pointing and gesturing. After a minute, he took out his billfold and 
handed one of the officers something – probably his driver’s license or some form of identification. 
I was too far away to hear the conversation, but I was pretty sure what was going on. Bob was 
reporting that his car had been stolen. I had to assume he was saying it had been stolen from the 
country club parking lot, not off the street at Alice’s condo. 

One of the policemen took copious notes while they talked. Then, after a few minutes they left 
and Bob and Ted walked over to a sleek BMW sedan. Apparently this was Ted’s car. The vanity tag 
read TEDZBMR. They drove out of the parking lot and I followed them past Crestline Village and 
down Euclid Avenue about half a mile to Bob’s house where Ted dropped him off and drove away. 

I parked down the street and watched the house for a little longer. But based on Bob’s previous 
patterns and since he was without transportation, I assumed he was home for the rest of the 
evening. After an hour I called it quits for the day. 

 
*** 



 
The next morning, I was just about to leave home when they interrupted Good Day Alabama with 

a breaking news story. The footage showed Bob Cahill going into the Metropolitan Homicide 
Division Headquarters, escorted by Detective Emma Radcliffe and another detective. The reporter 
said Bob was being brought in for questioning in the murder of Alice Granger, who had been found 
stabbed to death in her Homewood condo the previous evening. 
  



 
 

Chapter 3 
 
 
I put down my coffee cup and watched as Captain Collier, flanked by Detective Radcliffe and 

the other detective, gave a statement to the press about the investigation and offered a few vague 
reasons for bringing Bob Cahill in for questioning. Collier referred to him as a “person of interest.” 
I’m not sure exactly when we got so politically correct that we had “persons of interest” rather than 
suspects but Collier was careful not to refer to Bob as a suspect. After the press conference ended, I 
called Radcliffe. I’d worked with her on a case a few months ago and had known her boss, Captain 
Collier, for several years. 

“Detective Radcliffe, this is Alec Stover. I just saw you on the news.” 
“Hey, Stover. Yeah, the media’s all over this Granger murder. Have you seen all the coverage?” 
“No, just what was on this morning. I didn’t know anything about it. She was murdered 

yesterday?” 
“Yes.” 
“You have reason to believe Bob Cahill did it?” 
“Oh, yeah,” she said. “Cahill was seen at Granger’s condo yesterday around the time we believe 

she was killed. Her neighbor heard them arguing right before he left. And the alibi he came up with 
is really lame. He said his car was stolen while he was playing golf with her husband and some 
business associates of theirs. He said he couldn’t have done it because he was stuck at the country 
club. But we found his car at the condo with a dead battery and I located a cab driver who says he 
drove him from her condo to the country club.” 

“What did he say about you finding his car at the condo?” 
“He said someone was trying to frame him for the murder.” 
“Well, I hate to tell you this, but he may be right. Cahill’s wife is a client of mine. She hired me 

to document his activities and I’ve been following him for several days. I can tell you that he was at 
Alice Granger’s condo yesterday and he did take a cab to the country club. And his car was stolen, 
or at least taken. But it was taken from the condo not the country club. As a matter of fact, I have 
photos of the guy who took it. I don’t know how the car got back to the condo, and I’m not saying 
Cahill didn’t kill Granger, but I wouldn’t dismiss the idea that he’s being framed without doing some 
investigation first.” 

The line was silent for about five seconds. Then Radcliffe said, “How quickly can you get down 
here with whatever photos and other evidence you have?” 

“I’m on my way.” 
 

*** 
 
Fifteen minutes later I was at Metro Headquarters. I’d downloaded the photos from my digital 

camera onto a USB flash drive. Detective Radcliffe and Captain Collier were waiting for me at 
Radcliffe’s desk when I got there. Collier had on khaki pants, a starched white shirt, and a red and 
blue striped tie. But he’d taken off the navy blazer he’d worn for the news conference and his 
sleeves were rolled up a couple of turns. His gray hair was cut short and his face was a little 
sunburned. 

He was standing next to Radcliffe who was seated at her desk looking over the file on the 
Granger murder. She had on charcoal slacks and a peach colored blouse that looked good on her. 



Her dark hair was brushed back away from her face and fell around the collar of her blouse. It was a 
little longer than when I’d seen her last. Her green eyes were focused intently on the paperwork 
when I walked up. 

Collier looked up at me as we shook hands. At five-seven he’s about half a foot shorter than I 
am. 

