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    I would like to dedicate this book to my family who gave me undying support during my time writing this book. Especially to my mother, Sharon Parker, my uncle Paul Patterson and my sister Lisa Taylor, all who wouldn’t let me give up on myself and my dream of writing a book. Finally, to the support of Jake my dog that lay on my lap for many hours while I wrote.


  




  

    
Day One




    
Tuesday




    The sky was gray with the smell of rain in the air. There was a storm coming, everyone knew it, but no one knew when it would start. Detective Tom James, blond and tall, at exactly six foot four, and wearing a gray suit walked up the path. Tom was a family man with a wife and two young kids. He had loved his wife since they were in high school together. He loved his family more than a dog loves his bone and was very protective of his time with his family, to the point that he was rarely late getting home. Tom worked hard to uncover the reasons behind the crime no matter how obscure the story was. In this process he would find the killer and be able to give more information to the victim’s family about why they’d lost their loved one.




    As he arrived, he noticed that the house was a modest two-story with a yellow exterior and brown shutters at the windows, situated between two other houses on the block. There was a path moving from the sidewalk to the front door that was lined with rose bushes on either side. One window showed into the living room and two on the second story. The yard was well kept too. As Detective James walked into the house, the smell of rain surrendered to the smell of death. The house was well kept. The living room looked as if it had just been cleaned. There was a couch under the window and a wooden coffee table in front of it. There were two end tables with a tall lamp on each one on either side of the couch. There was a chair in the corner with a floor lamp behind it and an ottoman in front of it. In other words, it was like millions of other American homes.




    The kitchen was a different story; it looked a little more lived-in. There were a few dishes in the sink. The breakfast nook table was a small round wooden table with four chairs around it and a pile of what looked like a week’s worth of mail. There were crumbs on the table as if someone had just finished eating a meal. Broken glass on the floor lay in a pool of water mixed with what appeared to be blood. There was blood all over the kitchen, a bloody knife on the floor and a bloody trail leading out the back door, fading on the grass right before the back gate.




    Detective Thomas James found Detective Turner in the kitchen saying, “How did you get here?”




    Detective Mike Turner, a stocky man about five foot eleven inches tall and wearing a blue suit, was kneeling next to the body. He was looking over what appeared to be stab wounds made by the knife lying on the floor. Mike loved to eat, which showed with his extra padding. He was single but didn’t go out a lot, living alone in an apartment. Mike was okay with being alone but was always on the lookout for someone to spend his life with. He didn’t like others fussing over him and trying to get him a date. He figured that he would find the right person when the time was right. He was always looking for the truth in everything. Mike was best friends with his partner Tom James.




    Detective Turner said, “I rode over with the coroner.”




    “What happened Saturday last night? Why did you cancel your date?




    “I didn’t feel like going, she wasn’t my type.”




    “Who are you kidding? You don’t have a type.”




    “I just don’t like set ups.”




    “Okay, okay. What do we have here?”




    “The victim’s name is Kathy Jefferson. She is 21 years old and appears to have been home alone. It looks like she let the killer in; there isn’t any forced entry. She appears to have been stabbed to death with the kitchen knife that is on the floor. The knife was taken from the butcher block on the counter.




    “With all the blood all over the room, it looks like a frenzied attack. This could be a crime of passion,” commented Detective James.




    Mike asked the coroner, “What is the approximate time of death?”




    Dr. Shonna Johnson answered, “Based on liver temperature it looks like it was Sunday between 1 and 5 in the afternoon.”




    The room had blood on the counter, cabinets, and in a big pool on the floor surrounding the victim. She was leaning up against the cabinet with her arms at her sides. Blood was splattered through her long blond hair, and her baby blue eyes were wide open, with a look of fear. She was wearing a blue tank top, tan shorts, and white sandals.




    Detective James asked, “Who discovered the body?”




    Turner responded, “She is right over there. Her name is Kaitlyn Thompson; she is the victim’s best friend she is pretty upset.”




    A young woman in her early twenties with long black hair wearing a white T-shirt and blue jeans.




