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  PART ONE


  Prologue


  I have to write this book. I need money and this book can make me a lot of money. I know it can. It has all the ingredients of what they call a “page turner.” You know—love, lust, obsession, murders, an investigation, a trial, twists and turns, lawyers and liars. Oh, yeah—a lot of liars.


  I never wrote a book before, but I figure that since I’ve written countless police reports in my time on the Force, I should be able to get it done. Of course, police reports can be pretty dull, but this story will be anything but dull. And I know I have to be very careful to avoid lawsuits from the guilty and innocent characters portrayed in the book. I mean, what’s the sense of making a million bucks on a best seller only to lose it to the damned lawyers? Jeff Levy, a rare good lawyer, will help me with that.


  The beginning of this tale, this horrible nightmare, started about a year after I was assigned to the Nassau Homicide Squad, my dream job. I eagerly awaited my first “big one”—the kind of case that stays on the front page of the newspapers for a month. And when I got it, my big case, I had all the good things in life going for me—a pretty, devoted wife, two wonderful, happy kids and the house in the suburbs with the prospect of a bigger one in the near future. With our recent promotions, Jeanie and I were knocking down $150,000 a year. Not too shabby, huh? So why am I now so desperate for money? I don’t want to get ahead of the story, but I’ll tell you this much—I need it to pay my lawyers and my private investigators and the bills due are already in the several thousand dollar range. You see, I have all this time to write because I no longer have my job. I’ve been suspended indefinitely, without pay, pending the resolution of my, uh…situation. Well, you’re asking, what about Jeanie? She makes a good salary, right? Yeah, but Jeanie is not too sympathetic anymore. Now you’re thinking, what the hell happened here? Danny, what have you done?


  The nightmare started with a phone call at 3:38 in the morning on June 10. Let me put it this way—I would have been better off, if on the way home from the office the day before, I had been run over by a big truck and was on a gurney in the emergency room, unable to move, with every bone in my stupid body broken and on life support, rather than home in bed when that telephone rang and changed my life forever.


  
    
      BREAKING NEWS


      Woodmere, Long Island, NY—June 10.


      The citizens of the affluent suburban village of Woodmere, located in the southwest corner of Nassau County, were shocked this morning when the body of resident Laura Samuels was discovered by her husband early this morning. It appears that Mrs. Samuels was murdered during the course of a burglary gone wrong. It is not known at this time if Mr. Samuels was injured.


      According to Detective Lieutenant Ray Roberts of the Nassau Homicide Squad, it appears that the intruders entered through a side door and escaped with approximately $1,100 in cash and one or more pieces of jewelry which Roberts declined to identify at this time. Roberts also declined to discuss just how Mrs. Samuels was murdered or if a weapon, or any other evidence, was found at the scene.


      The lead investigator on the case, Detective Daniel Boyland, who may be reached at 516-555-4200, is requesting that anyone who may have information helpful in this investigation to call him. All calls will be held strictly confidential. Lieutenant Roberts pledged to keep the media informed of further developments as they occur, but an official press conference has not yet been scheduled.

    

  


  Chapter 1


  The ringing of the phone jarred me out of a sound sleep and I glanced at the alarm clock. I picked up the phone just as the fuzzy red numerals changed from 3:37 to 3:38. I wiped the sleep from my eyes and answered, “Yeah?”


  “Detective Danny Boyland?”


  “Yes,” I said, becoming a bit alert now.


  “Jack Kernan, over in Central Detectives. I have a request for you at the scene of a suspicious murder in the Nine-Four Precinct in Woodmere.”


  “Hold on Jack, let me get a pen,” I said as I turned on the small night table lamp. “Okay, give me the address.”


  “Three-seventy-three Sunset, east off Peninsula Boulevard.”


  “Got it, what do you mean a suspicious death? Is it a shooting? A stabbing?”


  “The cops at the scene said the deceased, a Laura Samuels, had some kinda tape covering her mouth and her husband was mumbling something about smelling some chemical, but that’s all I know.”


  “Tape? Chemicals? Sounds pretty weird,” I said. “I’m responding in car 1722. Call the scene and tell them I should be there within the hour and you better call out the works on this one.”


  “Crime scene, the medical examiner and the district attorney?”


  “That’ll do for starters. Oh, call Sergeant Francis Finn and fill him in on what you told me. Tell him I’ll call him from the scene when I get a handle on what’s really going on.”


