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		Every Dog Has Its Day


	




		Chapter One

		
		“Hmm, now that I got you where I want you, whatever will I do?”

		
		“Maybe take off that dress and fuck me?” Tim suggested to the tall masked woman looking down at him as he lay naked on the bed.

		
		“Men.” She sighed, giving her long blonde hair a dramatic toss, “No imagination at all. You can do better than that.”

		
		“I can’t do much of anything, like this.” Tim tugged hard on his wrists, managing to lift them a couple of inches before the soft purple ropes stopped his progress.

		
		His ankles were also bound and his leg jerked against them when she tickled the sole of his foot with her gloved fingers.

		
		“No excuse,” She chided.

		
		“Okay, how about we start with that mask and let me see the rest of that gorgeous face of yours?”

		
		“Better.” she giggled while touching the black cat mask that covered her face from the mouth up. “At least that’s nicer than let’s do it.”

		
		“Do it?” Tim laughed, “I said fuck.”

		
		“But that’s a bad word.” She giggled again and he smiled at her.

		
		“I’m a bad man.” He winked, “Now, how about you tell me your name?”

		
		“I told you, Kitty. Miss Kitty.”

		
		“A very pretty kitty.”

		
		“Aww aren’t you sweet?”

		
		Sweet was not what Tim was feeling as his eyes worked their way up and down her body; to call the dress a mini would be giving it credit. Below the black tail sticking out of the back, the cheeks of her ass were visible any time she moved and the top was transparent except for two strategically placed silver paw prints over her nipples. She was wearing a pair of soft furry black gloves and black knee high boots with fur trim and heels so high he was amazed she was able to walk; the hottest fuck me boots he’d ever seen.

		
		Because of the mask only her eyes and the lower part of her face was visible, but her deep red lips were full and inviting. Blow job lips if he’d ever seen them and her eyes were a dazzling emerald green, so bright he assumed they were contacts, but damn sexy, nonetheless.

		
		“Come taste me and find out.” He offered.

		
		She shook her head, her blonde hair flying around the black mask.

		
		“Oh, come on.” He was getting a little frustrated now; he hadn’t come here to talk, “You’re not playing fair.”

		
		“That’s the point, Timmy.” She smiled, her teeth white and even, as perfect as the rest of her. “All you like to do is use your dick, but tonight, is you’re lucky night.”

		
		“Why’s that?” He looked down at his cock, which at the moment was starting to lose interest while she stood there in no hurry to do anything but tease.

		
		“Because tonight I’m going to teach you some new tricks.” This was spoken in a seductive purr and Tim wondered what her game was.

		
		From the time she’d approached him at the party at the Omni, Kitty, the only name she would give, had alternated between coming onto him like a slut in heat to acting like a giddy teenage girl. Not that there was anything wrong with a school girl fantasy, hell he’d paid for it several times, but the back and forth was getting weird.

		
		Then again what the fuck? She had the body of a stripper, had spent a half hour grinding on his cock on the dance floor and whispered things in his ear that would make a porn star blush. Most of those things revolved around her having him tied down while she blew his mind, amongst other things. She’d told him she had a room at the small motel on the corner and how about they have some fun?

		
		Tim was convinced she was a working girl who’d shown up to work the party. Will usually had a few sent from one of the escort services as a little extra bonus. So Tim decided since it was Halloween why not a treat himself with a trick?

		
		They had barely gotten into the room when she was pulling at his Pirate costume. She’d had him unzipped him and stroking his cock before he even had his shirt off. He had made to pull her dress down and that was when she’d pointed to the bed, with the soft purple ropes and told him to lay down and let her take control. Tim figured control meant her on top, not a bunch of teasing. He was getting impatient, but forced a smile.

		
		“I don’t need any lessons.”

		
		“Not true, Timmy, all old dogs need to learn some new tricks.” The smile turned into a smirk and the words were delivered in a nasty tone.

		
		Her eyes were unreadable and again he figured they weren’t real, but she’d had a lot to drink in the half hour they’d played around at the club and he wondered if she were drunk. He’d had more than a few, and tired of games, he gave up playing along.

		
		“How about you turn one of yours for me and then you can teach me one?”

		
		“Tricks? You think I’m a whore?” She sounded put off.

		
		“Oh, come on back at the party you came right up to me and pretty much said let’s go. Then you asked if I wanted something special. Don’t worry, honey, I’m not cheap, I’ll take care of you.”

		
		“I bet you will.” She grabbed his cock and gave it a squeeze that bordered on painful. “And I’m not talking about money, this is quite nice.”

		
		“Don’t go by feel,” he winked, “Hop on and take it for a test drive.”

		
		“I think I will make good use of it.” She stroked him hard and fast, bringing him to his full length. “Hmm, this is a very nice cock.”

		
		“I’ve never heard any complaints.”

		
		“Just like you know you’re an attractive man, you’re not conceited, you’re convinced aren’t you, Timmy?”

		
		“If I was convincing you’d be riding me right now.”

		
		“Smooth talker.” She smirked, “But not as good as I would think a lawyer would be.”

		
		“How do you know I’m a lawyer?” As good as her hand felt, he was getting edgy, he’d never told her anything about himself. Did she know him? Worse, did she know Mary? Her head cocked to the side as if listening to something, and then she smiled,

		
		“A friend told me about you and how much fun you were” she said in the little girl voice.

		
		“What friend, do I know you?”

		
		“Besides, that party is for the courthouse.” She ignored his question “Judges, sheriffs, lawyers. You guys hang around and drink and talk about all the whores you fuck and how your wives are home, happy and stupid enough to trust you. You dogs stroke your egos like they’re your cocks.”

		
		She had switched to the adult voice, the one that had oozed sex at the party, but now sounded full of contempt, but she squeezed the tip of his prick causing it to drip and now when she stroked him her glove was slick and he moaned softly as his hard flesh throbbed against her soft palm.

		
		“It’s all about the cock, isn’t it? All you think about, all you think with. Typical guy and here I thought you’d be more fun.”

		
		“I could say the same.” He rolled his eyes, “How about you untie me and we play a new game?”

		
		“Not yet. I promised you a good time and you know you can’t say no to a good fuck, now can you?”

		
		“Show me one and we’ll see.”

		
		“Grabby little boy all dressed up like a man. Fine.” She released his cock, grabbed the straps of her dress and slid them down her shoulders. “We’ll just get right to it, how’s that?”

		
		“Sounds good to me.” Tim licked his lips as her tits sprang into view.

		
		Even better than he had imagined, round, high and firm with perfect little pink nipples that, despite her attitude, were hard and pointing directly at him. She shoved the dress past her hips and down her legs; exposing the fact she was wearing nothing beneath. Her pussy winked out at him from between her well toned thighs and he thought about her taking a ride on his tongue before they fucked. She made no move to remove the mask, boots or gloves and he wasn’t complaining, it was a great kinky little extra.

		
		“Hey,” he said as she lifted her arms over her head, posing for him. “How about you sit on my face before you hop on the main attraction?”

		
		“How about I just fuck you and you stop pretending you give a shit about what a woman wants?”

		“I…oh…” he groaned as she cupped his balls in her hand, stroking him with the other. “Never mind….now come on, what’s your name?”

		
		“Let’s just stick to kitty, pussy is all you understand anyway,” She grunted, but lowering her head teased the furry black ears on top of her mask around the tip of his cock.

		
		“That’s a nice trick.” He relaxed now that she was finally getting down to it. Let her talk her weird shit, all that mattered now was her mouth would soon be too full to talk.

		
		As if reading his mind, she opened her mouth and breathed on him causing his dick to twitch in her gloved hand.

		
		“Don’t tease.” He strained against the bonds again.

		
		“Oh, what’s this?” She grabbed his left wrist and pulled his hand up as far as the ropes allowed, “You’re married?”

		
		“You care?”

		
		“I guess if you don’t, I don’t.” she laughed, and then teased him by wagging her tongue provocatively over his yearning cock.

		
		“Come on, please …”

		
		“Oh, I forgot something! Hold on!”

		
		Kitty, the only name it seemed he was going to get, began to turn, but stopped. “Hmm, don’t want you losing interest.”

		
		She plucked something silver out from under the pillow and put her hand around the base of his shaft. Tim felt cold metal against his flesh and winced at the sound of a click and a sudden pressure.

		
		“What…”

		
		“A cock ring, so your favorite asset stays up for me.”

		
		“Oh, I have no problem keeping it up, baby, trust me.” He tried to keep his tone joking even though the ring was so tight it was causing a painful throbbing in the tip as the blood was forced through it, was this one of those tricks to make him come harder that he’d heard about?

		
		“I bet you don’t.” Kitty straightened and turned towards the nightstand giving him time to check out her amazing ass. “Well, maybe not with your whores, bet you don’t get hard for your wife, do you?”

		
		“She…look she isn’t into things like this, she…”

		
		“Of course not.” She shook her head, reaching into the drawer, “It’s always the wife. It can never be that you no longer interest her or she no longer yearns for the three pumps you give her that proceeds your obnoxious snoring.”

		
		“W…what the hell are you talking about?” Tim struggled against the ropes for real this time. Between her tone and the now serious discomfort between his legs, he’d had enough. “Listen, untie me, I’d rather….”

		
		“Sorry, I can’t do that.” Kitty said softly. “This will be messy enough as it is, can’t have you running around bleeding everywhere.”

		
		“W….holy fuck!” Tim cried out at the sight of the long, curved knife in her hand.

		
		“What’s the matter Tim? You didn’t know that’s what people do to dogs, neuter them?”

		
		“Oh…Oh my God!” As she walked back over to the bed, Tim strained against the ropes until his shoulders popped from the effort, “Take my money, all of it! I…I don’t care; I never saw your face! I don’t know who you are, I won’t tell…”

		
		His words trailed off into pathetic whimper when she took his still hard cock in her hand and pushed it back against his stomach. His body trembled at the feeling of the cold steel against his shaft and he watched, eyes bulging, as she slid the curved tip of the blade beneath his balls.

		
		“See this is why we needed the ring, silly.” She smiled “You’d be all soft right now!” she laughed hysterically as if she’d said something funny.

		
		“You know, Sophia, this isn’t very fair.” The little girl voice was back.

		
		“Oh, for Christ’s sake! Why do you always have to try to be so nice?” That was spoken in her original voice and Tim felt a chill go down his spine, crazy, she was fucking crazy.

		
		“Well, he’s not a bad guy. I mean boys have to do what they have to do right?” The little girl voice asked.

		
		“Men are dogs! They break hearts and ruin lives; I would think you would know that!”

		
		“I…” her lip protruded into a trembling pout, “Yeah they do hurt our feelings don’t they?”

		
		“Yes, and we can’t have you hurt now can we, my sweet little girl?” She purred and releasing his cock stroked her cheek in a comforting gesture.

		
		“You’ll protect me?” she leaned her face into her hand, nuzzling into it.

		
		“Of course, don’t I always save you from the mean men who hurt you?”

		
		“Yes, you do, and I love you for it.”

		
		“And I love you. Now, back to this dog.”

		
		“He looks real scared.” she pouted again, “Hey, can we play the game, give him a chance?”

		
		“Put Good Kitty away, my love, it’s time for Bad Kitty to come out.”

		
		“I guess, but….please? One chance? Then I’ll be bad kitty for you!”

		
		“Hmm” she removed the knife from his balls and he felt a glimmer of hope. “Do you deserve a chance dog?”

		
		“Yes, please!” He begged, “Please?”

		
		“Okay.” She nodded, “One chance, but it’s only for my sweet girl. I am going to ask a question, and if I think you answered honestly, I will leave you here tied up. I’ll take your wallet so don’t talk to the cops because I’ll know where to find you, deal?”

		
		“Yes! I…I swear I won’t say anything!”

		
		“Okay.” She caused him to flinch when she grabbed his helplessly swollen cock by the head and held it straight up.

		
		Tapping his wedding band with the tip of the knife, she said, “Your wife’s name is Mary.”

		“How do you know, that?”

		
		“Because I know you dog, so be honest. How long have you been married?”

		
		“T..ten years.”

		
		“Kids?”

		
		“Yes!” He lied, hoping to gain sympathy.

		
		“That’s a lie.” She slapped his turgid cock, causing him to cry out in pain, “You have no children.”

		
		“I’m sorry!”

		
		“That better be the last lie you tell. Now, Tim, is this the first time you cheated on Mary?”

		
		“Y… No!” he cried as she dug the tip of the knife into his finger just under the ring.

		
		“Good answer,” she paused, “See, sweetie, I even gave him a second chance, just for you.”

		“Thank you!” she giggled

		
		“Anything for my pretty kitty, now back to Mr. Dog here.” She held the knife up in front of his face and he shook his head to try to clear the sweat from his eyes.

		
		“Okay, this is it. Tell me, do you love Mary, Tim?”

		
		“Y…yes.”

		
		“Really?” The childlike smile was back. “Really, with all your heart?”

		
		“Yes, more than anything!”