    As Detective James walked over to her, he got out his pad of paper and a pen. Kait appeared to be nervous and scared.




    “How are you holding up?”




    “I don’t understand what happened,” she said, sobbing, “She was so happy. How could this happen to her? Do you think that this was random, or could he come back?”




    ”It’s hard to say. My name is Tom. How did you know her?”




    “We met in high school and we became close. She is my best friend.”




    The detective asked, “Do you know of anyone that would want to hurt her?”




    “No, everyone liked her. No one would hurt her.”




    “Where are her parents?”




    “They all went to the beach for two weeks, Kathy came back early because school started yesterday after spring break. I should call them,” she said.




    “Don’t worry about it; we will call them. What were you doing here?”




    “I came here looking for her because she wasn’t in class yesterday or today and she didn’t answer when I called so, I came over to see why she was missing school. I used the spare key that they keep in the plant on the front porch. When I came in, she was just sitting there. She looked terrified.”




    “Where were you on Sunday between 1 and 5 in the afternoon?”




    “I was at home working on my paper.”




    Detective James asked, “Was there anyone else there that could corroborate your whereabouts?”




    “Yes, my parents were home, downstairs.”




    “Thank you, we may contact you again.”




    “Yes, I want to help find this monster.”




    “What is your address?”




    “52697 Hanover Street.”




    “And phone number?”




    “(555) 555–2368.”




    Mike walked over to Tom and said, “I’m done with the body and it is headed to the morgue for the autopsy.”




    Tom said, “Let’s head back to the station and see where we stand with what we have so far. Besides, we need to contact the parents. They are still on vacation.”




    Once in the unmarked car, the two detectives started to theorize about the case.




    Thinking out loud, Tom mused, “I wonder if there was a boyfriend. It’s hard to believe that a young woman that attractive wouldn’t have a boyfriend.”




    Mike responded, “She could have had a fight with the friend that found her. Finding her would give her a good reason to be there. She could have killed her over the weekend, waited a few days and when no one found her she could have gone over and ‘found her’ then called 911.”




    Tom said, “Let’s look into her alibi and see where she was at the time of death.”




    Mike stated, “Why don’t we go to her parents’ house now before she can talk to them?”




    Tom said, “Sounds good to me.”




    They drove over to Kait Thompson’s house to see her parents Rodger and Lucy Thompson. On the way, Tom got on the phone and called Kathy’s parents. Susan answered the phone.




    Susan answered, “Hello?”




    “Hello, this is Detective James. I’m from the Hollow Brook Police Department. I have some bad news that I need to share with you. Are you alone or is there someone there with


    you?”




    “My husband is here with me. What is it? Has our house been broken into?”




    “Ma’am, please have a seat before I go on.”




    “Okay, I’m sitting down. Please tell me what is going on.”




    Her voice sounded like she was in shock. She could only imagine what the detective was going to say next.




    “We found your daughter this morning in your kitchen.”




    “Oh my God, did something happen?”




    Her voice was now shaking and quivering as she spoke.




    “Yes, she was found dead on the floor. She had been stabbed to death.”




    “No, you have to be wrong. That couldn’t have happened. We live in a safe neighborhood.”




    “I don’t want to get into it over the phone. So, when you get back come straight down to the station and we will go over everything. You won’t be able to go home; it is still a crime scene. I’m sorry for your loss.”




    “Thank you. We will be heading back right away. We should be there by 4 o’clock.”




    As they drove up to the Thompson house the street looked like any other street in suburbia. There was a group of kids playing basketball in a driveway a few doors down and a couple of kids riding their bikes in the street. The yard looked well kept. The grass appeared to have just been cut. There was a tree that provided shade for the yard and the front of the house. It was a two-story house painted blue with white trim with a purple front door. There were two windows upstairs, one of them by the tree, and one large window in the front of the house on the first floor. There was a 3-car garage attached to the front of the house.




    When they got to the Thompsons’ home, they walked up to the door and rang the doorbell. They heard footsteps and then the door opened. There stood a beautiful woman in her late fifties, about five foot six, with long black hair wearing a long flowing red dress.




    “Hello, can I help you?”




