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​Murder in Limestone County
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Jake Slone woke up early like he did every day. His days as a Navy Seal had trained him to do that. But he had not had a reason to get up early for the last eight months. Not since he had gotten home from that last job in Afghanistan. But he didn’t want to think about how badly that job had gone. His life changed that day.

He got up and went into the bathroom. Looking into the mirror, he didn’t like what he saw. His dark hair was longer, almost half-covering his ear. His dark mustache needed trimming badly. A week's worth of beard had filled in around the goatee he normally wore. He has also lost weight. He was down to 208# down from his usual 230#. He looked thin on his 6 foot 2-inch frame.

He shaved and trimmed everything. He then jumped in the shower and cleaned up. He got dressed in jeans and a blue t-shirt as he pulled on his boots. He heard his mother call, “Jake, are you up? Coffee is ready.” 

Walking into the kitchen. He opened the cabinet and got down his cup. It was a blue cup with the words “world’s greatest dad” on the side. He smiles as he remembered the father’s day his little girl Michelle had given it to him. She was not little anymore. Almost ten years old.

He poured himself a cup and walked down the hall toward the back door leading to the porch. He stopped and peeked into Michelle’s room. She was still sleeping and would be for some time if he knew her. 

He walked outside onto the porch, put his coffee down on a table, pulled up a chair, and sat down. He then looked over at his mother, who was already drinking her coffee on the porch. “Morning, Mom,” he said. She smiled back at him and said. “Good morning. You sleep well?” He looks away from her and says. “No, not really.” I didn’t think so, she said. I heard you up several times last night. What’s bothering you, son? Well, Mom, he says. I’m meeting with somebody this morning about going back to work. She turned and looked at him with a surprised look on her face. Are you sure you're ready for that? “No,” he says. “But I know we need the money.” She then takes a sip of her coffee and looks back over at him. “How long will you be gone?”  “Leaving the country?” She asks. “No, not this time.”  “I ask to keep this one as close to home.” “ So I should be able to get home every few weeks.” “That will be good.” She said, “Michelle needs you here as much as you can.” “ I know, Mom.” “I will tell her as soon as I know anything for sure.”

He sat there and finished his coffee for about 30 minutes. Looking at his watch, he saw it was almost 7 am. He was meeting his contact at 8 am, so he better get a move on. He liked to be early. Walking back into the house, he grabbed his keys and hat and told his Mom he would be back in a little bit. He started toward the door and then turned around and walked back to his room. He pulled open the top drawer. Inside, he saw his 9mm handgun. He took a long look at it. He had not touched it for the eight months he had been home. He picked it up, checked the clip, put it under his belt behind his back, and made sure his shirt covered it.

He then turned and left the room and walked out of the house. Once outside, he got into a white Ford cargo van. He then started the drive into Tulsa, Oklahoma. His family had lived in and around Tulsa all his life. Until eight months ago, he had not been home for several years.

He drove to Jefferson Park on the east side of town. He parked the van, got out, walked to a park table, and sat down where he could see cars entering the park. Not many people were there, and that was a good thing. 

He saw a black car drive into the park, past him, and stop. A man got out, put some sunglasses on, and looked over at him.  He walked toward a secluded part of the park and sat down on a park bench. Slone got up and walked toward him. He sat down on the other end of the bench. The man was not anybody that he knew. That kind of bothered him. He reached behind him and felt for the butt of his gun so that he could get to it quickly if he had to. 

About that time, the man looks over at him and says. “You must be Slone?” Slone slowly turns his head and says. “Who wants to know?” “That’s not important.” He said.  “I have something for you.” He reaches inside his briefcase, pulls out a large envelope and a cell phone, and hands it to Slone. The man then stands up. He looks over at Slone and says. “If you’re interested, call the number inside. If not, return all contents to the address inside.” The man then turns and walks off.

Slone then watched the man drive off, got up, and walked back to the table next to the van. He sat down and looked at the envelope. He pulled out his knife and broke the seal on it. Inside, he pulled out several pieces of paper. The top page was a list of names and addresses of 14 people. The other pages were pictures and info on all 14 people. All of the people lived in and around Groesbeck, Texas, in Limestone County. There was a smaller envelope inside. When he opened it up, he found 2,000 dollars in 100 dollar bills and a note. The note said:  $2,000 dollars advance money, $30,000 each. Slone put the money in his pocket and the pages back into the envelope.

He then took out the phone the man had given him. One number was programmed into the phone. He looked at the phone for a long time and then looked away. This was a huge job. He really didn’t want to do it, but he desperately needed the money. There was no way for him to get the money any other way. 

He hit the call button on the phone after several rings. A man answered, “Hello” Slone then paused for a second, then said. “I’m in.” The man on the other end said. “Good, proceed to the first target.” The phone then went dead.

*

[image: ]


The next morning, Slone got up early at 4:30 am. He had said his goodbye’s to his mother and Michelle last night. Michelle had taken it hard. She didn’t want him to go. He had told her he wouldn’t be gone long this time.

He loaded the cargo van with everything he might need. He pulled out at 5 a.m. and drove the 354 miles to Groesbeck in central Texas, stopping only for gas. It took him a little under 6 hours. 

The town was small, with less than 4500 people. He was surprised to find that they had three motels. He drove to the post office and opened a P.O. box. He then drove to the Days Inn on the edge of town and checked in. 

He rested for a few hours, then got up and took the envelope from his briefcase. He spread the names and pictures on the table. The first name on the list was James Johnson. He was 55 years old, 6 feet tall, and had gray hair. He lived several miles outside of town.

Later that afternoon, he drove out and found the man’s house. It was a house sitting way back off the road. Woods surrounded the house. He could watch without being seen. 

Slone then turned the van around and headed back into town. He would get started in the morning. This was a big job, the biggest one he had ever taken. But the pay was good, and he needed the money. 

*
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The following day, he got up early. He wanted to be hidden at the man’s house before daylight. He drove out there and found a place to hide the van. He then walked about a mile to the house and sat and watched. 

He saw a woman who must have been Johnson’s wife leave the house at 7:15 am. Johnson then left the house at 7:45 am. The info he had been given said that they lived there alone, so he felt the house was empty and would be for a while. He walked up to the front door and picked the lock. He wanted a look inside to get the layout of the house. He walked around for a few minutes and then went back to the door and locked it. He then walked back to the van.