  “Will do. Sounds as if you got a real mystery over there. I never heard of such a murder.”


  “I don’t think too many of us have.”


  I looked over at my sleeping wife, Jean, and smiled. She hadn’t moved when the phone rang, or during my conversation with Kernan, having long ago gotten used to the late night interruptions enjoyed by a homicide detective.


  



  Woodmere is an upper-middle class village on Nassau County’s south shore, not far from the Queens border. It is one of a group of four other similar towns that are known collectively as the “five towns,” the term bringing to mind expensive residences with well-trimmed lawns and well-kept wives. Number 373 Sunset Avenue was no exception, although my view of the house was hampered by the darkness as I rolled to a stop at the curb at 4:34 a.m. The morning smelled alive and fresh as the scent of late spring flowers and recently mown grass came to me. I deeply inhaled the aromas knowing that I was about to enter a place imbued with a much different scent—the smell of death.


  Two blue and white patrol cars from the Nine-Four Precinct were parked at the curb as well as an unmarked sedan. A uniformed police officer with a clipboard in his hand stood by the varnished front door on a brick stoop. I identified myself and the officer entered my name on the yellow legal pad that would serve as the official crime scene log which recorded the comings and goings of all who would have business here.


  I handed the clipboard back to him and he said, “Well, Detective Boyland, I wish you luck with this one. This is one bizarre situation.”


  “Thank you, Mitchell. If you let me inside I would like to see what you mean.”


  “Oh, sure,” he said, quickly stepping aside. “I didn’t mean to block the doorway.”


  I walked across the slate floor of the foyer into a plush blue-carpeted living room glancing around as I headed for the kitchen. Seated at the kitchen table were Detective Ted Nowicki from the Nine-Four Squad and a thin dark-haired man wearing a white tee shirt, gray sweatpants and black bedroom slippers. I assumed he was the husband of the deceased. Teddy rose as I approached and said, “Hi Danny, long time no see. This is Mr. Martin Samuels.”


  “Hello, Mr. Samuels,” I said. “I’m sorry to meet you under these circumstances. My name is Detective Daniel Boyland. I’m assigned to the Nassau Homicide Squad and I will be in charge of this investigation.”


  “I’m pleased to meet you Detective Boyland,” he said, smiling weakly and extending his hand.


  I grasped his hand softly between both of mine and said, “I am very sorry for your loss and I wish to assure you that I and the entire police department will do all we can to arrest the person who committed this terrible crime.”


  “Thank you,” he said, wiping a tear from his eye with his free hand.


  “Mr. Samuels,” I said, “I’d like to get a few basic details on the record.”


  “Please, call me Marty.”


  “And feel free to call me Danny.”


  I took out my note pad and recorded Marty’s answers to my questions. Without asking, I knew Ted was observing Marty’s responses—his tone, his gestures, his mannerisms. Marty was 42 years old and employed as a lawyer at a large firm in Queens. He was the head of the corporate tax department at Keenan, Rosen, and Vario and had been in that position for the past eight years. His wife Laura, age 40, taught fifth grade at an elementary school in Levittown. They had two children, Tammy twelve and Jason nine. I stopped writing and looked up.


  “Where are the children now?”


  “Sleeping in their bedrooms.”


  “They slept through this incident?”


  “Yes. I checked them before I called the police. They were sound asleep and no harm had been done to them as was done to me and Laura.”


  “I checked them out,” said Ted. “They’re fine.”


  “Marty,” I said. “Is there anyone close that can take them for the day? I’m assuming you don’t want to send them to school.”


  “I have a brother, Joe, a couple of miles away in Cedarhurst. His wife Debbie doesn’t work. I’m sure she’ll come get them and watch them for the day.”


  “Good. Now, let’s get into your story. I want you to tell me exactly what happened and when you’re done we’ll go into the bedroom.”


  “It’s not a story.”


  “Pardon me?”


  “You said for me to get into my story. It’s not a story, it’s the truth.”


  “I didn’t mean to imply that a story was a fabrication by any stretch. It’s only a police term. Let me re-phrase my question. Just give me the facts as best as you can recall.”


  I knew that Ted was thinking the same thing I was right now—why was Martin Samuels getting so damn touchy and defensive? And, most likely, Ted concluded what I couldn’t help but conclude—the husband did it!


  “Around 9:30 the kids went into their bedrooms to finish up their homework and watch TV. Laura and I sat on the sofa in the living room. We put the TV on and read the newspaper a while then got ready for bed.”


