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Los Angeles Police Homicide Detective Sergeant Elmer Bader entered the squad room at his normal nine in the morning.  He happily noticed his partner, Homicide Detective Alan Evans, making coffee.  As he joked with Alan about being on the ball “for a change,” a heavily disguised man walked into a very expensive jewelry store.  When he passed through the door, he slid a pre-cut piece of metal into the slot where an emergency bolt could be automatically slammed shut, trapping any potential thieves inside.  

As he took one step inside, he noticed there were four people in sight: two customers, and two salesmen.  He also noticed one of the salesmen reach down.  He knew the man was about to hit the alarm button hidden behind the counter.  The intruder shot him, then shrugged as shot the other three, since he figured he was already on the hook for one murder—why not four?  He stepped over the male customer and smashed the display case he was interested in, glanced at the necklace the now-dead couple on his side of the case had been looking at, tossed it into his knapsack on top of the fine jewelry he had already snatched from the display case, then took a few steps to his right, before he smashed another glass display case top, reached in, and grabbed everything inside. 

While he was doing this, he heard the emergency door bolt slide home.  He knew someone else was in the building.  He thought a second, before he decided the risk was too great to stay longer, so headed for the door he had come in through.  When he reached it, he kicked the frame of the door near the locking device.  It moved, but did not open.  He kicked it again, harder.  It budged open.  As he pushed hard against it, he could hear sirens, so knew he better hurry.  He gave it everything he had, forcing the door open all the way.  When he got in his getaway car, he nodded to his driver.  “Hit it.”

His driver made it to and, around the nearby intersection corner, before the first police car came into view.  He drove on a preplanned route, pulled into a parking garage, went up two levels, found the car he was looking for and stopped.  “Good luck.” 

The robber got out, hurrying to the other car.  When he drove off, the getaway driver went up two more levels, saw the other pre-positioned car, then drove off in the other car.  When he reached the street, he turned left, knowing the man he had driven for had gone to the right.  

***
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As Elmer Bader took the first sip of his coffee, he looked at Alan Evans as he grinned.  “Not bad, pal.”

Then he glanced across the room, and added, “Ugh...oh, here comes the Captain.  He looks like he’s got a burr up his ass.”

Their Captain and boss reached their back-to-back desks, and handed Elmer a piece of paper.  “Get going—now.  Bloody massacre there—four down...first reports say they’re all dead.”

Elmer grabbed his suit coat off the back of his chair, and put it on while heading out, a step in front of Alan.  “Damn, I know this place.  It’s where my last wife (the rich one) picked out the wedding rings she bought for us.  Man-oh-man—it’s really upscale.  Gonna be hell to pay on this one.  Captain didn’t do us any favors by giving it to us.”

Alan caught up with Elmer.  “She still payin’ you alimony?”

“Yeah, smart ass.  I’ll drive.”

Elmer had been married three times.  Each time to a beautiful woman, each time divorced within two years.  The first one already had her next husband picked out by the time the divorce was final, so there was no alimony involved.  The second one made nearly as much as Elmer, so they agreed on no alimony.  The third wife was rich—big-time society rich.  She had loved Elmer deeply, but after he got shot a second time during their marriage, she opted out.  “I’m done, El.  If you’re not gone at all hours of the day and night, you’re getting shot.  I want a husband in one piece, who I see from time to time.  Do you know we haven’t made love in two weeks—now it’s going to be even longer.  I want out.” 

As a joke, she had offered Elmer alimony of one hundred dollars a month.  Just to be smart back, he accepted.  He was still, three years later, collecting his hundred dollars a month.  The two had stayed in touch—even sleeping together from time to time—but Elmer had decided marriage, and his job really didn’t mix...plus, he rather liked the thought getting alimony, while still having occasional bedding privileges. 

As he drove to the jewelry store, he and Alan listened to the police radio.  They heard that the four people shot were dead.  They also heard the medical examiner had been summoned.  The last bit of news came over the air, just as Elmer screeched to a stop outside the jewelry store.  One of the uniformed officers recognized Elmer and Alan.  He waved them inside the building as they were headed in his direction.  When they reached him, the young officer nodded, “Boy, oh, boy—you got one this time, fellas.  Two customers and two salesmen killed.  A bunch of loot taken, too.”

Alan joked, “That would be ‘expensive jewels’ taken, not ‘loot’, if I’m not mistaken, Bert.  Who were the customers?”

Bert, who blushed—but the two detectives couldn’t tell because of his dark black skin—replied, “Don’t know yet.  Thought I best not touch anything.  This one is gonna be a pip.  Sorry you guys got it, but glad you did for our side.  The killer who did it is in for a surprise when he finds out you two are on his ass.”

Elmer chuckled, “Thanks for the confidence.”