    Tom said, “Hello, Mrs. Thompson?”




    “Yes, I am Lucy Thompson.”




    “I am Detective James, and this is Detective Turner. Can we ask you a few questions?”




    “What is this about?”




    Mike said, “We are just wondering if your daughter was home on Sunday between the hours of 1 to 5 pm?”




    “Why, what does it matter if she was home or not?”




    Mike said, “We are conducting an investigation and she may have been a witness.”




    Lucy responded like the strike of a rattlesnake to protect her child from anyone and everyone that posed as a threat to her.




    “Why, do you think that she is involved? My daughter wouldn’t be involved in anything illegal.”




    Tom said, “Well, we have to see if she could have seen anything and if she hasn’t then maybe she knows of someone that might have been around to see something. Besides, she is the one who discovered Kathy’s body.”




    “Oh my God. She is going to be upset. I’ll give her a call.”




    “Could you wait just one minute and tell us if she was home?”




    “Okay. Yes, she was. She was in her room all day studying.”




    “Which room is Kate’s room? Is it the one at this front corner of the house?”




    “Yes, why do you ask?”




    “No reason. Thank you for your time.”




    Tom and Mike walked away as the door shut behind them.




    Mike turned to Tom and asked, “Why did you ask which room hers is?”




    “You didn’t see it? There is a tree just made for climbing outside of her window. So, her alibi is a little shaky. She could have easily climbed out of the window and gone over to Kathy’s house.”




    “That sounds like a possibility.”




    “Hey, let’s get some lunch before heading back.”




    Mike responded, “Where do you want to get something to eat at?”




    “I was thinking Chinese. Let’s go to Ming Palace.”




    “Sounds good to me. I’ve been wanting Chinese lately. Why don’t we get Chinese more often?”




    The restaurant was in a strip mall containing a grocery store, liquor store, and several other small retail stores. They parked right in front of Ming Palace. It was decorated with the traditional Chinese décor. There was a small dining room with three booths lining each side of the dining room with two tables in the middle of the room. There were red vinyl seats and seat backs on the booths and metal chairs at the tables in the middle of the room. The air was filled with the aroma of chicken, beef, and pork searing in the kitchen. A waitress greeted them as they walked in. She was wearing a brown and red vertical striped blouse and black pants with white tennis shoes.




    “Sit anywhere that you like, gentlemen,” she said with a pleasant smile.




    They sat down at one of the booths across from each other and the waitress walked over and handed them menus.




    The waitress said, “My name is Jiayi and I will be taking care of you tonight. Can I get you something to drink?”




    Tom stated, “That is an interesting name.”




    “It’s Chinese. It means auspicious one.”




    “That is really interesting. I will have an iced tea.”




    Mike said, “I will have a Coke.”




    “I will be back in a few minutes to take your order.”




    Tom said, “Okay, thank you.”




    Tom and Mike studied their menus like they were studying for a test.




    Jiayi came back to the table. “Do you know what you would like to have?”




    Tom said, “Yes, I will have the orange chicken with fried rice.”




    “I would like to have the beef with broccoli and fried rice.”




    “That is a good choice,” Jiayi responded with a smile. “I’ll have that right out for you.”




    Mike stated, “I’m looking forward to this lunch. I have been craving Chinese food.”




    “You are always craving all food.”




    “True.”




    “That tree outside of Kait Thompson’s room is really bothering me. I think that there is more going on than what she is telling us.”




    “Yeah, I know something is off.”




    “I’m hoping that those canvasing reports show us something new; otherwise we don’t have any more leads to follow.”




    “Also, maybe her parents will have an idea of who would do this to her.”




    Tom said, “Yeah maybe.”




    When the waitress came back with the food, the air around the booth was filled with the smell of orange chicken, fried rice and beef with broccoli.




    “Here we go. I hope that you gentlemen enjoy,” Jiayi said with a flirtatious smile.




    After a bite, Tom said, “I have to admit this is really good.”




    “Yeah it is. This sauce is really good and actually seasoned properly.”




    “Well, if it has to do with food, you would know.”