  “What time was that?”


  “About 10:45. We checked the kids and made Tammy turn off her TV. Laura turned off Jason’s TV—he was already asleep. We shut their doors and went into our bedroom and put on the TV to catch the eleven o’clock news.”


  “What time did you turn off the TV last night?”


  “Right at 11:30. We were both very tired.”


  “Now Marty—and this is very important—before you and Laura went to bed did you check all the doors to make sure they were locked?”


  “I…I don’t remember. We don’t usually check them.”


  “All right,” I said. “I’d like to pick up your story—I mean the facts—where you left off. You both fell asleep. Now please continue.”


  “I felt as if I were awakening from a bad dream, a dream where I was suffocating. I tried to sit up in bed, but became dizzy. I couldn’t breathe. Something was on my mouth—I couldn’t open it. I was groggy. I smelled a strange chemical odor. It seemed to be in my head. I finally was able to sit up and my head cleared a little. I glanced over at Laura and she looked different, strange. I was having trouble focusing my eyes and then when I did I saw she had a wide piece of tape—silver duct tape—across her mouth. I immediately put my hands to my mouth as I tried to suck in some air, but I couldn’t do it. There was tape there, too. I ripped it off and then reached over and ripped the tape from Laura’s mouth. I tried to wake her up, but I couldn’t do it. My God, she was dead! I tried mouth to mouth resuscitation, but it didn’t work. I guess I sat there and cried a while.”


  “Do you know what time it was when you first woke up?”


  “No. I don’t remember seeing the clock.”


  “Did you call 9-1-1 right then?”


  “Not until after I calmed down. I thought of the kids and ran out of the room and opened their doors, but they were fine and both sound asleep.”


  “Did you smell any more of the chemical?”


  “Not after I came completely around. I only smelled it for a short time. It was like some sort of cleaning solvent.”


  “Can you narrow that down? Maybe paint thinner or turpentine?”


  “Maybe, but more sweet, like benzene.”


  “Since you woke up have you urinated?”


  “No. Why do you ask?”


  “When the deputy medical examiner arrives I want you to give him a urine and blood sample. I want to know exactly what that chemical was. It could be cleaning fluid, or nail polish remover, or something that smells like that. The exact identification should provide a good clue.”


  “I’ll do that, but they’ll find that out from the autopsy results, won’t they?”


  “I hope so, but suppose there was a different substance used on Laura? Please continue.”


  “After checking on the kids I went back to our bedroom and turned the lights on. That’s when I discovered the burglary. Some drawers in the dresser were open and the contents were strewn on the floor. Closet doors were open. My wallet was open on the floor and my credit cards were thrown about. When I realized what occurred I decided to let everything alone, just as the crime scene shows on TV tell you to do, and I called 9-1-1.”


  “Marty, how long was it from the time that you woke up until you made that call?”


  “H-m-m, no more than six or seven minutes I’d guess.”


  Ted said, “The call came in to 9-1-1 at 2:51.”


  “So you probably woke up at 2:44 or 2:45,” I said.


  “I guess so.”


  “From the time you turned off the TV at 11:30 until the time you awakened at 2:45 do you remember anything at all? Was your sleep disturbed in any way? Did you hear any doors opening or closing—anything?”


  “Not a thing. Nothing at all.”


  The Chief Deputy Medical Examiner, William Maguire, arrived and I said, “Marty, it’s good that the doctor is here so bright and early because he is the first one I want to check out the crime scene. He’s only going to take a few moments to examine Laura. When he’s done he’ll take those samples from you and by then the Photo Unit and the Crime Scene Search Unit should be here.”


  I walked with Maguire to the bedroom. This was to be my first glimpse of the crime scene and I’m glad I was able to do it without Marty being present. We entered and put on latex gloves and I closed the door behind us. Laura lay on her back. Her eyes were half open and there appeared to be dried saliva on her lips. Her face was contorted with pain—a violent death will do that. I said a brief silent prayer for her and continued my examination of the scene. I did not see any visible blood stains on her or the bedding. The carpeted floor was strewn with items that matched what Marty had told me, but I paid them little attention as we got closer to the body.


  “Smell anything?” asked Maguire.


  “No.”


  “Come closer,” he said as he turned down the bed covers.


  I smelled it then, very faintly, a sweet, vaguely familiar chemical odor.