Inside, Elmer looked at the couple who had been shopping.  “Alan, get on the horn to NCIS.  Tell them they’ve lost a Navy three-star.  Tell them to roll with their M.E. and forensic team...pronto.  Also, tell them they can have the lead on this deal.  In about fifteen minutes, give the FBI a call.  Tell them they may have an interest in this.”

As he reached for his cell phone, Alan asked, “You know the guy?”

“No, stupid.  I can tell by the cut of his nice suit he must be a three-star Admiral.  Hell, yes—I know him.  If you paid any attention to the news, so would you.  He was just nominated to be the new head of Homeland Security.”

“Holy crap,” Alan muttered, as he was getting the number of NCIS.

Once he had it, he made the call, then he looked at his partner.  “Why you gonna give this one over to someone else, Elmer?”

“Oh, we’ll work it—but no sense fighting the inevitable.  You think NCIS and the FBI aren’t gonna be all over this one, you’re nuts.  There is also the matter of the wife—more on that later.  Let’s talk to those folks over there with our other uniform.”

As an afterthought, Elmer said to the young uniformed officer who had waved them in, “Call off our M.E., Bert.  NCIS is gonna have the lead on this deal.  FBI will try to horn in with all the crap lately, but NCIS will win the food fight...if they want to.”

Bert gave Elmer a funny look, but did as told.  As he did, Elmer and Alan were already questioning the four survivors of the bloodshed.  All four, the two Detectives found out, had seen the entire crime unfold through a two-way mirror.  After the four now dead people in the front of the building had fallen to the floor, one of those in the back had pushed the panic button.  It did two things.  It was supposed to bolt the front door shut, trapping the shooter inside—which appeared to have malfunctioned, since the thief got away.  It also opened a hidden panic room, where all four had hidden until they saw the police arrive, via closed-circuit television.  At the same time, another of the men in the rear had phoned 911.  He told them the address of the store.  He informed the operator about the four people who had been shot by the thief.

Now, as Elmer and Alan spoke to them, one handed over a videotape taken from the security camera covering the front of the store.  The uniformed officer sighed, “I’ve seen it already, Elmer.  Guy was wearing a real good disguise.  Can’t tell what color he is—or even if it was a ‘he’...or is it ‘he was a him’?”

Elmer rolled his eyes.  “Alan, take the rest of their statements.  Make sure you have names, and addresses if we need to speak to them later.  When he finishes, you four can just stay in the back, to avoid the horde of other people who’ll show up.  But don’t be surprised if you have to give this same statement to the FBI and/or NCIS.  The dead male customer out front is a Navy Admiral.”

Elmer then left the group, as he walked to the front door.  It took him only a few seconds to see why the front door hadn’t worked.  After using a small camera he always carried to take a picture of the piece of metal the thief had placed in the lock, he put on surgical gloves and took out an evidence bag from his pocket (where he always kept a few), along with two sets of the gloves.  Using his pen knife, he pried the piece of metal loose enough so that it fell into the evidence bag.  

Elmer noticed Bert watching him intently.  He winked at the young officer, before heading back inside the store.  After looking over the counter carefully, he walked toward where Alan, and the uniformed officer, were still talking to the four from the back of the store.  He pointed at one of the men there, beckoned with his finger, and then turned back toward the counter.  When the man he summoned arrived next to him, Elmer asked, “Only two of the display cases were disturbed—why would you say that is?”

The man looked over the cases briefly, turned, looked up at Elmer, and answered, “Because those two cases had the most expensive items—by far the most expensive items.”

“Does that suggest anything to you?”

“Yes, sir—what you police call an inside job...or the man had been here before, checking the operation out.”

“Or had someone doing it for him.  These have to be the only three options, from what I was told earlier about how long he was here.  Either that, or he would have to have been a very experienced jeweler, to pick the right two cases so fast.  Thank you for your help—you can go back to the others now.”

The man looked up at Elmer again, and smiled before he headed back to where he had been.  As he walked off, Elmer sighed.  He thought about what he’d learned...also about the “smile.”  Without a doubt, the man just asked about the cases was a homosexual.  At six-two, Elmer was a very fit two hundred pounds.  He was also quite handsome.  He had used those good looks, and fitness of body to his advantage, with both men and women, during investigations in the past.  He wasn’t above doing it again.  

There was a line in the sand he’d always drawn, however.  Flirtation was one thing, action was another.  On one case early on in his time as a detective, he had a case where a nice-looking recent widow of a murder victim had flat out asked him to have sex with her.  He had declined, telling her he never did such things on cases because, if in fact the person he had sex with turned out to be the guilty party, the sexual relationship would taint the case.  It had proven to be a sound position—in that case, as well as all others.  The woman in question on that case, was now doing a long stretch in prison for murdering her husband. 

