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		Just know three times and whisper low

		That you and I were sent by Joe

		Then strike a match and you will know

		You're in Hernando's Hideaway

		copyright 1954

		

	
		Prologue

		

		Sophie and Joy Roberts are a married lesbian couple. Joy is a billionaire and Sophie is a police detective with the Cincinnati Police Department. The two have been been together for many years, and married several years ago, prompted by the arrival in their life of two wards, Sarah and Kim. Both girls shared an unhappy past, one a life of crime, as teen runaway and the other as a product of the unpredictable, foster care program.

		When they came into the lives of the two older women, it was maternal love at first sight. All they could think of was sheltering them, and giving them a life they would never attain without help from Sophie and Joy.

		When they inquired about taking custody of the two girl they had been told it would be easier if the two women were to marry. It took no time to decide their next move and came out of the closet, married and acquired guardianship of Sarah and Kim. They were raised as their daughters for a good deal of their teen years and now were off to college. The girls are referred to as their daughters, and the teens call Sophie and Joy mom.

		Sarah and Kim are nineteen, starting their second year at Embry-Riddle and taken to the warm environment of southern Florida. Both, deciding when they graduate, they would like to live around the Miami area. This year for spring break they have decided to remain in Florida and have just told Joy and Sophie.

		

	
		Part One

		

		When their adopted daughters, Sarah and Kim, told them that they didn't want to come home for spring break, but wanted to party in South Beach instead, their parents, Joy and Sophie, felt like empty nesters. Both of them went into a deep funk, so the girls invited them to come along with them. They discussed it over the dinner table.

		"We could hardly mix with spring-breakers," Joy said.

		"Nonsense!" Sarah said. "You two use our basement gym so much you could easily pass as college kids. That having been said, you don't have to fit in with `our crowd.' We've been researching lesbian resorts in South Beach, and most of them cater to women of all ages from cupcakes to women near death. There are only four major resorts. The remaining lesbian places are small motels, and those are not strictly lesbian, but rather lesbian-friendly." Sarah explained

		"The lesbian college kids mostly go to the small motels, even straight ones. It's all they can afford, but thanks to you two life-savers, we can afford better. The best part of it is that we can be in the same resort, but go our separate ways. There will be exceptions, of course, like when we want to sponge off you for a gourmet dinner." Kim added.

		"Very funny!" Joy said.

		"You say that you've been doing research," Sophie asked. "Have you made any decisions?"

		"Yup," Kim said. "We've zeroed in on a hotel called Hernando's Hideaway Hotel. The pictures on the internet look great. Best of all, there is parking on premises, and clothing is optional at the pool."

		"Hernando's Hideaway Hotel?" Joy asked. "None of us are exactly hiding."

		"According to the online blurb about the history of the hotel, it used to be called The Rainbow Hotel, but in the last few years many lesbians have married and have begun to stay or even honeymoon there. They are also getting older couples celebrating anniversaries, so they decided to rename the hotel with a more romantic connotation. They attract a wide range of ages. I know we'll all love it there."

		"Okay, book the damn place," Sophie said. "Be sure to get us separate rooms and separate rental cars. Joy and I never had a proper honeymoon. We got married in haste, so we could adopt you two girls."

		"For which we are forever grateful," Kim said with a tear in her eye.

		That got Sarah emotional also, and she stifled a sob. Kim had been in the foster care system, and Sarah had been a homeless waif when Joy and Sophie rescued them. They lamented that they failed to show their gratitude often enough. With the passage of time they had begun to take their wealth and good fortune for granted. This was the time to show how they felt.

		Sarah embraced Joy and Kim embraced Sophie. Then they switched and got their parents crying also.

		Sarah and Kim ran off to make the reservations, and probably they would follow it up by making love, so Sophie asked Joy, "Do you want to start the honeymoon early, in fact, at once?"

		Joy didn't answer. She just grabbed Sophie's hand and dragged her to their bedroom. They licked and fucked each other far into the night, and finally fell asleep in a stupor. They got each other off twice, once orally and once while tribbing. They thought that was pretty good for two middle aged women

		. "Best honeymoon ever," Sophie said.

		***

		They left Cincinnati before dawn on a Saturday morning. Their flight was on time, and they checked into Hernando's Hideaway Hotel just before noon. They had adjoining rooms and the attendant took their luggage to their rooms on a cart.

		"My name is Lena Lopez," she said. "I'm at your service for all your needs, and I do mean, all your needs."

		She winked at Sarah and Kim, flirting with them without any shyness or shame. Sarah winked back, and said, "You know Lena, I think my sister and I will require a lot of service."

		Joy and Sophie liked Lena. They asked her to tell them about herself, and when she saw the tip Joy gave her, she opened up a lot.

		"My mother is a Cuban immigrant," she began. "Thank God, I was born in Miami. She raised me as a single mom. I go to The University of Miami, but no way can we afford to send me and keep me there. This job pays the tuition, but I hardly have anything left for books and fees. It's a good thing I work so many hours. I sure don't have any money for entertainment either, but I don't complain. We have it good here compared to the life my mom describes in Cuba."

		Joy was always a big sentimentalist. Her heart went out to Lena. She was a decent, hardworking kid. She made up her mind that before she went home, she would give Lena a big check to use toward her education. In her heart she knew that Lena would use the money for what it was intended, and not piss it away.

		Sophie asked Lena to recommend a nice restaurant for lunch, and a nicer one for dinner. She recommended a place right around the corner for lunch, and then told them how to get to the lesbian section of town, where they would find any number of lesbian owned restaurants to have dinner.

		"The food is always good at any one of them," she promised.

		Sophie thanked her for being so helpful, and slipped her another tip.

