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Chapter 1

I didn't really mind when I turned 40 or 50, but when I turned 60, I simply couldn't do it. I did my best to ignore it the day it occurred, despite my family's and friends' best efforts to remind me of it. Stupid them.

It troubled me even though I was one month beyond the age of 60. The sole benefit was that I was now just one year and eleven months away from social security.

I whined about having nothing better to do with my life as I paced my little room hitting the keyboards of my laptops to wake them up. Actually, anything would have been preferable given that I was currently doing nothing with my life. The state unemployment department determined that I did not qualify for benefits even though I was jobless as a result of the ignorance of my previous employers, an issue that has plagued most excellent employees for ages. Perhaps the denial of my pay was due to the fact that I had left my work because I abhorred it so much. In response to their request for further information, I sent a polite letter in which I explained that my old bosses were jerks who were just exploiting my good nature and forced me to damage my automobile as part of my work duties.

I had worked as a security guard at a huge suburban Detroit Cadillac dealership for the previous 22 months, patrolling the area in my vehicle at all hours of the night while securing car tyres, which were the primary target of theft for addicts and the underprivileged. They would immediately take them off the autos. I was astounded by their decision to bring in a large hydraulic jack, tyre irons and concrete blocks to remove a few tyres that they planned to sell for a few hundred dollars while taking a chance of being arrested. My boss promised me a prize of $20 for stopping two theft attempts, but I never got it. I was a good little soldier and managed to foil both efforts. Not their first lie, either. A twenty-year-old Ford Crown Victoria that belonged to me was slowly beginning to show signs of ageing. It required several repairs during the course of my employment, and the heater would often fail just as winter arrived in southeast Michigan. To cut to the chase and avoid the tedious details, I decided that enough was enough and requested time off to properly repair the automobile. They joyfully interpreted that as my resignation, and I was immediately fired.

My computers eventually came to life, and I connected my laptop to the dial-up internet and checked my email, which was typically filled with spam and several jokes, explicit photos, and chain letters from Buck, my one and only buddy and a former coworker. After removing the spam and chain messages, I would read the jokes and enjoy the beautiful ladies in Buck's images while attempting to recall my most recent sexual experience, which was around 12 years ago. It was becoming a distant recollection that I could no longer appreciate; it had turned into a nostalgic vision. Don't get me wrong, I sometimes engage in sexual activity, but not with a person.

Another guard I worked with was named Buck, and he was hardly the kind of guy burglars would want to confront them. Buck, a large biker with a moustache, had a nickel-plated.38 in his belt. Though it was against the rules for us to carry, he preferred to be caught with it than without it. When challenged by crooks, I simply refused to get out of my automobile. Alright, I admit it. Buck was also a large teddy bear with empathy for others; these days, caring for others is an uncommon quality. In return for my lending him my DVD collection, he would periodically buy me a 30-pack of beer and stress about my issues. Other than my computers and my alcohol, Buck was the only buddy I had.

It was barely 7:45 o'clock in the evening when I glanced up at the wall clock. The home was peaceful. My parents had already gone to bed; they typically do so by 6:30 or earlier. My Mom took care of my Dad when he was unwell. I assisted Mom with tasks she was unable to do, like putting my Dad to bed, grocery shopping, and little household chores. It was a situation that suited my mother, but as a 60-year-old beer-drinking, jobless guy living with his parents, I wasn't exactly a woman's ideal match. What a loser I was, by God. I can see the profile on the online dating form: "Well, I reside in my old bedroom in my parents' home, have bad credit, am overweight, balding, and have a grey beard. I also drink at least eight beers every night, am jobless, and just turned 65. We really couldn't meet at my house. I can be the guy of your dreams, however.