He would watch a few more days. But he was sure he would make the hit at the house.

*

[image: ]


Two days later, after watching Johnson’s wife leave at 7:12, he made his move. He quickly made his way to the house and took out his 9mm pistol. He took the silencer out of his pocket and screwed it on the end of his gun. He then walked up to the front door and tried the lock. It was open. He slowly opened the door and went inside. He held his gun low with both hands as he walked down a dark hallway. He saw the light coming from the bedroom. He pulled his gun up high as he entered the bedroom, quickly looking to the left then the right. 

He could hear water running in a shower in the connected bathroom. He then entered the bathroom. He could see the man’s shadow through the glass of the shower door. Slone opened the shower door. Johnson turned to look at him. Slone shot him in the forehead right between the eyes. Johnson fell back in the shower stall and slowly slid to the floor, dead.

Slone then reached into the shower and turned off the water. Slone takes a towel and lays it over the man’s nude body.

Slone went back into the bedroom and looked around, and found the man’s wallet. He looked in it and found 147 dollars and took it out. He dropped the wallet on the floor so it would be found. The man had a gold watch on his dresser. He picked it up. He put the money and the watch in the back of the man’s dresser, so his wife could find it someday. He was not a thief. But he wanted it to look like a robbery.

As he was leaving, he smelled food in the kitchen. The wife had left Johnson breakfast. Some scrambled eggs and bacon. Slone hated to let food go to waste. So he sat down and ate. After finishing, he put the dishes in the dishwasher. He was careful to wash the fork off with soap and hot water before putting it in, making sure he left no DNA  behind. He then left, locked the front door on his way out, and walked back to the van.

Back in the van, Slone took his gloves off, took out the cell phone, and called the number. A man answered. Slone then said. “target #1 has been taken care of.” “good,” The man said. Do you want to continue? Slone said, “yes.” The man said. Look in the mail for payment and move on to #2. Slone said ok and hung up the phone.

The first hit was too easy. He would take some time off before starting the 2nd hit. He would watch the reaction around town and how the police handled it.
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Limestone County Sheriff John Carter heard his alarm go off but didn’t move. Pulling the covers up over his head, he heard “John” from a distant voice. He pulled the covers down and opened one eye. “You need to get up,” his wife Carolyn said. “But it’s Sunday,” he said. “No, John, it’s Monday,” she said as she turned and walked into the bathroom. “Are you sure?” he asked. I think I need a do-over.

He then sat up on the side of the bed and thought to himself. “I hate Mondays!” He got up and slowly walked to the restroom. Carolyn was coming out as he got to the door. He gave her a sleepy look. She kissed him on the cheek and said, “Breakfast will be ready in a few minutes.” 

He looked in the mirror and said to himself, “Okay, let’s get this done.” He brushes his teeth and takes a quick shower. He quickly gets dressed in some starched jeans and puts his boots on. He reaches into the closet and pulls out his white shirt. On one sleeve, it says Limestone County Sheriff's Department, an American flag on the other. He tucks his shirttail in and turns and walks over to the dresser, picks up his badge and puts it on the left side of his shirt. He looks in the mirror to make sure everything looks right, then walks back out into the bedroom, grabs his gun belt, and puts it on. He walks over to the gun safe, hits a 6-digit code, opens it up, takes out his 38 pistol, and puts it in his holster.

Walking into the kitchen, he sees Carolyn putting a plate down in front of  his chair. He sits down. He looks over at her and says. “Thank you.” About that time his son Tom comes and sits down to his left. “Morning, Tom,” he says, and the 14-year-old boy settles down. “Hey, Dad,” Tom says as he starts eating his breakfast. 

Carter then feels arms come around his neck and feels a kiss on the cheek from behind. “Morning, Daddy,” Becky, his 14-year-old daughter and Tom’s twin, says. Carter smiles and says. “Morning, Sweetheart.” She sits down in the chair to Carter’s right.

“Daddy,” she says. “Don’t forget. I’m in the one-act play at the high school tonight at 7:30 pm. You have to be there! I’m the only freshman with a speaking part.” He looks at her and smiles. “ Yes, I’m so proud of you. I will be there.”

Carolyn then comes walking through and says, “I have to go. I’m going to be late.” She looks over at John and says. “Can you drop the kids off at school?”

“Sure,” Carter says. Becky looks up at her mother and says. “Oh my god, no! Mom. Please take me.” “I can’t today,” Carolyn says as she turns and walks toward the door. Tom smiles big and says, “Yes! squad car!”

Carter gets up from the table and takes his plate to the kitchen sink. He comes back, looks at the kids, and says, “Let's go.” Tom jumps up and runs toward the door. Becky looks up at her Dad and says, “My life is over.” It will be okay, Carter says. Come on, let’s go. She gets up and heads toward the door. Carter walks right behind her, grabs his white straw cowboy hat, and locks the door.

As they get to the car, Becky gets in the front and Tom is standing outside the back of the squad car. “Dad,” he says. Carter looks over at Tom. Tom continues, “Can you put the cuffs on me?” “No. Get in,” Carter says. Tom gets in the back, Carter starts the car, and they make the short drive to the high school.

About a block away from the school. Becky looks over at her Dad and says. “Please, Dad. Pullover and let me out here.” Carter rolls his eyes and pulls the car over. She looks over him, smiles, and says. “Thank you, Daddy. Don’t forget the play tonight.” “I won’t.” He says as she leans over and kisses him on the cheek. She gets out, and Carter looks back at Tom. “You getting out here?” “No, Dad he says. Take me up to the front door.” Carter then pulls into the school and up to the front door. He stops and gets out. The back door can only be opened from the outside. He opens the door for Tom to get out. Tom looks up at him and says. “Grab me and pull me out, Dad.” “Tom just gets out,” Carter says. Tom gets out and he closes the door. Tom then puts both his hands on the top of the car. “Pat me down, Dad. Chicks love bad boys! Help a guy out.” “Well, first,” Carter said. “I would pat you down before I put you in the car. Not after I take you out.” Tom then looks up at his Dad and says. “They don’t know that.” Looking up at the girls at the top of the steps. Carter smiles and says. “Get to class, son.” Tom then turns and walks toward the steps and looks over at the girls, who are smiling back at him. Carter shakes his head, smiles, and gets back into the car.

