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  All characters referenced in this work are fictitious.  Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.




  Chapter 1




  Bridget had declined her parents’ offer to join them for supper at her favorite Italian restaurant.  She wanted to get some studying done for her psychology test tomorrow. As her mother was leaving, she reminded Bridget there were still some leftovers of her favorite meatloaf, mashed potatoes and mushroom gravy in the refrigerator. She studied for an hour-and-a-half after supper. It was just a little refresher; she already knew the material. When she bent over to put her book into her backpack, she noticed her jeans were a little snug. Uh oh, she thought, maybe I shouldn’t have had the mashed potatoes after eating four slices of double-cheese pizza for lunch.  A second on the lips…a lifetime on the hips…no way!  Need to burn some calories.  




  It was dusk, but Bridget thought she still had time for a quick, four-mile run. She walked to nearby Piedmont Park where she did some stretching exercises while she watched an amazing aerobatic show by a dog catching a Frisbee in The Meadow. After finishing her stretches, she began jogging along the paved way that ran along the perimeter of the park. During the day the area wasn’t intimidating in the least, but as the sun continued to slip below the horizon, the path grew more menacing.




  Ten minutes into her run the onset of darkness made the trees, grass, and pathway lose distinction.  They were just shades of inky blacks and misty grays.  She realized she should not have spent so much time watching the dog. There was break in the trees, and she could see The Meadow lawn. There was no movement. The people throwing Frisbees were gone, the park deserted. Bridget had gone past the halfway mark, so there was nothing to do but press on. She picked up the pace and glanced back over her shoulder. No one there...no one anywhere. Shit! She lengthened her stride and concentrated on her breathing.




  She reached the section of the path that ran along the ridgeline of a small creek ravine when she heard the sound of another runner’s footfalls coming fast, too fast. Oh God!  She didn’t turn to look as panic kicked in, and she began an all-out sprint. The well-lit end of the trail at the parking lot was only three-hundred yards ahead.  If I can just make it to the light. Her breathing was hard and ragged, and sweat stung her eyes. Her feet barely touched the path. The sound of pounding feet grew louder. Please God, give me strength!




  Less than a second later, Bridget was grabbed from behind and lifted off her feet. She screamed and clawed behind her head with both hands trying to tear at the face of the monster that held her. The fingernails of her right hand dug deep into flesh just before she was body-slammed facedown onto the grass.  The impact caused her to see a brilliant flash of light…she fought to remain conscious. Her attacker straddled her back, pinning her arms to her side with powerful thighs. She felt something sharp against the side of her neck.




  “Who planted the fucking bomb?” he yelled.




  “Wha …I don…don’t know anything about a bomb! Please…”




  He jammed the screwdriver a quarter-inch into her neck.




  Bridget screamed. She felt blood on her skin as it oozed from the wound.




  “Who made the bomb?”




  “Bomb? Please. Please! I don’t know!”




  “Liar!”




  She felt his hand in the pocket of her shorts. He pulled out her cell phone.




  “I know what the hell you use this for,” he hissed, then threw it into the ravine.




  “No, please, God no!” she sobbed. Gotta get through this. Think of Mom and Dad. 




  Bridget felt him roll off. “Please let me…”




  Chapter 2




  A body was found by a man jogging in Piedmont Park, near the creek at the bottom of the shallow ravine. He called nine-one-one. Ten minutes later two patrol cars arrived. In less than five more minutes two Atlanta Homicide Unit detectives exited their unmarked, dark blue Ford Crown Victoria. Both men had short military-style haircuts, one blond, one brown. Their suit jackets seemed to strain against muscular shoulders. The larger of the two men was originally from Boston. Detective Tom--Brick--Brikler was a six-year veteran of the Atlanta Homicide Unit with a good arrest record. He had been involved in five justified but fatal shootings. Detective Lewis Gordon hailed from South Carolina, also a six-year veteran. He had three fatal shootings to his credit, all justified as well. Many police officers went their entire careers without firing a weapon, yet between these two hard-chargers eight perps were dead.