		
		“Yay!” she exclaimed, “Good answer!”

		
		“It is?” Oh, thank God.

		
		“Yeah! The best one, know why?”

		
		She gave him a huge child like smile and forcing himself to smile back he asked, “Why?”

		
		“Because….” Her lips twisted into a snarl. Drawing the blade back she screamed, “You’re fucking lying!”

		
		The knife descended and amidst the spraying blood and screaming, she giggled, “They always lie, don’t they?”

		
		“Yes, my sweet little girl” she answered twirling the knife expertly in her right hand while holding her dripping prize in the other. Spinning the knife once more she lashed out in a back hand swing, but this time much higher to cut off the sound of his pathetic screams, “They always do.”


	

		Chapter Two

		
		Josh’s eyes snapped open and he sat up quickly, his hand reflexively going for the gun under his left arm. All it connected with was sweaty skin and exhaling loudly; he slumped against the head board, waiting for his heart to stop pounding. He rubbed his face, his hand making a scraping sound against the two days worth of growth on his cheeks, and reaching over to the small table next to the bed, pushed his holstered Glock out of the way to grab the pack of Marlboros.

		
		Blinking his stinging eyes, he shook the cheap bic lighter out of the pack along with a cigarette and inhaled deeply as he lit it. Releasing the smoke, Josh remained leaning against the bed, his senses coming back to him one at a time. He swallowed painfully, his throat dry, scratchy and filled with the aftertaste of beer and Johnny Walker. On a more pleasant note, his nose was filled with the sweet scent of pussy.

		
		He relaxed slumping further down into the bed as he looked around the small barely furnished bedroom of Marla, his current favorite stress relief. Aside from the bed there was only one nightstand and a beat up bureau against the wall. The cherry veneer was peeling off of the cheap wood beneath and the mirror leaning on top of it had a small crack in it. On the wall across from him was a large poster of a colorful butterfly with the word Believe beneath it.

		
		The bright poster stuck out in the otherwise dingy room and Josh frowned at it. For some reason seeing something motivational in the room of a hooker carried a feeling of sadness to it.

		
		“Stop believing,” he muttered, “It’ll be less painful in the end.”

		
		He picked up his cell, ignoring the three missed calls and voicemails from Matt and was relieved to see it was only a little after nine, Sheri wouldn’t didn’t get home from work until around one. He still had a couple of hours to hang out here, maybe get a little more sleep, then another round with Marla. He crushed out the cigarette in the ashtray next to him. There were two left in the pack and that would be all he would smoke until tomorrow because he’d told Sheri he would quit.

		
		He’d cut down a lot, but the last week had him on edge and he’d picked up again. What she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. In the grand scheme of things the cigarettes would be nothing compared to what would happen if she found out about his other habit, women. As he put the phone back, Josh stared at his left hand and the simple gold band around his finger.

		
		The ring brought back images of the dream that had woke him up. Severed fingers and severed cocks. Bloody mouths stuffed with the gory oozing remains of testicles. Those images didn’t just appear in his dreams, but almost every waking hour since the killings had six days ago. Whether it was because of how horrific the crimes were or the fact Josh’s personal lifestyle would qualify him as a perfect victim of the killer, he couldn’t shake them.

		
		He glanced again at the phone, three missed calls from Matt. Had it happened again? Was there another guy lying in some cheap motel surrounded by blood soaked sheets? Eyes wide open, bulging in pain and terror as he bled out from his throat and groin. What was the last thing they had seen? What did she look like; did she show them at the end?

		
		Josh forced himself to leave the phone alone. He’d been working day and night for the last week and told Matt he was taking tonight off. He was on call if anything happened, but what the hell? He had fallen asleep and not heard the phone. Tonight he’d decided to unwind and have some fun, take a break, get his mind off things and be able to go back at it fresh tomorrow.

		
		Josh grabbed the bottle of Johnny Walker from the nightstand and not bothering with the glass next to it, took three long swallows. The liquor caused a warm trail down his throat that turned into an uncomfortable burn when it hit his stomach, but relaxed him nonetheless. He closed his eyes and let his mind drift, focusing on the smell of Marla on his face and the thought of her talented mouth working his cock.

		
		He must have dozed because his eyes opened at the feeling of weight on the bed next to him and he smiled as Marla’s hand caressed his hard flat stomach.

		
		“Hey baby,” she purred in his ear, “You want to play some more with your favorite pussy?”

		
		“I think I just might…Jesus Christ!” Josh cried out as he turned his head and was confronted with a Cat mask

		
		Throwing himself off to the side, he leaped off the bed ripping the Glock from its holster and raising it.

		
		“Oh my God!” Marla screamed, pulling the mask from her face, “Josh, what the fuck?”

		
		“Jesus…” He gasped, lowering the gun, “You…scared the shit out of me!”

		
		“I…its only a cat.” She looked at the mask, “You afraid of cats?”

		
		“When there’s a fucking psycho out there calling herself Bad Kitty, yeah…they’re a little creepy.”

		
		He put the gun back in the holster and sat on the side of the bed.

		
		“Sorry, baby.” She tossed the mask on the floor and grabbing his shoulder said, “Lay back and I’ll make you think about another kind of pussy.”

		
		“Yeah.” He nodded swinging his legs back up onto the bed and leaning against the pillows, “But do yourself a favor and don’t wear that fucking thing anywhere, okay?”

		
		“Why? I…”

		
		“Don’t ask me why. Just don’t do it.”

		
		“Yes officer.” She slipped off the bed and walked around to the foot of it.

		
		Marla was in the short white silk robe he’d bought her last month, and pulling the ties let it fall open to expose her perky little tits with their delicious chocolate nipples. Josh let his eyes work their way down her stomach admiring her smooth skin and lingered on the dark cleft of her pussy.

		
		“You like?” she cupped her tits for him, stroking her nipples with her pink nails.

		
		“I do.” He said, his cock rising between his legs, “White looks good on you.”

		
		“Especially on my lips.” She ran her pink tongue across them for emphasis, “Bet that would make you forget all about that stupid mask, wouldn’t it?”

		
		“We can try, now take the robe off.”

		
		“Whatever you want, baby.”

		
		The robe hit the floor and Marla got onto her knees on the bed and crawled up between his legs. Her perfect ass was in the air and he could feel her nipples sliding along his leg as she made her way towards his fully erect cock. Taking it in her hand she placed a soft kiss on the head before sucking him into her warm, wet mouth.

		
		“Hmm,” she moaned, “You bad boy, you taste like pussy.” She flicked a tongue across the tip, “And not your wife’s.”

		
		“Nope, just some whore.” He grinned.

		
		Her brown eyes narrowed, “Don’t call me that. I’ve been working and trying not to do…”

		
		“But you still do, don’t you Marla?” he enjoyed baiting her, “Every night or once a week a whore’s a whore.”

		
		“You don’t mind this whore.”

		
		“I don’t.” he ran his fingers through her long hair, the hair he gave her money to straighten because he liked it that way. “I’m a big fan of whores.”

		
		“You don’t have to call me one.” She stroked his cock, “You can just call me…”

		
		“What? My girlfriend, my mistress? My Sunday Night thing?” he laughed, “I like calling you a whore. It’s good for people to know what they are.”

		
		“Then I should call you an asshole?” she started to sit up.

		
		“No,” he held her head, just hard enough so she stopped moving. “You call me your free ride because I’m why your little night job hasn’t gotten you busted yet and the reason you get your nails done and some pretty clothes.”

		
		“I…appreciate it, Josh, but you could be a little nicer.”

		
		“I could, but why would I?” he sighed, “Whether I give you money or not, I am giving you things in exchange for fucking your hot little pussy so you’re still a whore Marla, so stop playing around and do what you’re good at.”

		
		Marla stared at his cock and he added, “Oh, come on, you know you want to, besides, it’s just a game, if I didn’t like you I wouldn’t come back.”

		
		“That’s better.” She gave him a smile, and then caused him to moan as she took him deep into her mouth.

		
		Marla bobbed her head slowly, her hand following her lips, stroking him as she blew him. Her other hand caressed his balls and running his hands along the smooth dark skin of her back he sighed, “Goddamn you give a good blow job.”

		
		She responded by taking him all the way, wrapping her lips around the base of his shaft and shaking her head back and forth.

		
		“Damn.” He gave her a nasty smirk, “See this is why it’s worth going to a professional, they do it right.”

		
		The look of anger in her eyes caused his cock to twitch in her mouth, and he continued, “Takes a lot of experience to suck like that doesn’t it?”

		
		She started to pull his cock from her mouth, but he held her head down, “You know you get into this Marla, and isn’t that what you do? Give the guys whatever they want no matter what?”

		
		Their eyes met and her anger faded and with a look of defeat she resumed bobbing her head.

		
		“There you go, know your place.” He whispered watching his cock slide between her full lips.

		Mara sucked faster, her ass grinding into the bed.

		
		She was turned on and she knew it. Little slut loved being talked down to; they all did, some just never admitted it. He rocked his hips in time with her mouth, shoving his cock deeper each time her head descended. He thought about just letting her suck him off, after all he’d already fucked her once, but staring at her ass and watching her hips move made him want her again.

		
		“How about you slide up?”

		
		Marla removed his cock from her mouth and with an eagerness that made him smile, slid up until her pussy was directly over his cock.

		
		“Higher.”

		
		“Oh, you want another taste?” she grabbed the headboard and pulling her legs up, placed her feet on either side of his shoulders, squatting over his head.

		
		Reaching between her legs she spread her dark lips, showing off the pink flesh between them. Then lowered herself and moaned softly as he flicked his tongue across her clit.

		
		“I do like the taste of your pussy,” he told her, wrapping his hands around her thighs, pulling her down to his face.

		
		“The darker the berry the sweeter the juice, right baby?”

		
		Her words were followed by a groan when he plunged his tongue inside of her. He swirled it around getting a mouthful of her sticky juices, before working it slowly through her lips and across her clit. Marla moaned and rocked her hips as he fluttered his tongue back and forth. Josh slid his hands along her sides, finding her small firm breasts and toying with her nipples while sucking on her swollen button.

		
		“Oh, fuck.” Marla moaned, “Oh, just like that, baby!” she moved her hips in circles, grinding her pussy into his face and whimpering as he alternated licking and sucking her clit.

		
		Her breathing became loud and heavy, each breath ending in a soft whimper and her thighs were trembling around his face. He sucked harder on her clit and gave her nipples a hard pinch. Marla came long and loud, wailing like a banshee as she bucked wildly on his face.

		
		Some guys didn’t care if the women they were with faked it or not, but Josh did and he knew he was making it more than worth it for Marla to put up with some of his shit, the rest he made up for in money. Marla moaned and slumped against the headboard, breathing hard as the last of the orgasm flowed through her.

		
		Grabbing her hips, Josh pushed down and without any further coaxing, Marla slid back down the bed and directly onto his waiting cock. He sighed contentedly as he sank into her hot flesh and as she rode him he fondled her tits and watched his cock disappears in her smooth pussy. He enjoyed the way her dark skin looked against his much lighter body and recalled how his racist father had told him he better never catch him playing with any ‘coon pussy’

		
		His father had been full of pearls of wisdom like that and Josh smiled at the thought of what his father would think of this. Then again his father had also told him you should only marry once, but you could fuck as many as you wanted. So maybe he wasn’t completely full of shit.

		
		“Hmm, you got such a nice fucking cock.” Marla moaned, now bouncing up and down, driving down hard on him.

		
		“Do you get extra when you tell them that?” he asked with a grin.

		
		Marla ignored him, leaning over, she placed her hands on his chest and worked her hips hard and fast. He wrapped his arms around her slender waist, and pulling her down to him, held her pinned against his chest and lifting his hips fucked her as hard as he could. Marla was yelping in his ear and the noise was driving him crazy and despite the fact he’d cum about an hour earlier he was already getting close and thrust even harder.

		
		Sensing he was close, Marla slipped off his cock, and kneeling between his legs took his cock in her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly.

		
		“Oh, yeah.” He moaned, “Suck that cock, keep sucking, I….Oh fuck.” Josh groaned as he exploded in her mouth.

		
		Marla moaned and her eyes rolled back as she sucked his spurting cock even harder. Her cheeks hollowed and he gasped as she took every drop. Marla released his cock and giving it a kiss sat up on her knees, “I know you said I look good in white, but sometimes I just rather take it all.”

		
		“Win win for me either way.” He told her, “You are a hot little thing, Marla.”

		
		“Why thank you,” she leaned over and ran her hands over his chest and stomach, “You’re not so bad yourself, sexy. You want to go back to sleep for awhile?”

		
		He looked over to see it was now after ten, “Nah, I have to get going, need to get my ass home.”

		“Okay.”

		
		Josh swung his legs over the bed and as he grabbed his boxers and slipped them on, Marla threw herself onto the bed on her back and stretched. Josh looked down her lithe dark body and shook his head, “Have to tell you Marla, you’re getting to be a real bad habit.”

		
		“That’s what I’m hoping.” She smiled.