He then drives across town to his Limestone County Sheriff Department office. He had been sheriff for 7 years now. He loved his job. He was up for re-election in a few months. That part of the job he didn’t like. He hated everything about the election process. But he had been told by people that should know that he should have no problem getting re-elected. He would be glad when it was over and things got back to normal. He pulled into the parking lot and parked in his spot that said sheriff on it. He wondered why it just said Sheriff and not his name. Maybe the person painting was not that sure he would be re-elected.

Walking inside, he saw several of his deputies walking around and sitting at their desks. They always seemed to start working harder when he walked into the room. He spoke and said good morning to several people as he walked toward his office. He stopped first at his secretary, Nancy Hall’s desk. She looked up at him and smiled. “Good morning, Sheriff.” “Morning, Nancy,” he said as he poured himself a cup of coffee. “You have a guest waiting for you in your office,“ she said. Carter turned around and looked at her and said. “Who is in my office?” Nancy smiled back at Carter and said, “It's Miss Wilcox.” Carter got a surprised look on his face and said. “Miss Wilcox! I can’t talk to her now! I don’t even have one cup of your god awful coffee in me yet!” “I’m sorry, Sheriff,” a smiling Nancy said. “Well, please tell me you at least got some of this bad coffee in her?” “Nope, sorry,” she says.  

Carter turns and walks toward his office. Several deputies look at him and smile as he walks up, opens the door, and enters. 

Carter smiles down at Ms. Wilcox as he walks around behind his desk. “Good Morning, Ms. Wilcox. I’m so sorry to keep you waiting. Can I get you anything, Coffee?” Carter says as he sits down. She looks up at him and says. “No, thank you, sheriff. I’m fine.” Carter then smiles and says. “Ok then. What can I do for you?” She looks at him with a stern look on her face. “Well, sheriff, I have a problem with my neighbor. Mr. Bo Brody. I think you know him?” “Yes, ma‘am,” Carter says. “I know him.” “It's those blasted dogs of his!” She says. “He lets them run wild! They come down to my house and dig in my flower bed. And then they lay down when I tried to run them off. That one, he calls Daisy. She assaulted me!” Carter then looked up and said. “The dog bite you?” “No,” she said. It was far, far worse. “What did she do?” Carter asks. Ms. Wilcox looks away and then back at him and says. “She licked my feet! And would not stop. Now, every time I come out of the house, she starts licking my feet! Sheriff Something has to be done! I want that man arrested. “ok” Carter said. “Why don’t I have one of my deputies drive out there and talk to Mr. Brody? I’m sure we can work something out.” “I don’t think so, sheriff. This man needs to know you mean business. I demand you take action yourself!” “ok,” Carter says as he gets up and walks around the desk. “I will get right on that if you will just give Nancy your number out there. I will get back to you after I talk to him.” Ms. Wilcox then got up and walked toward the door. “OK, Sheriff, I will be waiting for your call.” “Thank you, Ms. Wilcox,” Carter says as she walks out of his office.

Carter closed the door behind her, walked back to his desk, and sat down. He leaned back in his chair. "I guess I will be taking a trip out to the Brody place today," he said, taking a sip of his coffee. He looked at it and frowned. Well, at least it would give him an excuse to get a decent cup of coffee somewhere. 

*
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(an hour later)

Carter picked up the phone and hit the intercom button. “Billy, can you come in here, please?” A few moments later, Deputy Billy Hayes walked into his office. ‘What’s up, sheriff?” Hayes said. Carter looked up at Hayes and said. “I’m going to run out to the Brody place. I won't belong. Can you hold down the fort?” “Sure,” Hayes says. “Not much going on here this morning.” “Ms. Wilcox got problems only you can solve?” Carter walks around his desk and says. “Yes, something like that.”

Nancy then walks in with a coffee pot in her hand. “This pot is almost empty. Don’t want to waste it.” She then pours more coffee in Carter’s and Hayes cups. “Thank you.” They both say as she walks back out the door. They both look at each other, walk over to the corner of the office, and pour their coffee on the small potted tree in the corner. Carter then looks at Hayes and says. “What does she put in this hair dye?” Hayes laughs and says. “I don’t know, but it’s bad.” 

Carter walks out of the office to his patrol car and leaves. He stops at a local gas station and get a cup of coffee and then drives out to the Brody place.

The house is back off the road with a big front porch and a large barn off to the side of the house. As he pulls up in the driveway, he can see several barking dogs. Some were on chains around the barn, and some were running loose. When he gets out of his car, he can see. Bo Brody comes out of the front door. He is a large man. Standing 6 foot 2 or so and heavy, weighing close to 300 pounds, a long scraggly beard and wearing coveralls with a strap over one shoulder.

“Howdy, sheriff,” Brody said as Carter walked up to him and shook hands with him. “How are you doing, Bo?” Carter asks. Brody leans over the front porch and spits a stream of tobacco juice. Then says, “Well, I’m doing good. Wish we could get some rain. Maybe cool things off a little bit. Can I get you anything, sheriff?” Brody then turned and shouted inside the house. “Bring the sheriff a beer!” A woman then opens the door and tries to hand Carter a beer. “Oh no. Thank you. I’m fine.” She then handed the beer to Brody. “Well, sheriff, no sense letting it go to waste.” He says. He twists off the top of the long-neck bottle and takes a long drink. “So, sheriff.” He said. “What brings you out here?”  

“Well, Bo,” Carter says. “I got a complaint about the dogs. They are digging and barking in your neighbor's yard.” Brody looks down at Carter and says. “The dogs? It must be that old bitty Wilcox. She just hates Daisy.” “Well,” Carter said. “She says Daisy assaulted her. By licking her feet.” Brody frowns at Carter. “Licking her feet!” he said. “Sheriff, did you ever think maybe that she has dirty feet?” “I’m sure Daisy was just trying to help her out! Well, I have had many a day where I get home and sit down on the porch and take my shoes and socks off. Well, Daisy goes right to work cleaning my feet right up.” “ With that long tongue of hers. It really feels kind of good sheriff.” If the old bitty would just sit back and enjoy it. Or just keep her feet clean. That’s the real problem here, Sheriff. She just has dirty feet!”