“So, Radcliffe said you have some info that might be important to our case,” he said. 
“Yeah, maybe. What happened? I missed the news last night.” 
Radcliffe said, “Shelly Womack, Alice Granger’s best friend, also the person who owns the 

condo where Granger was staying, found her last night around seven. They were going out for 
dinner and they planned to meet at the condo. When Granger didn’t answer the door, or her cell 
phone, Womack let herself in. She found the body in the bedroom. Granger had been stabbed five 
times. The ME put the time of death between noon and three. 

“The next door neighbor said she saw Cahill enter the condo a little before eleven-thirty and 
heard him and Granger arguing right before he left around one. She said he’s been coming over 
almost every day for more than a week. She didn’t hear anything else after he left, or see anyone else 
enter or leave the condo until Womack found the body that evening. 

“We were able to get prints off the murder weapon and a wine glass. We need to print Cahill to 
see if they match.” 

“Is he under arrest?” I asked. 
“He has not been formally charged,” Collier said. “I decided to wait and see what you had to 

show us.” 
“We went to see him this morning before he left for work,” Radcliffe said. “He agreed to come 

down here to talk to us.” 
“What was his reaction when you told him Granger had been murdered?” I asked. 
“He seemed genuinely shocked,” Radcliffe said. “I don’t know if he’s a good actor, or if he really 

didn’t know. I assumed he was acting but now I’m not so sure.” 
At that point a young detective walked up. He was about my height with a lean athletic build. He 

had red hair and lots of freckles, which made him look younger than he was. He had on a gray suit 
and carried two cups of coffee. He handed one to Collier and set the other on the desk. 

“Thanks,” Collier said. 
Radcliffe ignored the cup he set on the desk, so I wasn’t sure if he’d brought it for her or if it 

was his. 
Collier made the introductions. “Alec Stover. Andy Tolleson. Stover’s a PI who helps us out 

from time to time.” 
Tolleson smiled and offered a firm handshake. “Pleased to meet you,” he said. “I’m Detective 

Radcliffe’s partner.” 
“Well, that’s too bad,” I said. 
Tolleson grinned but made no comment. Neither did Radcliffe. 
“Stover’s been retained by Cahill’s wife and was following him on the day Granger was 

murdered,” Collier said. 
Tolleson nodded. 
I handed Radcliffe the flash drive with the pictures and she pulled them up on her computer 

while I explained what I’d witnessed. 
“Cahill got there at eleven twenty,” I said. “He parked on the street and went upstairs to 

Granger’s condo. Then, this guy showed up a few minutes later and took his car.” 
I pointed at one of the pictures of the guy in the jump suit and Radcliffe zoomed it up until it 

filled the screen. Collier leaned over her shoulder to study the photo. 
“You don’t know who he is?” he asked. 



“Nope. I’ve never seen him before.” 
“Was there anything on his coveralls that would indicate where he worked?” Radcliffe asked. 

“The name of a repair shop or anything like that?” 
“No. He took Cahill’s car to the Piggly Wiggly a few blocks away where he parked it and drove 

off in another car that was waiting there. I didn’t see him again after that. I got a few shots of the car 
but there’s not much there that would help.” 

Radcliffe clicked the mouse a few times to get to the photos of the blue Honda. She enlarged 
each picture to try to pick up any identifying marks, then went back to a close up of the guy in the 
jumpsuit and studied his face. 

“How did he get into Cahill’s car?” she asked. “Did he have a key or did he pop the lock?” 
“I couldn’t tell. His back was to me at the time, so I couldn’t see how he got the door open. 

After he left Cahill’s car at the grocery store and drove off in the Honda, I went back to the condos. 
At twelve forty-five, Cahill came out and realized that his car was gone. He went back inside for 
about ten minutes. Then he left in a taxi that took him to the Birmingham Country Club. He went 
out for a round of golf with Ted Granger, nonetheless, and I went back to the condos. At that point 
Cahill’s car was back at the condo where he’d parked it originally. Everything looked the same as 
when I’d left except that the out of order sign was gone from the keypad for the garage. I’m 
guessing that was a decoy to get Cahill to park on the street.” 

“Well, that does change things a little,” Radcliffe said. 
“Yeah, dammit,” Collier said. “I wish we’d known this before we talked to the media.” 
“You didn’t say anything that would be contradicted by this evidence,” I said. “As a matter of 

fact, you were so vague it was hardly worth the effort. You do a pretty good tap dance for a guy your 
age.” 