Now that I was out of employment and out of money, I had to cut down to only six beers, so I opened the first one as the clock approached 8:00 p.m. Now a thirty pack of beer lasted five days, saving me money. I split my allowance between the petrol for the vehicle and the gasoline for myself since my mother gave me a little amount of money each week to keep the car running for her. I have a cardinal rule that I never consume alcohol before 8:00 p.m. and that I never operate a vehicle even after one can. I've seen the agony that a person may experience after a police stop and a few drinks.

Tonight, in addition to the normal junk mail and Buck's correspondence, I received one email that drew my attention. James, Please Help! was written in large letters on the subject line, and the sender was "DWittenfield@gomail.com." In elementary school, I was friends with Dee Wittenfield, and she always nicknamed me James. Actually, Dee and I even dated for about a month before the school district split into smaller divisions and she was transferred to a different school because of my intense infatuation on her. I retrieved the letter by going to the download section of my mail programme. It said:

"James, Even though I am aware that it has been a while since we last spoke, Joyce Harper told me that she had heard you were a detective. I saw your email address on the alumni website, and although I don't know who to contact since I'm in danger and unable to call the police, I figured you would be able to assist. I may be reached at 555-3682, please. I'm not even allowed to leave my flat. Call me, Dee, please.

I reread the letter after printing it out.

I retrieved my dependable Palm Treo smartphone from my pocket and entered the number. After roughly four rings, a male voice responded.

"Hello?"

Please let me talk with Dee.

"Who's calling?" I asked.

"Can I speak to her please? I'm her high school friend."

I'm afraid she is unable to answer the phone. He stopped. She was killed earlier today, I heard.

A shivering cold ran through my body as soon as I heard those words.

"Who are you again?" inquired the phone's voice.

I was at a loss for words. "I'm a high school friend." I spoke out loud.

"You already said that, but who are you?" He asked for it.

So, who is asking? I counter-demanded.

Will Trapper, a detective of the Clinton Township Police. You should now respond to my query.

"Oh." I had no ideas. "Uh, my name is Jim Richards, and I knew Dee from high school."

"Yeah, I already have that much. How recently have you seen Miss Wittenfield?

It has probably been more than 40 years. Although my mind attempted to calculate it, I merely rounded it off.

Why have you called now, 40 years later?

She requested that I call her in an email today.

After a brief pause, he said, "What did the email say?"

He remained quiet once again as I read it to him from the printout.

It was all she said, right?

I gave him my word that was it. Could I inquire what happened to her?

"All I can say at this time is that we are investigating. Who do you work for, since Wittenfield said in her email that you're with a detective agency?

Oh, I was a guard, it's really a security firm. I worked there four nights a week monitoring the automobiles as part of a contract they had with Dooley Cadillac on Eight Mile. I'm not now employed by them. I quit."

"Why did you leave?"

Long tale; delighted to share it with you at a later time, unless you have around 20 minutes to listen to me babble about my employment. He released it.

He enquired as to how I may be contacted, and when I replied, he stated I will probably be brought in to address some further questions. Other than the fact that Dee and I were together for approximately a month forty years ago, I'm not sure what else I could have told him. I really hope that wasn't cause for concern.

In a trance, I hung up the phone. She needed my assistance since a girl I had a serious crush on years ago had been killed. I sat there for a long time with a blank mind.

I contacted Buck since I knew he was working the midnight shift tonight at the dealership. We spoke on the phone almost every night, but ever since I stopped working there, I only called him while he was at work since I didn't want to disturb him at home.

Hey Jimmy, what's going on? His voice was soothing with a hint of the south. I never did probe him on it.

Well, I have a riddle to solve.

Man, talk to me; I'm curious. Through the phone, his grin could be heard.

I informed him about the phone conversation and the email. He remained silent for a while as I read him the letter.

A murder mystery, wow. When will you begin your investigation? The grin reappeared.

"Buck, she was a love of mine in the past, but her life is now over. I'm unsure of how to feel or what to do in this situation.

"Well, she believed you could assist her; perhaps you ought to." Buck lives by the motto, "Seize the day and damn the torpedoes."