Carter takes a long look at Brody. Not really knowing what to say to that. “Well, Bo,” Carter says. “I think what we need to do. Is just keep the dogs at home. I think that will solve all our problems. You think you can do that for me, Bo?” Brody then nods his head and says. “Sure thing, sheriff. I will try my best.” “That’s great,” Carter says. “I won’t take up any more of your time.” Brody smiles and says. “Sure you don’t want that beer, sheriff? Maybe one for the road?” Carter looks back at him and says. “No thanks.”

Carter then gets into his car. He smiles and shakes his head. Did he really just offer the Sheriff of Limestone County a beer to drink on his way back to town?   
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Sheriff John Carter sat at his desk, finishing up some paperwork. It was just after 2 p.m. He was trying his best to wrap things up and get out of here on time today. Becky’s one-act play at her school was tonight, and he didn’t want to miss it. 

At about that time, Deputy Greg Roberts walks in. Roberts, Carter, and Deputy Hayes have worked together for a long time. First, they were jailers working their way up, then became Deputies together. When Carter was elected Sheriff, Roberts took the job of Chief Deputy. 

Carter looked up at Roberts, who had a serious look on his face. “Don’t tell me anything that’s going to keep me here past 5 pm,” Carter said. “Sorry,” Roberts said. “District Attorney James Johnson has been killed.” “Killed,” Carter said. “Car wreck?” Roberts shook his head. “murdered.” He said. “Holy shit!” Carter said. “Where at?” “His house,” Roberts said. “Wife went home looking for him after he didn’t show for work today. She found him dead. That’s all we know now. Hayes was on patrol in the area. He is on his way over there, along with an EMT unit.

Carter then gets up, walks around his desk, and grabs his hat. He looks at Roberts and says, "Let's get over there." They both turn and walk out of the office.

*
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(20 minutes later)

Carter and Roberts arrived at Johnson’s home. There were already two Sheriff’s Department cars there.

When they got to the door, 2 Deputy’s were waiting for them. “Where is the wife?” Carter asks. “She is in the other room with Deputy Hayes.” One of the young Deputies said. “Ok,” Carter said. Turning to the Deputy. “I need you to stay at this door. Nobody but one of us gets in here.” He then turns to the other Deputy. “I need you to go in there and keep an eye on the wife. Ask Hayes to come out here with us.

The Deputy turned and walked into the other room, and a moment later, Deputy Hayes came out. Carter, Roberts, and Hayes walked into the bedroom. Carter then turns to Hayes. “Ok, what do you know?” Hayes turns and faces Carter and Roberts and says. “When I got here. I found Ms. Johnson outside waiting for me. She told me that her husband's office had called her when he didn’t answer his phone. She said he was in the shower when she left for work this morning. She found his body in the shower. The three men then move into the bathroom and put on gloves. Carter looks inside the shower stall and sees Johnson slumped down on the shower floor with a towel covering his bottom half.

Carter spends several minutes looking at the body, trying to take in every detail. Carter then looks up and asks. “Have we got pictures of this already?” “Yes,” Hayes said. “As soon as the other Deputy’s got here. I had them take them.” “Good,” Carter said.

Carter then squats down on one knee. “Looks like he was drying off, and somebody opened the door and shot him in the head. Right between the eyes at close range. Probably with a 9mm.” Carter said. Carter then shakes his head, looks up at them, and says, “Something is not right! If he was drying off and was shot. His hands would clench around the towel. They’re not. The towel is lying loose over him. Like somebody put it there.” Carter then reaches over, picks up the towel and hands it to Roberts. “Bag that,” Carter says. Carter then points to a pool of blood on the shower floor. “Look at that. Blood under the towel. Our killer shot him and then covered him with the towel.” Roberts looks down at Carter and says. “Why would they do that?” Carter then stands up and says. “It could be a sign of remorse. Like maybe it was somebody he knew.”

They then walk back out of the bedroom. “Hayes then points at the wallet lying on the floor. We found this empty. The wife said she knew he always kept at least 100 dollars in his wallet, but she didn’t know for sure how much. She also said his gold watch is gone. If he didn’t have it on, he always kept it on the dresser.”

“Oh ya, Sheriff. This is where it gets weird.” Hayes said. “Wife said she cooked him breakfast. Eggs,  bacon, the whole deal and left it on the table for him. She said he was already in the shower when she left.” Carter then took a hard look at Hayes and said. “You're telling me. Our killer shot Johnson took what little money he had in his wallet and gold watch. Then sat down and ate the man's breakfast?” “Yes,” Hayes said. “That’s kind of what it looks like.” Roberts then looks over at Carter and says. “Sheriff, what kind of a sick fucker are we dealing with?”

Carter then looked around. “If robbery was the motive. Why didn’t he ransack the house and take more than his watch and pocket money?” Carter asks. 

They then turned and walked through the house to the kitchen. Carter looked around and said. “Look, he even put his dishes in the dishwasher. I want everything in that dishwasher bagged up. We might get lucky and get some DNA.”

“Ok,” Carter said. “Let's talk to the wife.” The three men walk down a hall to the study area where Johnson’s wife has been waiting with a deputy. They walked into the room. Carter looked over at the woman sitting on the sofa. She was tall, thin, had dark red hair, and was at least 20 years younger than Johnson.  Carter extended his hand and said. “I’m Sheriff John Carter. I’m very sorry for your loss.” Ms. Johnson stood up and takes Carter's hand and says. “Thank you.” Carter then looks at her and says. “We need to ask you a few questions. If that is alright?” She looks over at Carter and says. “I have told your deputy all I know.”  “Yes, ma’am I know Carter said. But we need to go over it again. Just so we know we got it all covered.” “Yes, of course.” She said. She then turned and sat on a sofa, and Carter pulled up a chair across from her. 

“Ok,” Carter said. “Do you know of anybody who would want to hurt your husband? She shakes her head. “No. Everybody loved James.” “Ok,” Carter said. “This morning. Can you walk us through what happened this morning?” “Well,” she said. “I got up first, and he got up about 30 minutes after me. I have to be at work at 7:30 am, and he doesn’t have to be there till 8:00 am. I got dressed, fixed his breakfast, and left it on the table for him. I went back to the bedroom, and he was in the shower. I said goodbye and left about 7:15 am or so.” “And he was still in the shower when you left?” Carter asks. “Yes,” she said. “I could hear the water running.” Carter then looks away and then back at her and says. “Think real hard. As you were leaving. Did you see anything out of the ordinary? Any little thing might be important?” “No, nothing.” “Ok,” Carter said. “Then what made you come home and check on him?” She then says. “His office called and said he had not shown up for work or court this morning. And that he was not answering his phone. I then tried to call him several times with no answer. I then drove home and found him in the shower, dead.” She then lowers her head down in her hands.