    Tom and Mike ate their lunch, barely saying a word as they enjoyed their food.




    As they finished, Tom said, “That was delicious. We really should look through the canvasing reports as soon as we can and see if anything looks out of place.”




    Jiayi brought the check to the table.




    “Just take care of this when you’re ready.”




    Tom looked at the check and it said the cost was $32.58. They put $41 in the folder and gave it back to Jen.




    “Okay, I will have the change back in a minute.”




    “Keep the change.”




    “Thank you. Have a good day.”




    Mike responded, “You too.”




    As they left the restaurant it started to rain, just a slight drizzle.




    Mike started to yell at the other drivers. “Don’t you know how to drive? I swear people forget how to drive as soon as it starts to rain.”




    “You know they can’t hear you, right?”




    “I know, but it makes me feel better.”




    “Yeah, but it hurts my ears when you yell in the car like that.”




    “I’m sorry. It’s just that they frustrate me so bad. It’s just a little rain.”




    “Would it be better if I drive?”




    “Maybe it would. I will pull over up here and you can drive in this mess.”




    Mike pulled in the driveway of a gas station up under the awning. They got out and switched places, Tom getting into the driver’s side and Mike into the passenger’s side. Tom pulled out of the driveway and into traffic. They drove about ten blocks without saying a word.




    Then Tom said, “I believe that the rain is getting worse. I have been steadily moving the wipers to go faster and now they are on constantly.”




    “Can you still see?”




    “For now, but it is still getting worse. Have the parents gotten back yet?”




    “They are due back in about an hour.”




    “Let’s go back to the station and meet them there. I promised that we would be there to meet them. I don’t want to keep them waiting.”




    Tom drove back to the station and got there at about the same time as a car drove up in the front. The station was on a busy street with well-kept grass and bushes in the front. The detectives walked in through the back door from the police parking lot. The lot was filled with marked and unmarked police cars, with a staircase leading into the building leading to the back door of the station. In front of the building the Jeffersons were arriving walking up to the main entrance to the station. They walked in to the station and up to the front counter. The room was filled with chairs in the waiting area with half a dozen people sitting in them waiting for various reasons. There was a front counter stretching across the back of the room with several officers sitting behind it including the desk sergeant.




    The desk sergeant asked, “Can I help you?”




    “Yes, my name is Paul Jefferson. We are looking for Detective James.”




    “Okay, I will let him know that you are here.”




    The desk sergeant called Detective James on the phone.




    “Hello.”




    “There is someone by the name of Paul Jefferson here for you.”




    Tom said, “Okay, tell him that I will be right out.”




    Sergeant Gonzales turned to the Jeffersons and said, “He will be right out. Please have a seat.”




    The Jeffersons walked over and took a seat in the waiting area.




    “Hello, you must be the Mr. and Mrs. Jefferson?”




    “Yes, I’m Paul. You must be Detective James?”




    “Yes, but you can call me Tom. Why don’t we go to the back and talk?”




    Tom led them toward the back of the building. As they walked toward the back, they saw lines of desks with computers on them, desk chairs behind them and office chairs next to them in a large room with smaller offices lining the sides of the room. They went back to one of the private rooms to talk. When they walked into the interview room there was a couch and a couple of chairs surrounding a single coffee table. They shut the doors.




    “Please have a seat,” Tom said in a calm voice. “Can I get you something to drink or eat?”




    Susan reached for some tissue that was on the table, but the box was almost empty. Susan and Paul still seemed to be reeling from the shock of finding out that their daughter had been murdered.




    “I couldn’t eat right now,” Susan exclaimed, “I still feel sick.”




    “I’m really sorry for your loss.” Mike stated, “We would like to ask you a few questions about your daughter’s relationships in her life.”




    Paul responded, “Yes but I don’t see how we can help. Didn’t someone break in?”




    Tom said, “It looks like she let the person in that killed her; we think that she knew her killer.”




    Susan said, “Oh my God, I don’t know of anyone that would hurt her. She is—I mean was—the sweetest person. She was liked by everyone.”




    “Well, someone wasn’t happy with her.”