		The restaurant Lena had recommended for lunch was just fine. When they got back to the hotel, they stripped and went to the pool. They took four lounge chairs, and collapsed. They had gotten up very early to make their flight, and they were all very tired. Everyone but Sophie was off to dreamland from exhaustion.

		Sophie took a glance around the pool area, everyone was stripped to their birthday suit. Except one slim girl, prancing around in a pink G-string. Sophie thought it was odd at first, then when she passed by again, it struck Sophie that the girl looks sexy in her outfit, the only girl not completely naked. To each her own she thought.

		"The sun here is so strong that it can be deadly," Sophie said. "I appoint myself the one to stay awake, and I'll wake you all before you get burnt to a crisp."

		It was only an hour later when Sophie woke up her family. The sun was brutal. She thought about mentioning the odd site, of a young girl, almost built like a boy, short red hair, and almost non-existent boobs, walking around the pool area in a G-string. She was so out of place. But Joy asked her something about tonight's dinner plans and the odd girl was forgotten.

		Each couple went to their own room, and continued the `honeymoon'. Joy and Sophie just lay in bed fondling and kissing each other. They assured each other that they would love each other forever, and fell fast asleep.

		Not so Sarah and Kim. Back in their room they fell into a sixty-nine position, and got themselves off three times. They had wanted to continue the love making by tribbing each other, but so much oral sex did them in.

		Although they had rented two cars, they decided to go to dinner in one car until they got the lay of the land. They parked in a public parking lot, and just strolled down a busy street. They literally fell into a likely looking restaurant, and it was a winner. The meal was five stars.

		After dinner, they went to the bar and socialized. Sarah and Kim met another couple who were also spring-breakers. They made arrangements for the four of them to meet at this very restaurant the next evening, and then they all hung out at the bar.

		Finally, they went back to the hotel. They were all so bushed, that Sarah and Kim passed out in their room, and Sophie and Joy did the same in their room. Neither couple was up for sex that night.

		***

		In room 412, of the Honeymoon Hotel, the slim woman threw her monogrammed leather duffel bag on the king sized bed. Stripped and got into the shower. She thought about the heat here in South Beach and thought she would need a shower at least three time a day here.

		The shower hit her body like stinging pellets, the pain was good, and it focused her. She had stuff to do and couldn't be sidetracked by the weather or anything else. Taking the small Hotel bar of soap she lathered it in her hands and moved her fingers between her legs, using two fingers to lather her engorged labia, and up to her distended clitoris.

		Nothing focused the girl quite like a slick finger, or two in her pussy. Masturbation was her goal, self-pleasure was her goal. Every time she got the urge to seek revenge for the brutality done to her, she needed to climax several time a day. It kept her calm and allowed her to focus on her serious task.

		Before she completed her orgasm, she could hear a knock at the door, "Room service", a youthful voice called through the door. Wrapping a two around herself, she answered the door, a young Latina, stood there with a tray with a bottle of Dos Equis, and a covered dish. Her late lunch she recalled. Damn, she could have waited until I finished. Fucking lesbian.

		Smiling, the slim girl, read the name badge of the attendant, invited her in to set the food down and sign the bill to her room, and thanked her, "Thank you Lena, let me get my bag I have something for you."

		The thin girl walked over to her bag, and Lena admired the hand tooled monogram on the leather, BC, and about to comment when the redhead turn around and said something Lena didn't quite understand.

		***

		They met up the next morning close to 10 AM. They weren't sure if they were going to have a late breakfast or brunch. It really didn't matter. As they left the hotel, they were greeted with a huge surprise. Swarming in front of the hotel were camera crews from all the TV stations, and more cops than you can count. One of the cops approached the foursome.

		"You'd better have IDs with you ladies," she said, "if you want to get back in the hotel."

		"Why?" Sophie asked. "What's going on?"

		"They found the body of one of the attendants in the laundry room this morning. She was all slashed up. I saw the bloody mess, and it turned my stomach, her remains were taken to the police morgue. Hopefully they will be able to recover the murderer's DNA.

		"Do you know the victim's name?" Sarah asked with concern.

		"Yeah, the day manager identified the young woman as Lena Lopez."

		Kim shrieked out, "Oh no, oh God no."

		Sophie was stunned, but murder and death were in her everyday life. "Please," she said to the cop, "I need to speak to the lead detective on this case." "Do you have any information for her? If you don't, I think it would be best if you didn't disturb her."

		"I'm a cop, and I knew the girl personally. Please take me to her."

		

	
		Part Two

		

		"Joy, take the girls to breakfast, and get away from this place," Sophie ordered. "I'm going to talk to the detective on the case."

		Reluctantly, Joy and her adopted-daughters left. They were really broken up. There was no doubt that they had bonded to Lena in the brief time they spoke to her. After they left, the police officer took Sophie to the detective on the case.

		"Detective Guzman," the policewoman said, "This lady would like to talk to you. She says that she knew the deceased personally."

		Sophie stuck her hand out. "I'm Sophie Roberts," she said. "I'm a Cincinnati, Ohio police detective, and I implore you to let me help you."

		Guzman looked surprised. She wasn't sure what to do. Sophie showed her, her badge, and she was less suspicious. Sophie was a fellow officer after all. As they shook hands, Guzman introduced herself.

		"I'm Detective Angie Guzman," she said. "You can call me Angie. Everyone does. Just how did you know the victim?" she asked.

		"Yesterday, when we checked into the resort, Lena took my bags and my partner's to our room. She also took the bags of our two daughters to their room. My daughters are the same age as Lena, and they hit it off immediately. They even made plans to socialize during our stay.