“Don’t be a smart-ass, Stover,” he said. “I’m not that much older than you are.” 
Radcliffe clicked the mouse a few more times and a color printer in the corner began to make 

noises. She got up and went to retrieve the printouts. 
“Has Cahill asked to speak with his lawyer yet?” I asked.  
Radcliffe came back with the photos. “We’ve been careful not to imply we view him as a 

suspect. When we picked him up this morning, I told him a neighbor saw him at the condo and we 
just wanted to know if he had seen anyone suspicious or if he could tell us anything that might be 
helpful. Until we mentioned finding his car at the condo, we kept everything very friendly.” 

“So he didn’t deny being at Granger’s condo yesterday?” 
“No, but he said she was perfectly fine when he left.” 
“Of course. Did he say what he was doing there?” 
“No. He said he couldn’t say why he was there. I asked if he and Granger were having an affair 

and he said they were not.” 
“Well,” I said, “apparently his wife has a different opinion. What did she say when you picked 

him up?” 
“She wasn’t there. She’s in Savannah visiting her mother. Went over on Monday. She’s coming 

back today.” 
“How long have you been following Cahill?” Collier asked. 
“Since Monday.” 
“And he’s gone to Granger’s condo every day?” 
“Like clockwork. But only during his lunch break. He hasn’t been over there at night and they 

haven’t gotten together anywhere else.” 
“There is some history there,” Radcliffe said. “I went to high school with them and they dated 

for a couple of years. They were both a year ahead of me so I didn’t know them that well, but I 
knew who they were. After high school they went to different colleges and that was pretty much the 



end of their relationship. She was a late bloomer. Not that pretty in high school. Kind of geeky. But 
when she came back after college no one could believe it. Quite the transformation.” 

“Is that where she met Ted?” I asked. 
“No, I don’t think so. After college, she came back here for about a year then moved to 

Charlotte. I’m guessing she met Ted there. They moved back here about five or six years ago. 
Everyone thought it was interesting that Ted wound up going into business with Bob.” 

Collier said, “I guess it’s not much of a stretch that Cahill and Granger would hook up, 
considering their history.” 

“So, what’s the deal with him, anyway?” I asked. “I’ve only seen Alice from a distance, but she 
was nice looking. And his wife is very pretty. What’s the big attraction with Bob?” 

Radcliffe shrugged. “Don’t ask me. I guess he’s really smart. But other than that there’s nothing 
there that appeals to me. I mean, he ain’t exactly Hugh Jackman. Of course, I’m typically not 
attracted to murder suspects, anyway.” 

“That’s good to know,” Collier said. 
Radcliffe scooped up the pictures. “Well, I want to have another little chat with him. Time to 

turn up the heat a bit. I’m also curious to see if he knows this guy in the coveralls.” 
“May I remind you that he has not been Mirandized?” Tolleson said. 
“He’s not under arrest,” Radcliffe said. 
“No, but we are questioning him as part of a homicide investigation. I’d hate to have anything 

we learn thrown out because we failed to follow proper procedure.” 
Radcliffe gave him a sharp look. “We are perfectly within our rights to question him prior to 

giving the Miranda warning. He came here voluntarily, he hasn’t requested to speak to a lawyer, and 
he’s not being detained. And he can certainly refuse to answer any question I ask.” 

“I’d say that’s a matter of interpretation as to whether he’s being detained or not,” Tolleson said. 
“He’s sitting in a closed interrogation room and we haven’t made it clear he can leave any time he 
wants.” 

They both turned to Collier for his opinion. 
Collier looked at Radcliffe and nodded. “Go ahead and have another go at him. Let’s see what 

happens.” 
“Mind if I watch?” I asked. 
“Not at all,” Collier said. “Maybe you can let us know if he’s feeding us a load of crap or not.” 
 

*** 
 
Cahill was sitting at a little metal table in the interrogation room. He had on khaki pants and a 

navy polo shirt with the company logo on it. He was nervous and obviously upset. 
Collier and I were standing outside the room, watching through the two-way mirror. We could 

hear what was said through a speaker installed in the wall. 
Radcliffe went in and sat down opposite Cahill and Tolleson leaned against the wall just inside 

the door. Radcliffe took out a photo of the guy who had taken Cahill’s car from the condos. She set 
it on the table. 