  Both men had received numerous warnings about excessive use of force during arrests and had been officially reprimanded. The two tough guys weren’t shy about drawing their weapons or manhandling a perpetrator. Military service definitely contributed to their aggressive behavior. Both men had served together with distinction in Desert Storm with the Navy SEALs.




  Brikler earned the nickname, Brick, early in his enlistment. At six-foot-three and two-hundred and twenty-five pounds, he fought in the heavyweight division of the Navy Boxing Team. At the end of Brikler’s first bout--and after his opponent regained consciousness--the first thing the victim said was, “Feel like I got hit with a brick!” Twenty-six other opponents felt the same way, so from then on, Brick it was. He remained undefeated his entire enlistment. Not only was the nickname a play on his last name, it also served to describe his devastating right hook. And thanks to Gordon, the nickname lived on past their military service.




  Detective Lew Gordon was only slightly smaller than Brikler. He was an inch over six feet tall and a very trim two-hundred and five pounds. Gordon didn’t box, but thanks to his SEAL training, he could easily kill a man with his bare hands.




  Many people had suggested to Brikler that he turn pro after leaving the Navy, but professional boxing seemed like too much of a circus, and it didn’t appeal. He didn’t leave boxing entirely though; he coached children every Saturday morning, when his work schedule allowed, as part of the Atlanta PAL program. Working with less privileged kids in the Police Athletic program was much more rewarding than knocking the shit out of opponents. The nature of his job as a detective gave him plenty of opportunities to knock the shit out of anyone who foolishly resisted arrest, so he was able to keep his pugilist and martial art skills honed.




  




  The detectives walked up to the jogger and the two patrolmen. Brikler gave the cops a slight nod before asking, “Did you get his contact information?”




  “Yes, Lieutenant,” one patrolman answered.




  “Okay, you know the drill. I want a perimeter setup from that bench over there,” he pointed at the end of the jogging path, “to that big oak tree back there.” He pointed a hundred feet up the way. “Get it all taped off before the reporters get here. That’ll keep the jackals far enough away.”




  The two patrolmen turned and walked to their units to get their rolls of yellow crime-scene tape. Brikler reached into the breast pocket of his suit jacket and showed his identification to the jogger as he introduced himself. The jogger showed his driver’s license, then slipped it into his fanny-pack. Might be an alternate life-styler, Brikler thought, not that there’s anything wrong with that; as they said in one of my favorite Seinfeld episodes. He suppressed a smile as he returned his identification to his jacket pocket then produced a notepad from another pocket.




  “Tell me everything that happened from the time you first saw the body.”




  “I almost didn’t stop,” the jogger said, “because I thought it was a mannequin. You know, like a joke or something. I went down into the ravine, and when I realized it was a real woman, I threw-up in the creek.”




  “Did you get any puke on the body?” Brikler asked.




  “No, I was at least five feet away.”




  “Did you touch the body?”




  “Ewwww, no…are you kidding…of course not!”




  Yeah, definitely an alternate life-styler. Brikler scribbled a note.




  “So you didn’t even check for a pulse?”




  “I never got any closer than five feet. Besides I could tell she was dead just by looking. I’ve never seen that shade of blue on a human, and her neck was really bent.”




  Brikler glanced at the body. She was lying on her right side with the left arm unnaturally extended. Yeah, he’s right, signs of rigor mortis, definitely dead. “Did you pick up anything in this area?”




  “No, I ran back up here and called the police. I’ve been right here since then.”




  “Is that it?”




  The jogger nodded.




  “Okay. You can go. We’ll be in touch.”




  He turned and ran, not jogged, to the end of the path, never looking back.




  




  Twenty minutes later Brikler watched as a Crime Scene Investigator put plastic bags over the young woman’s hands. He secured the bags with tape. Then he pulled a blue, plastic tarp from a bag, opened it and covered her body. Two other investigators searched the area. A minute later they all heard music playing. It was coming from a patch of weeds on the bank of the creek twenty feet from the body. Brikler followed the sound, and with gloved hands he parted the weeds and reached down and carefully picked up a cell phone. With a pen he opened the phone and saw the smiling face of a pretty, young blonde woman. The face on the phone was the same as the one under the tarp twenty feet away. The corpse was no longer a Jane Doe. He pressed a few buttons and found the phone’s information screen. It belonged to Bridget Dooley. Under that blue plastic tarp lay the deceased daughter, sister, and possibly lover of unfortunate people who would never again see this young woman alive. It made his heart ache.