As Elmer was “wool gathering” on that subject, the NCIS team arrived.  Elmer soon found out who the agent in charge of their investigation was to be and introduced himself, then grinned, “You can have the lead on this one, but I’d like to share information with you along the line.”

The NCIS Special Agent, named Gregory Noonan, smiled, “That was awfully easy.  Of course we’ll share information with each other, but why give us the case without even a hint of a fight on the subject?”

“Because the dead Admiral is none other than three-star Admiral Frank Crimmins, for starters.”

Greg Noonan turned, took three steps to look down at the dead Admiral, whistled, and then turned back to Elmer.  “Shows good sense on your part to make us the lead on this one...the hue and cry will be heard loud and far.  You do know he was just nominated—of course, you do.”

“I do.  There is also the matter of his wife.”

“Who is...?”

“The niece of one Senator Roger Quilty of our fine state of California.  I’d just as soon not have to deal with the bastard.  You’ll be ready to ring his neck, long before this case is finished—bet you a dinner of your choice on it.”

“No bet.  You really know when to give the case lead to someone else, don’t you, Detective Bader?”

“I do indeed...been at this awhile.  I’m even doing so without proper authorization.  After my Captain—and more than likely, our Chief get through berating me about doing so, I will tell them why.  When I do, they will no doubt hurry my pending promotion.  All promotions at LAPD are presently on hold due to financial considerations.  We don’t have the money...period.  A word of advice, if I may.  I just saw my partner make a phone call...I suspect it was to the FBI.  I told him to wait a few minutes after you arrived.  Well, actually I told him to wait fifteen minutes, knowing you’d be here in about ten—to call the FBI to tell them they might be interested in dropping by.  Anyhow, back to my suggestion.  I’d suggest you tell them they can have the lead, but you’ll take care of the autopsies and forensics, since you already have the team here.  I didn’t tell my partner to mention to the FBI to bring same along.”

Greg smiled, “Oh, you are fast becoming a good friend.  Elmer, I believe you said, Detective...well I’m Greg.  Let’s work together on this one.”

“Good, thank you,” Elmer said as he handed the piece of metal from the door lock and the video tape to Greg, before adding, “Now let me tell you what we’ve come up with so far.”

When he finished, Elmer patted Greg on the back.  “If I was you, I’d get the security tapes from the store for the last several months, and put them into your vehicle before the FBI arrives.  Oh, by the way—the shortest of the folks talking to my partner and our uniform is in love with me.  I’ll be glad to work on him, because of the possibility of him being the inside man—though I doubt it.”

“You think it was an inside job then?”

“Not just yet.  I mentioned when telling you about the possibilities, it’s only one of four.  The killer—if it was a man—could have cased the joint, knows jewels well enough to spot the right cases right away—which I doubt—or had someone else case the place.  I’d put my money on someone else casing the place, or an inside job—but just a guess.”

“Probably a damned good one.  I agree.  I assume from you being so nice as to give me the lead on the case, you’ll want to avoid the media circus?”

“Oh, yes, “indeedie”—I do choose to miss out on the fun.  Of course, if you turn the lead over to the FBI, they get stuck with it—also dealing with asshole Senator Quilty.”

“I think the FBI just bought the case without a bit of struggle on my part.  We have the bodies, the forensics, the really pertinent information gathered to date—they get the headaches.”

Elmer smiled, “You might suggest you are giving them the lead because of possible terrorist implications, due to the Admiral’s recent nomination.”

“God, I’d hate to have you as an enemy.”

“Then don’t...friend.”

Both men laughed, shook hands, then Elmer called out, “Hey, fellas—LAPD types...let’s hit it.  This case now belongs to NCIS...for now.”

Greg asked, “Can we borrow your uniformed officers for crowd control?”

“Oh, sure.  I just want to be out of here, before the geniuses show up.”

“I take it you have a problem with the FBI?”

“Oh, yes.  Twice they have stepped on my toes...the second time they caused a killer to go free.  He killed twice more before one of L.A.’s finest put an end to his sorry life.  I had him dead to rights on the first case, so two innocent people are no longer alive because of our friends at the FBI.”

“Other than the gay guy, what do you have in mind on a course of action you plan to follow?”

“Pound the ground.  When you forward a picture of the guy from the tape I gave you, we’ll nose around and see if any of our snitches know anything—just cop stuff like that.  Work the case.”

As Alan walked up, Elmer introduced Greg to him, told the uniformed officers to handle crowd control, and left. 

Back in their car, Elmer told Alan what he had done, why he had done it, and what he had in mind.  When Elmer finished, Alan joked, “Yeah, okay—but I’m not part of flirting with your sweetheart...that’s all your gig.  I’m not as pretty as you.”

“Glad you realize it, chum. You still need to lose some pounds while on the subject.”

“Go to hell.”