		
		Josh stood and pulling his pants up grabbed his shirt.

		
		“Hey, Josh?”

		
		“Yeah?” he asked, buttoning his shirt.

		
		“I meant what I said; I’ve been working and not going online as much, that’s why I’m in this place I wanted to get away from the other girls.”

		
		“Good for you.” He muttered donning the shoulder holster and picking up his wallet and badge.

		
		“Well I don’t have as much money and was wondering if, you know, you could help me out?”

		
		“Help you out?”

		
		“Yeah, I mean, I’m good to you right, you like fucking me?”

		
		“I’m not here for conversation” he looked around, “Or the ambiance.”

		
		“So, maybe you can give me something?”

		
		“Sure.” What the hell, she was worth it.

		
		Opening his wallet he removed a hundred dollar bill and handed it to her.

		
		“Thank you, I…” she stopped when he pulled it a few inches away from her hand.

		
		“Hold on, you only get it on one condition.”

		
		“What’s that?”

		
		He smirked and held the bill in front of her face, “Tell me you’re a whore.”


	

		Chapter Three

		
		Josh tore down Main Street, weaving in and out of traffic flashing his lights to blow through the intersections. He had plenty of time to get home, but just felt like airing out the new Camaro he’d been commissioned. Matt had taken the car the first few days so this was his first night with it and he was enjoying the way the powerful car handled. Passing Broad Street, Josh glanced to the right looking down the street towards the South Providence where he’d grown up.

		
		Until his teens, when his mother finally smartened up and ditched his old man, Josh had lived in a series of cockroach infested apartments in inner city ghettos. Now here he was making good money in a respected career, driving a brand new sports car, with a pretty wife and plenty of action on the side.

		
		“This countries been good to you, boy.” Josh said aloud, quoting his uncle Jack a retired Lieutenant, who years ago had taken him and his mom in and got him on the right path and helped him get into the academy.

		
		Josh turned the corner and hit the brakes, slowing the car down to a crawl. He was approaching the Knights of Columbus hall and from the large double doors a crowd of people, all in costumes were emerging. Josh pulled over and lighting his last cigarette watched the colorful crowd cross street and head down the sidewalk.

		
		He watched the women, forcing himself not to be distracted by some of the risqué costumes. His eyes widened and his heart skipped a beat when the last couple out the door was a man dressed as some type of phantom and a woman dressed as a cat. They stopped two cars down from him and lifting his mask, the woman kissed him. Her mask left her lower face open and as he stared at the gloves on her hand Josh whispered,

		
		“It can’t be this easy.”

		
		The street light caught the gleam of a wedding band on the man’s hand and Josh killed the motor. The kiss broke and taking him by the hand, the woman led him across the street. Josh’s excitement grew when he saw them following two other couples that were heading for the Marriott across the street from the hall.

		
		Josh reached into the glove compartment and grabbed his two way, planning on calling for back up, but then decided against it. If it wasn’t her he’d look like an ass, but if it was? What a feather in his cap this would be. Right out of his whore’s bed he might make the biggest bust of his career.

		
		He got out of the car and crossing the street managed to get in front of the couple, whom he noticed were listing to the side as they walked.

		
		“Excuse me.” He said putting his hand up, “Can I have a word with you?”

		
		The guy stared at him, his eyes bleary from drinking, “Ask us what, who the hell are you?”

		
		“Detective Josh Wilson, Providence PD” he flashed his shield.

		
		“Hey we’re not driving,” the woman’s voice was slurred, “We have a room for the night.”

		
		Josh looked her up and down, taking in her long legs and impressive tits. She had long blonde hair and blue eyes behind the mask. Her eyes were glazed and she was leaning on the guy, but it could be an act.

		
		“Sir, do you know this woman?”

		
		“Of course I do, she’s my wife.”

		
		“What’s the matter, officer?” she asked, “Why are you bothering us?”

		
		“Sir, can you step over here for a minute please?” Josh took a couple of steps to the side and gestured for him to follow.

		
		The guy said something to her and came over to him. As he approached, Josh stared past him watching to see if she would run.

		
		“Is there a problem detective?”

		
		“Listen,” Josh said softly, “I’m not here to judge or bust balls.”

		
		“What do you mean?” he looked confused and behind him, the woman stood there with her arms folded, tapping her booted foot impatiently, she didn’t seem scared, just annoyed.

		
		“I need to know if that’s really your wife and like I said if she’s just your fun for the night, that’s cool, that’s not what I’m here for.”

		
		“You know, not every guy is punk who can’t keep it in his pants.” He said heatedly, “Christ, someone sees a guy happy to be with a woman and it can’t be his wife?”

		
		“I said I’m not judging and neither should you. Not everyone’s a boy scout, but you’re saying that’s your wife?”

		
		“Hold on.” He removed his wallet from beneath the costume and showed Josh his I driver’s license; Derek Jacobs.

		
		“Julie, can you come show the detective your license?”

		
		“I suppose.” She stumbled over to them almost falling and when she reached them leaned against the man as she had before.

		
		Digging into her small purse she produced her driver’s license

		
		Josh glanced from one id to the other, “I’m sorry Mister and Misses Jacobs. This was a misunderstanding. I apologize for the confusion.”

		
		“You’re looking for that woman aren’t you?” Julie asked, “The one killing married men.”

		
		“I…can’t say.”

		
		“You pretty much just did.” She shrugged, “Well, good to see you do your job.”

		
		“So its true,” Her husband, said, “She always dresses like a cat?”

		
		“Always? We don’t know.” Josh lied, “But she did the last time” the press had made sure people had heard that after the last victim was found. “So…just checking.”

		
		“Well I’m checking in. Have a good night detective.” Julie stumbled away, righted herself and headed into the hotel.

		
		“Sorry again.” Josh said, feeling like an idiot.

		
		“Don’t be, it is good to see the police are being diligent, this thing is getting damn creepy.”

		
		“That it is.” Josh said, “You have a good time with your wife tonight, sir.”

		
		“You as well, detective.” He pointed at Josh’s hand. “I meant what I said, not every guy is cheat, there are plenty of good men around like us.”

		
		“Yeah.” Josh nodded and giving him a friendly clap on the shoulder turned to head back to his car thinking all good men head home with another woman’s pussy on their face.

		Might not be good, he thought, starting the car and revving the engine, but he was happy.


	

		Chapter Four

		
		Josh cruised slowly down his street, keeping the car quiet. In his part of suburbia everyone seemed to be in bed by eleven. He pulled into the driveway and stared at the house, which except for being blue was identical to the house to the left of it, as well as the right and pretty much every house on the fucking block.

		
		Why Sheri had wanted to live in this cookie cutter neighborhood he would never understand, but like he always did, he went along with it. Josh figured it was an even exchange; he let her have whatever she wanted to keep her happy and he had his girls on the side. The difference being he knew everything Sheri had and she had no idea what he did. Sheri trusted him completely and he supposed that should make him feel bad, but end of the day he just counted himself as lucky.

		
		He smirked as he made his way along the side of the house to the back door. He would have to remember to slip that in when he talked to Matt. To say his partner of the last four years was a fucking goody two shoes was like saying the sun was warm. Matt was a damn good cop, but somehow still naïve enough to think things should be….well the way they were supposed to be. In a society that was gray, Matt still saw only black and white.

		
		The fact most everyone who knew Matt loved that quality about him, especially Sheri, Josh loved to tweak him any chance he could. So in between their work and everyday conversation, the game was Matt telling Josh what an asshole he was and him telling Matt what a goddamn old lady he was. He would also never fail to remind him, which of the two was married and which lived alone and ate TV dinners every night.

		
		Odd that such a soft hearted feminist in male skin would be single, but then again whether they admitted it or not, deep down most women wanted to be treated like shit in one way or another and Matt was too much of a pussy for them. Matt claimed Josh treated Sheri poorly, as he was well aware of his habits, but truth was Josh was pretty good to her. She was the one he loved, or as much as he was capable of loving, the others he just fucked.

		
		Josh let himself in the kitchen and shutting the light off over the stove Sheri always left on for him, headed out to the living room. Despite how exhausted he was and the amount he’d had to drink, he’d slept a couple of hours at Marla’s and the adrenalin surge from thinking he might have had their elusive kitty had him wide awake. Against his better judgment he figured he’d watch the news and listen to the reporters tell the city how inept Providence PD was.

		
		After the news he’d shower, washing away Marla and then go to sleep to avoid talking with Sheri. He flopped into his comfortable recliner and picking up the remote flipped on the TV. There was a commercial on and pulling out his phone he bit the bullet and listened to the four messages he had there. The first was from Sheri and almost word for word the same one she left him every night for the decade they had been together.

		
		“Hi my love, just calling to tell you I love you and to make sure you stay safe and come back home to me, love you!”

		
		The next one was Matt as usual telling him his life story.

		
		“Hey, Josh, okay, I have appointments with four girls tonight, two from back page, one from Craig’s list and another from a personals ad from nightlife. They’re from eight up to one, hopefully one of them has heard or knows something. I have a list of names to give to the detail and if you want to…”

		
		“Shut up.” Josh skipped to the next message.

		
		“Listen the second girl gave me a name, a girl that goes by Pretty Kitty, says she wears costumes for her johns all year round, going to try to get in with her.”

		
		The next call, Matt sounded pissed off and her grinned.

		
		“Hope you’re having fun, hey while you’re with your whore du jour, why don’t you ask her some questions, you know, do your fucking job.”

		
		Josh dropped the phone onto his end table and started to focus on the news.

		
		“Hey, baby, how was your night?”

		
		Josh jerked his head around to see Sheri coming into the room. She was wearing a pair of blue lace shorts and matching tank top that left her stomach bare and was tight enough to show every contour of her breasts. Those breasts were nothing short of perfect, not huge, but far more than a handful.

		
		He recalled the early days of their marriage when just a glimpse of her cleavage would have him all over her. He still thought they were damn fine, but they were already his. No matter how hot a woman was the shine wore off when you could have them anytime you wanted them. Removing his eyes from her tits so she wouldn’t think he was looking for anything he noticed her long sandy brown hair was tousled and her hazel eyes looked bleary from sleep.

		
		“Hey, what are you doing home?” he asked, shutting the TV off.

		
		“Nice to see you too, Josh.” She said, stepping in front of him.

		
		“Sorry, you just surprised me. Where’s your car?”

		
		“I had a bad headache, couldn’t even see straight, Laura drove me home.”

		
		“Oh, you’ve been getting a lot of those lately, think you should call the doctor?”

		
		“They’ll pass.” She shrugged, causing her tits to bounce fetchingly, but he quickly averted his gaze, again “Might just be nerves.”

		
		“Work getting to you? That can’t be easy at night; I’ve seen some of the people the cops bring there when they find them.”

		
		Not to mention Crossroads, the shelter for transients and displaced families where she now worked paid squat compared to what she had been making doing psychiatric evaluations at Memorial Hospital, he thought disgustedly, but much like Matt, Sheri still thought she could save the world one person at a time.

		
		“Yours is.” She put her hands on the arms of the recliner and leaned over him. “It scares me when you’re working on something like this.”

		
		“I’ve been in homicide for eight years, Sheri.” He leaned his head back, conscious of the fact he was still wearing Marla like cologne. Marla, the new fragrance for the discerning player, the thought came quickly and even as Sheri leaned in to kiss him, he almost laughed, his nerves really were getting to him. He turned, giving her his cheek.

		
		Sheri looked at him oddly, but sounded fine when she spoke.

		
		“Usually you’re investigating murders where the suspects are known and half the time you never get involved in the arrest, something like this…baby, this woman is crazy and dangerous.”

		
		“Please, she’s a woman, she’s only dangerous when her victims are tied down, and she’d never be able to take down a guy like me.”

		
		“You still can’t be reckless,” she smiled, “Besides you’re not the type of guy she’s after anyway. But I bet I could take you down,” she placed her hand on his cheek, keeping his head still and kissed him softly.

		
		He returned the kiss quickly, trying for a brief peck, but Sheri kept her lips to his, kissing him more deeply. Her soft lips caressed his and her fingers slid into his short black hair. Her other hand slid down to his waist and worked its way under his shirt to fondle his stomach. Josh kissed her back, but all he could think of was the scent and the fact he’d gotten off twice already and wasn’t sure he could get going again.

		
		That wouldn’t be the first time and it would lead to more of her feeling sorry for herself or for them or…Sheri broke the kiss and straightening pointed down at him, “What the fuck Josh?”

		
		“W…what…”

		
		“You know what! Don’t play dumb with me; you don’t think I can taste that?”

		
		“Sheri, look, I…” rare were the times in his life Josh had been at a loss for words, but this was one of them.

		
		“You told me you’d quit!” she snapped, “You smell like a damn ashtray.”

		
		“I…” a surge of relief flowed through him, “Yeah, okay, you got me, I’ve been smoking, but only the last few days and just a few.”

		
		“You promised me Josh!” she crossed her arms over her chest, pushed out her lips and gave her hair a toss, the classic Sheri brat pose. “You gave me your word!”