  The reporters and cameramen had gathered at the yellow crime scene tape one-hundred feet back from the top of the ravine. The best the cameramen could do was shoot the C.S.I. guys gathering samples from the blood-stained grass at the edge of the path. Brikler looked up as a news chopper hovered overhead. Damn vultures! Video of the tarp-covered corpse was probably being shown live on the news. He turned and looked at the tarp then shook his head. It’s a sick world. He loved his job, but he could do without days like this.




  




  After the C.S.I. unit finished taking pictures and scouring the body and surrounding area for fibers and trace evidence, the unit commander, Lieutenant Mike Hoover, gave the detectives the all clear. The two men went into the ravine to examine the body. Gordon kneeled and pulled back the tarp exposing Bridget’s torso.




  “Looks like the perp stomped the back of her neck.” Gordon used his pen to point to the marks. “Shoe-tread imprint. From the bruising on the sides of her neck, looks like he made sure she was dead by strangling her. Also got a puncture wound on her neck. I hope he broke her neck first; at least that way she was probably unconscious during the strangling.”




  “We need to find the weapon,” Brikler nodded in agreement.




  Almost on queue, Brikler’s radio squawked. The metallic voice said, “Lieutenant, one of the guys just found a screwdriver in the woods. C.S.I. is working on it now.”




  “Excellent.” Please let there be a nice, clean fingerprint.




  




  When they got back to headquarters, they learned that just before midnight the previous evening, Patrick Dooley attempted to file a Missing Persons Report on his daughter, Bridget. Her car was in the garage, but they were unable to find her in the house, and none of her friends knew where she was. The Duty Officer’s notes showed that he explained to Mr. Dooley that a person must be missing twenty-four hours before an official report could be filed. The Dooleys would never have to file that report. Bridget’s parents would have to be told that their daughter would never be coming home. This was the part of the job Brikler disliked the most, and it had to be done in person.




  Bridget Dooley was an eighteen-year-old freshman at Georgia Tech University and the Dooley’s only child. She had planned on becoming an architect, just like her father. After graduation, she would join her father’s architectural design firm. As a result of a single bad decision, and being in the wrong place at the wrong time, her plans had been destroyed by a demented animal on the running path in the park. She would never have the chance to alter the Atlanta skyline with one of her creative designs.




  Shortly before noon, the two detectives arrived at the Dooley’s home. Brikler put the car in Park then rubbed his hand across his close-cropped, blond hair. He exhaled loudly before saying, “Well, let’s get this over with.”




  “Want me to handle this one?” Gordon asked.




  “No, I got it.” The two men walked slowly to the Dooley’s front door. Brikler’s finger hovered an inch from the doorbell. “Shit!” He pressed it.




  Mr. Dooley answered the door. Over his shoulder they saw Mrs. Dooley waiting in the foyer. The Dooleys must have instantly sensed they were bringing bad news and just stared with gaping mouths, saying nothing. Brikler and Gordon had seen similar looks of horror many times over the years. Brikler shattered the tense silence.




  “Mr. and Mrs. Dooley, I’m Detective Brikler, and this is Detective Gordon. We’re with the Atlanta Homicide Unit. I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but we found Bridget’s body this morning. She was murdered.”




  “Noooooooo!” Beth Dooley wailed before falling to her knees. She continued to cry out as she pounded the floor with her fists. Patrick Dooley turned against the wall in the hallway and buried his face in his hands. His shoulders shook as waves of grief washed over him.




  Brikler waited a minute to see if the Dooleys were going to ask for details. Seeing they were completely grief-stricken, he took out his business card and placed it on the foyer table. “Again, we are very sorry for your loss. I’m leaving my card here, if you have any questions.”