Though three inches shorter than his partner, Alan weighed ten pounds more.  On top of that, he’d never been thought of as handsome by any woman.  Rugged and manly, yes...handsome, no.
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As Elmer drove with Alan back to their office, the thief and murderer was pulling up to an executive jet at a local small-plane airport.  He got out, and boarded the plane carrying his loot.  He was soon in discussion with the lone man in the cabin area of the plane.  The man on the plane looked over all the stolen items, nodded while hiding his glee at what he was looking at, then asked, “What do you think these are worth?”

“I have an idea of their worth—what will you offer?”

“One million, six hundred thousand dollars.”

Without batting an eye, the thief shook his head.  “Two million.”

“One point eight.”

“Okay—a million, nine.”

“Done,” the buyer said as he took out a briefcase.  He counted out one million, nine hundred thousand dollars, and handed the seller a bag with the money.

The thief nodded, put the money in the bag, and then got up to head back to his car.  As he drove away, the jet’s engines were already on.  Only then did he fully exhale.  As he started his car, he actually wet himself.  While he was a long-time thief—with the four he had just killed bringing his total of people killed to nine—he had never before made more than fifty thousand dollars on any of his jobs.  Driving off with wet pants concerned him not in the least.  He was rich!

***
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As the killer drove to his home with wet pants, FBI Special Agent Homer Spradling was mulling over the situation at the jewelry store.  After he and Greg had introduced themselves, Greg had pointed to one of the bodies.  “I don’t know what you’ve been told, but one of the deceased victims was Vice Admiral Frank Crimmins.”

“Oh, my God.  This is a big one.”

“You might say.  Since he was just nominated to be the next Homeland Security Secretary, I’ve a feeling you guys should take the lead...what with a possible terrorist connection to all that has happened recently.”

Admiral Crimmins had been nominated for the post because, over the past three weeks, there had been eleven terrorist attacks inside the United States.  The former Homeland Security Secretary had resigned under pressure from the White House, the press, and the Congress—as well as the public at large. 

“Do you think this is terrorist connected?”

“I have no idea.  It might just be what it appears to be...a robbery with four people murdered.  Or the robbery could just be a cover for a terrorist action.  The Admiral was quite outspoken on the subject of terrorism.  He was also a hero with his record as a Navy SEAL early on, then his career since.”

“I agree about the possibility of a terrorist connection—which does put it squarely in my lap.  I’m glad you see it, and don’t object to giving the case over to us.”

“The only right thing to do.  But I’d like to work the case as well, in case it is nothing other than a bloodbath of a robbery.  As you see, we’ve already loaded up the bodies.  My forensics team is well into processing the scene.  What I’d suggest is we go ahead with processing what we’ve got so far.  We’ll pass it all on to you.  From there, we can keep the lines of communication open, as we both pursue our own investigation—with you having the lead.  I will do everything I can not to step on your toes...would appreciate it if you’d do the same.  Any statements to the press, et cetera, would of course come from your office.  As to the press, we’ll keep our mouths shut, so we don’t run the risk of compromising your investigation...or saying something other than what you want released.”

“Sounds good...got a question, though.  How did you get here so much sooner than we did?  I mean, you’re about through here.  We only got the call a bit ago.  Also, where is LAPD—I mean, other than outside directing traffic?”

“A couple of LAPD detectives were here when we got here.  They called us.  Told me they would take care of calling you.  They gave me a brief rundown of what they had done, while waiting for me and my people to arrive, then told me I had the lead before they left.  I guess they’ll do a bit of tire kicking, but the senior detective told me he knew who the Admiral was, and knew NCIS and FBI would be running the investigation...what with the national security aspects of the case, plus to the Admiral being involved.  I guess we were just closer than you.”

“The senior detective have a name?”

“Yeah—Elmer Bader.”

“Oh, crap...it would have to be him.  Guy isn’t too happy with us—not that I blame him.  We dumped all over a case of his—let a killer walk free...to kill again.  Our agent in charge of that case is now, by the way, stationed in Alaska.  Was a bit of a hotshot.  He pissed a lot of people off.  Been up to me, he’d be out of the Bureau rather than in Alaska.  No wonder you got the call well before we did.  Guess at some point I should give Bader a call...try to make peace.”

“Wouldn’t hurt.  He seemed straight up to me.”

“Yeah.  He has one hell of a record.  I checked after we sent our idiot packing.  While doing so, I also found out we stepped on his toes once before—though at least we didn’t cause a murderer to get turned loose on society like the last time.”

Greg nodded, “Yeah, he did mention he had a bit of trouble with you folks...mentioned the guy getting set free.  Good luck with calling him, if you decide to do it.  For now, looks like my people are finished, and waiting for me.  Everything we come up with is on its way to you before the ink is dry, so to speak.”

“Right—see you.  Good luck to us on this one.”