		"My girls have it easy compared to Lena. My partner and I have plenty of money, and life is not a burden for us. Lena told us what a financial struggle it was for her and her single mother to make ends meet so she could stay in school. All our hearts went out to her. My partner is a big philanthropist, and she confided in me that before we left, she was going to give Lena a substantial check to use for her education."

		Sophie had mentioned "her partner" several times, prompting Angie to say, "I knew you were lesbian because this is a lesbian resort, but frankly I have never met any lesbians who are married. It's nice to meet you, and I admire your honesty."

		Sophie smiled at Angie.

		"There's a nice restaurant right around the corner. Please have breakfast with me, and we'll discuss the case. My partner and kids might even have gone there."

		"Sure, let's go. As a lesbian this case will be of particular interest to you."

		As soon as they walked into the restaurant Sophie spotted Joy and her daughters.

		"Come," she said to Angie, "I'll introduce you to my family. My girls are particularly broken up by this tragedy. They had planned on spending time with Lena." Sophie winked.

		"I understand," Angie said.

		Sophie introduced everyone to Angie, and Joy asked if they would like to join them.

		"No thanks," Sophie answered. "Angie and I need some privacy to hash out the clues, if any, on this case."

		As soon as they were seated and ordered breakfast, Sophie asked, "What did you mean when you said that as a lesbian this case will be of particular interest to me?"

		Angie sighed, as if it was hard to talk about the case, and she wanted to find the right words.

		"This case is more than your everyday homicide. In the past few days other young lesbians, all under twenty, have been murdered in a lesbian resort. The murders took place in three different hotels. It's beginning to look like we have a serial killer on our hands, and I'm really worried."

		"Wow, that is disturbing," Sophie said. "I've investigated a few serial killings in my time. Let me explain what I know about them. Whether they occur in the streets or in a building there are always repetitive signs. If we're lucky we can get a profile of the killer from those signs. The hard part is to identify them. What similarities do you have so far?"

		"Well, what I'm thinking is that all the victims were young lesbians, and all the murders were committed in a lesbian resort. None of the women were sexually assaulted. The profile of the murderer that those facts suggest to me is that she's a homophobe. She either solicited the girls for sex or they went willingly. If they went willingly, I posit that the murderer is young and attractive. If she solicited them her physical appearance is up for grabs, and she could be any age."

		"Those are logical conclusions, Angie, but if any of the victims were looking for a sugar momma, the murderer could be any age. Is there a pattern as to how often and what time of day the murders were committed?"

		"Yes. So far it's been every other day and approximately between the hours of seven in the morning (like today) and four in the afternoon."

		"What about security tapes?"

		"We've gone over the tapes a dozen times from the first two resorts, and we've come up with a lot of nada. We'll be examining the tapes of Hernando's Hideaway Hotel as soon as possible."

		"Can I come down to the precinct, and examine all the tapes with a fresh eye? Maybe I'll come across something to help us."

		"Sure, Sophie, that might be a good idea. Come after lunch. I should be back by then. But please promise not to interfere with any of my staff's routines. In the meantime, I presume you're on vacation. Go enjoy the rest of the morning with your family."

		The two detectives ate their meals without discussing the case again, but they filled each other in on their lives. Although Angie was on the Miami Beach police force, she lived in the city of Miami.

		She had a wonderful husband, and two adorable six year old twin daughters (she showed Sophie a picture). She was curious how two lesbian women, who had never been married to men, had two daughters, who were now beautiful young women

		. Sophie told her about Sarah, who was homeless and was caught trying to rob their house, and Kim, who was in the foster care system and was about to lose her home.

		"We took them in and obtained guardianship when they were young teen-agers. After a while we wanted to adopt them for fear of losing them. We were advised by a judge to get married. She said it would make it easier to adopt the girls. Joy and I hadn't considered marriage, but we're happy we tied the knot."

		"It was very noble of you to take in two young girls, strangers at that, and assume all the responsibility that a parent has with children. I applaud you."

		Before they parted, Sophie paid the check and Angie gave her the names and addresses of the other resorts where the murders had occurred. She also gave her a business card with the address of the police station.

		"I'll see you about one o'clock," Sophie said. "Is that all right with you?"

		"Perfect. I'll see you later."

		Sophie returned to the resort, and found a note from Joy on the dresser.

		'Strip, and come on down to the pool. We're waiting for you.'

		When she arrived at the pool, Joy and the girls were generously applying sun screen.

		"Fill us in," Kim pleaded.

		"Well, girls, Lena is not the only victim. There have been two other murders in the last few days. Some lunatic is going around to lesbian resorts, and murdering very young women. Angie and I have started to profile her. I'm going down to the station after lunch to see what else is new, and then I'm visiting all three resorts to examine their registration books on the day of the murders. Maybe I'll find a recurring name."

		"Not very likely," street smart Sarah piped up. "The perp may never have registered in the hotel, and if she did, she would use a different name at each resort. In that case, there's a statistical probability that she used the same initials in all three of her phony names, and an equal probability that she used her own initials."

		"How do you know all this?" Sophie asked in amazement.

		"I read a book about serial killers a short time ago. The author cited some common mistakes they all make, and creating aliases with their own initials is one of them. It's a form of narcissism"

		"Amazing, Grasshopper. Have you got any more advice for me?"

		"Yes, photograph the significant registry pages, and Kim and I can help you search for the repetitive initials."

		"How about you Kim? Have you got some advice for me also?"

		"Of course I do. What were the names of the other resorts where murders were committed?"

		Sophie filled Kim in.