  Neither of the Dooleys seemed to hear him over Beth Dooley’s wailing. He knew it would be many hours before they would be able to ask for details regarding their daughter’s death. He found it best just to leave families alone with their grief. Nothing he could say would help.




  The two detectives left the house without further comment. As they drove away, Gordon said, “If I had five minutes alone with the guy, I swear to God, I’d kill him with my bare hands.”




  “Only after I got done.”




  




  The next morning Brikler called Gordon into to his office.




  “C.S.I. got a fingerprint match on the Dooley case from the Department of Defense database.”




  “No shit! That was fast.”




  Brikler handed the print-out to Gordon then asked, “Does that last name ring a bell?”




  “Is this the same Snelling…Lieutenant Governor Steven Snelling?”




  “Yeah, the very same,” Brikler chuckled.




  “This could get political. Are you going to run it by the Captain?”




  “Already did.”




  “What did he say?”




  “Get a warrant and pick the asshole up. Let’s go.”




  As they headed to the home of Donald Snelling, Gordon took the opportunity to share another of his famous--at least famous within the Homicide Unit—useless fun facts. “Hey Brick, have you ever wondered if a Zebra was a white horse with black stripes or a black horse with white stripes?”




  About time for a useless fun-fact. Brikler smiled then answered, “No, can’t say I have.”




  “It’s a black horse with white stripes. If you shaved a Zebra, it would be solid black.”




  “I’ll have to remember that…in case I ever get on Jeopardy.” Brikler slowed the vehicle as they approached a car at the stop sign. The driver’s car door opened six inches and a hand appeared and dumped an ashtray full of cigarette butts onto the road. Brikler pointed at the car and exclaimed, “You see that shit?”




  “Yeah, I saw. We don’t have time; we gotta pick up the turd.”




  Brikler already had the car in Park and was halfway out the door. He sprinted to the car and banged on the driver’s window. It opened slowly.




  “I’m Detective Brikler with Atlanta Police Department. I just saw you throw that crap on the ground. Littering is a two-hundred dollar fine. You have one minute to pick up all those butts, or I’m gonna write you a ticket.”




  In his haste to exit the car, the pimply-faced teenager almost hit Brikler with the car door.




  “Good bust,” Gordon laughed when Brikler got back to the car.




  “Lazy, littering bastards, can’t take ten steps to a trashcan,” Brikler snarled.




  




  Ten minutes later they pulled up in front of Lieutenant Governor Jacob Snelling’s mansion. The housekeeper, Carmelita, answered the door.




  “Hello, I’m Detective Brikler…with the Atlanta Homicide Unit? We have a warrant for the arrest of Donald Snelling. Is he home?”




  “Arrest? Donny? Oh my! Yes, he’s here…backyard…in the pool.”




  “Take us to him,” Brikler ordered.




  The two men drew their pistols as they followed the housekeeper. She opened a set of French Doors that led to the patio and the pool. They rushed past her and leveled their guns at the young man who sat floating in a pool chair.




  “Are you Donald Snelling?” Brikler barked.




  The man slowly paddled himself in a half-circle, so he could face the detectives. “Yes. What…what’s this all about?”




  “Paddle your ass over here!” Brikler barked. “Don’t make any sudden moves, or I’ll put some big holes in you and your little pool toy!”




  He did as he was told. The two detectives each grabbed an arm and easily hoisted him onto the patio. Gordon slapped a pair of cuffs on him.




  “You’re under arrest for the murder of Bridget Dooley,” Gordon hissed.




  “I didn’t kill anyone!” Donny looked confused.




  Gordon read him his Miranda Rights.




  After Donny agreed that he understood, he called to the maid, “Carmelita, call my father and let him know we’ve got a problem!” He turned back to Brikler and said, “I want my attorney.”




  Chapter 3




  




  After Brikler and Gordon finished booking Donny at the Fulton County Jail, they drove to the courthouse to pick up a search warrant for another case they were working. They were stopped at a traffic light when Gordon said, “Did you know we Americans spend an average of six months of our lives stopped at red lights?”