  “I’m pretty sure it’s toluene,” said Maguire, pointing to the damp stain between Laura’s legs. “She voided her bladder when she died. Make sure the Crime Scene guys package that bed sheet up for analysis so we can confirm it.”


  “Sure thing, Doc. But toluene? Isn’t that the ingredient in the glue that the glue-sniffers used to get high on when that was all the rage?”


  “Right you are, but we don’t see too much of that anymore.”


  “Was the toluene by itself enough to kill her?”


  “Possibly, but look at her neck. I see some bruising. She could have been strangled, but I’ll know better when I do the post.”


  He rolled Laura on her side and inserted an electronic thermometer in her rectum and placed a room thermometer on her night table. When both readings stabilized after a few moments, Maguire recorded the temperatures in his notebook and checked his watch, noting the time.


  “Ambient room temperature is 21.3 degrees centigrade and the rectal temperature is 32.5 degrees centigrade.” He punched those numbers into a small calculator and said, “Time of death is approximately 1:00 a.m., plus or minus fifteen minutes, and time of pronouncement is 5:24 a.m. What do you think, Danny?”


  “I’ll tell you when I see you later. I’m not sure what went on here.”


  “Baloney. This is the phoniest looking burglary I’ve ever seen.”


  I grinned and said, “What are you, a detective? Go get some breakfast and I’ll ship the body over as soon as I process the scene. Oh, and Doc, please take those blood and urine samples from Mr. Samuels before you leave.”


  “Is he the guy, Danny? Did the husband do it?”


  “As soon as I solve the murder of Laura Samuels you will be the first to know. Now leave me alone!”


  When Maguire left the room I closed the door and resumed my observations, gazing carefully around the room. The doc was right on about the burglary—it was definitely a put-up job. No burglar leaves credit cards—at least none that I’ve ever encountered. And, most significantly, Laura’s huge diamond engagement ring and wedding band were still on her finger. It was all wrong.


  I stared at Laura. Maguire had closed her eyelids and I was about to draw the sheet over her face, but decided to bring it just up to her neck. I wanted to see Marty’s face when he saw hers. Her face was not a pretty one. Perhaps it was the cruel death she had suffered, but she looked much older than her 40 years and not attractive at all. However, she was a wife, a mother of two, and as I would later discover, a well-loved teacher. But someone wanted her out of the way and I’d bet a month’s salary that it was no common burglar. How about it Marty? Why did you do it?


  



  I went back into the kitchen and sat down with Ted. Maguire was just finishing up in the bathroom with Marty. “What do you think so far?” asked Ted quietly.


  “I think this is no burglary. It was even obvious to Doc Maguire.”


  “My thoughts exactly when I saw the scene in the bedroom.”


  “I could use your help for a few days. I’m going to call Sergeant Finn right now and have him call your boss for authorization, plus I’m going to need a couple more guys from your squad and my squad down here right away. The sun’s coming up and I want to get a thorough neighborhood canvass well underway before people start leaving for work.”


  I called Finn and filled him in. He said he’d make the calls right away and offered to come down to the scene himself. I told him that would be a good idea. I knew his experience and savvy would be an asset.


  Doc Maguire waved good-bye and Marty rejoined us at the kitchen table. I asked if he was ready to go with us to the bedroom and he replied that he was. As we entered the room he did not look directly at his wife’s body, but pointed to the floor and said, “See? A burglary!”


  “Looks that way,” I said. I handed him a pair of latex gloves and explained that I didn’t want him, or anyone else, to add unnecessary prints to the scene.


  “Marty, would you like me to draw the sheet over Laura’s face?”


  “Yes. That would be fine.”


  “Before I do, I’m going to remove her rings and give them to you, okay?”


  “Sure.”


  I drew the sheet halfway down her body, exposing her bare arms and gently removed the two rings from her left hand. They came off surprisingly easy and would have been no problem for a burglar whose victim was sedated or dead.


  “Does Laura wear other jewelry such as toe rings or an ankle bracelet?”


  “No, just those rings and her watch, but she doesn’t wear the watch to bed.”


  “Where does she keep it?”


  “Usually on her nightstand, next to her side of the bed.”


  We looked over and there it was, not quite in plain view, but half hidden under a small handkerchief. The watch had a stunning platinum and diamond band, probably worth well over $10,000. The engagement ring looked to be at least two and a half, maybe three carats in a platinum setting, and the wedding band had at least a carat of diamonds in a platinum setting. Not a very observant burglar for sure. I handed the rings and watch to Marty and he put them in the pocket of his pants. I drew the sheet up and covered Laura completely.