    “Anything that we can do to help?”




    “Good, that’s what we need. Is there anyone that either of you can think of that would want to hurt her?”




    “No, not that I know of, but you know more of her friends than I do,” Paul said, looking at his wife.




    “I don’t know of anyone.”




    Mike said, “It could be anything. Is there any chance that she was fighting with anyone?”




    Susan said, “Well she did just break up with her boyfriend. I remember because she came to me and told me that I would be proud of her for ending it. I was always after her to end it because he is no good. But he kept coming around to try to get her to come back to him. I told her that I was happy that she had realized it for herself.”




    Mike whispered, “It’s the boyfriend again.”




    Paul said, “What do you mean by that?”




    “Well, it seems that the boyfriend keeps coming up.” Mike affirmed, “What is his name?”




    Susan interrupted, “His name is John Murphy. The last time that he was around was about a week and half ago. They were arguing about her dumping him and he wanted her back.”




    Tom asked, “Was there anybody else that she has been in any disagreements, with no matter how small?”




    “Now that you mention it, she has been having an argument with her best friend Kait.”




    “Kait Thompson?”




    “Yes, have you already talked to her?”




    “Yes, she found Kathy’s body, but she didn’t say anything about an argument. Do you know what the argument was about?”




    Susan said, “No, she wouldn’t talk about it. I figured that she would talk to me about it when she was ready.”




    Tears started to run down her cheeks like Niagara Falls, as she quivered from being upset over losing her daughter. Mike passed a new box of tissue to Susan.




    As she reached for it, her voice cracked as she cried, “I guess now I will never know.”




    Mike said, “We will do our best to get some answers for you.”




    Susan demanded as she slapped her hand down on the table, “You promise me that you will find her killer!”




    “I won’t make a promise that I can’t guarantee,” Mike exclaimed. “I will do this, I will promise that we will do everything that we can to figure this out and answer your questions.”




    “Why don’t you two go get some rest and we will let you know when we find anything, okay?”




    Paul responded, “Okay, let’s head to the hotel. We will be staying at the Hilton in town.”




    “Okay we will be in touch.”




    As the Jeffersons left the building, Tom turned to Mike and declared, “Well, I’m going to go home to my wife and kids. I have a need to see my family.”




    “Yeah, it’s a good time to take a break and look at it with fresh eyes in the morning.”




    As Tom drove, he anticipated getting home and hugging his children and kissing his wife. After the day that he’d had, he couldn’t wait to be with his family. His family was a constant reminder to him that there is still good in the world. He used his family to ground him and allow him to still believe that there were people that were worth his effort to seek justice. Seeing his children reinforced his conviction that all victims needed justice and drove him to find the truth for victims’ families. It wasn’t just catching the killer; he needed to find the story and why the victim was killed. Without the story there would be no justice. Tom needed to find the story so that he could answer the question of why no matter how twisted the answer was. He felt this was the only way that the family could have the closure that they were carving. This would help them move on and still live a full life without living in the past.




    As Tom drove up his calm and quiet street, there were cars in the driveways with lights on in the houses. Some houses had porch lights on; others were turned off. As he pulled into his driveway, he felt a since of calmness come over him.




    “I am home,” escaped his lips.




    His house was a modest two-story, gray with tan trim. The front door was white, and there was a two-car garage attached to the front of the house with a red door. There were two trees in the yard that were as high as the house. He took pride in his yard, so the grass was well-kept, and the bushes were


    trimmed.




    Arriving home, Tom walked through the door and his children came running into his arms. Wrapping his arms around them, Tom picked them up for a quick second and then set them back down.




    With love in his voice, he said, “You both are getting so big. I swear you grew while I was at work today.”




    He entered the living room, where there was a couch dividing the living room from the dining room. There were two chairs with a table with a lamp coming out of the top between them. There were end tables on either side of the couch and a coffee table in front of it. There was a television opposite the couch at the other end of the room. The stairs came down behind the television. You could see the dining room with a wooden table and six wooden chairs around it with two on each side and one on either end.