  Thank God, usually it’s only one piece of useless shit per trip. “No, I didn’t. But it seems like this light has been red for at least an hour. Does this damn thing ever turn green?” The light did eventually change, and they made it to the courthouse without any further fun-facts.




  As usual, Brikler scanned the faces in the hallway. It was busier than usual because Traffic Court was in session. Brikler had made a few arrests in the courthouse when a criminal would stupidly show up to Traffic Court. He saw no criminal faces, but he did see a familiar one. I need to talk to him. He nudged Gordon’s arm and said, “Hey, look who’s here.”




  Gordon followed Brikler’s gaze. “It’s Travis Knight, our favorite lawyer.”




  Brikler waved and caught the lawyer’s attention. Travis moved to the side of the hallway out of the way of the crowd and waited as the detectives made their way to him.




  “Hey Knight,” Brikler said, “is it true what I heard, that you’re not defending murderers anymore?”




  “Detective,” he answered, “if you are asking if I’m no longer taking murder cases…then yes, it’s true.”




  “Well,” Brikler chuckled, “that is good news. Unfortunately for us, there a thousand criminal defense lawyers right here in Atlanta stacked up behind you to step up and carry the torch for the guilty.”




  Travis glanced at his watch. “I’ve got to be in court in a few minutes; is there anything else I can do for you?”




  “Yeah,” Brikler said, “I saw the article about your wife the other day in the Atlanta Journal - Constitution. I wanted you to let her know I like her idea about harvesting organs from prisoners being executed. But I think it should go one step further; the families and relatives of the victims should get first dibs.”




  Travis smiled and replied, “I’m not sure they would want a part of the person who killed their family member, but I’ll be sure to pass your suggestion along to my wife.”




  Brikler watched Travis turn and start walking down the hall. As he did, Travis took his lip balm from his pants pocket, and a small, folded piece of paper fell to the floor.




  Gordon started laughing.




  “Hey Knight!” Brikler called out. “You dropped something.”




  Travis turned and glanced at the paper behind him. It was already being stepped on by the traffic. He started to continue down the hall when Brikler’s voice boomed.




  “I know you are not going to leave your trash in my hallway!”




  Travis stopped and smiled sarcastically before he dodged his way back to the scrap of paper. Once he retrieved it, he held it up and said, “Saving the planet, one scrap at a time.”




  “That’s right, Knight!” Gordon shouted. “Everybody, even lawyers, have to do their part!” He turned to Brikler. “Hey, I didn’t see the article. What did it say?”




  “Knight’s wife, Julie, is trying to organize a nationwide effort between her fellow surgeons to harvest organs from the shit-heads who are going to be executed. She thinks it’s a waste just to fry, juice, or gas ‘em, when so many people are in need.”




  “She’s got a point. Making the assholes give something back to society sounds like a good idea. Especially true if you can get past the fun part of making the dirt-sack feel some of the pain he inflicted on his victim.”




  “Yeah, fifty-two turds were executed last year, and they were given a much more humane death than their victims. Knight’s wife’s scenario has them dying on the table never feeling a thing. That’s the only part of her idea I don’t like…they should feel a butt-load of pain.”




  “I bet the only people that would object would be the family of the murderer, like on religious grounds?”




  “I say tough shit! Their darling son or daughter gave up all their rights when they took another person’s life. The families’ objections should be overruled, because it would be for the greater good. The piece-parts of those bastards could help a lot of people.”




  “Amen to that! The family can have the emptied-out carcass.” Gordon smiled broadly then added, “Another up-side…think how light the coffin would be for the pall bearers.”




  The two men enjoyed a good laugh as they continued down the courthouse hallway.




  Chapter 4




  




  During the two hours that had passed since Donny’s arrest, his father had called his golfing buddy, Alan Belk, the senior partner at the law firm of Belk, Cromwell, Jones, and Associates. That call, in turn, set off a flurry of texts and e-mails throughout the firm. At the four-hour mark, an attorney was on the way to the Fulton County Jail to meet the new client.