“Do you know this man?” she asked. 
Cahill studied the photo and shook his head. 
“You’ve never seen this man before.” 
He shook his head again. 
“He’s not a mechanic at the dealership where you got the car or at a garage where you have it 

serviced?” 



“I don’t think so,” Cahill said. “But I guess he could be. I don’t know. Is he the man who took 
my car?” 

“Your car was found at the condo with a dead battery. We’ve inspected it. There’s no evidence 
that the locks were tampered with and the ignition was not hot-wired. How could this man take your 
car without tampering with the locks or the ignition?” 

“I don’t know. Perhaps he had a duplicate set of keys?” 
“Where would he get a duplicate set of keys?” 
“I have no idea. Like you said, maybe he works at the dealership.” 
“You filed a report with the Mountain Brook Police that your car was stolen from the 

Birmingham Country Club. But these pictures were taken outside Alice Granger’s condo. Are you 
now saying your car was stolen from the condo? Then returned there after you left?” 

Cahill looked at her for a second. He started to say something, then clamped his mouth shut. 
“What were you doing at Alice Granger’s condo?” Radcliffe asked. 
“I can’t answer that question right now,” he said. 
“We have a witness, a neighbor, who said that she heard the two of you arguing just before you 

left. What were you arguing about?” 
Cahill shook his head. 
“The sheets were removed from the bed. We found them in the washing machine. Were you and 

Mrs. Granger intimate? Did you wash the sheets to try to hide the fact that you had sex with your 
business partner’s wife?” 

Cahill shook his head vehemently. “Alice and I were not having an affair and I did not wash the 
bed sheets.” 

“She was stabbed five times with a carving knife,” Radcliffe said. 
Cahill squeezed his eyes shut. 
“We have the murder weapon, Mr. Cahill. We found the knife in the dishwasher which, in your 

haste, you forgot to start. It had been wiped off but not very well. We were able to get a couple of 
good prints off the handle. They match the prints on a wine glass that was also in the dishwasher.” 

Tolleson turned slightly and glanced our way but didn’t say anything or interrupt the 
interrogation. I looked at Collier. He was watching Cahill closely. 

“I’m betting the fingerprints on the murder weapon are yours,” Radcliffe said. 
“I used the knife to slice a tomato,” Cahill said. His eyes were still closed. “We had BLTs for 

lunch. But I did not stab Alice with it.” 
“You used it to slice some tomatoes. Really. That’s your story? We’re piecing together a lot of 

evidence that points directly at you, Mr. Cahill.” 
At that point, Tolleson walked over and whispered something to Radcliffe. She ignored him and 

after a couple of seconds he stepped back. 
“Did you know that your wife hired a private investigator to follow you?” she asked. 
Cahill opened his eyes and stared at her. 
“She told him that the two of you were having an affair and she hired him to document 

everything. He’s been following you all week. He told me that you’ve gone to Granger’s condo every 
day. Are you still going to deny that the two of you were having an affair?” 

“We were not having an affair,” he said. “We’ve been meeting to talk about an issue at work. 
 Just then a man strode up to us. “I’m Lawrence Breland, Mr. Cahill’s attorney. Has Mr. Cahill 

been placed under arrest?” 
“Not yet,” Collier said. 
“Do you intend to arrest him?” Breland asked. 
“Not at this time.” 
“Then we’re leaving,” Breland said. 



Collier went over and opened the door. He motioned at Radcliffe and she gathered up her 
notepad and the folder with the pictures. As soon as she and Tolleson came out, Breland went in 
and spoke quietly to Cahill. After a minute they filed out. 

“We’re letting him walk?” Radcliffe asked Collier 
“For now. Make copies of the picture of the guy in the jumpsuit and start knocking on doors. 

See if anyone has seen him or knows anything about him. We need to talk to Cahill’s wife as soon as 
she gets back in town. And get Ted Granger in here. I want to talk to him again.” 

“I’m assuming you talked with him soon after Alice’s body was discovered,” I said. “What did he 
have to say about everything?” 

“He acted dutifully shocked,” Radcliffe said. “But he was pretty quick to establish his alibi. He 
was in his office all morning. Had lunch with prospective clients. Then took them to the club to play 
a round of golf. It all checks out.” 

