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Teed Off

 


Glenn Floeck moved down concourse C of
Honolulu International Airport as though he expected everybody to
get out of his way. Most people did. Not so much because he was
Glenn Floeck, whom few people recognized, but because he strode in
the wake of a black man the size of a Lincoln Towncar. The black
man hefted a golf bag carrier over his shoulder as though it were a
middle schooler's book bag.

The man stopped at the end of the concourse,
forcing the flow of arriving passengers behind him to eddy around.
Floeck stopped beside him, choking off the flow even more. He
struck a pose, chin in the air, like he was waiting for strobes to
flash. With his strong, chiseled features and sculpted body, he
could have been a daytime soap star. He scanned the crowd,
eye-sweeping every attractive woman. His eyes lighted on me as I
approached.

I had on a plain white blouse and a slim
gray skirt that gave me a nice silhouette. Floeck seemed to like
the look. He took the complete inventory from my Ray-Bans to my
pumps and then, in case he had missed something, he took it
again.

I said, "Mr. Floeck, I'm your driver."

His face registered surprise and interest.
"I expected a guy named Ito."

"Ito sent me. If there's a problem, you can
check with him. My name's Lyon."



He tried the name on. "Lyon. Is there a
first name?"

"Ms. Lyon."

He tried a different approach. "I'm a first
name guy," he said smoothly. "I'm Glenn."

"Pleased to meet you, Glenn." I turned to
the black man, who'd remained impassive throughout the exchange.
"You must be Odd Job."

He didn't say anything. His scar said it
all. The scar ran from his left eyebrow, across the bridge of his
nose to a spot below his right cheekbone.

Floeck said, "My man here is Frodo
Baggins."

"Really," I said. "I had no idea Hobbits
came in jumbo size."

When he scowled, the big man's scar became a
diagonal furrow. His look could have chilled a beer keg.

Floeck fell in beside me as we headed to the
baggage area. "I specifically instructed Ito to meet us at the
gate."

"Sorry," I said. "My knife wouldn't pass
security."

He fell back a half step. I could feel his
eyes searching me. "You're carrying a knife?"

"On my thigh," I said. While he made another
visual inspection I added, "It cuts better when it's warm."

By the time we had the bags and reached the
limo, I'd said "no" three times to drinks and dinner with Glenn
Floeck. We put the bags in the trunk and Floeck settled in back.
Baggins climbed in front. The car sank on its shocks as the big man
sat. He carried a briefcase that had come through baggage
claim.

The limo had a fully stocked bar, a TV and,
per Floeck's request, a recent issue of every golfing magazine
published in North America. Golf was Floeck's business. He had
built a job as proshop manager into an empire of golf shops, known
as Teed Up. Before I was behind the wheel, Floeck had a drink and a
mag; before we were out of the airport, he was on the phone.

"Is he checking me out with Ito?" I asked
the Hobbit.

Hobbit said nothing. He opened the briefcase
on his lap, took out a Glock and two clips. He checked a clip and
inserted it into the gun. He put the gun back in the case and
closed it.

In the mirror, I saw Floeck close his flip
phone. He came on the intercom. He said, "Ito says your name's Val
and underneath the attitude is a soft pussy. He says you're the
best he has."

"Hope he remembers that at performance
review time."

"Do you always carry a knife, honey?"

"It's Ms. Lyon and sometimes I carry a
gun."

"Why?"

"Because I'm not on a first name basis and
'honey' isn't close."

"I meant why do you carry a gun?"

"It works better than a restraining
order."

Baggins cracked a smile for the first time.
"Man knows restraining orders."

 


 


Glenn Floeck had three restraining orders
out on him. One ex-wife, a former girlfriend, and a woman he'd
simply taken a fancy to. There had been a fourth order, issued on
behalf of Lorraine Masaki, but that order had ended with Lorraine's
plunge from a Las Vegas hotel balcony.

"I know she didn't commit suicide," said
Gordon Masaki.

Masaki, Lorraine's brother found my name in
the phone book under "Private Investigator." We first met in the
living room of his home at the end of Palolo Valley two months
before Floeck's visit to the Islands.

He said, "She had a career, a life. Me, I
couldn't climb out on a balcony if I wanted to."

In fact, getting out of a chair was a
struggle for him, the result of progressive nerve and muscle damage
he'd brought back from the Gulf War along with some ribbons and
medals. The ribbons and medals were mounted in frames and displayed
on end tables with photos of Gordon in sand camos and a variety of
weaponry. He looked robust and formidable in the photos. There were
also photos of a very pretty young woman in a cheerleader's outfit
and other photos of the same woman in a cap and gown. The photos
appeared to have been taken about ten years apart.

"Lorraine?"

"Yes. I was so proud of her when she
graduated. Took her eight years, working full time. Had a great
offer right after graduation. Travel, advancement, everything she
wanted."

I watched his eyes as he talked. His body
may have been an uncooperative husk, but his eyes were full of
life. When he talked about his sister they were a well of love and
caring.

I said, "What do you think happened?"

Masaki said, "I think the son of a bitch
killed her."

"What son of a bitch?"

"Glenn Floeck."

"Is he a boyfriend?"

"He's an animal. He's harassed her for
months. I know he did it." The conviction rang in his voice. Of
course that didn't make him right.
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