I adored excellent crime and mystery novels, and when I had spare time, I read over a hundred e-books on my Palm TX. I finished the 20th "in Death" book by Nora Roberts, writing as J. D. Robb, about the future police investigator Eve Dallas, having read almost all of James Patterson's Alex Cross novels. In other works by Robert B. Parker, Spenser, Sunny Randall, and Jesse Stone were some of my other criminal heroes, and more recently, Travis McGee by John D. MacDonald was the succulent flesh I gobbled. Being a private eye attracted me.

"Okay, where do we begin? " I asked the query.

"Whoa, you're going to hire me as a young detective?" He joked.

I ignored him and continued to read the email printout.

You may have noticed that Joyce Harper, a friend of ours, is mentioned in the email. Perhaps Joyce Harper is aware of Dee's fears. I remarked.

Buck was happy. When will we begin, Kemosabe?

"Buck, I'm not the Lone Ranger. I like to be Spenser. Buck didn't understand who I was referring to. Remember the 1960s television series "Spenser for Hire," starring the late Robert Urich?

Oh, and the Hawk, his huge, vicious, mother-fucking sidekick. Spen-sahh"

"Yeah, that one." Buck, who is now my partner in investigating crimes, and Hawk had to be compared. I chuckled at the allusion of Spenser being referred to as "Spen-sahh" on the programme, as Hawk frequently did.

How do you locate this Harper lady, then? Buck asked.

"Well, I've been the web man for my high school's alumni website for the last five years, and I've seen her name on the alumni board. I could visit there, acquire her email, and get in touch with her that way. Or look her up on Google. In any case, the town is small enough for me to find her.

So, guy, search her up and contact her. His joy poured over the phone as he was caught up in the rush.

"I'll see what I can do to find her tomorrow. But today I have to deal with the truth that a dear friend of mine passed away unexpectedly.

Hey, buddy, I get it. Over time, I've lost a few pals. His voice was low. Buck was a motorcyclist, and I was aware that some of the individuals he knew had died as a result of reckless or intoxicated driving. People driving automobiles don't pay attention to the tiny two-wheeled vehicles.

"Yes, I am aware. I'll contact you tomorrow night to let you know what transpires, however.

Good night, friend. If you need anything, just give me a call. Don't commit murder on yourself. Through the phone, he smiled.

"Not going to, be careful."

I hung up the phone and reclined on my flimsy desk chair. I often feared that its grating screech might awaken my parents. I listened, but there was silence. I could probably oil the device, but it would have required me to perform physical labour, and I wasn't feeling it anymore. I entered Dee Wittenfield into Google using the keyboard on my PC. Google searches for every occurrence of the names Dee and Wittenfield, so the result of slightly over a million hits was a bit of a lie. From Dee Wallace-Stone to Dee Dee Myers, it may be applied to any Dee online. Even after looking through almost 10 pages, I couldn't find my Dee Wittenfield. I immediately saw she wasn't a somebody I could look up online. When I searched for Joyce Harper, her real estate company was listed on the top page. I updated my Palm Treo with the address and phone number before putting my computers to sleep once again for the evening. I wasn't in the mood to seek for further free programmes to download and install on my already overstuffed PC.

When I switched off the desk lamp, all that was left were the countless computer peripherals' small LED lights, which gave my room the appearance of a starry night sky. I continued to sit in my worn-out chair and simply observed the lights. My thoughts returned to a day when I had handed Dee a letter on the school bus asking if she would want to go steady with me. As I saw her reading the message, she smiled, glanced up, and nodded in agreement with my observation. I was in bliss, but a few weeks later, she was bussed off to a different school in the same district, and destiny tore us apart. We lost contact, and when we all re-integrated into the large high school, I was hesitant to approach her, so I misplaced her once again even though she was nearby. She was gorgeous, and when we graduated, I often pondered what had become of her. Now that I knew, even though I had not seen her in years, I could still see her as a young, beautiful woman.