“That just means he didn’t kill her himself,” I said. “It doesn’t mean he didn’t hire someone.” 
Collier picked up one of the photos of the guy in the jumpsuit and looked at it. “We need to find 

this guy,” he said. 
  



 
 

Chapter 4 
 
 
When I left Metro, I realized I was at a standstill with my investigation. The guy I’d been hired 

to follow had left with his lawyer. The woman he was involved with was now dead. My client, who 
hired me to watch the two, was out of town. I still had her un-cashed check in my desk drawer. 
Under the circumstances I planned to give it back. But I wasn’t ready to walk away from this case 
just yet. Besides, I had no other clients at the time, so I didn’t have anything else to do. 

I went back to my office and called Paul Mason. Paul had been involved with the IT industry in 
Birmingham for thirty years and had more connections than anyone I knew in that field. We 
exchanged the usual pleasantries. Then he beat me to the punch. 

“Does your call have anything to do with the murder of Alice Granger, per chance?” he asked. 
“Yeah. I was hired by someone to keep an eye on someone else. As it turned out, that put me 

right in the middle of everything.” 
“Lucky you.” 
“Yeah, right. What can you tell me about the company Ted Granger and Bob Cahill started?” 
“GCA,” Paul said. “Granger, Cahill, and Associates. Ted came to town about six years ago and 

teamed up with Bob. At the time Bob had a pretty successful consulting business. Everyone was 
surprised to see him go into business with Ted.” 

“Why’s that?” 
“Well, Ted was looking for investors and partners in a start-up venture that seemed kind of 

risky. It just wasn’t the kind of thing you’d expect Bob to jump into.” 
“So, what drew him in?” 
“The lure of the big bucks, I suppose. What they’re developing is the framework for providing a 

complete technology bundle for your home. You know the way you can get phone, Internet, and 
cable all from Charter or AT&T? Well this would be all that plus your smart phone, home security, 
and all the other stuff that comes with a typical smart home package.” 

“Like what?” I asked. 
“Control your thermostat. Turn on and off lights. Program your DVR to record TV shows. 

There are a lot of appliances that you can get today that are equipped for smart home integration. 
With GCA’s framework you could do it all remotely using your cell phone or from your computer at 
work or on your iPad at Starbucks while you’re having a toffee mocha Frappuccino.” 

“I don’t even know what a toffee mocha Frappuccino is,” I said. 
I heard Paul chuckle on the other end of the line. “Why does that not surprise me? Anyway, 

there are advantages to having a smart home. Think about it. You and the wife…I know you’re not 
married but go along with the hypothetical. You and the wife go out for dinner and get a babysitter 
to watch the kid. You want to check and see how things are going. Instead of calling the babysitter, 
you use your smartphone to connect to your home control unit and check out the security cameras. 
You don’t have to wonder if she’s put the kid in the closet and is making out with her boyfriend or 
if she’s texting her BFF’s while your toddler is playing outside by the pool. You stream the video 
right there to your phone and know exactly what’s going on. Want to know what TV shows your 
kids are watching while you’re at work? Dial it up. Want to monitor their Internet activity? Connect 
and see what they’re looking at.” 

“I can see the advantages, but it all seems way too Big Brotherish to me. This technology is 
something a lot of people would want?” 



“Sure. And GCA’s approach goes back to the concept of bundling services. Smart home 
technology isn’t anything new. But when you bundle home phone, cell phone, Internet, cable or 
satellite TV, home security, and some other technologies with it, then you’ve got something that a 
lot of people would want.” 

“So Granger, Cahill, and Associates are developing this software –” 
“Actually it’s a framework, an enterprise portal that a company could use to provide control of 

everything through an integrated interface.” 
“Again, I don’t even know what that means,” I said. 
Paul laughed. “Let’s just call it software.” 
“Thanks. With this software they would provide you with home phone service, cell phone, 

Internet access, home security, and a bunch of other smart home stuff?” 
“No. GCA is hoping to sell their software to someone like Charter or AT&T, one of the service 

providers who would use it in conjunction with all that stuff, as you put it. As the customer, you 
would get all that stuff from the one provider and with it you’d get GCA’s software for managing 
everything. Or an interface written utilizing GCA’s framework.” 