“We may need it—especially since we don’t know if it’s terror-related or not.  Gives us too many options in my mind.  I’m thinking I’ll leave the terror option to you, and concentrate on it just being a bad guy...so we won’t be getting in each other’s way, or duplicating our work.”

“Yeah—whatever.  We may do some looking in the bad guy direction, too.  I’m not too sure on the terror angle.  So long.  Stay in touch.”

“Count on it.  See ya.”

When Greg left the store, the press was there in force.  They already had the news a Vice Admiral had been gunned down inside.  With the questions flying in his direction, Greg sighed, as he wondered just how the media had that piece of information so soon.  He was to find out later that one of the four survivors inside the store had made a call to a friend at a local television station, after Alan and the uniformed officer had finished talking to the four.  Now, Greg just held up his hand.  He shouted above the din of questions, “The FBI is handling this investigation—no comment from NCIS.”

Inside, Homer heard that, shook his head, smiled, then decided to stay just where he was for a while.  He called his office to ask for reinforcements, after telling his Agent-in-Charge what the situation was, along with the arrangement he had made with NCIS.  While those two talked, the NCIS team left, but the two uniformed LAPD officers stayed behind to maintain the ‘no enter’ zone they had established with their yellow crime scene tape earlier.  Homer noticed.  He was thankful for that nicety of cooperation.

***
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While Homer waited on more manpower from his office, Elmer and Alan returned to Homicide.  Their Captain, Gordon Bergmann, was inside waiting for them.  As they approached, he asked, “Well, what have you got, Elmer?”

“Nada.  Turned it over to NCIS—expect they’ll hand it off to the FBI.”

“What?!  Are you nuts, Elmer?  I’ve already had the Chief, the Chief of Detectives, plus one of the Mayor’s lackeys, calling me about this case.  In case you don’t know it, the news is a three-star Admiral was killed in your slaughterhouse.  Now you come in here to tell me you just up and gave the case over to NCIS?”

Elmer smiled, “Simmer down, Gordo.  Your office.  Reggie, you best join us so you can get a proper read on how to chew ass.”

Reggie Wilcox was a Homicide Sergeant.  Like Elmer, he had been approved for a promotion to Lieutenant, but, due to the financial strains on the department, had his actual promotion put on hold.  Alan was in the same predicament, as he waited for his approved promotion to Sergeant.  The former number two man in Homicide, was in the same situation, as he awaited his promotion to Captain, but had moved on to his next assignment as an “unofficial acting Captain.”  Reggie and Elmer were both considered for the number two slot in Homicide, but Elmer—a bit senior—had passed on the number two slot, when he told Gordon he wanted to stay right where he was, while Reggie, a damn good detective, deserved the shot at number two.  Elmer had also said in the conversation, “Look—Reggie has a family.  Also, unlike some of the black officers we know, he’s actually earned everything he’s gotten...plus which, he’s a damned sight better at paperwork than I am.”

The matter closed, Reggie had been moved to the number two slot as an “unofficial acting Lieutenant.”

Elmer brusquely walked into his Captain’s office, with Alan right behind him, as Gordon and Reggie followed along.  Inside the office with the door shut, Elmer explained exactly what had transpired since he and Alan left the building until their return.  Gordon fumed all the while, until Elmer added, “Oh, by the way—the Admiral involved is none other than Vice Admiral Frank Crimmins.  Unless you’ve forgotten—or had your head up your ass—he was just nominated to be the next Homeland Security Secretary.  There is no way we were gonna win a food fight about jurisdiction with NCIS or the FBI on this one.  

“Oh—one other thing...the Admiral’s wife just happened to be the niece of our dear, beloved Senator from the great State of California, Roger Quilty.  Captain, you want that asshole callin’ you every five minutes for updates?  Do you think the Chief, or the Chief of Detectives does?  This way we can quietly go about our investigation, out of the limelight...without all the nonsense either NCIS or the FBI is gonna have to put up with.  I made a nice deal with NCIS Special Agent Gregory Noonan.  We’ll get everything from him.  I’ll pass everything we get on to him.  I think I can work with the guy.  Now, do I get my ass kicked, or do I get to work the case starting now?”

Gordon laughed, “Get to work...let us know what you need—and thanks.  Senator Quilty I can do without.  The Chief will probably put your promotion through—money or no money—for this stunt.  More than likely he’ll ask if he can shine your shoes or something.  Nice work—good thinking.”

Elmer took a little bow, “Thanks.  As far as help, let Alan and me dig into this a bit.  We may need some manpower.  Reggie, I’d like you to work this one with us, if you can pull yourself away from all the paperwork Gordo passes on to you instead of doing himself...like he should.”

Gordon laughed, “Get out of here, you three—I’ve got some phone calls to make.  Thanks again for using your head, Elmer.”

“You’re welcome.”