I climbed into bed, but I didn't sleep well that night.


Chapter 2

The last time I checked the time, I believe I eventually fell asleep at 4 A.M. I was jolted out of bed by the alarm on my Palm TX, which was playing the James Bond theme that I had copied from the DVD of the most recent film, "Quantum of Solace." It attacked the theme that ran through each Bond film starting with "Dr. No" in a jazzy way. As Bond enters the frame and fires his weapon, the gun barrel can be seen travelling across the screen. As the screen fills with blood and the music blares, our blood stirs.

It was just after nine in the morning, and I was already clothed since I had forgotten to change last night. I about knocked my mother down in the hallway as I sped out of my room. I wished everyone a happy morning and quickly explained why I needed to go. But I did wait long enough to inquire as to if she needed anything while I was gone. She thought for a while before deciding against it. Although I believe my mother is the best, around the age of 80, I noticed that she was taking a bit longer to arrange her eggs.

I won't get older than I already am.

I opened the map app on my Palm TX while I was seated in my vehicle and quickly searched for the Harper Reality address. I located it on the little road map and started driving there. Her company kept what used to be known as "banker's hours," opening only at ten in the morning. I made my way over to Joyce's little eatery, which was located in the retail centre. I grabbed the neighbourhood newspaper from the counter, entered a little restaurant, and sat down at a booth. In contrast to the little information Trapper had given me the previous evening, the top page shouted out about the murder of a local lady yesterday. There were no witnesses, according to the report, and she was strangled to death in her flat. I had to shake my head to get the gory vision of her having her breath crushed out of her skull out of my memory. When the waitress asked what I wanted, I said, "Milk and a donut." Since the army attempted to force-feed me their inferior product during my 1969–1971 tour in Germany, I have abhorred coffee. After basic training and two sessions of Advanced Individual Training, I twice missed my flight to Vietnam. I discovered my love of beer while working as a generator operator for a Pershing nuclear missile unit in Germany.

I gulped down my milk and doughnut while I continued to read the narrative. Dee seems to have moved back to Denver last year after spending time there apart from her estranged spouse. Despite having one son from a previous marriage, who's whereabouts are unknown, she reverted to using her maiden name since she had no children. She was employed by the neighbourhood school district as a secretary in the superintendent of schools' offices. She was also actively involved in supporting the volleyball team at the girl's high school. Dee was really interested in sports, and I was just interested in Dee.

It was just before ten minutes, according to the clock on the wall, so I paid my bill, left a tip, and walked over to Joyce's workspace. My earlier, steadier gait had been degraded to a plodding amble now. The legs weren't moving as easily as they formerly did. I used to ignore my parents' warnings about growing older and my body breaking down. As I got closer to the office, I saw Joyce holding the door's keys. She seemed to be experiencing lock issues.

"Joyce." I called her name. Although we hadn't seen one other in years, she spun around appearing frightened and scrunched up her eyes before realising it was me.

Jimmy, you scared me, darn you. She seemed stressed.

Sorry, I was just waiting for you in the restaurant. Do you have issues with the lock?

Oh, I'm having so many issues today. When I learned about Dee, it all began. She was able to operate the latch and let me in. Both of us entered.

Yes, when I phoned her home last night and ended up speaking to the cops, I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

She questioned, "You never talked to her about her problem?" as she gave me a strange look.

No, I didn't see her email until about eight yesterday night; at that point, I tried to call but it was too late. I said softly.

"Sh*t, she was trying to contact you. Fuck." Joyce spoke with a nautical tone.

"What was the topic? What was there to fear for her?

She said she received a warning email last week in a phone call to me the day before yesterday. She stopped and reflected, "It claimed she will be the first classmate to pass away. She first believed it to be a joke, but after a time it began to upset her and she saw it wasn't humorous.

Why did she not dial the police? I inquired.

She then received a few more of those frightening notes, one of which warned that she would die sooner if she reported the incident to the police.