“So, how’s that working out for them?” 
“Well, from what I’m hearing, Ted’s done a good job of selling the concept. He’s a good pitch 

man. But things aren’t going so well on the development side. Bob’s concerned there are some 
major security issues. He wants to put off going to market but Ted’s already way down the road with 
a prospective buyer. He’s made promises they can’t deliver, at least, not in the time frame he’s 
committed to. Now some of the investors are getting antsy and starting to back away. I know a 
couple of guys who work over there and they said the pressure’s getting pretty intense. One of them 
said he’s worried the whole thing’s gonna come crashing down on their heads. If they lose any more 
backers they’re in trouble because there’s nothing more Ted can do. He’s already leveraged to the 
gills. And now, with his wife getting murdered and his partner looking like the prime suspect…” 

“Granger, Cahill, and Associates may be sunk,” I said. 
“Yep. And Bob and Ted are going down with the ship.” 
“You said they’ve been working on this for six years and they still haven’t sold it to anyone? 

How have they managed to stay afloat that long?” 
“They brought in-house the consulting work Bob was doing. Hired a couple of guys to focus on 

that. They also have a few support contracts around town. So that’s provided some income. And 
Ted’s found some investors. But, like I said, they’ve both sunk just about everything they have in the 
company. With this latest news I don’t see how the business can survive.” 

 
*** 

 
After I got off the phone with Paul, I put in a call to Carol Cahill. It went immediately to voice 

mail. If she was flying back from Savannah, she probably had her phone turned off. I waited an 
hour, then tried again with the same result. This time I left a brief message asking her to give me a 
call. By now it was after one and I realized I hadn’t eaten any lunch, so I walked down to Karl’s Deli 
and had a sandwich. I was just finishing it off and considering a piece of apple pie for dessert when I 
remembered that I had a coupon for a free slice of pie in my desk drawer back at the office. But I 
wasn’t going to go back to get it now. Another missed opportunity. 

Just then my cell phone buzzed. I thought it might be Carol calling me back but it was Radcliffe 
instead. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked. 
“What have you been doing today since you left Metro? Have you been shadowing Cahill?” 



Radcliffe had a way of asking two questions but she really just wanted an answer to the second 
one. I considered giving her a rundown of my activities, but decided not to be a wise-ass. Well, not 
much of a wise-ass. 

“No, I haven’t. I was hired to document his activities with Alice Granger. I’m pretty sure there’s 
nothing going on today. Why?” 

“Bob Cahill’s dead. Apparently he went home and shot himself. His wife just got back from 
Savannah and found the body.” 
  



 
 

Chapter 5 
 
 
At six o’clock that evening, Radcliffe called again. 
“I’d like to talk to you about a few things,” she said. “Are you busy?” 
“No.” 
“Meet me at the Oak Hill Bar and Grill there in downtown Homewood. Do you know the 

place?” 
“Yeah, I think I know where it is,” I said. “I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes.” 
When I got there, Radcliffe was sitting at a table by the front windows in the corner opposite the 

bar. A waitress came over as soon as I sat down. 
“What’re you drinking?” I asked Radcliffe. 
“Club soda. I’m going back to Metro when I leave here.” 
“Do you want the same?” the waitress asked. 
“Absolutely not,” I said. “Bring me a Corona.” 
The waitress hurried off to fetch my beer and I looked at Radcliffe. “Where’s your partner?” 
She groaned. “Freakin’ Howdy Doody. God. He’s back at Metro writing up his report. Probably 

in triplicate with footnotes and a table of contents and a glossary.” 
When I laughed, she glared at me. “The guy’s driving me crazy,” she said. 
“How’s that?” 
“I don’t know. He’s just so by-the-book. I swear if he had an independent thought it would 

blow the top of his head off. All he thinks about is what the manual says to do.” 
“How long have y’all been working together?” 
“Month-and-a-half. We were paired up after the investigation into the Kopekne case.” 
“Yeah? How’d that turn out?” 
She shrugged. “Okay, I guess. I got beat up a little for not following proper procedure in a 

couple of areas. Thus the new partner. But it wasn’t too bad. Collier backed me up and Sheriff 
Welker really went to bat for me. He was great.” 

“Welker seemed like a pretty stand-up guy,” I said. “Were you able to connect the bad guys to 
the Rizzo family?” 

“Yeah. And two of them were suspects in a number of gang-style shootings. Just never enough 
evidence to put them away.” 

“I guess that’s not an issue now, huh?” 
“Nope,” she said and took a drink from her club soda. 
The waitress came over with my beer. She looked at Radcliffe to see if she wanted another. 