The three detectives went to a small conference room, and Reggie shook his head.  “I don’t know how you get away with all the crap you give Gordo.  I tried it, he’d bust my chops sure as hell.”

Alan joked, “Try being white, Reggie—oh, and also, have the closure rate Elmer has.”

Reggie gave Alan a dirty look.  “The one I can’t do for sure.  While I think I’m a pretty good Homicide Detective, no one is a match for your esteemed partner, Elmer.”

“Enough, you two—we have work to do.  First off, I’m gonna arrange a ‘date’ with the little guy I called away from you, Alan.  What’s his name again?”

“Dugan—uh, Robert...goes by Bobby.  I got his cell number.”

Elmer nodded, “Okay, write it down for me.  While I’m flirting, you two get all your notes, Alan, in some semblance of order, so you can get them to Greg Noonan over at NCIS.  Also, set it up with him on how he’s gonna transmit the stuff he has over to us...use my email address.”

Reggie asked, “What’s your security code?”

“Alan has it...but it’s ‘Gordo’.”

“You gotta be kidding me.”

Alan laughed, “He’s not.”

Elmer grinned, “Used it in case any porno winds up on it...got him to blame.  Speaking of which—you got any pictures of little girls or little boys, don’t go putting ‘em on my computer, Reggie.”

“Naw—that kind of stuff I put on his...Gordon’s...computer.”

“Good move.  Okay, when you get copies of the crime scene video from NCIS, make copies of the guy...even if they don’t show a damned thing, according to the uniform who saw them.  Might not be a bad idea to try to figure out what you can about his disguise—like where it might have come from, et cetera.  Also be sure NCIS gives us what information they come up with, on a piece of metal I took from the door-locking plate.  Its how he defeated the panic lockdown system they have there.  We know what it was made of—it may give us a chance to figure out where it came from.  Long shot, but long shots sometimes come through.”

The three men continued to talk about the case for nearly an hour, before Elmer took the name and number of Bobby Dugan.  Soon, Elmer was talking to him, arranging to meet him for a drink, at a bar he knew to be an establishment catering to gays.  After ending the call, he told the other two he was leaving for drinks with Bobby Dugan, but would probably be back in an hour or two.  They just nodded, as they were hard at work on some of the things discussed at the meeting of the three just ended. 

After Elmer left, he met with Dugan at the bar they had agreed on.  They just sat talking about various things, with Elmer not bringing up the case too often, and not pressing for any details.  He was just assessing reactions to various things.  At the end of the “date,” he left with a promise to stay in touch.  As soon as he got in his car, when he was a block away, he called Gregory Noonan.  “Okay, our Bobby Dugan guy—I’m sure you have Alan’s notes by now—is our inside guy.  I’m sure of it.  What I suggest you do, is wait until about three or so in the morning, then go round him up.  Give him the chance to come in to tell his side of the story, since you’ve caught the killer, who implicated him as the brains of the operation.  I think the guy’ll bust open like a dropped watermelon.”

“Or I could get some sleep tonight, then grab him first thing in the morning, from the store.  I assume he’ll be going in.  Oh, by the way, the owner of the place showed up before I left.  He instructed his people to be there early in the morning, and suggested six would be an ideal time to start an inventory of what was taken.  The FBI fella—named Homer Spradling, by the way—told him it would be a good idea before he chastised him a bit for waiting until morning.  But he, the owner, told me his people needed some time to get over the shock of what had happened.”

“Yeah—if you need sleep so badly, wait until six.  Speaking of the FBI, you turn the lead over to them?”

“Oh, yeah.  I like your idea of letting them handle the media, and the Senator.”

“Good.  While they’re handling the media mess for us, we can try to solve the case.  Oh, about Dugan—he’ll more than likely request my presence...I think he’s in love.”

“With you?”

“Yeah.”

“Funny, I didn’t think you were so hot, myself.”

“Good...I don’t want too many funny types after my bod.  On to another matter, we’re doing our normal type things on this.  All the known fences are being notified they best not touch this stuff.  We’ll also send out notices of just what to look for when we have the list.  I assume someone is going to get a list of the stolen property at some point?”

“Yeah—as I said, the FBI...in the morning.  Been me, we’d already have the list.”

“Yeah—me, too.  Oh well, this is what one gets for passing the buck, as it relates to avoiding the media...and Senator Quilty.  I don’t think it really matters.  Unless this guy is a rank amateur, there’s no way he’ll try to off the stuff locally.  But we’ll go through the motions.  It might not be a bad idea to suggest the FBI check on known international boys...especially any who might happen to be in the United States.”