  “Here’s what I want you to do,” I said. “See if you can determine exactly what is missing without disturbing anything, then after photos are taken we’ll do a more careful search.”


  Marty looked around and said, “I had about $150 cash in my wallet and it looks as if it’s gone.”


  “Any other cash in the house?”


  “We keep about $1,000 in a dresser drawer for when we go to Foxwood’s Casino or Atlantic City.”


  “Which drawer?”


  “That middle one which is out all the way.”


  “Can you carefully feel around to see if it’s still there?”


  Marty gently parted his neatly folded socks and handkerchiefs and said, “It’s gone, there were hundreds and fifties in a gold money clip.”


  “Any engraving on the money clip?”


  “My initials, M.I.S. It was a gift from Laura several years ago.”


  “We’ll get that information out to the pawn shops. Anything else?”


  He scanned the room and said, “No, everything else appears to be in its place.”


  Just then Officer Mitchell appeared at the bedroom to announce that the Photo Unit and Crime Scene Search Team were here.


  “Tell them I’ll be with them shortly,” I said.


  We continued our inspection of the bedroom and I was giving the bed and the area surrounding it a final glance when I spotted something on the floor, on Marty’s side of the bed, lying in the space between the bed and his nightstand. I peered at it, bending down to do so. It was a brown woolen ski mask.


  “Marty, please come over here and look at this.”


  He stared at the mask and shook his head saying, “I don’t recognize this at all. It’s not mine.”


  “How about Laura or the kids?”


  “Well, Jason has one I think, but I’m sure it’s a bright red color. I guess the burglar wore that and somehow left it here.”


  “Maybe it was soaked with the toluene,” I said. “That’s what Doc Maguire thinks the chemical was.” I got down on my knees and sniffed it, but I couldn’t detect any odors.


  “Any smell?” asked Marty.


  “No, but we’ll get it tested at the Lab for traces of chemicals and for any hairs that may be adhering to it. Now let’s leave the technicians to do their jobs and we’ll resume later.”


  Ted and Marty went back to the kitchen and I suggested he notify his brother about taking care of the kids before they woke up. Officer Mitchell came up to me to announce the arrival of Jake Ellison, the assistant district attorney on call from the Homicide Bureau. I filled Jake in as we watched the photographers and crime scene techs go about their work.


  “I’m sorry I’m late,” he said, “but I’m glad I got here before things were all wrapped up.”


  “You haven’t missed anything. Were you shacked up with some hot babe and couldn’t bear to leave her?” I asked the confirmed bachelor.


  “Don’t I wish. I was visiting a buddy out in the Hampton’s and decided to stay over. It’s a long drive from there to here.”


  “How are things back at the office? Get a replacement for Levy yet?”


  Jeff Levy had left the DA’s Homicide Bureau about the same time my old mentor, Detective Willy Edwards, retired. The same budget constraints that kept us from assigning a replacement for Willy were keeping Barry Walsh, the homicide bureau chief, from getting a replacement for Jeff.


  “No, the opening is still there. Is there anything you want me to do for you? Need any paper? Subpoenas or search warrants?”


  “No, not yet,” I said.


  “When do you think we can sit down on this?”


  “I should have a good handle on the physical evidence, medical examiner’s results and some interview results by the middle of next week. I’ll put it all together and give you a call.”


  “Danny?”


  “Yeah?”


  “This is not a burglary, is it?”


  “No way, counselor,”


  “All right. See you next week.”


  Things were heating up as more people arrived. Two detectives from the Nine-Four and Tim O’Gara and Rube Wilson from Homicide came in and Ted and I briefed them on what went down. O’Gara told me that Finn was on the way and would be here in a few minutes. “Listen up guys, here’s what I want you to do,” I said. “Knock on as many doors as possible before people leave for work. The critical time is from about 12:30 a.m. to 3:00 a.m. We’re looking for people, cars, noises, lights. Anything and everything. You all know the drill. Hopefully, you’ll find an insomniac or two who’ll crack this case wide open.”


  “Dream on,” said Rube.


  Finn arrived five minutes after the two teams of detectives hit the streets and I informed him what had transpired so far.


  “It looks as if things are under control,” he said. “What’s your course of action now?”


  “After I wrap up here, I’m going to attend the autopsy then head for the Lab to see if they can tell me anything about the tape and the ski mask.”