		"Remember when Sarah and I researched lesbian resorts in South Beach, we told you that there were four major hotels which catered to lesbians? All the rest were small motels, and not strictly lesbian. The murders were all committed at three of the four major places. The next murder will be the day after, at the Janis Joplin Hotel on Ocean Drive."

		"I've got another suggestion," Sarah said. "Double check the coroner's estimated time of death. Since the murders were all committed during the day, the perp may be retired, a part time student, or filthy rich."

		Sophie scratched her head in amazement. She was totally impressed by her daughters' logic.

		"You girls should be detectives," she said.

		She wasn't really serious, so she was shocked when Sarah said, "Yes, we've both been thinking of switching our majors to criminal justice."

		"But if we do, we'll have to transfer out of EU, and most likely enroll at Xavier,." Kim added.

		"We love it at EU, so we have a lot to consider."

		Sophie's heart skipped a beat. If they transferred to Xavier, they would live at home again.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		After lunch Sophie went to the police station to meet with Angie. Joy declared that she was going to take a nap, so she'd be nice and alert to "take care of her honey this evening." Sarah and Kim said that they were going to take a nap also, so that they'd be fresh for going out on the town tonight. They had planned to hang out with the other lesbian couple they had met last night. The four women really hit it off big time.

		"Be warned," Joy said, "if you make love all afternoon, you might be too pooped to enjoy tonight. You should really take a nap."

		"Relax old woman. We're nineteen years old. I think we can handle a lot more than you can."

		"Smart ass," Joy said, and she headed to her room.

		Sarah and Kim returned to their room also. It didn't take long before they were fucking each other, in spite of Joy's warning. Whenever they took a short break, they worked on a plan for nabbing the murderer. At least, they hoped their plan would work.

		The excitement of planning to catch a murderer somehow stimulated their libidos. They were both hornier than usual. Their pussies tasted better and sweeter than ever before, and when they were fucking each other it seemed to be more sensual than they had previously experienced.

		They both had two exceptional orgasms each, which prompted Sarah to say, "You know, I really think we should change majors. Catching murderers and thieves is a great big turn-on."

		Kim smiled. "I love you," she said.

		"My life revolves around you. Promise you'll be super careful in our effort to snag this nut-case."

		"Of course I will, and you damn well better promise me the same thing."

		"They snuggled together in one bed, and fondled each other. Before they knew it, they were sound asleep. The harsh ringing of their telephone awakened them. Kim was still groggy when she said, "Hello."

		"Rise and shine sleepy head," she heard Sophie say. "We're going to the same restaurant we went to last night for dinner. First of all the food was great, and second of all you agreed to meet your new friends there. I guess you'll be wanting your own car tonight so meet us there at 7 PM. I've made reservations for four... Okay?"

		"Okay," Kim mumbled back. "Did you learn anything new at the station?"

		"Yes, I did. I'll tell you all about it at dinner."

		***

		When Sophie arrived at the precinct a little past 1 PM, Angie greeted her in a most unexpected manner. She gave Sophie a big hug, and Sophie swore she could feel the gal's nipples. Sophie had experienced similar situations with near strangers in the past. It was a subtle way of saying, "I'm in the closet, but I'm a `wannabee,' and I could sure use some woman to woman sex."

		Sophie reflected on how curious Angie was about her marital status, and how she praised her for adopting two kids. She decided that she was being foolish, and she put those thoughts away either for future reference or for burial.

		Angie sat Sophie down at a desk adjacent to her. The desk had a small TV on it.

		"I pre-loaded it with the security tapes from all three resorts," Angie said. "I sure hope that you're right about a fresh eye picking something up. We can't find a damn thing on them. In each case there's one tape of the door to the victim's room, and several of the common areas. Unfortunately, Lena didn't have a room. She was just coming to work, so all we have of The Honeymoon Hotel are common area tapes. I can only wish you good luck."

		Angie sat Sophie down and said, "Here, let me get the tapes started for you, and show you how to use the recorder."

		Sophie knew full well how to view security tapes, but she didn't say anything. Angie took the opportunity to lean over Sophie in a near embrace. Sophie's lesbian radar and suspicions were mounting.

		She viewed the tapes for over two hours, and then she said to Angie, "I may have something. It's far-fetched, but it could be a lead."

		Once again Angie leaned over her to get a good view of the screen. Sophie showed Angie footage of the pool area at all three hotels.

		"Look," she said to Angie. "Everyone at all the pools is naked, but there's one gal walking around wearing a G-string. She keeps coming and going from the camera, like she was cruising. It's obvious that it's the same gal at all three hotels, but there's no clear view of her face. She looks to be about the same age as the victims, short red hair, and almost non-existent boobs"

		"Good work," Angie congratulated Sophie. "I'll give the tapes to forensics to see if they can enhance the images."

		"I gotta go now," Sophie said. "I want to visit all three hotels and photocopy their registries for the times in question. My two daughters have volunteered to look for similarities. I want to get back to the hotel at a decent time. We have dinner reservations at 7 PM."

		"Where are you going?" Angie asked. To a restaurant called Marie's."

		Sophie purposely didn't say that it was a lesbian bar and grill. She couldn't wait to hear Angie's response.

		"Oh yes, Marie's," Angie said. "I hear the food is very good there. Well enjoy yourselves, and I'll see you tomorrow."

		When Sophie stood up to leave, Angie did also. She gave Sophie another hug, and said, "Have a nice evening."

		"You too," Sophie said.

		She was at a loss for words.

		***

		Their daughters arrived at the restaurant about ten minutes after Sophie and Joy. They were told that their table would be ready in about fifteen minutes. They went to the bar. Sarah and Kim were carded and served cokes. Sophie and Joy ordered vodka and soda. They were finally seated twenty minutes after Sarah and Kim arrived. The moment they were seated, Kim jumped on Sophie.