Death is inevitable, so what's the difference? The cops may have saved her life.

Dee was never the brightest bulb, as you well know. She felt uneasy. She refused to heed my advice to contact the police, however.

"Are you sure you didn't see any of the letters?"

"No, I only ever spoke with her on the phone. I'm sorry to tell that, but I was too busy with work to see her.

"Perhaps it's good for you that you didn't," I answered.

She coughed out, "Yeah, I heard that on the news today and thought about that." She seemed to be more frightened. "What are you going to do right now?"

I may simply dig around a little to see what I can do to assist, even though I'm not a police officer or detective.

As she spoke, Joyce was opening her office; she whirled about turning on computers and lights before sitting down at her desk and waiting for her computer to start.

I don't know why somebody would want to harm Dee; she was a very lovely kid, Joyce stated as she raised an eyebrow at me. She was the first student to go, so why? that is the classmate that wished for her death, and is there still another student to remove? This is frightening.

I was looking around her office and observing the plaques on the walls to see how successful she was as a realtor. I turned after hearing her make a short chortling noise to saw her glaring at the computer screen with a flushed face. She had opened an email, so I went over and had a peek at the screen. I saw:

"Joyce, congrats, you've been selected to be the second classmate to pass away!"

I had to shake Joyce to wake her up since she was still making gurgling sounds.

Joyce, calm down; nothing bad will happen to you. You will be safe since we will present this to the police.

She continued to tremble but turned to face me. She was also in her 60s and greying more quickly than I was, but as I talked, I could practically see the remainder of her hair becoming a lifeless white.

"This is crazy!" Who would intend to murder me? I haven't hurt anybody at all! Dee did not either. The person that is threatening me is who?

I instructed Joyce to save the email to my portable flash drive, which I always have with me. She gave me a weird look as she copied the email to the drive and plugged it in before handing it back to me. I instructed her to keep this information private. She sobbed while reclined. I took up the phone, dialled the appropriate number, and requested the operator to connect me to the Clinton Township police. After a short delay, I called the operator and requested Detective Sergeant Trapper. After some time passed, I walked over to the office, shut the front door, and rehung the closed sign. When he picked up the phone, I introduced myself and explained what had just transpired. He instructed me to sit down and said he will be there shortly.

After a while of quiet, Joyce glanced at me and questioned, "Who would do this? I have not harmed anyone.

This person may be a serial murderer with ties to our institution. For whatever reason, his crazy, deranged mentality is causing him to act out and snap at random. I could have probably toned it down a little, but I had to say something even though I knew it wouldn't calm her anxieties.

She stopped speaking after that, leaving me speechless. What would you reply if someone threatened to kill them? After arriving, Sgt. Trapper banged on the door until I opened it and allowed him in. He gave me a sour look, as if I shouldn't have shown there when there was a murder or murder threat. I spent nearly an hour in a cramped space in Joyce's office, repeatedly stating my purpose for being there and what I had to do with it. For some reason, Trapper didn't seem to like me. He seemed irritated as he continued to interrogate me despite my best efforts to be courteous. Because I've read so many crime novels, I was aware that police were wary of anybody who was near a crime. I didn't feel any better as a result. Joyce was keeping herself together better now that the cops were around, as I could see through the open door. After some time, they sent me outside to wait while they brought Joyce in and questioned her for a little bit less time than they did with me. Trapper exited the space.

"Richards, leave the area and remain accessible. Tomorrow, you'll need to make a formal declaration here.

What will you do to help Joyce? I had to make certain that she would be secure.

She will be under police protection until we finish this. Now wander off.

A uniformed police was holding me as I exited the building while waving to Joyce. I got into my vehicle and sat there for a while to collect my thoughts. The little information Joyce gave me, along with the news item and Trapper's lack of knowledge, left me with very little to work on. In order to check the email on my flash drive, I headed back to my hotel as traffic built up in the plaza.