  “All right. We’ll have a squad meeting when you get back and we can have a brainstorming session. Show me the bedroom now.”


  Sergeant Finn looked around as I pointed out various items as we quietly observed the technicians at work. The technician who had just finished bagging the strips of duct tape walked over and said, “Look at this one piece of tape, guys. It has a tan piece of something stuck under one corner, about a half inch square.”


  We scrutinized it and Finn said, “Any idea what it is?”


  The technician replied that it looked like thin plastic, so I said, “Make sure the Lab gets on this right away. Tell them I’ll be over this afternoon to talk with them.”


  “Will do,” he said.


  



  Marty finally called his brother and I heard him say, “Joe, it’s Marty. Something terrible happened last night. We had a burglary and Laura…my poor Laura, is dead.”


  After a long pause Marty said, “Joe, I don’t know, but please listen. I need your help and Debbie’s help with the kids. No, they don’t know yet. I’m going to wake them now. Please, come over right away.”


  He looked at me and said, “They’ll be over shortly. I guess I’d better wake Tammy and Jason. Can you help me with this? I don’t know how to say it to them.”


  “Sure,” I said.


  He was shaking a bit and on the verge of tears, but was it genuine grief setting in, or a realization that what he had done had resulted in his children being left without a loving mother?


  It was just about 7:00 a.m. and the kids were due to wake up anyway when we went into Tammy’s room. I had made many notifications of death over the years, but when I saw this child calmly sleeping, the images of Patrick and Kelly flashed through my mind. In two minutes this sweet girl’s life was going to be flipped upside down forever as was her brother’s in the next room. Marty shook her awake and said, “Tammy…honey…wake up…it’s Daddy.”


  She opened her eyes and sat up and then spotted me. Marty said, “This is Detective Boyland. I’m afraid he has some bad news.”


  “What, Daddy? What’s going on?”


  The tears were running down Marty’s cheeks and I choked back some of my own as I said, “Tammy, there was a burglary here last night. Someone broke into the house and I’m afraid that your mom got hurt very badly…so badly that she died…I’m very sorry, sweetheart.”


  She began to cry and Marty hugged her. After a few moments Marty said, “Come on, Tam, we have to tell Jason.”


  We all went to Jason’s room and the heart breaking scene with Tammy was repeated. “Aunt Debbie’s coming over to take you to her house for most of the day,” said Marty.


  “Why do we have to leave? I want to see Mommy,” said Tammy.


  Marty looked at me for help and I said, “Tammy, Jason, there’ll be police all over the house today searching for evidence, so it’s best if you leave for the day. And yes, you can see your mommy, if it’s all right with your dad.”


  Marty nodded yes and the kids grabbed their clothes and headed for the bathroom. When they were out of earshot, Marty said, “Thanks for your help, Danny. I really appreciate it.”


  Whether Martin Samuels was a murderer, or set up the murder of his wife, I felt for him as one father and husband feels for another in the face of tragedy.


  “I have two kids of my own,” I said, “a boy and girl a couple of years younger than Tammy and Jason. The thought of losing my wife and their mother is too horrible to consider. I truly share your grief and I promise you I will find out who did this.”


  “Thank you,” he said. “I know you will.”


  Marty and I brought Tammy and Jason into the bedroom and the technicians stopped their activities and stood in respectful silence as the children took turns kissing their mother good-bye. I was watching Marty out of the corner of my eye, but didn’t detect any reaction to this farewell scene. Marty took the crying children out of the room and I spent a few minutes with the technicians. They had discovered a few latent prints and were in the process of lifting them. A team had gone outside to search the yard for footprints or other evidence that could be meaningful.


  Joe and Debbie arrived a few minutes later and took the kids with them, thankfully, just before the first news truck rolled up. The four detectives that were out knocking on doors had returned and told me they had come up with nothing.


  I returned to the bedroom, closed the door, and took one last careful look around for real or false clues, but none were apparently left. Why? What’s the motive? Is there a motive or just a reason? If not Marty, then whodunit?


  Chapter 2


  By noon the scene was cleared and it was now time to talk with Marty and put a little pressure on him. I began, “I’m not going to be long. I have a lot to do today and so do you, unfortunately. Have you called a funeral home yet?”


  “Yes, Glickman’s on Woodmere Boulevard.”


  “I will probably be there tonight at the services.”


  “Why?”