Carter then reaches into his pocket, pulls out a card, and hands it to her. “If you think of anything else. Anything at all. Can you please call me?” “Yes, of course.” She said. “Is there any place you can stay for a few days?” Carter asks. She looks up at him and says. “Yes, my sisters.” “Good,” Carter says. “I will have one of my deputies drive you.”

Carter looks over at the deputy who had been waiting with her. “Can you drive Ms. Johnson to her sisters?” “Sure thing, Sheriff.” He says. Ms. Johnson then walked out with the deputy. 

Carter, Roberts, and Hayes stand there looking at each other for a minute. Carter then says. “As soon as she is gone we need to get the body over to the M.E. office and tell Dr. Graves that we need a rush job on this one. “Hayes then looks over at Carter and says. I will call them to come to get him.”  Hayes then turns and leaves the room.

Roberts looks over at Carter and says. “So, what you think?” “I don’t know,” Carter says. “Some things point to the wife. Like almost nothing was taken. And then covering him up. She didn’t seem to be all that upset. But then we got the headshot. A woman would not do that. She would shoot for the body. Then we got breakfast eaten by somebody. So my gut feeling is that she didn’t do it. But if it was somebody else. You were right. This guy is one sick fucker!” 

Carter and Roberts then hear a familiar voice coming down the hall. They look up to see Groesbeck Mayor Bobby Bozeman walk through the door. He is a short, 5ft 9in, heavy bald man with a thick mustache. He is followed by the Deputy who had been at the door. “Sorry, Sheriff, he pushed right by me.” The Deputy says. It’s okay,” Carter says. Just get back on the door.” 

Mayor Bozeman looked at Carter and said. “Is it true, Sheriff? Is District Attorney Johnson really dead?” Carter then takes a long hard look at Bozeman and says. “Yes, it's true. Now you need to get the hell out of here! You're contaminating my crime scene!” Bozeman got a surprised look on his face and then said. “Well, Sheriff, I need to know what’s going on. Do you have any suspects? Do you have any leads? Oh my god! Do you think he is targeting city leaders? Do I need protection? What about the press? What are we going to tell the press?” Carter, with a shocked look on his face, says. “Oh my god! You need to shut the fuck up! We are just getting started, and we are not telling you or the press or anybody else anything! The last thing we need is you out running your mouth!”

Bozeman then cocked his head back and said. “Sheriff. I’m the Mayor of Groesbeck, and I demand answers” Carter then turned red in the face and said. “We are clearly at least 5 miles outside the city limits of Groesbeck. That makes it the jurisdiction of the Limestone County Sheriff's Department. I’m the Sheriff. I don’t work for you! Now get the hell out of my crime scene, or I will arrest you for obstruction of justice!” Bozeman then looked at Carter and said. “Ok, Sheriff, if that’s the way you want to play it. This is an election year. If you’re not careful, you might be out of a job.” He then turned and walked out. 

Carter then looked over at Roberts, who was trying not to laugh. “What?” Carter said. Roberts smiled and said. “ Y’all don’t like each other much, do you?” “Not really,” Carter said. “We have some history,” Roberts smiled and said. “Ya, arresting his son will do that!” Carter then looks around at Roberts. “No, His son  being a drug dealer will do that!”

*
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(Several hours later)  

––––––––
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It was about 7:30 when Carter, Roberts, and Hayes returned to the office. Walking into the squad room followed by several Deputies carrying boxes of stuff. Carter pointed to the conference room and said. “Let's get everything set up in there.” Nancy then walks up and hands Carter a cup of coffee. Carter looks at her and says. “Why are you still here, Nancy?”  She says. “Because with the 3 of you go to the same call. Somebody has to run this office.” She looks over at Roberts and Hayes. “There is plenty of coffee over there.” They smiled back at her as she walked away.

Carter then turned to Roberts and said, “What time is it?” Roberts looked at his watch and said, “It’s 7:35 p.m.” Carter turned and looked at the clock on the wall. Hey, can you handle things here for about an hour?” Carter said. Sure. What’s up?” Roberts said. As Carter was heading to the door, Carter turned back around. “I got to go be a Dad!”

*
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Carter pulled up outside the High School’s auditorium. Stopped his car and jumped out. Becky’s play was tonight, and she would be so upset if he missed it. He quickly opened the door and went inside. A woman was sitting at a table and had been taking money. She looks up at him and says. “The play has already started.” “That’s ok.” He says as he puts money on the table. He then walks toward the door. She shouts back at him. “You have change coming!” “Keep it.” He says.

He opens the door, and it is dark inside. He will never find Carolyn in the dark. He turns and walks back outside and down the hall to the back of the stage. He opens the door and walks in. He walks up to the side of the stage where he can see the actors on the stage. He finds Becky. He smiles. He then hears a voice from behind him. “Hey, Dad, what you doing back here?” Carter turns to find his son Tom. “Hey, I was late, so I came back here.” Tom then looks up at his Dad and says. “You're really not supposed to be back here.” Carter looks over at his son. “So go find a cop. Has she said her line yet?” “No, not yet. It's fixing to come up.” Tom says. They both turn to look at the stage. They see Becky step toward the audience and point and say. “ There. I see a ship!” Tom then rolls his eyes and says. “I think I see an Oscar in this for her!” Carter frowns and looks at Tom. “You get Tony’s for plays. Not Oscar’s.” Tom turns with a surprised look on his face. “Oh, my bad.”

The curtain closed, and Becky comes off stage and sees Carter. “Daddy, you made it.” She runs over and hugs her Dad. Carter smiles big and says. “You were great.” “Thanks, Daddy,” she says. Carter then turns and looks at both kids. “Look, guys, I got to go. I have a lot going on at work. I’m sorry.” “Thanks for coming, Daddy,” Becky says. Tom looks up at his dad. “What’s going on at work to keep you this late?” “I can't get into it now, Tom. I will try to get home before you go to bed. Tell Mom I will be home in a little while.”