Due to the lack of traffic, I pulled into the driveway of my parents' modest home and helped the large Crown Victoria into the garage. My mother met me at the rear door and gave me the latest updates on the home front for the day. I wanted to check my email in my room, but I had to give Mom her space. I managed to escape and locked the door to my room once I was inside securely. My mother understood that a closed door indicated privacy since an open door invited her to tell me about her reality programmes, which I couldn't bear and didn't need to be on my television.

I plugged in the flash drive after waking my computer from sleep and waited for the icon to appear. I unlocked the drive, launched my mail application, and imported the emails. I read the letter after opening it in full header mode. The majority of people are unaware that every email contains a wealth of data that may be used to determine where it originated, what programme made it, where it travelled via the internet from server to server, and other details. Similar to a postal letter that crosses the globe, it gathers stamps and information about its travels.

This email's heading stated: ________________________

Whipit@gmail.com is the return-path.

to: joyce@harperreality.com

Delivered on April 5th, 2009, at 9:35:13 UTC

received: by box505.Myhost.com with local-bsmtp (Exim 4.69) (envelope-from "whipit@gmail.com") id 1LqUNJ-0004KZ-7o for joyce@harperreality.com; Sun, 05 Apr 2009 09:35:13 -0600

On box505.Myhost.com, X-Spam-Checker-Version: SpamAssassin 3.2.4 (2008-01-01).

Received: for joyce@harperreality.com; Sun, 05 Apr 2009 09:35:09 -0600; from mail-gx0-9.google.com ([209.85.2.159]) by box505.Myhost.com with esmtp (Exim 4.69) (envelope-from "whipit@gmail.com").

Received: by gk3 on Sun, 05 Apr 2009 08:35:08 -0700 (PDT) with SMTP id 3s4828gxk.8 for joyce@harperreality.com

1.0 MIME-Version

Received by 10.11.4.20 on Sun, 05 Apr 2009 08:35:08 -0700 (PDT) with SMTP id a200ybk.7.123266

Date: Sun Apr 5 11:35:08 2009 GMT

9704f95c@mail.gmail.com is the message-ID.

From: whipit@gmail.com Subject: Your next

To "Joyce Harper" at joyce@harperreality.com

5214:box505.Myhost.com:Pompodeli.com> is the X-user::::209.5.217.19:::::: X-Identified-User. Sentby:server-running programme

AVG for Email 8.0.238 [270.11.39/2038] from X-Antivirus

Multipart/mixed content with a border"=======AVGMAIL-49D8E275=======" __________________________

Well, it could seem a little Greek to someone who doesn't know how to read a header, but it gave me some information. It was described by the sender as a "whipit" and a "flashback to the days of DEVO." I wasn't being sexist. ...or a bondage maniac. It came from a location named Pompo Deli, which I assume is a cybercafé running a mail programme on their server for the Google-powered Gmail online application. Probably a bogus email made specifically for this reason. Since I'm not a complete computer nerd, it could be difficult for me to find, but at least I know where to look.

One item that caught my attention was the line: To: "Joyce Harper" joyce@harperreality.com, which gives the impression that the sender has an address book set up given that Joyce Harper's complete name is put out in the email. Who else was in the address book? I'm curious. If only I could have seen the email that was sent to Dee, but I'm sure that the police have seen everything as well and are likely questioning everyone at Pompo Deli right now. They didn't have time to take the email back to their lab for review, therefore they may not have.


OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Classmate Carnage





		

Contents





		

Chapter 1





		

Chapter 2





		

Chapter 3





		

Chapter 4





		

Chapter 5





		

Chapter 6





		

Chapter 7





		

Chapter 8





		

Chapter 9





		

Chapter 10





		

Chapter 11





		

Chapter 12





		

Chapter 13





		

Chapter 14





		

Chapter 15





		

Chapter 16





		

Chapter 17





		

Chapter 18













Guide





		

Contents