Radcliffe shook her head and pulled out a menu that was stuck in between the napkin holder and 
salt-and-pepper shakers on the table. While she was looking at it, I took a minute to check out the 
bar. 

It was a small place, but nicely furnished with an L-shaped bar, a few tall tables with bar stools 
over near the bar, and several regular tables in the area where we were sitting. There were windows 
across the front with plantation shutters to filter the sunlight and keep the glare off the big screen 
TVs. Golf was on one and baseball was on the other three. The Braves and the Cardinals were on 
the TV behind the bar. The place was well-lit, the TVs weren’t too loud, and the folks at the bar 
weren’t too boisterous. It had a good neighborhood pub kind of atmosphere. I liked it. 



There were three middle-aged guys at the bar and a young man and woman. Just then a man 
walked in and one of the guys at the bar called out “There he is…” The man waved and joined the 
group. 

“That’s Gary,” Radcliffe said. 
I wasn’t sure if she meant the guy who came in or the guy who called to him, but it didn’t 

matter. 
“He’s a regular,” she continued. “All the older guys at the bar are regulars. Gary and Matt have 

condos at Soho. Gene, the guy who just came in, owns an antique shop down the street. Most of 
them are here every time I come in.” 

“You come here often?” 
She shrugged. “Depends on what’s going on. Maybe a couple of times a week. It’s a good place 

to have a beer and a bite to eat before going home at the end of the day. Unwind a little.” 
I looked at the TV just in time to see the Braves turn a double play to end the inning. 
“So, what you been up to?” Radcliffe asked. “I haven’t seen you since we went to the Garage 

Café back in February. When I left, you were talking to that cute little blonde. What was her name? 
Tammy?” 

I nodded. 
“How is Tammy these days?” 
“I haven’t seen her lately. We went out a few times. She’s a nice girl but she was looking for 

more of a commitment than I was willing to make. How about you?” 
Radcliffe laughed. “Let’s just say I’m between relationships. Been that way for about five years 

now. Some guys think it’s cool to date a cop until they think about all the things they can’t do when 
they’re with you. Others are intimidated by a woman who wears a gun to work and is trained in self-
defense. About the only guys who can handle all that are other cops. I like my job but I don’t want 
to take it home with me, if you know what I mean.” 

“Sure. I was in law enforcement for eighteen years before going private. Twelve in the military 
and six as a civilian. During that whole time, I never really felt like I was off the clock.” 

She held up her club soda. “Tell me about it.” 
We were quiet for a minute, then I said, “Well, I know you didn’t ask me to come down here 

just so we could catch up. I’m assuming you have some questions about Bob Cahill.” 
“I’ve spent all afternoon at the house. I worked the scene, talked with several of the neighbors, 

and spent some time talking with his wife. It looks like suicide, but I don’t know. He just doesn’t 
seem like the type.” 

“Did he leave a note?” 
“There was a note that was printed off the computer. It said, ‘I can’t live with what I’ve done. 

I’m sorry.’” 
“Not hand-written?” I asked. 
“No. It’s meaningless. It doesn’t tell us anything and anyone could’ve printed it. The whole thing 

just doesn’t ring clear to me. If he was that distraught about everything, I think he would’ve 
confessed when he was at Metro. I don’t see him going home and putting a gun to his head.” 

“He shot himself in the head?” 
She nodded. 
“What did he use?” I asked 
“Twenty-two revolver. It was on the floor beside the chair. It’s registered and lawfully acquired. 

His wife said he bought it several years ago for home security.” 
“Home security? In Mountain Brook?” 
“You might be surprised how many Brookies have guns. I don’t think it’s that uncommon. A 

twenty-two’s not what I’d choose, but it got the job done on Cahill. Anyway, there’s a workbench in 



the basement where he fiddled around with computers and electronic stuff. That’s where he was. In 
his chair in front of the workbench. I talked with Lawrence Breland, Cahill’s lawyer, and he said they 
went to his office after they left Metro and Cahill was there until about eleven. His wife got home 
about one forty-five. So that’s when it happened. Sometime between eleven and one forty-five.” 

“What was Breland’s reaction to the news?” 
“He was shocked. He doesn’t believe Cahill would kill himself. He doesn’t believe he killed 

Granger, either. Said Cahill wouldn’t hurt a flea, much less stab someone and turn a gun on himself. 
He went on to say that Cahill and Granger were meeting to figure out what to do about a potential 
scandal, something in Ted’s past. Said if word got out at this point, it could screw the deal they were 
working on with a big technology firm out of Raleigh. If that deal fell through, the company would 
very likely go under.” 