  Donny felt like shit. He sat at a battered metal table in the jail’s meeting room. He was dressed in an orange prisoner jumpsuit and was staring at the floor when a guard opened the door.




  “Yo! Snelling! Your lawyer is here. Remember the rules…no contact of any kind, or I’ll be on your ass like ugly on an ape.”




  Donny nodded, but didn’t look up.




  “Answer me!” the guard shouted.




  “Yes, yes, I know…no contact of any kind.” Asshole.




  Donny stood up when a beautiful brunette in a knee-length, dark blue skirt and jacket entered the room. She extended her hand.




  “I’m Amy Armstrong. Your father called our firm. I’ll be representing you.”




  Donny stood in awe and shook her hand. He was immediately struck by the blueness of her eyes. He was also impressed with her firm grip. I’ll bet she works out.




  “I’m Donny, nice to meet you.”




  They both sat down. There was silence while Amy set up her digital recorder and placed her notepad on the table.




  “Can you tell me why you’re here today?” Amy asked.




  “They say I killed that woman in Piedmont Park…a couple of days ago.”




  “Do you know how she died?”




  “Saw it on the news…they said she was strangled.”




  “I stopped at the D.A.’s office before coming here…there’s more information that hasn’t been released to the public. She was stabbed in the neck, then her neck was broken…it was stomped on.”




  He gasped and shot back in his chair. Oh no! No! It wasn’t just another nightmare! I killed that woman!




  “What is it? What’s wrong?” Amy asked.




  He leaned forward and looked down at his lap. Tears rained down onto shaking hands. He stared at his palms as if he’d never seen them before.




  “I killed her,” he whispered. “Thought it was just a nightmare. I wish I was dead!” He leaned back in the chair then covered his face with his hands and sobbed.




  “Um,” she said quietly, “I don’t want you to tell that to anyone else. Is that understood?”




  He nodded.




  “Tell me about the nightmare,” she said.




  “I dream almost every night about what happened in Kandahar. We were going house to house searching for insurgents. I found a woman with a bunch of cell phones. She started running away because she was involved in setting off IEDs. That’s an Improvised Explosive Devices. You know, they set them off with cell phones.”




  Amy nodded.




  “I caught her and asked a lot of questions. She wouldn’t give me the names of the others, so I killed her.”




  “How…did you kill her?”




  “First I stabbed her in the throat to get her to confess, then I stomped her neck. She was still twitching, so just to make sure…I strangled her too.”




  The attorney shook her head slowly.




  “The woman in the park was stabbed in the neck with a screwdriver,” she said.




  Donny choked-out, “Oh God!” He put his arms on the table and laid his head down on them.




  “We have two major problems. Your fingerprints were found on the victim’s cell phone and on the screwdriver that was used in the attack.”




  Donny ached with regret as he remained face down on the table and kept silent.




  “The Medical Examiner estimates the woman was killed between nine p.m. and two a.m. on Wednesday night. What do you remember about that night?”




  He slowly raised his head off of the tear stained table and said, “I was working out at the gym. Left a little after eight.”




  “Do you remember stopping at the park?”




  “Yes, I was going to go for a run, but I don’t remember actually running.”




  “What’s the last thing you remember?”




  “I remember listening to the radio as I drove into the park. A news program reported on the casualties in Afghanistan...four more of our guys killed by those fucking, cowardly IEDs.”




  “Do you remember anything about the screwdriver?”




  “No, but I have a toolkit in my car.”




  She placed a photo of the screwdriver on the table.




  “Is this yours?”




  “Looks like one of mine. The tool kit was a Christmas gift from my father. It came from Germany…very expensive.”




  “Great,” she said with sarcasm. She jotted a few notes on her pad. When she finished she asked, “Do you remember touching her cell phone?”




  Donny shook his head. “No.”




  “Tell me about your military service,” she said.




  Donny paused for a moment, not sure where to begin. He took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly.




  “I’m a former First Lieutenant in the Marine Corps. After my deployment to Afghanistan, I lost interest in being a Marine, so I resigned my commission.”




  “Where were you stationed?’