Carter turns and leaves. He wishes he was going home with them and not back to the mess he had at the office. This morning, his biggest problem was a foot-licking dog. Now, he had a dead District Attorney. He had a feeling that he was going to have a lot of long days and late nights for a while.
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​Chapter 4
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Jake Slone was up early. Like he was every day. It had been a week since the first hit. He felt it had gone well. A few days ago, his money came in the mail. 28,000 dollars in hundred dollar bills. He had not gone out much. Just going out to eat and get a newspaper. From what he had read and heard on TV about the murder. They said Johnson was killed in his home. In an apparent robbery. 

He had packed his stuff up. He was moving to a new hotel today. He didn’t like to stay in one place for too long. He put his bag over his shoulder, picked up his suitcase, and stepped outside in the hallway. He looked down the hall and saw the cleaning lady. She had been very nice to him. Getting him towels and anything else he had to ask for. He put his bags down and walked down to the end of the hall where she was at. He looked over to her and smiled, and said. “I’m checking out today. You have been very helpful. Thank you.” He then reached in his pocket and handed her a 100 dollar bill. She has a very surprised look on her face. “Oh my. Thank you, sir, thank you so much!” Slone then smiles, turns, walks back to his bags, and picks them up. He knew she worked very hard and could use the extra money. He then walked down to the lobby and checked out.

Slone then drove to the local cafe to get an early lunch. The waitress walked him to his table and gave him his menu. Sitting down, he looked out the window. Groesbeck was a nice little town. Everybody knew everybody. So there was a lot of talk around town about the Johnson murder. But nobody knew much. A robbery was the only motive that anybody talked about. But Slone knew that the Sheriff Department had dismissed the robbery motive quickly.

Slone ate his lunch and drove across town to another motel. He got checked in and got settled into his room. After he had unpacked, he sat down at the table and took out the list of names. The first name Johnson had been marked off. The next name on the list was a man named Sam Logan.  Logan was a farmer who lived alone several miles outside of town.  He was a middle-aged man with gray hair.

Later that afternoon Slone got in the van and drove out to the Logan place. He found a place to hide the van, and then he walked up to the house and found a place he could hide and watch. About 6 pm that afternoon. Logan came out and walked down to the barn. He fed and watered the calves in the pen and then got in his truck, drove off in the pasture, and gave the cows some hay and range cubes. Slone saw an open water well behind the bard that he used to water the animals. After Logan went inside Slone walked down to the barn and looked around. He probably did the same thing every day. He had his plan now. Slone then drove back to the motel and got a good night's rest. 

*
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(Next day, 4:30 pm)

Slone sat on the bed watching TV. He looked at his watch and saw it was time. He got up and put on a black pair of pants and a black shirt. He then left the room and walked down to the parking lot. He got into the van, drove to the Logan place, and hid the van. He moved to the back of the van. He got his 9mm gun and put it in the holster under his left arm. He picked up the silencer and put it in his pocket. He then grabbed a black net cap that would pull down over his face. He got out of the van and made the ½ mile walk to the barn. Inside, he hid in the back where he could see the door. He took out the silencer, put it on the 9mm, and waited.

At approximately 6:00 pm, Logan came out and went to the barn to care for the animals. He didn’t see Slone hiding behind some hay. Slone waited for the right time when Logan had his back to him. Slone pointed the gun and aimed it at Logan’s head. He fired a single shot that hit Logan in the back of the head. He then fell to his knees and then face down dead.

Slone then took out a small plastic trash bag and put it around Logan’s head and put a large rubber band around his neck to keep from getting blood all over everything. He then lifted the body over his shoulder and walked out behind the barn to the well and dropped the body in. Slone then returned to the barn and cleaned up the little amount of blood that had gotten onto the dirt floor.

Slone then let the calves in the pen out to pasture so they could get grass and water. It might be weeks before Logan was missed, and he didn’t like to abuse animals. 

He then slowly walked back to the van, took out his cell phone, and made the call. When the man answered, Slone simply said, “Number 2 has been taken care of.” The man on the other end just said, “Look for payment and continue.” The phone went dead, and Slone put it away, started the van, and drove into town. He picked up a hamburger and fries, drove back to the motel, and ate. 

The first two had been very easy. From here on out, it would get harder. Much harder.

*
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(3 days later)

Sheriff John Carter sat at his desk and looked at the report on the Johnson murder. Robbery- who would drive all the way out there to rob somebody and then kill them? It had to be somebody that Johnson knew. Maybe somebody that Johnson had sent to prison? But no one he had prosecuted had gotten out in the last few months. 

Johnson also had a reputation around town of being a womanizer. If he had another woman on the side he had kept her hidden well. He knew he had some problems with his wife. Maybe she knew he had another woman and killed him. Some things point to that but his gut feeling was that she didn’t do it. But right now, she was his only suspect. If he had another woman on the side he had to find her. She would be a suspect too, and maybe she had a husband or a boyfriend. But right now, there were too many questions and not enough answers.

Carter then heard a knock on his door. Carter looked up and said. “Come in.” Billy Hayes walked in and said. “I just took a missing person report on Sam Logan. You know him, don’t you?” “Yes,” Carter said. “I have known him for a long time.” Hayes sat down and said. “His son Sam Jr. Had called and said that his father had not been home in three days and didn’t say he was leaving town, and his car is still at the house. I was just heading out to the Logan place. You want to come?” Carter looked at him and said. “Bring the car around and meet me in front.”

Hayes pulled the car around, Carter got in, and they left for the Logan place. It was about 15 miles outside of town.

Carter had known the Logan family for a long time. He had gone to school with Sam Jr., and his father had lived alone since his mother died a few years ago.

They pulled up to the house and got out and walked up to the door and knocked. Sam opened the door, looked at Carter, and smiled. “Hey John, Thanks for coming,” he said. Extending his hand to shake. Carter took Sam’s hand and said. “Sure thing, Sam.” Carter turned to Hayes and said. “This is Deputy Hayes.” Hayes and Sam then shook hands, and Sam said. “Come in.” They followed Sam to the living room. Sam sat down in a chair at the end of the coffee table, and Carter and Hayes sat down on the sofa to the side.