“I talked with a friend of mine who’s been involved in the IT business around Birmingham for a 
long time. He told me some of the investors were getting antsy. He said Ted had everything riding 
on this one deal.” 

“I think they’re toast any way you look at it,” Radcliffe said. “At this point, with a principal in 
the firm suspected of killing his partner’s wife, then committing suicide, would you touch it? And he 
was the primary developer, to boot.” She shook her head. “No way I’d have anything to do with that 
company.” 

The waitress came by and asked how we were doing. 
“I’ll have another,” I said. 
The waitress looked at Radcliffe.  
“Sure. Why not,” she said. “And an order of hot wings.” 
“Make it two,” I said. 
After she left, I said, “So Breland doesn’t think Cahill and Granger were having an affair and he 

doesn’t believe this is a murder-suicide.” 
“No.” 
“What do you think?” 
“I don’t know yet. They may or may not have been having an affair. We’ll probably never know 

for sure. Either way, he still could’ve killed her and then killed himself, but I don’t think that’s what 
happened. It goes back to motive. What was his motive for killing Granger? On the other hand, if 
you look at it from a business perspective, and consider that they were maybe about to blow the 
whistle on something that could destroy the company; you’ve got a motive for killing both of them. 
If you follow that logic everything points back to Ted. 

“And then we’ve got the guy in the jumpsuit who was screwing around with Cahill’s car. It could 
be that be someone was trying to implicate him in Granger’s murder, then killed him and staged it to 
look like a suicide. That’s why I asked you if you’d been shadowing him this morning. I was hoping 
you were and could tell me if anyone had come or gone between the time he got home and his wife 
found him in the basement.” 

“I wish I had been, but I wasn’t. Did any of the neighbors see anyone?” 
“No, but we still have a couple more to interview.” 
The waitress came back with my beer and Radcliffe’s club soda and said the wings would be out 

in just a minute. 
“What about Carol Cahill?” Radcliffe asked after the waitress had walked away. “What’s your 

impression of her?” 
“Well, I only met her the one time when she came by my office. She wanted me to document 

everything, I’m assuming, so she could file for divorce. She was pretty calm. Seemed kind of meek, 
actually. She didn’t strike me as the kind to hire a hit man, if that’s what you’re thinking. I know 



people can surprise you, but I don’t think she’d hire me to watch her husband if she was sending 
someone over to kill Granger. That doesn’t make sense.” 

“Why do you think Cahill called a cab to take him to the country club?” 
“Well, if he’d just killed Granger, then she couldn’t drive him over, obviously. And he was 

playing golf with her husband. Maybe they simply didn’t want to risk Ted seeing them together.” 
“Good point.” 
“Now it’s your turn,” I said. “What’s your impression of Carol?” 
“Pretty much the same as yours. She was shocked and seemed truly upset by everything. She 

answered all our questions and was anxious to cooperate. Of course, she was out of town when 
everything happened, so she couldn’t tell us much.” 

Just then her cell phone buzzed and she picked it up. She frowned at the display. “Howdy 
Doody,” she said and punched a button to answer the call. “Hey, Andy, what’s up?” She listened 
intently for a few seconds and nodded her head. “Okay. I’ll be right over.” 

She ended the call just as the waitress came over with our wings. 
“I’m afraid I’m going to need mine to go,” she said to the waitress. 
The girl headed to the kitchen for a go box and Radcliffe turned to me. 
“Howdy Doody went back to track down a couple of the neighbors who weren’t home earlier. 

One of them said he heard what could’ve been gunshots as he was leaving to go back to work after 
lunch. That was around twelve thirty.” 

“Gun shots?” I asked. “As in more than one?” 
“Yep. Two shots about ten seconds apart.” 
“Let me guess. There was only one spent cartridge in the gun.” 
“Bingo. It could be bogus, but I gotta check it out. Tolleson’s going back to look for evidence of 

another bullet somewhere in the basement. I want to talk to the neighbor.” 
The waitress hurried over with a Styrofoam container and the bill. Radcliffe glanced at the bill 

and started digging in her pocket. 
“Let me get that,” I said. 
“Thanks,” she said. “I owe ya.” 

 