“I would hope they figure it out on their own, but I’ll mention it when I call Spalding, on exactly how he wants me to route the various items of information we come up with.  I already got the word from your people...time to get back to it.  So long.”
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In the plane just taking off for Paris with a fortune in stolen diamonds, Horst Ebert, the stolen jewelry buyer, flicked on the on board television in the plane.  The news was staggering to him.  He had no idea how the jewels had been stolen.  He suddenly realized he was sitting on a pile of the hottest jewelry on the planet.  He also realized that even though he was always quite careful, he was not totally unknown to the authorities.  Ebert, while German, spent very little time in his German home, preferring Paris for his business dealings—many of which were quite illegal.  

In addition to speaking his native German, he also spoke French rather well—and English quite well, though with a bit of a German accent.  So when not in England, it could be confused with an English accent.  Therefore, in the United States—when well dressed, standing nearly six feet tall, and with dark brown hair—he could pass for an Englishman of the upper crust of England.  He had an established—though fake—identity with a rather large bank account in the name used in England, with a major English bank.  As he listened to the news of the robbery and killing of a Navy Admiral, he knew he had to find a safe place to stash the goods he had just spent close to two million dollars on.  

After all those thoughts ran through his mind, he ordered his pilots—who doubled as bodyguards—to divert the plane to San Francisco.  When the plane landed, he had one of his pilots/bodyguards rent a car, then took the pilot with him, while telling the other one to fly the plane back to the small-plane airport in Los Angles.  As he and the man to go with him left the plane, he said to the one who would fly the plane, “Willy, when you get to Los Angeles, register the three of us in one of the hotels we normally use there.  We will be a while getting down to Los Angeles, so settle in to wait for us.”

Willy acknowledged his instructions, and was in the air on the way to Los Angeles even as Helmut, the other pilot, was driving Ebert to the bank his boss specified.  When they arrived, Ebert looked at him.  “Wait in the car, Helmut.  I shan’t be long.”

Inside the bank, he opened an account using his English documentation.  He told the banker he might be forwarding a large sum of money to the account from his English account, as he was considering a large purchase of jewels.  Then—as a seeming afterthought—he decided to open a safe deposit box at the bank.  When both transactions were completed, he placed the bag of jewels from the robbery in the safe deposit box.  After doing so, he calmly went outside.  “To Los Angeles, Helmut.  Should you get tired of the driving, please let me know.  I will drive for a while.”

***
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Ebert’s car was only just passed Salinas, California, when Gregory Noonan called Homer Spradling.  “Just finished sending you the rest of what we have.  I’m thinking it might not be a bad idea to check with Interpol, et cetera, on any international jewel fences.”

“Done and done.  We can think a bit over here, you know.  We’ve got one suspected fence who is somewhere in the U.S.  Name’s Horst Ebert.  He is a big-time international jewel dealer, who the folks at Interpol suspect puts his hands in dirty water from time to time.  But they’ve never been able to pin anything on him.  Until a few hours ago, his plane was in Los Angeles.  The timing is right for him having bought the stolen goods from the heist.  Trying to track him down now.  By the way, you could have told me if you knew—somehow I suspect you did—that Admiral Crimmins’ wife was the niece of Senator Quilty.”

“Must have slipped my mind...sorry.”

“Yeah, slipped your mind.  Damned jerk is driving us nuts here.  I now have one of our junior agents sitting at my desk doing nothing but answering my phone, telling the Senator or one of his lackeys I’m not available—which, by the way, is why I told you to use my cell.  God help me if he gets my cell number.  Anyhow, she’s catching hell because she’s being a good soldier.  She’s not giving out my whereabouts...which is often sitting at the next desk over listening to her dodge the inquiries.  How the media found out which Admiral was killed is beyond me—it didn’t come from us.”

“If there’s a question in there, it wasn’t from here.”

“Probably Bader—I really should give him a call.”

“Yeah, be a good idea.  But I’d bet it didn’t come from him.  If you have nothing else, I’m gonna try to figure out something to do.”

“Good luck—so long.”

***
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While those two talked, Elmer was in a “skull session” with Alan and Reggie, and the killer had returned home.  The house he lived in had been originally purchased by his grandfather, had passed to his parents, then to him.  It was set up in a trust.  He was supposed to leave it to his eldest offspring.  The rub on that idea was he was not going to have any offspring—he preferred the company of men to women.  The house was a nice three-bedroom, on a large lot with a double-car garage.  Due to the way the trust had been set up, he had been spared from a heavy tax lien when he took ownership, so he was responsible only for real estate taxes and utilities.  

As he used the garage door opener in his car, he immediately noticed his other car—the one often driven by his getaway driver of earlier in the day—was already in the garage.  The getaway driver had keys to the house, as he often slept over.  The killer pulled into the garage, pushed the door opener bar in his car, got out carrying the bag of money, and then went into the house through the connecting door, which led into the kitchen.