		
		“Oh, for fucks sake.” He rolled his eyes, “It’s just for now, I’m working around the clock, the press is all over our ass and I’m edgy as hell, I need it right now okay?”

		
		“The booze isn’t enough?” she grunted, “Don’t think I can’t tell you’ve been hanging with your best friend, Johnny again.”

		
		“I stopped and had a couple with the guys on the way home.”

		
		“I hate you hanging around with some of those guys, they’re assholes.”

		
		“They’re cops and cops don’t have too many friends that understand…”

		
		“Matt doesn’t hang around with them.”

		
		“That’s because they make fun of him,” he laughed.

		
		“So they feel better about themselves.” She waved her hand disgustedly, “They don’t understand him so they mock him. They’re a bunch of jerks and most of them are divorced with no one at home, you have me to come home to, baby.”

		
		As always she went in the other direction and her eyes softening, she said, “I worry about you Josh. The work, the stress, the drinking, I don’t want to lose you, baby.”

		
		“Honey, I told you, I’m like a bad penny, I’ll always turn up, no one’s going to get me, Sheri, I’m careful.”

		
		“But you might get you.” She put her hand over his, “You get carried away sometimes and it only takes once to have too much and…”

		
		“It was a couple of shots and a beer, Sheri. I’m not a kid, I’m fine.” He flashed her his best smile, his white teeth cutting through the dark scruff, “And so are you, I love those little shorts, what do you call them?”

		
		“Boy shorts.” She was trying to look mad, but there was a smile playing across her lips. “You really like them?”

		
		“They show off your assets,” Josh winked, “Get it, ass sets?”

		
		“Ouch, they don’t get better.” She laughed.

		
		“You do though.” He smiled, “I have a damn hot wife for sure.”

		
		“Then make your damn hot wife happy and stop trying to be a damn frat boy. I don’t care you drink a little, but just be careful okay?”

		
		“Okay and…”

		
		“Please try to stop smoking, where’s the nicotine gum I bought you?”

		
		“In the toilet where shit belongs, stuff is nasty, but I promise I’ll try.”

		
		“Good.” She leaned back over the chair, “How about we pick up where we were?”

		
		“Thought you had a headache?”

		
		“It’s passing.”

		
		“Give me a few minutes to clean up okay?”

		
		“It’s okay,” she gave him a playful smile, “Remember some of the fun we’ve had in this chair? How about we…”

		
		“I’d rather shower first,” he pushed forward out of the chair, before she could climb onto his lap, “I smell like smoke, booze and asshole cops.” And don’t forget Marla.

		
		“Promise you’ll come back out here?”

		
		“Why not wait for me in bed?” and hopefully fall asleep. She looked good, but he wasn’t up for it, especially when she was in one of her needy moods which had been everyday for a long time now. Lately she had been sleeping like the dead, but still complaining she was tired.

		
		“I’d rather wait here, maybe play on the couch a little?” she winked, “Something a little different?”

		
		“Sure.” He said, forcing a smile, before heading down the hall to the bathroom

		
		Sheri was ‘trying’ as she always put it and more than ever the last two weeks. He’d made an alcohol fueled comment last month when she complained about lack of sex that it was always the same. That had led to a week in the doghouse, but after her wanting to try harder for him. At this point Josh preferred the dog house; at least she didn’t pester him for anything.

		
		Josh closed the door and turning on the hot water, let it run to build up some steam to help clear his head. He stripped and looking in the full length mirror nodded in satisfaction. He was nearing forty, but only weighed about twenty pounds more than when he graduated the academy and it was in the right places. His shoulders were broad, and his stomach hard and flat, the muscles in his arms were well defined and as an added bonus he was pretty well hung.

		
		Looking closer Josh did frown at his normally bright blue eyes which at the moment contained more red than blue and the circles were getting darker under his eyes. Otherwise he still looked pretty good; the scruff was his preferred look. To Sheri he claimed it gave him a more serious look at work then when he was clean shaven.

		
		Truth was he thought it made him look bad ass and that’s what he wanted, seemed to get him more attention with the women as well, after all who didn’t love a bad boy? Josh stepped into the shower, taking his time to both stall in hopes she would doze off and to let his mind wander across the case and hope something came to him while the hot water and steamed soothed his body.

		
		Four victims in eight days, all male, all married and all easily seduced by a woman who left behind a note scrawled in crayon and signed as Bad Kitty. She obviously promised them anything they wanted and did it convincingly enough to get them to follow her to a motel close by where instead of a night of hot sex they ended up with…

		
		A severed finger, severed cock and a big red ear to ear smile below the chin, hardly what they’d been looking forward to. Josh slammed the handle down, shutting off the water and leaned his head against the warm tiles. She was masked, wore gloves and the only forensic evidence they had found was a strand of hair which turned out to be synthetic from her wig. Not one real lead and who was he kidding? Nothing was going to sneak up on him in here, he’d told himself he would take the night off and he would, at least what was left of it.

		
		He dried off quickly and walking out into the hall with just a towel around his waist, went into the bedroom and slipped on a t-shirt and a pair of sweat pants. He thought about just going to bed, Sheri would get ticked off, but it would avoid the inevitable. But…she seemed to really want to spend time with him so he chose to head out in the living room and hope he could dodge sex somehow.

		
		When he entered the room she was sitting on the couch watching the late news. He walked over and sitting next to her stared at the screen.

		
		“Un fucking real.” He said looking at the small group of women standing outside channel thirteen’s office building holding signs praising Bad Kitty for bringing men to justice. “Look at these nutbags.”

		
		“Think that’s bad? You missed the religious nut saying Bad Kitty is doing God’s work, showing us the perils of adultery.” She shook her head, “It’s all sick, no one should want anyone to die.”

		“People love tragedy; it’s like rubbernecking at an accident. This thing’s getting big, it’s been followed nationally since the third victim.” He grunted, “Not the way I wanted my name in lights.”

		
		“I don’t like that they’ve quoted you and Matt, it’s like they’re blaming you guys for them not being caught.”

		
		“And they’ll be kissing our asses when we nail this bitch.”

		
		“Just nail her from a distance, okay?” she winked and grabbed his crotch, “I’m pretty fond of this.”

		
		“Me too.” He laughed.

		
		She removed her hand and shut the TV off and turning so she was facing him said, “Hey Josh?”

		
		“What is it, Sheri?”

		
		“I…I’m sorry I got mad earlier, you know, about you lying about smoking.”

		
		“It’s okay, I shouldn’t have gone back to it,” he humored her.

		
		“Reason I was mad was that you lied, but…I kind of lied tonight too.”

		
		“About what?”

		
		“The shelter is getting to me a little. The last two or three hours are okay, they’re all supposed to be in their rooms by ten so it’s just paperwork, but the first few hours are hard. A lot of these people, the women especially… the things they’ve been through.”

		
		“Oh, I know.” He nodded, “I did my share of domestic violence calls before I got promoted and…I’ve seen the end results in homicide, he finally crosses the line and beats her to death or she snaps and kills him.”

		
		“It…it reminds me of what my father put my mom through and…” her eyes became misty, “I think of what he did to me.”

		
		“Hey, that was a long time ago, babe,” He took her hand, hoping to hell this wasn’t going to turn into full out waterworks and childhood horror stories. “No one’s hurt you since and no one’s going to ever again.”

		
		“I…I know, but it’s hard to not think about.”

		
		“Just think of how you went into counseling to help people get through these things so think of the good you can do now.” Josh had said that to her over the last couple of years so many times he was getting to the point it was like déjà vu all over again.

		
		“Yeah, you’re right.” She nodded.

		
		“I know I am.” He smiled, “Focus on the positive, right?” he recalled the poster in Marla’s room, “Just believe in you, I do.”

		
		‘You’re so sweet!” she leaned over and hugged him.

		
		Quoting things from his mistress’s bed, yup, he was still finding ways to hit new lows, but he hugged her back and kissed the top of her head.

		
		She sat back and pointed at him, “That’s the same for you though; you’re father was a piece of work and look at the man you are now.”

		
		“Yeah, just look at me. But thing is, Sheri, I don’t think of that piece of crap or all the shit he did, at least not much. That’s the past and there’s no sense whining about it.”

		
		“I’m whining?”

		
		“Of course not, I…that’s just how I see it for me. Besides that shit got what he deserved when he slipped his cock in a coke dealer’s girlfriend and got his head blown off.”

		
		“Guess every dog has its day.”

		
		“What?” He asked, “Why would you say that? Christ Sheri I’ve had those words etched into my damn soul the last couple of weeks.”

		
		“Oh, I’m sorry!” she exclaimed, “I wasn’t thinking and my grandmother used to say it all the time.” She sighed, “And you’re right it’s all over the damn papers, sorry, baby.”

		
		“Forget it; we’ll change it to what comes around goes around. Wonder if it ever came around for that sick bastard father of yours.”

		
		“I don’t know. No one ever heard from him since he left that night. Sometimes I hope he died, sometimes I hope he’s sick and suffering, but…I also hope maybe he got help and is okay somewhere.”

		
		“I’d stick with the first two. Grade A sack of shit.”

		
		“He was.” She went silent and he let her stay that way, not wanting to get going on that same path. Hopefully her little trip in assholes past had curbed her mood for sex.

		
		Looking at her staring down at her hands in her lap, Josh wondered, not for the first time, what his issue with her was. Sheri was attractive, no more than attractive, she was damn hot. Even voted the other cops wife I’d most like to fuck more than once back before he was promoted.

		
		The voting was anonymous so no one would get pissed at anyone else, but he’d been pretty damn flattered. Josh had been approached by more than one cops wife, but that was the one line he drew, you didn’t shit where you ate and you didn’t do that to a brother. Now ex wives on the other hand, were another story.

		
		He returned his thought to her, looking at the curve of her ass in the tight shorts and her well shaped long legs. Sheri jogged three times a week and attended a kick boxing class the shelter she worked at offered for free to the women there. She was in great shape and was as sweet as she was hot. Was that it? Was she too nice for him? Was that why he could never seem to fuck her the way he did his sluts?

		
		“I’m grateful for you, Josh.”

		
		Oh, there was a shot to the conscious, he thought, but said, “I am for you too.”

		
		Sheri slid over the couch and getting on her knees put her hands on his shoulders. Her tits were now at eye level and he noticed her nipples were erect.

		
		“I mean it. You know this woman…these murders. It makes me think of all these men stepping out on their wives. I…think about it, Josh these poor women aren’t just losing their husbands but finding out they were unfaithful, found dead in a hotel room they were lured to by a woman they thought they were going to have sex with. Then the papers print their names and everyone knows.”

		
		“Yeah, that’s tough.” He said trying to feign interest in her words while looking down at her thighs and now wondering if he could get it up again.

		
		“Not only heartbroken, but humiliated. They were living a lie.”

		
		“I didn’t think too much about that.” He admitted.

		
		“I do, guess because of my mom, but your dad did that too.”

		
		“Yeah he did, least of what he did.”

		
		“Well all I know, baby, is I’m glad I have a good man.” She kissed him softly, “A good man who’d never betray my trust and will always love me.”

		
		“And I have a good woman who’ll always be waiting for me, when I get home.” Well at least one of us wasn’t deluding themselves.

		
		“And that good woman would love to reward her loyal man.”

		
		Her next kiss was much longer and unlike before, Josh returned it eagerly, slipping his tongue into her mouth and slipping his hands around her slender waist. She cooed happily, her tongue playing across his while her hands made its way between them and to his cock. She grabbed him through his pants and sighed as her lips moved to his neck while she stroked him. He tugged on her shirt and, sitting up, Sheri put her arms over her head allowing him to remove it. Her tits had no sooner sprung into view than he had her hard pink nipple in his mouth.

		
		“Oh, baby.” She moaned, arching her back and shoving her tit further into his mouth.

		
		She ran her fingers through his hair, purring as he switched to her other nipple and then pulling at his shirt. She leaned back away from him and looked at him hungrily as he stripped off his shirt.

		
		“Keep going.” She told him as she reached out and ran her long nails lightly down his chest.

		Josh stood up, preparing to pull his pants down, but she beat him to it. Yanking his pants down, Sheri grabbed his semi hard cock, pumping it as she kissed his stomach. He slid his hands down the soft smooth skin of her back as she trailed her tongue teasingly across the line of his pubic hair. She slid off the couch, onto her knees and gave him a playful push, sending him back onto the couch.

		
		She stood up between his legs and after giving her tits a shake, turned around and wiggled her ass at him. Josh gave her a playful swat that caused her to emit a sharp little yelp, “What about the other side?”

		
		Josh grinned and smacked the other side of her ass, careful not to go to hard. He had a girl he visited here and there who really let him go to town on her, but this was his wife. Sheri made another high pitched noise at the slap and he laughed and grabbed the edges of her shorts, she surprised him by slapping his hands away, but his surprise turned into a smile as she hooked her fingers into her shorts and shimmied her way out of them.