    The children were six and eight years old. His six-year-old, Jeremy, had blond hair and stood about three feet tall, wearing green pajamas. His eight-year-old, Anna, had long brown hair and stood about three and a half feet tall, wearing a blue nightgown. His children looked at their father like a hero.




    His wife, a beautiful, tall woman named Karen, stood about five foot eight with long brown hair. She was wearing a colorful skirt with a white blouse. She walked into the room and kissed him hello. Karen started dating Tom in high school. She trusted him without reservation. She was proud to be a cop’s wife and was very proud of who Tom was. She was a mother and housewife before anything else in her life. Her family was everything to her and she would do anything for them. Karen loved being a mother; it had always been her dream. She was thankful to Tom for helping her make that dream come true. She had made it her personal mission to find Mike a wife.




    “You’re late!” Karen scolded jovially. “You missed dinner. I saved you a plate.”




    “I know. I’m sorry that I didn’t call,” Tom responded. “Thank you. I was busy at work and I couldn’t get away.”




    “What happened? I’ll get you your plate.”




    “I was with the parents of a mur…”




    “Wait, not in front of the kids.”




    “Sorry, I forgot that they were here.”




    Karen walked into the kitchen and came back with a hot plate with meatloaf, corn, and mashed potatoes and gravy, along with a cold beer to drink.




    “Okay kids, you got to wait up for your dad, but now it’s time for bed. I’ll be up in a few minutes to tuck you in.”




    “Goodnight, Daddy! I love you!”




    They ran up and gave him hugs and kisses.




    “Goodnight! I love you too!”




    The children started to run up the stairs and Karen yelled, “Don’t forget to brush your teeth. I will be checking!”




    “I’m sorry that I was late. I was waiting for the parents of a murder victim to come home from vacation. Their daughter came home early because school was starting.”




    Karen was used to her husband bringing home bad cases but there was something about this case that really hit too close to home for her. There was a similar situation when she was a kid and a neighbor a few doors down and around the corner was killed during a home invasion when she was growing up. This case brought back some bad memories of that time when she was in junior high school, about 12 years old.




    “This reminds me of that neighbor that I had when I was a kid who was killed in a home invasion,” Karen said, shaking with fear. “Do you remember me telling you about that when we first met in high school? Do you have any leads?”




    Tom responded, “Yes we have two promising suspects that were having fights with her. The ex-boyfriend and the best friend both might have a motive, so we are going to check them out more tomorrow.”




    “I better go check on those kids and make sure that they are in bed.”




    Karen walked up the stairs to find the kids playing in their rooms. The wall next to the stairs had family pictures on it all the way up.




    “You had better both be in bed before I get to your rooms.”




    She could hear them scrambling to get into bed. Karen walked into Anna’s room first, which was filled with stuffed animals; there wasn’t a corner without a stuffed animal in it. The walls were a light pink and there were Barbie dolls and Disney princesses all around the floor. She had a white twin bed with a white canopy.




    “Anna did you brush your teeth?”




    “Yes, Mommy, I did.”




    “Okay, goodnight.”




    She tucked in Anna and walked to the door and turned out the light. She headed to Jeremy’s room, which was filled with stuffed animals and trucks with the occasional action figure on the floor. The walls were a light blue. He had a set of bunk beds where he slept on the bottom bunk with a blanket tucked under the top bunk, forming a little hideaway.




    “Jeremy, did you brush your teeth?”




    “Yes, Mommy I did.”




    “Okay. Goodnight.”




    Karen walked out of the door, turning off the light as she left the room. Then she paused at the bathroom and thought, I wonder? She walked into the bathroom and checked the toothbrushes. Anna’s was wet, and Jeremy’s wasn’t.




    “Jeremy, you had better get up and brush your teeth like you said that you did. Don’t lie to me again!”




    Jeremy got out of bed and ran into the bathroom. “You really do check, don’t you?”




    “Yes, I do! Now go back to bed. I love you both! Goodnight!”




    The children said in unison, “I love you!”




    Karen walked back downstairs to find her husband sitting in his chair.




    “So where are you in the investigation?”




    “Well, we are going to look into the ex-boyfriend tomorrow and see where he was when she was killed.”