  “Just to sit and observe. I’m not sold on this being a burglary.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “It doesn’t fit. Burglars don’t kill their victims.”


  “But maybe he didn’t mean to kill Laura.”


  “True. I am not completely discarding the burglary theory, but you must admit the whole thing with the duct tape and toluene is very bizarre. Let’s go with another theory.”


  “Such as?”


  “Such as intentional murder. Perhaps the person or persons who killed Laura meant to do just that and used the burglary as a cover-up.”


  “Kill Laura, but why? She had no enemies.”


  “Or they meant to kill you, not Laura or…they meant to kill you both, but you survived.”


  “You have me confused,” he said. “And scared.”


  “I know, but I have to investigate all angles and I need your help. I’m going to ask some tough questions. Please bear with me and don’t get upset. Can you do that for me?”


  “Okay, but…”


  “No buts—just listen and think carefully before you respond. Who would benefit from Laura’s death?”


  “No one,” he answered a bit too fast.


  “How about financially? Do you have any large insurance policies?”


  I could see that I hit a nerve and he answered, “Well yes, we each have a substantial life insurance policy with each other as the beneficiary.”


  “What’s substantial?”


  “One million dollars.”


  I showed no reaction and proceeded to my next question.


  “How about jealousy? Any extra-marital affairs past or present?”


  “No! Of course not! Laura was a devoted wife and mother.”


  “How about you?”


  “You mean affairs? Now, wait a minute…”


  “Marty,” I interrupted, “I told you these would be tough questions, but I must ask them. Please…”


  “No. No affairs, past or present.”


  “Let’s get back to finances. Do you or Laura owe any money?”


  “Sure, the mortgage and one car payment.”


  “How about out of the ordinary? Like gambling debts, substance abuse debts, business debts…”


  “You know, this is getting annoying. These implications are…”


  “Marty listen to me, you are my ally, my only source of information right now to help me solve your wife’s murder. Put aside your petty annoyances and please help me—now.”


  “I’m…I’m sorry. I understand. No, no debts. The extent of our gambling is a few trips a year to the casinos. We don’t play the horses. We don’t bet on sports. We don’t use drugs of any kind and we drink alcohol sparingly. I cannot, for the life of me, think of any reason whatsoever why anyone would want to kill Laura or me—or the both of us.”


  “Thanks, Marty,” I said, grabbing his hand. “I know this is difficult and that’s all I’m going to ask for now. I’ll get out of here and let you take care of the arrangements, but let me say this once more—I am truly sorry for your loss.”


  “Thanks. Where do you go from here?”


  “Everywhere. I’m going to Laura’s school, her jewelry store, her beautician, her manicurist and I’m going to visit your law firm, your barber, your friends and your acquaintances. I have a case of murder and attempted murder and I’m going to find out who wanted Laura and/or you dead.”


  “Or catch the burglar.”


  “Yes. Or catch the burglar.”


  



  When I got to the morgue it was well past one o’clock and I noticed a shiny black hearse idling in the parking lot with the nameplate Glickman’s discreetly set in the side window. The county morgue was one of my least favorite places to visit, but a necessary part of the job. I could handle the sights of the ripped open bodies on the steel tables, but the odors sometimes got to me. The smell of death, whatever it was composed of, seemed to ooze out of the outer doors as I approached the old, gray brick building. I took a deep breath of the fragrant June air knowing it would be the last for a long time and I pulled open the doors and went inside.


  Doc Maguire was just finishing up with Laura. He snapped off his gloves, undid his mask, and called an assistant over to sew her up.


  “So my good Doctor,” I said as we stepped out into the hall, “what is your esteemed professional opinion?”


  “She’s dead all right, Danny.”


  “Very funny—and?”


  “Not strangled, but there were hands around her neck. I smelled more toluene when I opened her up. Blood and body fluids are already being analyzed in Toxicology.”


  “Marty’s, too?”


  “Yes.”


  “Conclusions thus far?”


  “Well, pending the tox report, which I’m sure will come back with lethal concentrations of toluene, I’m pretty sure I’ll call this a homicide by asphyxiation due to toluene poisoning.”


  “Can you tell if this was a one or two man job?”


  “I think two. There was definitely a pair of hands around her throat. Perhaps someone else held a toluene soaked rag over her mouth and nose at the same time.”


  “How about if the toluene soaked rag was in a plastic bag that was over her head and held in place with the tape? Then one person could have done it?”


  “Possibly.”