“Ok,” Carter said, “When is the last time you heard from your father?” Sam looks over at Carter and says. “It's been about 3 days. We talk almost every day. So when I did not get in touch with him, I drove over here. I get here to find the door unlocked and his car and truck in the driveway. I come in and look around, and it looks like all his stuff is still here. I went upstairs to the bedroom and looked in the medicine cabinet, and his blood pressure medicine was still there. There is no way he would leave without that.” Carter then looked over at Sam and said. Is there any chance he maybe had a 2nd bottle of pills he could have taken with him?” “Not likely,” Sam said. “He only bought it a month at a time.” Hayes then said. “Have you talked to anybody else that might have talked to him in the last 3 days?” “Well,” Sam said. “ Dad kept mostly to himself. Just the store on Saturday and church on Sunday. Then, there was taking care of the livestock. That kept him busy.” 

Carter then stands up and says, “Ok, Sam. Mind if we take a look around?” Sam then stands up and says, “Sure, look all you want. Maybe you will see something that I didn’t.”

Carter and Hayes then walk around the house and look around. Everything looked in place. Nothing missing that they could see. There were no signs of a beak in. They then walked outside to the barn. Carter looked around. Something didn’t look right. There was a large round bale of hay in the pen, with a hay ring around it and the string cut off. There was also water in the water trough.  The pen had hoof prints all over it like there had been calves in the pen. But the gate was closed, so nothing could get in here.

Carter then saw the water well and walked out to it. He looked around. Something was not right about this, and Carter had a bad feeling about it.
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​Chapter 5
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Slone got in his van and drove to the Post Office. It had been three days since the Logan hit. He parked the van, got out, and looked around. There was not much going on in town today. He walked up the steps. He stopped and held the door open for the elderly lady walking behind him. She smiled and said, “Thank you.” Slone smiled back at her and nodded his head.

Inside, he walked around the corner and found his P.O. Box. He took out his key and opened it. Inside was the envelope he was expecting. He quickly took it out, put it in his coat pocket, and locked the box back. He turned and walked toward the door, passing another younger woman. He smiled at her and said, “Good morning.” She smiled back at him as he walked through the doors and back out to the van.

He then drove back to the motel and went up to his room. He took the envelope out and placed it on the table. He then took his coat off and sat down at the table. He opened the envelope, took out the money, and counted it. Thirty thousand dollars was the right amount. He had enough money now to at least get started. He would be glad when this job was done and he could move on. 

Slone then took out the list of names and looked at it. The third name on the list was a woman named Pam Smith. She was a 35-year-old married stay-at-home mom of 2 kids who lived in the middle of town. This hit was going to be more difficult. He wondered what a 35-year-old stay-at-home mom had done to get on the list. But he had to put that out of his mind, he had a job to do.

He got up, went down to the van, drove to the address, and looked around. It didn’t look like anybody was home. There was an alley behind the house. He walked down the alley and looked around. The alley provided better access to the house. He walked back to the van and returned to the motel and planned the hit for the next day. 

The next morning, Slone got up at 5:00 am. I got dressed in all black, got in the van, and drove to Smith's house. No lights were on. So he drove back to a gas station and got gas and something to eat. He then drove back and parked the van in the alley. He got out, opened the back of the van, took out a big magnet sign that said cable TV repair service on it, and placed it on the side of the van. Anybody seeing it would not think it was out of place. He walked about a half a block to the house and waited. At about 6:30 am, her husband left. At about 7:45 am, she came out with two kids and left. He then went into the backyard, picked the lock on the back door, and went inside. He hid in a back bedroom and waited for her to get home. 

At about 8:10 am, he heard her open the door. He took a piece of wire out of his pocket. He walked down the hall and heard her in the kitchen. He slowly approached her. Before he got close enough, she turned around and saw him and screamed. He quickly grabbed her, put the wire around her neck, and squeezed very hard. She reached up and scratched his neck, drawing blood. She then went limp, and he let her down to the floor and checked to see if she was dead, and she was. 

He picked up the body and took her to the bedroom. He put her on the bed and took her shirt and pants off. He picked up her shirt, tore it, and threw it on the floor.  He then poisoned the body on the bed to make it look like she had been raped. 

He left by the back door and down the alley to the van and got in. As he started driving away, he felt a burning sensation on his neck. He reached for his neck and looked down at his hand and saw the blood on it. He then said. “Oh shit!” He had left blood at the house. If they had blood, they would have his DNA. That could be a big problem.

*
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Sheriff John Carter looked up from his desk to see Deputy Billy Hayes walk in. Hayes looked at him and said. “We got another dead body! A woman this time, her name was Pam Smith. Her kids found her dead. Carter got up and said. “What’s going on in this town? Let's go!” 

When Carter and Hayes got to the house, the Groesbeck Police were already there. They walked in and found Police Chief Joe Jordan. “Hi, John,” Jordan said. “What you got, Joe?” Said Carter. Jordan then turned to the body lying on the bed. “We got a woman, Pam Smith, 35 years old. Strangled with some kind of wire, after she had been raped. But we may have a break. We found blood on the bed and in the kitchen that we think might be the killers. And she has some skin and blood under her fingernails.” 

Carter put on some latex gloves, picked up her hand, and looked at the fingers and nails. “It looks like there will be enough to get some DNA. If we have him in the system, maybe we can get a match. If not, we can find something to match him to if we catch him.

Carter looks over at Jordan. “I thought this might be connected to the Johnson murder. But looks like the MO is not the same. But you want to work this one together?” Jordon nodded his head. “Sure. I’m not going to turn down help. You have a lot more manpower than I do.”

Carter and Hayes walked around the house and looked around. They saw were the few drops of blood that had been found in the kitchen. “Looks like this is where it started,” Hayes said. They then turned and walked to the bedroom. The body was lying across the bed. Carter bent down and looked at her neck. “Look at this,” Carter said. “She has a clear ring mark around her neck. She was strangled from behind. Using a thin wire or something.” Carter then stands up and looks at Hayes. “I think this was staged to look like a rape. I think she was killed in the kitchen.” Hayes then looked over at Carter and said. “So you think this might be the same guy?” Carter then took his gloves off and said. “At first, I didn’t think so. But now my gut is telling me it is. Well, get the body over to Dr. Graves for an autopsy. I’m betting she wasn’t raped.”