		
		She bent over to remove them, her pussy framed perfectly by her thighs. He went to reach for her, but she turned around quickly and moved out of his reach.

		
		“Happy with your choice of wives?”

		
		“Um…hmmm.” He made a show of thinking then laughed when she turned to the side, covering her tits. “Of course I am what man wouldn’t be?”

		
		“That’s better.” She turned back to face him and he took in her soft flat stomach and the small patch of light brown fuzz over her pussy.

		
		Following his gaze, she said, “I’ll let you play with me, but I think I should show you how grateful I am for you first. Is that okay?”

		
		“I…think I can live with that.”

		
		Sheri sank to her knees between his legs and taking his now fully hard cock in her hand, blew on it lightly while stroking it. She squeezed and he groaned as the pre cum oozed from his cock.

		
		“All for me?” she asked looking up at him. Her eyes which varied from light a greenish color to light brown, were on the greener side tonight and he was struck by the thought she really was a beautiful woman.

		
		“Yes.”

		
		“Just for me?” she kissed the tip and licked the sticky pre cum from her lips.

		
		“Of course.”

		
		“All mine?”

		
		“Yes.” He said, trying not to get impatient or think about how it hadn’t been just hers for about six years now.

		
		“Promise?”

		
		“Do you want me to pinky swear?” he asked, instantly regretting his tone.

		
		“You don’t have to be snappy, I’m just teasing.”

		
		“I know, just a little edgy.”

		
		“Well I can fix that.”

		
		Sheri took him into her mouth and holding him there, swabbed her tongue around his shaft. Josh ran his fingers through her hair, as she bobbed her head, slowly, taking him down as far as she could. He moaned and watched as her lips worked their way up and down his cock. His eyes shifted to her light brown hair and the creamy skin of her back. As he looked at the curve of her ass he thought of how fair she was and how she was the total opposite of Marla.

		
		Even as he watched his wife go down on him, he envisioned Marla down there giving him one of her sloppy blow jobs where she would spit on his cock and make a nasty little mess that she would always slurp up. He blinked and focused on Sheri who was sucking faster now and slipping his hand between them cupped her tit, stroking her nipple. She moaned and bobbed her head faster than before.

		
		Sheri’s tits were bigger than Marla’s, but not as big as Lori who he’d been messing around with before Marla. Why the hell was he thinking of them? He had a gorgeous woman sucking his cock, not just any woman, but his wife. Sheri paused and to his dismay he felt himself starting to lose it. Sheri used her hand, jerking him while sucking him hard and fast, Josh focused on the show watching her work his cock and he stiffened once more.

		
		Sheri stopped sucking and standing up, put her hands on his shoulders, brought her knees up onto his thighs and worked her hips, sliding her wet pussy along his cock. She shoved her tit in his face and as he sucked it he reached down and grabbed his cock, so she could slip it inside her. Sheri sank down on him, and moaning softly, pulled his face from her tits and kissed him.

		
		She rocked slowly back and forth on him and he thrust his hips so she would go faster.

		
		“Easy, baby.” She whispering in his ear as she kissed his neck, “It’s not a race, just let me go nice and slow.”

		
		Josh stopped moving and tried to relax as she lifted her hips so he was only partially inside her and moved her hips in a circular motion, teasing him. He let his hands slide down to her ass and fondled it before pushing down so she would take him deep again. Sheri let him move her and pushed and pulled, guiding her to ride him faster. She moaned in his ear, “I love you Josh.”

		
		“Love you to.” He replied while moving his hips slightly.

		
		“I love you so much,” she kissed his neck again while resisting his attempts to get her to move faster. “And I need, you baby, I really do.”

		
		“Okay.” He said, damn he hated when she sounded so needy.

		
		“Okay?” she repeated in his ear and stopped moving her hips.

		
		“I need you to” he said, then grabbing her hips started fucking her.

		
		“Oh!” she yelped, “Oh…oh damn.” She moaned, “That feels good, but go slow, baby.”

		
		“I’m tired honey,” he kept his voice even as he thrust hard into her, “I just want to…”

		
		“I know you do, but you always go fast, let’s take our time.”

		
		To his chagrin she slipped her legs from his, causing his cock to slide out. Sheri lay back on the couch, putting one leg across the top of it and putting her arms out to him, said, “Come, here, baby.”

		
		Josh moved quickly before he would lose his erection and getting on his knees on the couch, leaned over and drove himself into her. She cried out as he entered her and pumped his hips hard and fast. He could feel himself getting softer and tried to go faster to keep it up, why the hell couldn’t she ever just fuck?

		
		“Damn,” Sheri groaned as he fucked her, “Not so hard, honey.”

		
		She wrapped her long legs around his waist, her arms sliding around his neck, she pulled him down into a long kiss and moaned into it as he thrust desperately, trying to get off before…

		
		“Josh, slow down.” She said softly, “It’s been a week, I want to enjoy you.”

		
		“Later, I….”

		
		“Come on, baby, make love to me, be good to your wife.”

		
		She tightened her legs around him, while pulling down on his neck, forcing him to slow down and he could feel his cock going down. He thought of Marla and her mocha colored skin, her dark lips and the hot pink pussy between them. His cock began to rise again, but Sheri asked,

		
		“What’s the matter?”

		
		“Nothing I…ow!” he winced when his dwindling cock slipped out and he bent it against her pussy. “Shit, I can’t.” he sat back, pissed off, “I told you I was tired and…”

		
		“Bullshit.” She said, sitting up, “You were fine when you were fucking me. Just like your fine anytime you just fuck me. But anytime I want you to love me….you make an excuse or…”

		
		“Oh, what the fuck, Sheri? What the hell is this ‘love you’, crap? You know I love you, why the hell do I need to act like I’m some faggot ass romance hero to prove that?”

		
		“To show me you know there’s someone in bed besides you. Christ Josh, it’s not like I don’t want you or don’t put out, you’re the one that never seems to want me, unless I just bend over for you.”

		
		“Oh, come on.”

		
		“It’s true, if I just got on my hands and knees you’d have fucked me no problem, but I want some affection and you can’t even get it up.”

		
		“I can get it up, just fine…”

		
		“Maybe you should see a doctor, get some vigara or something.

		
		“Fuck you Sheri!” he snapped, grabbing his pants and slipping them on, “Why don’t you fuck me like a woman instead of a needy little girl? You sound like a teenage drama queen”

		
		“Needy?” She pulled the decorative afghan from where it lay across the couch and covered herself with it, “Sorry if I want more than two minutes of your time. I’m your wife Josh, not some slut.”

		
		“Good wives can be both.” He told her, then wanted to smack himself, he didn’t like to hurt her, but she just didn’t let up sometimes. “Sheri I’m sorry, that…”

		
		“Sorry I’m not a good wife.” She said, her eyes filling up, “Sorry I don’t make you happy.”

		
		“You make me happy honey,” he knelt on the floor next to her and slipped his arm around her. “I just…I’m stressed and.”

		
		“You’re always stressed.” She said, “What do you want me to do, Josh? I take care of myself, I dress sexy for you, I try to be good to you, all I want is to feel like you want me.”

		
		“I do want you, I…look how about we go in the bedroom and it’ll be your turn to lay back and I’m sure I’ll be able to…”

		
		“Forget it, Josh.” She wiped at her eyes, “Hard to believe, but I lost the mood.”

		
		“Well…”

		
		“It’s my fault.” She said.”

		
		“No…it’s me.”

		
		“No, really Josh it’s me. You have a tough job and a lot on your mind and you don’t need me pressuring you. Next time we can just….do whatever you want.”

		
		“Sheri…tell you what, when this is over we’ll go away and…”

		
		“If you want, but you don’t have to. I…I just need to be a good wife and take care of you. I’ll be better next time.”

		
		Josh knew it was him and he should keep apologizing, but all it would do was keep things going. Besides she was admitting she was being a little girl about it. Leaning over he kissed her and stroked her hair, “That’s okay, honey, I’m not mad at you, it’s no big deal.”

		
		“Really?”

		
		“Really and when I catch this nut, we will go away for a few days how’s that?”

		
		“Thank you, baby.” She smiled through her tears, “You really are a good husband, baby. Better than I deserve.”


	

		Chapter Five

		
		Josh rolled over at the sound of the alarm and slapping the top of it to shut it off stared up at the ceiling. Seven am had come way too early and his head felt as bleary as his eyes. He sat up quickly, so he wouldn’t nod back off and was surprised to see Sheri was up and out of the room. After the argument they’d stayed up and watched television in an awkward silence, one that he was starting to become more and more accustomed to of late, and went to bed around one.

		
		Sheri currently worked three nights and two days at the shelter and today would be another night shift so it was odd she was up and moving. Josh got himself moving, swinging his legs off the bed he forced his tired body to slide down onto the floor and do his routine of fifty sit ups. That was supposed to be followed by the same number of pushups, but he gave up at twenty and dragged his ass into a cold shower.

		
		He tossed on a pair of black khakis and a blood red shirt. Odd he thought while slipping on his shoulder holster, he used to just think of it as red. Guess the job had a lot of subtle ways of changing perspectives. Josh donned a black suit jacket, but tossed the tie over his shoulder, he hated the damn things, but Parker was anal about appearances and best to take it with him.

		
		Josh followed the scent of coffee down the hallway thinking Sheri being up wasn’t a bad thing and saw her leaning against the counter sipping from a mug. She was nodding her head and Josh rolled his eyes, Matt was here. He drifted into the kitchen to see his partner sitting at the table, eating an egg sandwich.

		
		“Morning, honey.” He leaned in and gave Sheri a deliberately long kiss, just to irk Matt and sitting at the table across from him, said, “You too honey, what did you do, sleep on the doorstep?”

		
		“No, I was at the station at four and had Williams take me by a warehouse where they were having a costumed rave party. I figured from there I’d just have him drop me off here.”

		
		“Should have called, I would have slept longer and you two girls would have had more time to chat.”

		
		“Josh don’t be an ass.” Sheri said, placing a steaming mug of black coffee in front of him.

		
		“He’d have to stop breathing to do that,” Matt retorted, grinning.

		
		“Bitch.” Josh took a sip of his coffee.

		
		“Asshole.”

		
		“You guys kill me.” Sheri laughed, “You hungry, baby?”

		
		“No, I’ll grab something later.” He glanced at Matt, “You work all night?”

		
		“Some of us do that.”

		
		“Funny. I worked, I just didn’t need to call you every five minutes and tell you what I was doing.”

		
		“Oh” Matt snapped his fingers, “That’s right, you were checking out some of the working girls. Any leads?”

		
		Matt met his gaze and ignoring the dig, he replied calmly, “Same as you and everyone else has been getting, nothing. Either our girl isn’t one of them, she keeps to herself if she is, or they are covering for her, you know, whore’s honor.”

		
		“I don’t understand how these women can sell themselves like that,” Sheri leaned back against the counter, “Just gross, I mean what if some of those guys smell or are just…nasty?”

		
		“Then they pay extra I guess.”

		
		“Honey, I thought you said you stopped at the bar with the guys?”

		
		“I did, before I came home, I made my rounds early.”

		
		Matt smiled, “So Josh how is Mmm arcus?”

		
		“He’s good.” Josh said evenly, but seeing Sheri looking away shot him a look.

		
		“Good to hear, glad you enjoyed yourself at your regular spot.”

		
		“Wow.” Sheri said, looking down at the paper on the counter. “Three different articles about Bad Kitty and the investigation.”

		
		“This better end soon.” Matt sighed, “Feds will end up here soon.”

		
		“It’ll end.” Josh said, “She’s moving too fast, she’ll fuck up.” He paused, “You didn’t hear anything last night did you? Any calls about guys missing or trouble at any parties or motels?”

		
		“Just the usual drunk stupidity, nothing else. We had men at parties and clubs last night, but nothing suspicious. They’re questioning any woman in a cat suit though so sooner or later it’s going to leak it’s her MO.”

		
		“We’ll talk about that with Parker today, that’s something that would hurt us if it were confirmed.”

		
		“Everything is hurting us right now.” Matt muttered.

		
		“I will drink to that.” Josh hoisted his mug to him and took a sip.

		
		Matt returned to his sandwich, leaning over the table so he wouldn’t get crumbs on his tie. Josh leaned back in his chair as Sheri asked Matt if he was going to be coming over for dinner tonight which was a formality, Matt had come for dinner every Thursday since a month after he’d been assigned as Josh’s partner. Matt said he would check his calendar, like he did every time she asked, and Sheri followed the pattern by laughing as if he’d never said it before.

		
		Matt then asked about her job and Josh tuned out her response. Matt would usually drop by in the morning like this once a week as well and he wondered how the hell the two of them could keep talking about the same stupid shit. Sometimes Matt really was more like a woman than a man. While he was looking at Sheri, Josh took a moment to focus on him.

		
		Matt was a good looking guy, but unlike Josh’s bad boy appeal, he was much more the boy next door type. Dirty blond hair that always looked like he’d just run his fingers through it, and wide expressive brown eyes that were normally bright, but of late looked as red as Josh’s. Matt was always clean shaven, Josh suspected because he couldn’t grow more than some patchy fuzz, and although not heavy, his cheeks were a little on the round side adding to his boyish appearance.