    “You think that he had something to do with it?” Karen asked.




    “Well, he was seen having an argument with her about a week ago. He seems to have trouble letting her go. It appears to be a crime of passion, so he has motive,” Tom said, yawning. “Well, I’m tired so I’m going to go to bed.”




    “I’ll be right behind you.”




    Tom went upstairs and changed clothes. He was getting into bed just as Karen came in. She quickly changed clothes and climbed into bed with her husband. Karen turned on the news to watch as she fell asleep.


  




  

    
Day two




    
Wednesday




    Tom woke up and walked downstairs to find his kids sitting at the table eating breakfast and Karen fixing him a plate of scrambled eggs with cheese, bacon, and toast with strawberry jelly. He sat down at the table with Jeremy and Anna. Karen walked over and put his breakfast in front of him.




    “Thank you for this. You didn’t have to.”




    “If I didn’t you would have coffee and not eat, and you need to eat. Coffee?”




    “Yes please.”




    Karen fixed herself a plate and sat down with her family. They ate and chatted about the coming day.




    Tom asked, “So what do you kids have going on today?”




    Anna said, “I have a math test today.”




    “We are working on writing our ABCs.”




    “Sounds like you guys are going to have a fun day.”




    “How is a math test fun?”




    “Trust me, when you get older you will miss your time in school and growing up.”




    “I’ll take your word for it.”




    They finished breakfast and the kids headed to the school bus, with Karen walking behind them to make sure that they made it there okay. She walked behind them to give them a sense of freedom. Tom headed for the door as well. By the time Tom got to the office, Mike was already there.




    Tom said, “I want to go back and talk to Kait Thomson again.”




    “Why do you want to do that?”




    “Well, that tree is bothering me. I want to ask her about it.”




    “Then let’s go find out what she has to say about it.”




    Mike and Tom walked to the car in the parking lot at the back of the building and got in to head to Kait Thompson’s house.




    Mike said, “Do you really think that Miss Thompson is our killer?”




    “No, I just think that she is hiding something. I believe she is holding something back from us.”




    “What do you think that is?”




    “I think that she might know who the killer is, but maybe just doesn’t know it yet.”




    “Yeah maybe,” Mike pondered. “I guess it’s easy to overlook something if you don’t realize that it is relevant.”




    “That is exactly what I was thinking.”




    There was a short silence as they constructed questions to ask her. As they pulled up to the house, they gave each other uncomfortable looks. It was a delicate situation dealing with the person that found the body. They both knew that it would be easy to retraumatize her. They walked up to the house and knocked on the door. Richard Thompson answered it.




    Richard said, “Can I help you?”




    “Hello, I’m Detective James, and this is Detective Turner. We would like to ask Kait some more questions about Kathy Jefferson.”




    “I don’t think that she is up for it. She just lost her best friend.”




    “And we are just trying to find a killer,” Tom exclaimed. “The killer that killed her best friend.”




    “I just don’t think …”




    He was cut off by a voice coming from behind him.




    Kait said, “Dad, I want to help in any way that I can.”




    “Okay, if that is what you want, sweetie. Come in and have a seat.”




    Mike said, “Thank you.”




    Mike and Tom walked in and saw a formal living room with a deep red couch under the window, and two metal and glass end tables on either end of the couch. There was a metal and glass coffee table in front of the couch. There were two white chairs opposite the couch with a wooden table in between them. Mike and Tom sat down on the couch and Kait walked in and sat down on one of the chairs. Her father, Richard, stood right by her.




    Tom asked, “Is there anything else that you remember from yesterday?”




    “I don’t remember anything else that I haven’t already told you.”




    “Well, is there anyone that you can think of that she was fighting with?”




    “She was having a hard time with her ex-boyfriend.”




    Mike asked, “What do you mean?”




    “She broke up with him, and he doesn’t want to accept it. He keeps coming around uninvited.”




    “So, he is stalking her?”




    “I guess so. She kept complaining that he was everywhere that she was, and she would think that she saw his truck in front of her house several times even at night, but she wasn’t sure.”
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