		"What new did you learn?" she almost screamed out. She was breathless.

		"Easy Sherlock," Sophie quipped. "Let's order and then I'll tell you about my day."

		They just had to be patient. Finally she told them about noticing that in each tape taken at the pool, a young woman walked among the crowd wearing a G-string, while everyone else was naked.

		"Forensics is trying to enhance the woman's face as we speak."

		Sarah whispered in Kim's ear, "We should concentrate on the pool area."

		"What are you two whispering about?" Joy asked.

		"Nothing," they said in unison.

		"I don't have to ask what my two daughters did all afternoon. Did you come up for air for at least ten minutes?"

		"That would be about right," Kim said, and she broke out laughing.

		This night after dinner, Sophie leered at Joy and they rushed back to the hotel. Somehow, Angie's subtle hints had aroused her.

		Sarah and Kim met up with their new friends at the piano bar, but four horny college women had better things to do. The other couple invited Kim and Sarah to their motel room which was walking distance from the restaurant. It didn't take long for the lusty orgy to begin, and it was well past midnight when it reluctantly broke up, and Sarah and Kim drove back to their hotel.

		On the other hand, when Sophie and Joy got back to their room, they showered together. They lingered in the shower and enjoyed the running water, which refreshed their bodies. They each soaped the other more than once. In bed, they were in no rush. They made love sensuously and very slowly. They each came only once fingering each other, and they fell fast asleep before the girls got back.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		Sarah and Kim studied the hotel registries for hours the next day. They started after breakfast, and quit for lunch. They were sure they had come up with something, but decided to hold it back from Sophie until they finished their own investigation. At the first murder scene, a guest named Brooke Clarke was registered.

		At the second there was a Brooke Combs, and at the third there was a Brooke Carson. Their plan was to get to the Janis Joplin Hotel early the next day, and wait for a Brooke Something or Other to register.

		They would hang around the lobby, and then sneak a glance at the register after each guest signed in.

		"What if the desk clerk wants to know what we're up to," Kim wondered

		"I'll tell them that we're waiting for an internet pen pal for sex. We know her first name is Brooke, but not what she looks like. It's a lesbian resort. The clerk should not be too shocked. We'll ask her not to say anything to Brooke when she checks in, because it's a surprise."

		Sophie had no idea what her daughters were up to, but she inadvertently helped their investigation. About eleven in the morning Angie called. She told Sophie she'd like to bring over the most enhanced pictures possible of the woman in the G-string.

		"It's still blurry," she said, "but they are better than the tapes."

		"Sure, that's terrific. When would you like to come over?" Sophie asked.

		"I'll come over about noon, and I'd be honored if you would let me take you and Joy out to lunch."

		Sophie's suspicions about Angie were doubled.

		"That's very nice of you," Sophie said. "We accept with pleasure."

		When Angie arrived, Sarah and Kim were in their parents' room. They were there to further their little subterfuge.

		"We'll be out of here tomorrow before breakfast," Sarah said. "The girls we met at the restaurant told us about a nude lesbian beach in Ft. Lauderdale. We're driving up there, having breakfast and lunch with them, and spending the day at the beach. We wanted to give you a head's up, so you wouldn't worry."

		Just then Angie knocked on the door. She gave everyone in the room a big hug. Sophie believed that Angie's nipples were hard, again. She wondered if Joy noticed it too. She vowed to ask her when they were alone. Nothing gets by Sarah. She felt Angie's 'not so shy nips', and she was confused.

		After the greetings were over, Angie showed everyone the pictures, and Sarah and Kim committed the images to memory, as best they could. Angie felt obligated to ask the girls if they wanted to go to lunch with them, and they graciously declined.

		"We're meeting some other students registered at this hotel, and then we'll be going to the pool," Kim said.

		"We'll be around for dinner tonight," Sarah added. "But don't worry about dinner tomorrow night. We'll play our plans by ear as things move along."

		"You girls go now and enjoy your lunch," Kim said.

		The detectives left the blurry pictures of the suspect on the dresser. As soon as they left, Sarah and Kim took a hard look at them. They studied it with an eye to find something which would help them identify Brooke Whatever.

		Finally, Kim said, "I think I see something."

		"Talk to me," Sarah implored.

		"Without exception, in every picture, her right shoulder is slightly lower than her left."

		Sarah took another look. "Damn," she said, "you're right."

		She grabbed the pictures and started to leave the room.

		"Where are you going?" Kim asked.

		"There's a copy machine in the lobby. I'm going to make duplicates for us."

		***

		As soon as they were seated, Angie said, "If the murderer stays true to her schedule, some innocent young kid is going to get slashed tomorrow. I cringe at the idea, but I feel so helpless."

		"Maybe not," Sophie said. "Have you acted on the suggestion my daughters made that the murderer will strike at The Janis Joplin Hotel?"

		"Yeah, sure. I'll try anything." Angie started to laugh. "I'm sorry," she said. "I don't feel like laughing, but I've got five undercover cops assigned to the hotel today and tomorrow. They're all straight, and you have no idea, how they objected to their assignment."

		"I can imagine," Joy said.

		"Should we be there also?" Sophie asked.

		"Not a good idea. I've been at every murder scene, and I've been interviewed by every TV station. The perp must surely know my face."

		"She doesn't know me," Sophie said.

		"I wouldn't be so sure. You and I have spent a lot of time together these past two days. She may be spying on us, and she would recognize you. No, we both have to maintain a low profile. The last thing I want her to find out is that we are looking for her at The Janis Joplin."