		
		His best feature, according to Sheri and any other woman who knew him was his smile which was always either on his face, or about to be. Although that smile, coupled with his annoyingly upbeat personality got on his nerves, Josh had to give him credit for being able to maintain it. Matt had spent six years in vice before coming over to homicide with him and had seen more than his fair share of death, violence and depravity.

		
		Sheri started laughing again and Josh had no idea why, he had completely zoned out. Sheri knocked a spoon off the counter and turning, bent over to pick it up. She was wearing a pair of yoga pants that she worked out in and her ass looked pretty damn good in them, but Matt didn’t even glance at her, in fact he looked away.

		
		In the years he had been spending time with them, Josh had never seen Matt really look at Sheri and he wondered if it was because he thought it would be disrespectful, or maybe he was gay. Nah, he’d had girlfriends here and there, but never anything that lasted for more than a month or two. For a guy Sheri raved was such a good catch, Matt spent most of his time alone. Not that Josh minded that, at least he could trust him. Unlike a couple of other cops over the years who had made a play at her.

		
		Matt never made a play at anyone, not that he had ever seen. He was polite, respectful, soft spoken and reminded Josh of a goody two shoes kids who, when no one was looking, would be an asshole, a modern day Eddie Haskell, but in the time he had known him, Josh was yet to see or hear about Matt being anything but a nice guy. He was even nice to the people he busted, treating them like people rather than the filth they were.

		
		But he was also alone most of the time and had been passed over for promotions that he should have gotten because as Josh and most of the rest of the world knew, nice guys finished last. If you didn’t take what you wanted, no one was going to give it to you. He’d learned that a long time ago, but guys like Matt never would, they would just sit and wait for a reward that would never come.

		
		“You all set?” Sheri asked

		
		When Matt nodded, she leaned over to grab the dishes from in front of him and Josh new Matt was being given a decent look down her tank top, but again, not even a glance. Maybe he was a switch hitter or something.

		
		“You ready?” Josh asked him.

		
		“Yeah let’s head out,” Matt stood up, and adjusting his gray jacket, brushed a few crumbs from his tie which of course was already knotted. “Today’s going to be the day. I can feel it.”

		
		“Hey, you keep saying that you’ll be right sooner or later.” Josh laughed.

		
		“Bye Matt, I’ll see you Thursday.” Sheri gave him a kiss on the cheek, which he returned,

		
		“Wouldn’t miss it, can never get enough of sunshine over there.” He nodded in his direction, then told her, “I hope you feel better, like I said you keep getting those headaches get to the doctor.”

		
		“I will, but they’ll pass, used to get them all the time when I was younger, it’s just nerves.”

		
		“Well, let a doctor tell you that.”

		
		“Bye honey,” Josh kissed her and said in her ear, “Sorry about last night, maybe…”

		
		“Its fine.” She cut him off, “Just come home to me, be safe, baby.”

		
		“Always. Hey, maybe I’ll bring you home a kitten, right Matt?”

		
		“Watch out, honey, that cat has claws.”

		
		“Oh, please.” He rolled his eyes, “She’s just a woman.”

		
		“Tell that to the four guys in the cemetery.” Matt said, behind him.


	

		Chapter Six

		
		“Matt, you know we’re friends right?” Josh asked as he took the ramp to get on ninety five.

		
		“I do now, it’s not like you ever say it.” Matt laughed.

		
		“Yeah well, friends or not, you come that close to saying anything about what I do to Sheri I will wipe that goofy smile off your face for fucking good, got that?”

		
		“You fuck anything that moves behind your wife’s back and you get pissed at me?” Matt snorted, “Man, what fucking world do you live in?”

		
		“The real one, one where brothers don’t rat each other out.”

		
		“Brothers? Sorry, Josh I don’t recall seeing you in the family photos.”

		
		“You know what I mean.”

		
		“I do and I was just busting your balls. Fact is if you weren’t being a fucking tool, it wouldn’t be a problem would it?”

		
		“And if you weren’t such a fucking old lady, it wouldn’t be either.”

		
		“Yeah, damn me and my values.” He sighed, “Damn those stupid people who came up with marriage vows.”

		
		“I don’t recall the priest saying ‘and this is your only pussy for life’.”

		
		“Because he shouldn’t have to.”

		
		“Whatever, Matt, you’re pissed off because you choose to whack off to porn and I have real fun.”

		
		Josh reached for the radio to turn it up, but Matt pushed his hand away from the button.

		
		“Why do you do it, Josh?”

		
		“Do what?”

		
		“Fuck around on Sheri?”

		
		“I am not having this conversation for the hundredth time.”

		
		“We’ve never had it because you never answer the question.”

		
		“Matt there’s a girl dressed like cat woman lopping off cocks and fingers and the media’s on us like white on rice and you want to talk about my marriage?”

		
		“Honestly, Josh? This woman is targeting cheats, players, dogs. Dogs just like you. I’ve never cheated on a woman nor will I. So you’re my glimpse into that d-bag mentality. So….we are working the case if you tell me.”

		
		“Matt that is the most fucked up….fuck!” he swore as he came around the bend and had to slam on the brakes. Dead stop at seven thirty am, with Matt on his high horse. Wonderful.

		
		“If I answer it will, you leave me the fuck alone?”

		
		“I…I promise I won’t ask again.”

		
		“Okay.” Josh stared straight ahead, focusing on traffic as he spoke. “I know you’re waiting for some deep explanation, or for me to blame my asshole father or my childhood, or like a lot of cops the job, you know, the job changes you.”

		
		“It does.”

		
		“If you let it. Fact is, Matt? I have none of those reasons. I fuck whoever I want to, because I want to.”

		
		“It’s not that simple.”

		
		“Why not? Why the hell should I stay with one woman? I love Sheri, she’s a good woman, she’s smart, she’s sweet and she looks damn good on my arm and in my bed and I treat her as well as I can and I don’t think I could love two people. But I sure as hell can fuck more than one person.”

		
		“You…love your wife, but you fuck the sluts?”

		
		“Yeah, I…”

		
		“Josh do you know what decade this is? You’re talking about bullshit from back in the damn fifties. Guys loved their wives, but took on whores for the dirty stuff because you didn’t treat the mother of your kids that way.”

		
		“And most of the time the wives were fine with that.” Josh pointed out, “It was how it was. If your man was a good dad and provider and otherwise good husband you let it slide.”

		
		“Things are different now and you have no kids and…you’re not a good husband.”

		
		“Fuck you, you’ve been single your whole life, in fact you haven’t even gone on a fucking date in months so don’t talk to me about marriage.”

		
		“So you cheat because you can?”

		
		“Yup, what’s the fucking harm in it? Look, Matt, there’s laws you shouldn’t break. We shouldn’t kill or steal or beat the shit out of people. We shouldn’t rape women or sell drugs to kids. But sex? Who am I hurting, what laws am I breaking?”

		
		“You’re breaking your vow and you’re hurting your wife.”

		
		“My vow? What a sanctimonious ass you are. My vow. Try watching football instead of the family channel, you sound like a fucking woman.”

		
		“You’re hurting…”

		
		“Ignorance is bliss. How can Sheri be hurt if she doesn’t know?” Seeing an opening he gunned the car and shot into the next lane, cutting off a ford van.

		
		“Because…” Matt frowned, “Well…”

		
		“Yeah no answer for that one, huh?” At the sound of a horn Josh looked in the rear view mirror to see the guy in the van flipping him off and yelling. Josh pulled out his badge and held it up to him. The look on the guys face was priceless.

		
		“What if she did it to you?”

		
		“She doesn’t.”

		
		“What if she did, what if you found out she was letting some guy at work slip it her and…”

		
		“Sheri’s a good woman, she wouldn’t.”

		
		“But you’d be pissed wouldn’t you? Okay for you, but…”

		
		“Matt, shut up I’m done. I answered you, I do it because I love pussy and I can get away with it and…like I told you before, you should stop thinking about what’s right and take what you want.”

		
		“Take what I want?”

		
		“Yup. I see a hot looking woman checking me out I go on over and take my shot. Why the hell not? If she’s married, who cares? That’s her hubby’s problem not mine.”

		
		“But if it were a guy after her?” Matt pointed at him, “Josh you punched out Higgins at the Christmas party two years ago for dancing with her.”

		
		“He grabbed her ass twice and said she had blow job lips. That’s a little much.”

		
		“How many asses have you grabbed?”

		
		“None if they didn’t look into it. You’re not going to trap me. Matt. I do what do end of discussion. It bothers you, get another partner.”

		
		“But I can’t get new friends.” Matt shrugged.

		
		“Aww, how sensitive.” Josh laughed.

		
		“Okay, you I could do without, but…”

		
		“You’d miss Sheri.”

		
		“I would and you too, I guess. If I don’t think about your bed hopping you’re not so bad.”

		
		“Then don’t think about it. Back to ignorance is bliss.”

		
		“But I do know.” He sighed, “Just tell her.”

		
		“What?”

		
		“Tell her, you don’t think it’s a big deal so just own it.”

		
		“Then that would hurt her and then it would be your fault.” Josh smirked at him.

		
		“You don’t get it.”

		
		“No, and neither do you, so forget it, Matt. I do what I do. If Sheri ever finds out, I’ll worry about then. But I doubt she’d leave me.”

		
		“No?’

		
		“Nope, or maybe for a little while and come back when she realizes no guy really wants to put up with someone that needy.”

		
		“Nice. I don’t know though, Josh, Sheri’s pretty hot, they’d deal with it.”

		
		“Matt, my old man said a lot of shit, but here and there he had some good points. I remember him pointing out a couple of girls at school when he showed up to pick me up and said, “Know what, kid, no matter how hot a girl is there’s a guy who’s already sick of her shit. So find them fuck them and forget them.”

		
		“A wise man.” Matt rolled his eyes, “How did he die again?”

		
		“Too quickly.” Josh muttered.

		
		“So Sheri’s headaches.” Matt switched gears, “You should get her to go to the doctor.”

		
		“I told her that. I’m not her father; I’m not going to drag her there.”

		
		“You guys getting along okay?”

		
		“Why?”

		
		“Well she said she gets them from stress.”

		
		“She hates her new job and she hates this case and…I guess things haven’t been the best, but shit happens it’ll pass.”

		
		“Yeah, she was telling me last night you guys have been a little distant lately.”

		
		“You called her last night?”

		
		“Yeah, seeing you weren’t answering your phone, I figured I would try your house. Stupid me for thinking you’d be in your own bed.”

		
		“You talk to my wife a lot.”

		
		“See!” Matt slapped the dashboard, “That’s just what I mean. Okay for you to do what you want, but if someone…”

		
		“Knock it off,” Josh debated putting the siren on just to get out of traffic and to the station. “I made a comment, that’s all. I’m not jealous, that’s a waste of time.”

		
		“So you don’t care I talk to her all the time?”

		
		“Not at all.” He glanced over at him, “Nothing wrong with a little girl talk.”

		
		“Oh come on…”

		
		“Matt, I trust Sheri and you…man, you wouldn’t be able to make a play for another man’s wife and you know it. I have no worries. Besides, you keep her out of my hair, she whines to you instead.”

		
		“That’s the point, you should be talking to her Josh, not me. Be a fucking man and listen to stuff you’d rather not because it means something to…”

		
		“What are you a fucking councilor now?”

		
		“No, just a concerned friend and…”

		
		“Sheri’s a damn shrink, she knows that fucking game and she’s whispering in your ear to get you to try to get to me, well fuck that. Tell you what, I’ll be the man in her life and you can be her best girlfriend, how’s that?”

		
		“She deserves better than you, Josh.” Matt snapped, finally getting pissed off, “You don’t know how bad I’d like to see her figure that out.”

		
		“Jealous is an ugly emotion, Matt.”

		
		“Jealous? I…I’m not jealous, I told you I just talk to…”

		
		“You’re jealous because I have someone, hell most every guy has someone and you don’t so you have to sit there and start shit and point fingers because no one is as good as you think you are. If you were so good you wouldn’t be a loser living alone eating ramen noodles and whacking off. Stop looking at other people and worry about your own lame ass. Stop bitching and…”

		
		“Take what I want, right? I’m tired of that dumb line; it’s an excuse for you to…”

		
		Matt stopped when his cell rang.

		
		“Thank Christ.” Josh sighed

		
		“Dennings. Yeah, what?”

		
		The excitement in Matt’s voice caused him to hold his breath as he listened.

		
		“Holy shit! Yeah, keep him there, we’ll be there in ten.”

		
		“What is it?” Josh asked.

		
		“Hit the lights and let’s get to the precinct, a guy just showed up saying he thinks he had a run in with our kitty a couple of nights ago.”

		
		“You’re shitting me?” Josh, hit the lights and as the cars in front of him drifted to the right, he gunned the car, shooting up between the two lanes of traffic.