  “Okay, Doc. I’m going up to the Lab and check on whatever Crime Scene delivered and especially that tape. Please call me at the office as soon as those reports come down.”


  “I sure will. Looks as if you got a real mystery here—and that was no burglary, was it?”


  “It sure wasn’t. Even a rookie detective like you figured that out.”


  “What then?”


  “Who knows? Right now your guess is as good as mine. Now let me get out of here”


  Maguire chuckled and said, “You really don’t like it here do you?”


  “Oh, I just love it, especially when I visualize myself on one of those tables someday,” I said.


  “Don’t worry, Danny. I’ll be gentle with my incisions. You’ll hardly feel a thing.”


  



  I made the rounds at the Lab, stopping first at Latent Fingerprints. Detective John Dennison, one of the senior examiners, told me that Crime Scene had delivered 13 latents they had lifted from the bedroom, the tape and the side entrance door.


  “I have good news and bad news,” he said. “The good news is that I’ve already identified all 13 latents. The bad news is that eight belong to Mr. Samuels and five to the deceased.”


  “Damn!” I said.


  I went over to the Trace Evidence Section and Detective Frank Mattio called out that he’d be right with me. I took the opportunity to grab a cup of coffee and dialed Jean at work.


  “Danny!” she exclaimed. “It’s all over the TV! What’s happening now?”


  “I’m at the Lab and it’s still a mystery. I’ll give you all the gory details later.”


  “When did you get called out? I didn’t even hear the phone ring. When the alarm clock went off this morning you were already gone.”


  “Typical,” I said. “Sleep on as usual while my butt gets dragged out of bed at 3:30 a.m. to go out and earn a living.”


  “Will you be home for dinner?”


  “Yes, but then I need to head out again for a couple of hours. I want to go to the wake.”


  “Okay, honey,” she said. “I’ll see you soon. This is it, isn’t it? Your Big One?”


  “I believe it is. Bye.”


  Mattio called me in to a small lab room where he had the tape placed on a plastic sheet on the table. “It appears to be ordinary two inch silver duct tape as you would find around a workshop at home,” he said. “I ran out at lunch time and was able to find four different brands at local stores.”


  He pointed to the four rolls on his desk and continued, “I’m going to contact all four manufacturers and see if they have any way they use to determine if an unknown piece of tape can be specifically identified as their brand. That’s going to take at least a week, maybe more. What I can tell you for sure right now is that the pieces of tape were once joined together and were partially cut and partially ripped. The piece from the mouth of the deceased is eight and a half inches long and a small piece of tan plastic is adhering to one corner. The piece that Mr. Samuels says was on his mouth is seven and three quarter inches long.”


  “What can you tell me about that bit of plastic?”


  “It’s two millimeters thick and could come from a plastic garbage bag or sheet of plastic wrapping.”


  “Frank, if I could locate the roll of tape that these pieces came from could you match the ends up?”


  “Sure, assuming that that specific end is still there—you know, no more tape removed since these pieces came off. Also, if the manufacturers come through, I might be able to chemically or microscopically make a match.”


  “How about the plastic?”


  “Find me the bag or sheet that it came from and I think I’ll be able to jigsaw match it up for you.”


  “Great, now if you’ll just tell me where to look for those two items…”


  “That’s your job Danny Boy,” he laughed. “Not mine.”


  I checked in with the Chemistry Section and they were still analyzing the vapors from the bed sheet and the ski mask on a complicated-looking machine they called a gas chromatograph. Detective Vince Jordan told me that the Biology Section had pulled a couple of human hairs from the inside of the mask and were analyzing them now.


  “Preliminary analysis shows no vapors from the mask, but definitely toluene from the bed sheet,” he said.


  “Tell me all about toluene, Vince.”


  “I don’t want to bore you with chemical formulas and such. Basically, its primary use is as a solvent and it’s very common in most labs.”


  “Do you use it here?”


  “Occasionally. It’s the solvent of choice for extracting certain substances out from complex mixtures.”


  “Where do you get it?”


  “From a chemical supply house.”


  “Could I buy some?”


  “Sure, in your local drugstore.”


  “Do I have to sign for it or show identification?”


  “You have to show ID and the pharmacist is supposed to record your name, address and date of purchase in a log book.”


  “Supposed to?”


  “I’m sure most do, but it’s no big deal. I mean the DEA rarely checks log books for the sale of small quantities of common chemicals.”
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