		"You're right," Sophie agreed. "But, what now? Do we just sit and wait?"

		"Well, I have nothing pressing other than this case right now. What are you two planning to do today? I'd love to join you."

		Sophie smiled. She knew full well what Angie was getting at. Joy didn't have a clue, so she said, "We're on our second honeymoon, Angie, so I guess you know what we planned on doing today."

		"I figured that out myself." Angie looked at Sophie, "I've given you every hint in the book. Maybe you can guess what I want, what I need."

		She laid her hand on Sophie's. Joy had used similar words to Sophie, when she came out to her. She couldn't help smiling.

		"Of course I got your hints, but I was too uncertain to ask you point blank if what you were hinting at was what I believed you were hinting at."

		"I sure was," Angie smiled at Sophie.

		Joy looked totally confused. "What the fuck is going on?" she asked.

		"Angie would like to do a little hanky-panky with us, Joy."

		"Not so, Angie said. "I'd like to do a lot of hanky-panky with you, if you girls are willing. I need it badly."

		"I'm willing," Joy said. "I've always had a thing for Latin women. But tell me, please, what's happening here."

		Both she and Sophie looked at Angie waiting for an explanation.

		"It's simple," Angie said. "I've known I was lesbian since I was eleven or twelve years old, but I wanted to be a policewoman, so I kept it bottled up. I even got married. Luckily I can satisfy my husband, plus the twins tire him out so much, he doesn't require much sex. I don't dare cruise the bars, or make contacts on the internet, and I'm going crazy. Then I met you, Sophie. You're lesbian and out even at work. You're married to this beautiful chick here. It makes me very ashamed of myself."

		"Don't be ashamed," Sophie said.

		She took Angie's hand in her.

		"I've met many women in your position over the years. I feel sorry for them and for you."

		"Please," Angie said, "have sex with me. I want to die a happy woman."

		"We'll do better than that," Joy said. "We'll make love with you."

		Angie buried her head in her palms. She was crying.

		"Let's go," Sophie said.

		All three ran to Sophie and Joy's room. They locked the door to the adjoining room. The outer door locked itself.

		"How do we begin?" Angie asked.

		She was being sincere because she was so naïve.

		"We undress and take a shower," Joy said. "Sophie and I like to foreplay in the shower before going at it."

		She headed for the bathroom, and Sophie and Angie followed her. In the shower Angie was passive. Joy and Sophie did all the work. They soaped her up, paying particular attention to her well-trimmed dark haired pussy, and her ass. Joy rimmed her, while Sophie sucked her cunt.

		Angie was mewling louder than the streaming water. She was all worked up so they dried each other and went to bed. It was queen-sized, and they formed a daisy chain. The more experienced women stopped all activity before any of them could cum.

		They properly prepared themselves, and Angie serviced them alternately. She fingered Joy and licked her cunt at the same time, and she tribbed Sophie missionary style. Sophie had the pleasure of receiving her juices as they dripped onto Sophie's shaved snatch.

		Then they laid Angie on her back, and they took turns sitting on Angie's face. When the three of them were lying exhausted on the bed, and fondling each other, Angie started to cry. It was no ordinary cry. It was loud, racking sobs.

		

	
		Part Five

		

		Sarah and Kim entered The Janis Joplin Hotel lobby at 6:30 AM the following morning. They thought of the day ahead of them as D Day, Death Day.

		There were several wingback chairs and a cane-back sofa in the lobby. The sofa faced the desk so they sat down on it.

		"Are you nervous?" Sarah asked.

		Kim shrugged her shoulders, but she answered Sarah. "A little," she admitted.

		They wouldn't confide in each other that they were both extremely nervous. They hardly spoke but kept sharp eyes on the front desk. After an hour or so, the desk clerk finally began to wonder why they were sitting there.

		"Can I help you girls?" she asked. "Are you going to book a room?"

		It was time for Sarah to put on her cutesy act. It worked every time. She approached the desk, flashed her ingratiating smile, and leaned into the clerk, showing as much of her boobs as possible and whispered, "This is somewhat embarrassing."

		The lesbian desk clerk had fallen instantly in love with Sarah the moment she gave her, her seductive smile.

		"Don't be embarrassed," she said. "I've heard everything at this desk."

		Now that she had the clerk's attention, Sarah said, "My sister and I have had a pen pal for several months now. We have no idea what she looks like, but she always signs her emails, Brooke F. She told us that she was coming to South Beach for spring break. We had already made plans to come down for spring break also. We didn't tell her that we would be here. We asked where she would be staying and when was she checking in. She told us that she was staying here, and checking in today. We're staying at a different hotel, and we checked in yesterday. Long story short, we want to surprise her."

		"That's so cool," the desk clerk's reaction was that of pleasure.

		"You can help us out," Sarah said. "When someone named Brooke C. checks in, just nod at us, say her room number out loud, and we'll take it from there."

		"So much fun." The clerk smiled in conspiratorial pleasure.

		Sarah returned to the sofa and gave Kim thumbs up. The two young women were not the trained investigators they thought they were. They were concentrating on the front desk exclusively and failed to notice two women in very modest swimsuits walk in and out of the lobby at intervals. They finally noticed them when they stopped at the front desk and had a short conversation with the desk clerk.

		They left the lobby and Kim and Sarah thought nothing of it. Several minutes later they returned wearing street clothes. They walked over to the two wannabee sleuths and flashed badges at them.

		"Get up. You're coming with us," one of them said.

		"Why?" Sarah asked.

		"We didn't do anything wrong," Kim said.

		"Well, maybe not, but you've both been acting strangely, and you've become persons of interest in a murder investigation."