		
		“Nope!” Matt clapped his hands, “About fucking time! If this guys seen her, talked to her, we’ll finally have something to go on.”

		
		“Good,” Josh cut across three lanes of traffic and hit the exit doing seventy; glancing at Matt he winked, “We both know there’s nothing I like better than chasing pussy.”


	

		Chapter Seven

		
		“Good morning, Mister Peters.” Matt spoke as he and Josh entered the small interrogation room.

		
		“Morning.” Peters answered, looking back and forth as they sat down across from him.

		
		“I’m detective Dennings,” Matt extended his hand across the table, “And this is my partner detective Wilson.”

		
		“Nice to meet you.” Peters took Matt’s hand, and glanced at Josh who simply nodded, giving him a tight smile, he let Matt be the friendly disarming sort, he was better at it.

		
		“Before we start, would you like any more coffee?” Matt asked.

		
		“No, I’m all set.”

		
		“Better off, it tastes like battery acid.” Matt told him.

		
		Peters gave him a nervous smile, “Do we, umm, have to do this in here? I feel like a suspect or something.”

		
		“Sorry,” Josh spoke, “Its either in one of these rooms or out in the precinct, a lot quieter in here, besides you came here to help us, why would you be worried?”

		
		“I..does anyone have to know I came here?”

		
		“Absolutely not.” Matt shook his head, “This is confidential.”

		
		“What if it, you know, leads to something?”

		
		“Why are you worried about that, you have something to hide?” Josh asked

		
		“No…well…”

		
		“Don’t pay any attention to Detective Wilson,” Matt kicked him under the table, “He has no people skills, that’s why I’m here.”

		
		“Oh, okay.”

		
		“So Mister Peters,” Josh leaned forward, folding his arms on the table in front of him, “Sergeant Riley told us you think you might have met the woman responsible for these murders?”

		
		“Yeah, maybe.” He looked down at his fingers which were drumming nervously on the table.

		
		‘”You smoke Mister Peters?” Josh asked,

		
		“Here and there, when I drink or I’m nervous.”

		
		Josh produced the pack of Marlboros he’d picked up on the way in. “Here, help yourself,” he tossed it across the table.

		
		“Thanks.” Peters slipped one out of the pack and lit it with the lighter Josh slid over

		
		‘We’re not supposed to…” Matt stopped when Josh rolled his eyes.

		
		“So why don’t you tell us what happened?”

		
		“Well,” Peters tapped his ashes into the empty Styrofoam coffee cup, “I was at a party a couple of nights ago…”

		
		“Where?” Matt produced a small notebook from his jacket and clicked his pen.

		
		“The Regent, it was a Halloween party for Locke and Steel.”

		
		“The investment firm?” Josh inquired, “You work there?”

		
		“Yeah for the last ten years”

		
		“That’s a pretty big event.” Josh went on, “Lot of high rollers, lot of…players.”

		
		“Yeah most of them.”

		
		“And a lot of pretty hot women.”

		
		“Oh, yeah.” Peters grinned.

		
		“And some of them pros, to you know, keep guys company.” Josh winked.

		
		“There were…I’m sure there were some women there for entertainment, why does that matter?”

		
		“Because we have a feeling our little friend is one or poses as one. You know where the girls come from?”

		
		“No idea, why would I?” He said a little too quickly.

		
		“Right, why would you?” Josh shrugged, but stared at him, noting Peters wouldn’t meet his gaze.

		
		“So let’s talk about this woman,” Matt tapped his notebook, “What was she wearing?”

		
		“She was dressed like Cat Woman.”

		
		“What kind of cat?” Matt’s pen hovered over the paper.

		
		“No, I mean Cat woman from Batman. She was wearing an all black body suit that…” he shook his head, “Showed everything, Christ I could see her…” he stopped.

		
		“Camel toe?” Josh prodded with a laugh.

		
		“Yeah.” Peters whistled, “Nothing underneath that was for damn sure.”

		
		“Gloves I take it?” Matt asked.

		
		“Yeah, gloves, boots and the mask went around her whole face, even under her chin so all you could really see was her mouth. She kind of looked like one of those fetish girl from one of those weird clubs.”

		
		“What weird clubs?” Josh leaned back in his chair, “Where have you seen women dressed like that before?”

		
		“Oh.” he looked away, “Umm, well I…heard there’s some girls like that at Baby head and Club Hell

		
		“Write that down” Josh told Matt, “Don’t know the first one, but Club Hell’s whorehouse and has a lot of kinksters, Halloween all year round in that place.”

		
		“Back to the party.” Matt said while flashing his notebook quickly at Josh where he’d written “Where are you going?”

		
		Josh waved his hand at him, then addressed Peters, “So Mister…hey, can I call you James?”

		
		“Yeah sure.”

		
		“Good, this mister shit pisses me off, I’m Josh that’s Matt and know what we are?”

		
		“Detectives?”

		
		“We’re all guys, just three guys sitting around a table talking about…pussy.” He nodded, “yeah we’re just chatting about some pussy because it’s our favorite thing, right?”

		
		“Sure.”

		
		“Okay, James, let’s talk about this pussy. So Cat Woman…you approach her or she approaches you?”

		
		“She came up to me and asked how I was…by name.”

		
		“So she knew you?”

		
		“Knew my name, I…I don’t think I knew here.”

		
		“You ask her name?”

		
		“I did, I told her great costume and asked where I knew her from. She said…” he stopped, “Like I said this isn’t…”

		
		“Just three guys talking, that’s all we are. If it has to get to more than that you have my heard nothing gets used that doesn’t have to be, okay?”

		
		“Okay. She said she knew me from awhile back and knew I liked to have fun and that’s what she was looking for.”

		
		“Fun.” Matt pointed at James left hand, “You’re married.”

		
		“I…I am.”

		
		Matt nodded and scribbling in the note book angled it so Josh could read, “I get it”

		
		“So needless to say you attended this party alone and she was offering you some of that entertainment we discussed.”

		
		“I…I think so.”

		
		“Do you think you knew her?”

		
		“I wouldn’t know, I mean I don’t know how I would know a girl like….”

		
		“Okay, James,” Josh put his hands out, “Here’s where I stop trying to lead you along and just point blank ask, “You step out on your wife?”

		
		“No.” he shook his head. “I do not.”

		
		“Did you?” Matt picked it up, “In the past, maybe an affair, a call girl, a one night stand?”

		
		“Why does that matter? I’m only here to tell you about that night, you know, try to help out the police.” His voice rose, “Now I feel like I did something wrong and…”

		
		“Cut the shit James.” Josh said, “I get enough drama at home. Look first off, I told you, consider this an informal conversation, we’re cops, not priests, I don’t care where you stick your dick, I just want to make sure no one else loses theirs.”

		
		“What Josh is saying, is that it’s an important question. You’ve read the papers, she is targeting married men. We’re trying to find out how she knows them. Now if you lie and say you’ve never cheated then that causes problems for us because it’s not the same pattern, so you’re not helping if you’re lying, got it?”

		
		“Right.” James finished the cigarette and looked at the pack until Josh nodded, then lit another. “I used to cheat on my wife. I never set out to, but it was work, you know?”

		
		“Sure.” Josh agreed, “So…”

		
		“How is it works fault?” Matt asked.

		
		“That doesn’t matter.” Josh shot him a dirty look.

		
		“No, I’m curious and it might matter.” Matt said.

		
		“Excuse me.” Josh put his hand up and when James nodded, Josh got up and walked over to the corner.

		
		Matt followed him over and leaning into him, Josh whispered, “Keep your moral bullshit out of this.”

		
		“Oh, please I’m not that bad, Josh it’s…”

		
		“I swear to God sometimes I think you feel these guys deserved what they got.”

		
		“Bullshit.” Matt hissed, “Fuck Josh my last bust was a guy who was killing dealers who sold to kids, you think I wanted to bring him in? I wanted to give him a medal. I don’t let my personal shit get into my work.”

		
		“Then who gives a fuck why he cheats?”

		
		“I didn’t question you leading him to admit now don’t question me. You’re giving him direct questions I want him to tell us something, the more he talks the more he says and who knows? Maybe we pick something up about how she finds them?”

		
		“You’re right.” Josh nodded, “Sorry, I just…”

		
		“Was letting your guilty conscious affect your job. You tired of hearing it? Stop fucking doing it.”

		
		Matt went back to the table and keeping a neutral expression on his face, Josh followed.

		
		“Sorry, James.” Matt said, “Little difference of opinion just now, it happens. So, back to my question, what did you mean it was works fault?”

		
		“Why do you need to know?”

		
		“What you think is meaningless could mean something to us.”

		
		“Him anyway.” Josh muttered, taking back the cigarettes and lighting one.

		
		“Locke and Steel is one of the largest and most prestigious firms on the East Coast and we do everything we can to make the clients happy. When they’re in town I take them out and some of these guys, well they have money and they’re hot shots and they have a certain lifestyle, you know, excessive.”

		
		“I know the kind. They go to Vegas and pay two grand for a blow job they could get for a hundred just to say they paid for it.” Josh blew a smoke ring, “Assholes who overspend because they can and brag about it.”

		
		“Exactly and taking guys like that out means….entertaining them.”

		
		“Getting them laid.” Matt chimed in.

		
		“Yes. I…I didn’t do it at first, but the boss calls me in and tells me I need to or, they might have to get rid of me for guys who are willing to. So next time out I play the game, I take the guy to Fantasies because well, everyone knows what goes on there and I buy a ticket for him to go with one of the girls and he says he won’t go back there unless I come with him, you know lets both have fun. So I did it. I…picked out a girl and I felt bad later, almost told the wife, but…know what? Next time out it was easier.”

		
		“You always go to that club?”

		
		“No, next time I called an escort service, Pretty Woman and asked for two girls and we all went out for dinner and drinking and you know.” He sighed, “The ‘you know’ gets pretty addictive. The wife she…works a lot; has a lot on her mind, not always up for things. But these girls, man they will do anything for you. Things you don’t want to ask the wife because it’s sick or you just know she won’t. Stupid, huh?”

		
		“Yes.” Matt said just as Josh said, “No.”

		
		They glanced at each other and Josh smirked as Matt rolled his eyes.

		
		“Got to where I was doing it without clients, getting girls and just having fun. My wife traveled a lot for work and I had free reign. That is until I…I was caught when the police raided a house that a few back page girls worked out of. My name was in the police news and my ass was out of the house.”

		
		“So…are you remarried?” Josh asked.

		
		“No, I…I realized what I had lost and begged my wife to give me another chance. We went to counseling for two months and she let me move back in and we kept talking to someone for almost a year. That was a couple of years ago and things have been good between us since, but….” He lowered his head, “I broke her trust and even though she forgave me, sometimes she still wonders, I guess I deserve that.”

		
		“So these girls, you found them in a lot of places?” Matt’s tone was subdued, Josh was sure that like him, he was hoping James would have only used one service.

		
		“Pretty woman many times, but sometimes Craig’s list and back page, couple of strip clubs; the ones where you can take the dancers in the back.”

		
		“Did you see the same girl more than once? Any regulars?”

		
		“There was a girl named Samantha from Pretty Woman I saw a few times, but she left the agency.”

		
		“Okay, so back to the present. This girl mentions back when you used to have fun. Now that your secret is out, can you tell us if she seemed familiar to you?”

		
		“I…you couldn’t see much of her.”

		
		“She gave no name?” Josh was pretty sure he knew the answer.

		
		“She said to call her Kitty. When I pushed she said Selena.”

		
		“Selena!” Josh nodded, “That’s more…”

		
		“That’s a joke, “Matt said, “Cat Woman’s name was Selena Kyle.” He sighed, “She’s got a sense of humor.”

		
		“She laughed when she said it and then went back to calling herself kitty.” James said.

		
		“So what did she say to you?”

		
		“She grabbed a couple of shots from one of the girls walking around with trays and gave me one. We did the shots and she asked if I wanted to dance. I told her I was married and she said it was just a dance.”

		
		“The party, which so you know, I did not want to go to for this reason and…”

		
		“Your wife doesn’t know you were there and that’s why you’re worried.” Josh finished. “I got you and if anything gets out we will tell her in person how helpful you were and how concerned you are about her feelings.”

		
		“I will at least.” Matt said softly.

		
		“So you dance with her.”

		
		“Yeah and she’s…she strutting her stuff and she had it to strut.” James exhaled, “Damn she was hot. Not one guy in the place wasn’t staring at her. She’s shaking her shit and she’s all over me, bumping and grinding, shoving her ass on my crotch, shimmying down to her knees and…putting her mouth on my crotch.”

		
		“Good times.” Josh laughed, “Hey, were you wearing a mask?”

		
		“Just a black one across my eyes, I was Zorro.”

		
		“So she could recognize you?”

		
		“Yes.”

		
		“So then what?”

		
		“A slow song comes on and…look I have to admit she’s getting to me and I think what the fuck? It’s a dance.”

		
		“She grabbed more drinks as well I take it?” Matt was writing, not looking up as he asked.