His getaway driver was in the living room.  As the killer walked in, he smiled, “We scored big time, my friend,” then tossed the bag of money on the couch, as his friend, and lover stood up.  The killer embraced him.  While still holding him close with one arm, he gave him a deep kiss.  With his other hand, he slid his gun from his pocket.  He pressed it against the man’s chest, then pulled the trigger, before easing him to the floor.  

He looked down, “Sorry about that, but no way I’m sharing this score.”  Then he thought to himself, “Now only one more loose end to take care of.”  

Through with his fifth murder of the day, the killer took the bag of money into his den, pushed back the desk, then the rug it was on.  He lifted a cut-out section from the floor, opened the floor safe underneath, put the money in the safe, and then put everything back as it had been.  Next he went into the living room, and grabbed his recently deceased lover by the feet.  He dragged him to the kitchen, and opened the door to the garage.  He stopped as he had a thought, before he went to the sink.  Under the sink was a bottle of bleach.  He took it out, opened the mouth he had kissed, poured some into the mouth, and then tilted the head so the excess spilled to the floor.  He cleaned it up, then put the body in the car he had driven home. 

As he had been doing all this, he had looked out the kitchen window.  He noticed that dusk was arriving, so thought he may as well get rid of the body, before taking care of the other loose end.  Just as he was starting to leave, he thought he’d need the bleach again, so went back for it.  He used his opener for the garage door, backed out, shut the door, and then headed for a darkened area where he would dispose of the body in his trunk.

***
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While all that had been going on, Elmer, Alan, and Reggie were hard at work going over all the information sent to them from NCIS, some of which had originated with the FBI.  When they had it all compiled, Elmer sighed, “Okay, the best I can come up with, is to hit the streets with this blown-up picture of our killer.  Before anyone screams, I know it is a total false face—with the rear no better.  But something about it might trigger a thought or two.  I say we start with all our C.I.s (confidential informants), then go from there.  As soon as Greg over at NCIS picks up dear Bobby and busts him, we may have more to go on.  Though I doubt we’ll have a real name, but we may get a good description.”

Reggie rolled his eyes as he thought of all the confidential informants he had.  “God, El—this is gonna take a while.”

“Then we better get started.  You know a young uniform by the name of Bert Smitty?”

Reggie nodded, “Yeah, his dad was a friend.  My mentor early on—he just retired from the force about four years ago.  Great guy, great cop.  I’ve known Bert since he was knee-high to a—you know, whatever a kid is knee-high to.”

Alan smiled, “Well, Elmer and I both think he’s a comer.  If I’m reading my dear old partner correctly, he’s about to suggest you borrow Bert from his unit.  He may have a few C.I.s to add to your list.  He can also do the driving for you, so you can plot your strategy as you go along.”

“Not a bad idea...it might even give young Bert a boost up.  I’ll get right on it.  Guess I should clear it with the Captain—naw, the hell with that...Gordo said whatever we need.  I’ll get a few copies of this guy’s mug run off, then we can ‘hit it,’ as our great genius said.”

“Good-looking genius...don’t forget the good-looking part.”

Alan and Reggie both laughed, because a local television lady reporter had recently called Elmer “the good-looking detective genius of our own Los Angeles Police Department” after Elmer and Alan had solved a tough case, gaining them much notoriety due to the nature of a hideous murder. 

Just as Reggie went to call Bert, and to get copies of the picture of the murderer, Elmer’s cell phone rang.  He saw who it was and answered, “Hello, Ruthie—how’s my favorite ex-wife?”

“I’m fine, darling ex-husband, who I love and adore.  I know you’re fine because you’re always fine...so I won’t ask.  What I’m calling about is, how about we have a bite to eat and some sex later—I’m buying.  Oh, would you please remind me why I was so stupid as to divorce you?”

“Sounds good, but I better pass on the food.  The sex later sounds great, though.  At your place is better still.  I’m working a hot case...it could get late.”

“Oh, now I remember why I divorced you.  How late?”

“Don’t know.”

“Well, in this case, I think I understand.  You working on the jewelry store robbery and murders?”

“Yeah—why?”

“Because it’s part of why I wanted to see you...the sex was a big part of it, too.  But I knew Heather Crimmins very well...considered her a good friend.  If you weren’t working it, I was going to ask you to at least nose around a bit.  You still have your key, I assume?”

“Oh, yeah.  A good looking redhead, who’s as hot in bed as you gives me a key to her place, you can bet I keep it.”

Ruth Bader laughed, “Just how many keys do you have?”

“One—other than my own.”

“Good answer...even if I don’t necessarily believe you.  But you never were a big one for lying—in fact never, I know of.”

“Ruth, since I met you, you’re the only women I’ve had sex with.”

“You kidding me?  No, I don’t think you are, for some reason.  I hate to admit this, but I’ve not been with anyone else since I met you either.  Why, again, is it I divorced you?  Okay, I’ll see you when you get here.  I’m in bed—get me up so I can brush my teeth first.”
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