  “Mostly Camp Lejeune in North Carolina. I was deployed to Afghanistan for thirteen months.” He exhaled loudly before continuing, “Got out a few months ago.”




  Amy made more notes on her pad.




  “Where you injured in Afghanistan?”




  He clicked his tongue, then sat forward and leaned in towards her before answering, “If you mean was I shot…then no.”




  She put her pen down and looked at him for a moment.




  “Where you injured in any way?” she asked.




  He leaned back in the chair. “The Docs said I was fine…no disabilities.”




  Amy’s eyes narrowed. “Do you agree?”




  “No, I’ve been fighting with the Veteran’s Administration. Think I got Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. They want me to document the combat situation that caused it. I’ve been trying for months to get the required documentation, but each time I submit the package, the V.A. comes back asking for some additional bullshit form or signatures of people that are still deployed in Afghanistan.”




  “What makes you think you have PTSD?”




  “Nightmares. I have trouble sleeping, and when I do get to sleep…nightmares. I lose my train-of-thought midsentence…can’t concentrate. I get angry real easy, and I’ve had a few flashbacks.”




  “Well,” Amy’s head snapped up, “tell me about the flashbacks?”




  He thought about the horrible visions of his past, too many to count.




  “Sometimes when I’m opening a door it’s like I’m going into a house in Kandahar again. I rush into the room and start sweeping the place for insurgents. Most of the time it only lasts for a few seconds…it’s getting better. One time I stopped traffic because I was sure a bag of trash was an IED.”




  “The District Attorney’s office tells me the Medical Examiner found DNA under the fingernails of the victim’s right hand.”




  “Oh yeah?” He ran trembling fingers over the three diagonal, freshly scabbed-over scratch marks on his right cheek.




  “The D.A. is going to obtain a sample of your DNA. They’ll swab the inside of your mouth. If the DNA is a match, we’re up shit-creek without a paddle.”




  “So,” he said, “what are you gonna do if the DNA is a match?”




  “My initial inclination is to plead ‘Not Guilty by Reason of Insanity.’”




  His mouth dropped open before blurting, “How the hell are you going to pull that off?”




  “One word…flashbacks,” Amy said with a big smile.




  Chapter 5




  




  Two hours later, Donny’s girlfriend, Alexis Novak, was able to visit him. The guard gave him the “no contact” spiel again then he let Alexis in the visitation room. This time it was very hard not being able to have any physical contact. God, I would give anything just to hold her. Alexis took a seat at the metal table across from Donny.




  “Your mother called me,” she said, “and told me what happened. They made me wait until visiting hours. Are you okay?”




  “I’m okay…considering.”




  “Your mother says not to worry. They’re going to do everything they can to get you out of here. Your parents should be here in about a half-hour.”




  “It’ll be great to see Mom and Dad, but I don’t even think that my dad’s being the Lieutenant Governor of Georgia is going to help me this time.”




  “I know you didn’t kill that girl.”




  He shuddered and looked away.




  “Donny?”




  He took a deep breath then looked directly into her eyes.




  “My fingerprints were on the screwdriver that was used during the murder and on her cell phone too.”




  Alexis jumped up from the table. Her face twisted into a snarl.




  “How…how did your fingerprints get on them?”




  “Don’t know about the cell phone, but the screwdriver…it came from my tool kit.”




  “Then someone stole it!” she shouted.




  Donny shook his head and said, “I don’t think so.”




  “Why…why do you say that?” Her eyes widened. “You could never kill a…a woman. I know it.”




  She’s gonna freak, but I have to tell her…she deserves the truth. He leaned forward on his elbows and buried his face in his hands. “I never told you what happened in Afghanistan. I killed a woman there in the exact same way the woman was killed in Piedmont Park.” He looked up and waited for her reaction.




  Alexis stared at him mouth agape, then started shaking her head from side to side. “No, no, no, just because you killed a woman over there doesn’t mean you could do it here…no way.”

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/364956-the-shrunken-head-murders_s.jpg
CHARLES SHEA
The

Shrunken

Head
Murders