		"Oh no, you've got it wrong, officer. We're waiting for a friend to arrive. We want to surprise her, and then we have plans if you get my drift. Just ask the desk clerk. We told her what we were up to a while ago."

		The policewoman started to laugh.

		"The girl at the front desk only pretended to buy your phony story. She didn't believe you for a minute. In fact, she's the one who alerted us to you."

		"Okay, you're right, the story is phony, but listen to me," Sarah pleaded. "Our mother is a detective, and she's working with your Detective Guzman on solving the case before there's another murder. My sister and I came into some information, and we believe that the murderer is going to check in here today to find her next prey. One of us was going to act as bait and the other was going to follow closely. That way, we hoped to catch her in the act. You must believe me. You're ruining our plan, and another murder will be inevitable. Please call Detective Guzman. She'll vouch for us, and our mom might even be with her."

		The policewoman thought that what she just heard was ridiculous, but if it was true she didn't want to screw up, and she felt she could afford a call to Guzman, just to see if she knew these two students.

		The phrase, `truth is stranger than fiction,' occurred to her, and she decided to call Detective Guzman, just in case.

		***

		Joy and Sophie were just waking up, and they were still somewhere in the twilight zone. They heard a loud knocking on their door. Sophie ran to find out who it was at this ungodly hour.

		"Who is it?" she yelled.

		"It's me, Angie. Please open the door."

		Sophie opened the door and Angie flew in. She closed and locked it behind her, and grabbed the naked Sophie in another hug.

		"What's up, Angie?" Joy asked.

		"My job today was to wait for a call from one of the undercover cops if they discovered something. They'd call my cell phone so I figured that Sophie and I could wait it out together."

		"Sure, that's a great idea," Sophie said, "but you'll have to wait while Joy and I shower and dress. Then you can take us to breakfast. After that, we can wait here while you make up for lost time and wasted years."

		"You girls are the greatest," Angie said, and she smiled at both of them.

		An hour later they were seated at a table in the coffee shop around the corner waiting for their breakfast to be served. Sophie's phone and Angie's phone rang simultaneously.

		"Kim, where are you?" Angie heard Sophie ask.

		At the same time, the police officer told Angie that two young women had taken it upon themselves to try to bait the murderer, but she said that she didn't believe them, and they might be the murderer or murderers, as the case might be.

		"What are their names?" Angie asked. "Very fancy, Sarah and Kim Vincente-Roberts, hyphenated no less."

		"Shit. They're legit but stay with them until one of their mom's gets there. I can't show my face at that hotel."

		The two detectives got off the phone at the same time.

		"That was Kim," Sophie said. "I guess you know what those two idiots did. They called from the manager's office. They want to be bait for the murderer. If they don't get murdered by the perp, I'll do it."

		"Joy," Angie said, "neither Sophie nor I can show our faces at The Janis Joplin. Please go get those two girls."

		"Wait," Sophie interrupted, and she looked at Joy. "If all the undercover cops are watching our daughters from well-hidden areas, maybe it's a good idea for them to ferret out the perp and act as bait. Joy you'll have to go there and watch out for them also."

		"I don't like the whole idea of Sarah and Kim being in harm's way. I'd rather take them home, and let the cops do their job. "Joy said.

		"That's fine in theory, but we both know they'll never leave the hotel with you. They formulated a plan, and if I know them, they'll follow through. That's just the way they are."

		"Okay, I'll go, but I'll be watching them like a hawk, and you two can fuck your brains out."

		Joy entered the manager's office without knocking. She showed ID to the cop who was holding her daughters. They were satisfied that she was the girls' mother.

		"Idiots," Joy yelled. "What were you thinking? Whatever it was, I don't want to hear. Sophie and Angie, I want you to go through with your plan but all the undercover cops and yours truly won't let you out of our sights."

		Just then the front desk clerk rushed into the room.

		"A young gal named Brooke Collins just checked in. The attendant took her to room 304. You girls better hurry there before she harms the kid."

		Sarah and Kim hurried up to the third floor. A cop went with them but she stayed completely hidden. The attendant came out of the room, just as they got off the elevator. The door to 304 was closed so the cop came out of the shadows.

		"Listen," Sarah said to the cop, "we know from security tapes that she cruises the pool area in a G-string. Kim and I will hang out here. When she comes out of the room, and heads for the pool, we'll "accidentally" bump into her. We'll pretend to be guests, ask her if she's going to the pool, and ask her to go with us."

		"And," Kim said, "I'll ask her if she'd rather play with us, that'll be okay with us also. If she's the homophobe Angie thinks she is, my invitation will disgust her enough to want to murder us."

		"All of us will be watching you two, so be very careful", the cop warned.

		

	
		Part Six

		

		About fifteen minutes later Brooke Collins exited her room. She was wearing a G-string swim suit similar to the one in the security tapes. The same short red hair, and almost non-existent boobs. Sarah grew smug; her theory was correct.

		Brooke was going to cruise the pool area for her next victim. Kim noted that she didn't even have a towel with her, and she concluded she had no intention of swimming. Yes, they both thought. This is our woman.

		As Collins approached the elevator Sarah and Kim ran towards it. They were both naked.

		"Hold the elevator," Sarah screamed.

		It appeared to the red head, that the two women had just come out of a room, and Collins thought nothing of it. Homophobe or not, she did take a quick look at the bodies of the two women with whom she was about to share the elevator. It bothered her that the lezzie's were so much bigger than she was.

		Suddenly, out of nowhere another naked woman entered the elevator. It was one of the undercover cops. The moment the elevator door closed, two other cops let themselves into room 304 with a pass key. The planted two bugs and left quickly and silently.

		On the elevator, Kim ignored the cop, who was much older than the other three young women.