Carter’s phone then rang. “Hello,” Carter said, answering his phone. “Okay, get over there. Get the Fire Department to help you if you need to. We will be over there as soon as we are done here.” Carter then put his phone away and said, “That was Roberts. Sam Logan Jr. called and said there was a strong smell coming from the well behind the barn. 

*
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2 hours later

When Carter and Hayes arrived at Logan Place, Deputy Greg Roberts met them at the car. As Carter and Hayes got out, Roberts said, “We went down in the well and found a body. We are fixing to bring it out.” 

Carter, Hayes, and Roberts then walked down to the well. A man from the Groesbeck Fire Department was pulling what looked like a badly decomposed body out of the well. As Carter got closer, he could see that the body was a man. Most likely, Sam Logan. But the body was too badly decomposed to tell that for sure. The body had a bag around the head. That quickly ruled out that Sam had fallen in the well by accident. When they took the bag off, they could clearly see a gunshot wound. 

Carter then looked over at Roberts and Hayes. “Let's get him over to the morgue. So Dr. Graves can get a look at him. 

Carter then turns and walks away. Dr. Graves was going to be a very busy man.
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​Chapter 6
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The next morning, Carter sat at his desk, looking over everything they had on the Johnson, Logan, and Smith murders, as he drank the last of his third cup of Nancy’s very bad coffee.

He had nothing for sure that the 3 cases were connected. But how could three murders happen this close together in this area? It's not like this is New York or Los Angeles. It was Groesbeck, for God's sake. This does not happen here. 

Deputy Hayes stuck his head in the door and said. “Dr. Graves, on line one.” “Thanks,” Carter said. Reaching for the phone. “This is Sheriff Carter,” He said. “Sure thing, Doc, I will be right over.” Carter then hung up the phone, got up and walked around his desk, grabbed his hat off the back of the door and walked out of the office. He looked over at Hayes sitting at his desk. “I’m headed over to see Dr. Graves.” Hayes looked over at him and said. “Ok, Boss, let me know what you find out.”

Carter then walked to his car and made the short drive over to Limestone County Medical Center. The morgue was located at the back of the hospital. You could get in two ways. Going all the way through the hospital or going in through a side door. You could open the side door with a keycard or a 4-digit code. Carter was one of the few people outside of hospital personnel who knew the code. He punched in the code, opened the door, and walked in. Down the hall to the right was Dr. Dan Graves’s office. Dr. Graves had been the Limestone County Medical Examiner for well over 20 years. He was short and overweight, with a thick gray beard. 

When Carter reached his office, he walked in to find Dr. Graves sitting behind his desk, looking at some papers. He looked up at Carter. “Morning John. How are you doing this morning?” “Well, Doc,” Carter said. I will be doing a lot better when we catch this guy who keeps sending you so much business.” Graves then got up and walked around his desk, saying, “Well, let me show you what I got, and hopefully, you can do that.” 

They both turn and walk out of the office and across the hall to the autopsy room. Inside the large room were two tables, and on one end, there were cold compartment drawers where the bodies were kept. Graves then walked over, opened a doo,r and pulled out a body. It was covered with a sheet. Graves pulled the sheet back. It was the body of Sam Logan that had been pulled out of the well. Graves said. “Looks like he died from a gunshot wound to the back of the head.” Carter then looked over at Graves. “What kind of gun?” Carter asks. “Well, it’s the bullet went all the way through the skull and exited. It's hard to tell without the slug.” Graves said. “Could it have been a 9mm?” Carter asks. “Yes, very well could be,” Graves said. “How long has he been dead?” Carter asks. “Graves looked over at Carter and said. “Probably a week to 10 days.”

Graves then closed the drawer and walked down to the next one. “This one told me a lot more,” he said. He opened the drawer and pulled out another body. This one was Pam Smith. Graves looked over at Carter and said. “She was strangled with a thin wire. But she put up a fight. I found blood and tissue under her fingernails, enough to get some DNA. I’m going to get that sent off to the lab as soon as I can. Right now, all I know is that it's type O positive blood. She has type A-positive blood. “Well,” Carter said. “That leaves about half of Limestone County with O positive blood.” “That’s probably right. But the guy has a bad cut probably on his neck.” Graves said. 

Carter then looked over at the doctor and said. Is there anything that  can connect the Johnson, Logan, and Smith murders to the same man?” Graves then said. “Johnson and Logan were both shot in the head. Maybe with the same weapon. But we don’t know that for sure.” “Was Smith Sexually assaulted?” Carter asks.” “No,” Graves said. “There was no rape.” Graves then closed the drawer. “Ok, Thanks, Doc. That’s all I need. As soon as you get that DNA, let me know.” “Sure will, and if I turn anything else up, I will give you a call.” “Thank you,” Carter said as he turned to leave.

Walking out to his car, Carter thought. There was nothing really to link the murders together. But something deep down in his gut told him it was the same man. He knew it. Somehow, he just knew it!

*
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Jake Slone sat at the table in his hotel room and looked at his laptop. He had found plans to the Limestone County Medical Center. At one end of the hospital was the morgue. He was sure that’s where they had taken Pam Smith. They had probably already done the autopsy on her. He was sure they had found his DNA under her fingernails. It was also likely that they didn’t have the equipment they would need to break the blood down. They would have to send it off to a lab. Which meant it would have to go out by a secure carrier. Most likely in the morning.

He had to get it back. It was a risky move, but one he felt he had to take. He needed the money, but it would do him no good if he got caught.

Slone waited several hours for it to start getting dark. He got dressed in all black. He put what tools he might need in a bag and put it over his shoulder. He went out by a side door, not wanting to walk through the lobby. He got in the van and made the short drive to the hospital. 

He watched and waited for a little while. It looked like they had one security guard that came around about every hour. He made one last check of his bag for things he might need. He put his gun holster on. He checked his 9mm gun and put it back in the holster. He hoped he would not need it. He got out of the van, put on his gloves, and pulled down a ski mask over his face. He made the quick walk up the dock to the side door. The lock opened with a card swipe or a number code. He had a scanner he could put on the lock just above the number pad, and it would give him the numbers. But that would take a few minutes, and he was out in the open. He looked at the number pad. Looked like three numbers were worn down and dirty from being used a lot. He thought to himself. Surely not. But what did he have to lose? He punched in the numbers 0911. The light on the door flashed green and opened. 
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