		She said candidly to Collins, "Hey beautiful, if you're going cruising at the pool, I can save you lots of time. My friend isn't interested in threesomes, but I'd be happy to return to your room as a twosome. There are four of us sharing our room so it wouldn't be convenient to go there. That'll save me a lot of time also."

		Collins didn't like the idea of going to her room, but she was willing to take the risk. She answered Kim by smiling at her. When they reached the lobby, Sarah and the cop exited the elevator, but the attendant got on with a suitcase and a fully dressed middle-aged woman. She was another cop.

		The naked cop, who got off the elevator with Sarah, grabbed a pair of gym shorts from behind the registration desk. She also opened a small box and put a wireless plug in her ear. She could now hear the voices in room 304.

		"You stay here," the cop said. "Your mother and at least one other cop are watching you. The rest of us will be right outside the door where your sister went with Collins."

		The elevator returned to the lobby, and the cop got on it. As soon as the doors closed, Joy appeared out of nowhere.

		"Where are your clothes," she asked Sarah.

		"In the manager's office."

		Joy spoke in the sternest voice she could muster. "Get dressed, and get in your car and drive right back to Hernando's Hideaway Hotel. When you get there, go to your room, or go to the pool, or go to breakfast, but stay out of my room."

		"Why?"

		"Because Angie and Sophie will be waiting for reports from the undercover cops, and I don't want you disturbing them any more than you two idiots already have."

		Sarah did as she was ordered, but she was pissed.

		In the car she couldn't imagine why Joy didn't want her to wait for news with her mother and Angie. After all, it was her sister who was in great danger. Before she got to the hotel, she knew she would disobey that segment of Joy's orders. She entered her room, and silently opened the adjoining door. She never expected to see what she saw.

		Angie and her mother were in the '69' position. Both women were murmuring how wonderful it felt. Sarah would have loved to have joined them, but she knew that her mom would kill her if she made her presence known. She retreated back into her own room, and shut the door as silently as she could.

		The fact that a stranger was fucking her mother didn't bother her at all. She knew that her moms were not monogamous. Neither were Kim and she, but Angie was a shocker. The gal was married, had two kids, and a handsome husband. For the first time in her life, Sarah felt that the world was too confusing for her.

		***

		When Kim and the suspect entered room 304, the naked Kim plopped down on the bed. Collins just stared at her.

		"Aren't you going to get out of your G-string?" Kim asked.

		"In a minute," Collins said. "I just need to get something out of my suitcase."

		"What?"

		"You'll see in a minute."

		That minute never came. The door to the room flew open and Collins was relieved of the knife in her hand, which the cop carefully put into an evidence bag. She was in handcuffs quicker than Superman's speeding bullet.

		***

		The next morning there was a knock on Sophie and Joy's hotel room door. Kim and Sarah were in the room waiting for their parents to get ready, and to take them out to breakfast. Sophie opened the door and pulled Angie in. The two women kissed passionately, and then Angie kissed Joy with equal passion. Sarah had an inkling of what was going on, but Kim's jaw was hanging low.

		"I'd like to take y'all out to breakfast," Angie said.

		It was the first time that anyone had noticed that Angie had a minor southern accent. Then Angie looked at Sophie.

		"After breakfast," she said, "I'd like to spend a little time with you and Joy going over the case. We might never see each other again, and I want to make sure that all the loose ends are sewn up."

		"Of course."

		"Sophie looked at her daughters, "We and Angie have business to discuss, and you girls have given us enough grief," she said. "After breakfast, go somewhere and leave us alone. Go swimming; go make love; go pick up a beautiful chick to enhance your love making, but leave us alone."

		Sarah knew what that was all about, but Kim wondered why Sophie was being so adamant. Sarah knew that as soon as they were alone, she would have to tell Kim what she had seen when she returned to the hotel yesterday.

		At breakfast Angie filled them in. "The gal's real name is Michelle Conrad. When I learned that, it rang a bell in my head. I checked my records. When she was fourteen years old, Michelle was found in an alleyway near to death. She was lucky enough to recover, but no wonder she went insane. It seems that she was walking home from school one day, when two big girls overpowered her. She knew who they were. They were seniors at the high school where she was a freshman. They were lesbian, and everyone made fun of them. I figure that with all that abuse, they might have been a little unhinged also."

		"What did they do to her?" Kim asked.

		She was afraid of the answer.

		"They brutally beat her up, and used a dildo on her multiple times. They left her for dead, but she didn't die. She testified against them, and they both got twenty-five years. They will become eligible for parole after they`ve served fifteen years. Now three lives are ruined."

		"What happened to Michelle after the hospital discharged her?" Sarah asked.

		"Funny you should ask. Nobody could find her parents. They vanished during her hospital stay, so we had no choice but to put Michelle into foster care."

		When Angie said that, Sarah grabbed Kim's hand. Kim did indeed need some comforting. During breakfast, Sarah called the two new friends they had met at the lesbian bar. They arranged that Sarah and Kim would pick them up, and they would go to that lesbian nude beach in Ft. Lauderdale.

		They had used that visit as a decoy, so they figured they would make it come true. Also they were very curious. They had never been to a nude beach before. After breakfast, Sarah and Kim got in their car and took off.

		The three older women ran back to the hotel. For the next three hours they made love. They had female sex in every combination, and with every sexual act they could dream up.

		When they were all totally spent, Angie got dressed. She kissed her benefactors with tears in her eyes. She knew that they would probably not see each other again.

		"Thanks," she said.

		"For what?" Joy asked.

		"For helping me catch a serial murderer, but even more important than that, thank you for saving my life."

		END
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