		
		“Oh, yeah, but last couple she grabbed just for me, said she was a lightweight.”

		
		“You’re slow dancing.” Josh began, “Her arms are around you, her tits are rubbing against you…she…pushes your hands down her waist to her ass.”

		
		“How…yeah.” He nodded a rueful grin on his face.

		
		“She’s breathing in your ear.” Josh continued, “Maybe she kisses your neck and she’s talking; telling you all the things she wants to do to you.”

		
		“Like you were there.” James nodded.

		
		“He has been, many times.” Matt didn’t even try to keep that one quiet.

		
		“Ignore him, he’s an idealist.” Josh nodded towards him, “But not me and not you either, James, we know how shit works.”

		
		“Yeah and shits what it is.”

		
		“But she’s getting to you. You have a hard on by then don’t you? Bet she even grabbed it didn’t she?”

		
		“Yes.”

		
		“So what’s she saying, anything out of the ordinary?”

		
		“The stuff you can imagine. Can’t wait to get her mouth on me, telling me how she loves to suck and fuck, but then she started talking about a special game, her favorite.”

		
		“Tying you up?” Matt suggested.

		
		“Right, she said she loves to tease, tells me how she’ll take her time and by the time I cum my damn ears would pop, then she would let me do anything I wanted to her, even tie her up.”

		
		“And all this would be where?”

		
		“She said she had a room at the Spirit inn two blocks away.”

		
		“That pit?” Matt frowned in disgust.

		
		“Places like that are big with the working girls and their clients, right, James.”’

		
		“I’d met girls there before.”

		
		“Which ones, we’ll need names when we’re done.”

		
		“They don’t give real ones, that place takes cash and you could say you’re Mickey Mouse.” Josh grunted, thinking she had to be a pro; she knew right where to take them.

		
		“So I take it you refuse seeing you’re sitting here.” Matt flipped a page over and tapped it, “What happens then?”

		
		“ I almost said yes, but then I did the right thing…”

		
		“Hear that?” Matt winked at Josh.

		
		“I tell her no.”

		
		“She get pissed?” As he asked, Josh made a show of rubbing his cheek with his middle finger extended at Matt.

		
		“No, she purrs in my ear and tells me if I play with her she’ll even let me fuck her in the ass. Said Kitty will let you have her tail and she giggles and moans in my ear.”

		
		“Then….”

		
		“I tell her I’m married and…”

		
		“And what?”

		
		“She says come on James you know that ring doesn’t mean anything to you, and she’ll never know, let’s go play.”

		
		“This time I told her no, and pulled away from her. She just stands there and looks at me and then asks me, ‘really, you really don’t want to? I told her no, said my wife was at home and I’m not like that. She says, oh, since when?”

		
		“Since when.” Matt and Josh spoke at the same time. She was someone from his past, not present.

		
		“I tell her since I changed and told her I had to go.”

		
		“So she walk away pissed?”

		
		“No,” he frowned, “It was weird, she comes back up to me and leans in and kisses me on the cheek and says, good doggie, now go home and kiss Jennifer for me. Then she leaves.”

		
		“She knew your wife’s name?”

		
		“Yeah it freaked me out. That’s mostly the reason I got myself to come here.”

		
		“You tell any of your girls about your wife?” Josh spread his arms, “You know, maybe Samantha, telling her about your life, bitching about the wife?”

		
		“I…maybe, I don’t remember.”

		
		“Did you watch her when she left; did she talk to anyone else?” Matt asked

		
		“Not that I saw, but it was a huge room with a lot of people so I can’t say. I left about fifteen minutes later.

		
		“Okay so her eyes, could you see them?”

		
		“Covered by the costume, it had those little black goggles and they were tinted.”

		
		“And the voice? Nothing familiar?”

		
		“It…the thing is she sounded different when she talked.”

		
		“Different from what?”

		
		“From her, she…she kept acting a little weird. One minute she would say things like kitty wants to play or don’t you want to pet kitty and she would giggle like a little girl, like some schoolgirl routine.”

		
		“Gotta love those.” Josh said.

		
		“Then she would switch and she had this real throaty kind of voice, very sexy, like a purr, sounded like a phone sex girl.”

		
		“So she was switching gears and…”

		
		“No.” he shook his head then hesitated. “I know this will sound weird and I know I had a lot to drink, but the voices…it didn’t just sound like she was talking differently, it was like her voice was really changing, like two people in my ear.”

		
		“Well, just keep trying to figure where you may have known her from…” Matt passed him his card, “I don’t care if it’s two in the morning. You wake up and know who it was you call me okay?”

		
		“I will. I really don’t know what else to say. Can I go now?”

		
		“This was what night?” Josh asked.

		
		“This Tuesday.”

		
		“Okay, James.” Josh turned and pointed at the one way glass. “We thank you for coming in. You did the right thing and hopefully we can do something with your information”

		
		“Thank you.” James stood, “I’ll call if I come up with anything else.”

		
		“Good.” The door opened and Josh watched the uniformed cop, let James out.

		
		When the door closed Matt said, “You want to head down to the Spirit and check the log book?”

		
		“Yeah. But let’s talk a minute. What do you get out of that?”

		
		“She knows them which we suspected, but she knows them, or at least him, from before.”

		
		“Right.” Josh agreed, “She knew he cheated, but didn’t know he was on the straight and narrow.”

		
		“Which is a revelation, but a problem.” Matt tapped his pen on the table, “Because we’re looking in the victims here and now and getting nowhere, now we have to look into sins past?”

		
		“Yeah.” Josh rubbed his cheek, “We’ve only been looking through the recent calls and e-mails of the victims we’re going to have to go back a couple of years now and try to cross reference all the victims for any number or e-mail they had in common.”

		
		“The voices, what do you think about that?” Matt asked.

		
		“He was drunk and horny and nervous. A person can sound a little different if they’re trying, why?”

		
		“I don’t know, I was wondering if she’s schizo. She talks about good kitty and bad kitty in her notes and hints at a ‘her’ and a ‘she’.”

		
		“Or it’s a game. She’s not a total psycho though. She had her next victim in her sights and let him go because he was no longer a dog. So she has the ability to reason and a more precise agenda than we thought.”

		
		“So four dead and James could have been number five and all this in a week. She skipped him Tuesday; its Thursday she’s going to have another soon if there isn’t already one laying in a bed somewhere.”

		
		“One more and we have to officially warn people about the cat motif, we have to give people something to go on.”

		
		Matt picked up his notebook, staring at the page, “Still think she’s a pro?”

		
		“Almost has to be, who else would know guys fuck around on their wives?”

		
		“I don’t know.”

		
		“Think she reveals herself at the end?” Josh slipped the Marlboro’s in his suit pocket, as he stood up from the table.

		
		“Does it matter?” Matt rose, tucking his notebook inside his jacket. “It’s not like anyone’s lived to tell us. So…”

		
		They both flinched as the door burst open so quickly Bill Reynolds, one of the other detectives who’d been helping them by researching the victims almost fell into the room.

		
		“They got another one!”

		
		“What?” Matt asked

		
		“Just got a call from the Metro Inn, it was past checkout and no one was answering so the manager let himself in and…found number five!”

		
		“Fuck!” Josh slammed his fist on the table, “One small break and one big fucking set back.”

		
		“Come on,” Matt moved quickly past him, “Let’s go see what Kitty left on the doorstep this time.”


	

		Chapter Eight

		
		“Fifth Verse same as the first.” Josh walked slowly around the bed, looking down at the Bad Kitty’s latest handiwork.

		
		“Not one thing different, unless you count the colors.” Matt said from where he was kneeling on the floor following the soft purple rope with his gloved hands to where it was tied to metal bed frame. “Last set of ropes was blue, before that green.”

		
		“Do they come in packages?” One of the uniformed officers asked.

		
		“Not that we’ve seen in the stores or online.”

		
		Matt stood up and remaining at the foot of the bed, stared down at the victim, whom like the others had his throat slit, no slit wasn’t the right word Josh thought, hacked was more appropriate.

		
		“Guys head looks partially severed.” Jerry Ross, the medical examiner said as he placed his bag on floor next to the bed. “There’s a lot of strength behind that blow.”

		
		“Lot of rage.” Matt added.

		
		“Or she’s sawing at it.” The cop offered.

		
		“No, its like the others, look at the wounds edges, this is one slash.”

		
		“So, who do we have here?” Josh asked while bending over and peering at the severed finger resting on the corpse’s chest.

		
		“We didn’t look for ID yet.” The cop responded, “Soon as I got here I called for you guys, wanted to leave everything as is.”

		
		“And we appreciate that.” Matt said, then snapped his fingers, “Josh there is something missing.”

		
		Josh narrowed his eyes and quickly looked over the disturbing vision on the bed. Everything looked the same as the others, except…”There’s no note under the finger.”

		
		“Right, now why, I wonder?”

		
		The ME shined a small penlight on the finger and the plain gold ban glowed brightly against the pallid skin of the finger.

		
		“There’s a small cut just over the band, same as before.”

		
		“To death do us part.” Josh murmured looking at the mangled flesh just below the band.

		
		“Speaking of parts, as always, one significant one is missing.” Ross said “Well most of it, have a little left, just under where she had this” He reached into the middle of the bloody mess between the bodies legs and gingerly picked up a silver ring.

		
		Slipping it into an evidence bag he said, “Same as the others, must have bought them by the dozen.”

		
		Josh didn’t respond, instead he forced his eyes to look down at the small piece of flesh, all that was remaining of the victims penis. Below that, was nothing but a bloody hole where the testicles had been severed. There was sticky puddle of blood beneath it, but nowhere near as much blood as was down the chest and splattered across the sheets. The spray from the throat had shot past the length of the bed and onto the floor and glancing upwards; Josh saw flecks of it on the ceiling. Ross was right; it took a lot of force to open up a throat like this.

		
		Josh let his gaze wander up the blood bathed body, finally taking in the face. The eyes were open and bulging in pain and fear. Besides their own blood spurting what was the last thing they had seen? Again he wondered if she showed her face to them at some point. Below the eyes, the mouth and chin were covered in blood and another sticky fluid. The mouth was shut rather than open in a final scream and he had no doubt why.

		
		“You going to check the mouth?” Matt asked, following his thoughts.

		
		Ross nodded and gingerly taking the corpses chin in one hand held the forehead with the other and pried the jaw open. Matt shined his penlight into it and crinkled his face up. “Ugh, same as the others, testicles shoved in there.”

		
		“Are they dead when that happens?” The cop asked, peering over Matt’s shoulder.

		
		“Dying.” Ross said, “She shoves them in as they’re screaming.”

		
		“Talk about being tea bagged.” He laughed.

		
		“Officer, do you have anything to add other than bad jokes?” Josh asked, “Call me an asshole, but I’m not seeing the humor here.”

		
		The cop shot him a dirty look, but said, “I do have a question. How the hell doesn’t anyone hear him scream? Guys gets his dick sliced off he’s going to scream bloody murder.”

		
		“The scream is brief.” Ross said while gently closing the corpse’s eyes.

		
		“How do you know that?” Matt asked, while going over to the pile of clothes on the small table near the bed.

		
		“The killer slashes his cock off and she…” he moved so he was standing at the foot of the bed. “Now she is right handed, that I can tell by her initial cut.”

		
		“How’s that?” Josh asked as he tried to find a place for his eyes that didn’t require seeing blood.

		
		“There is a nick on the left side of the cock ring, same as the others. The first slice is right to left. So she cuts his cock off and he screams. The scream is more from fear than pain. The ring is applied so tightly that feeling is most likely all but cut off. The victim will feel the impact, but no immediate pain.”

		
		“Screams a scream.” The cop remarked.

		
		“She slashes right and let’s her arm travel up to her shoulder,” Ross placed his right hand over his left arm to demonstrate. “She pivots the knife, I know this because it’s the same pattern as the forehand blow, then leans over and delivers a back hand cut to the throat. She cuts the throat seconds after she slices off his penis. The scream is very brief and is then turned into a gurgling death rattle, you can’t scream when your windpipe is damaged to this extent.”

		
		“Still…”

		
		“Think about it.” Matt said as he held up a black cape before putting it down and lifting a white shirt, “You’re in a room here, you think you hear someone yell. You listen, but don’t hear anything else. Now you wonder, did I hear anything? Never mind its getting near Halloween and people are watching horror movies and coming back to the motel bombed and carrying on.”

		
		“You know detectives.” Ross was now alongside the bed, his fingers tracing the wide gash to the throat. “Are you sure this is a woman?”

		
		“The witness we talked to this morning confirmed she was, why?” Josh saw something fall off the table as Matt went through the clothes and picked up a pair of plastic fangs. “Dracula, how fucking ironic.”

		
		“Because as I said, the strength involved here…could it be a man? Maybe a transvestite?”

		
		“A chick with a dick?” The cop asked.

		
		“Or…perhaps even a man who was sexually mutilated and is now doing it to others.” Ross rubbed his chin. “Maybe you should start looking for that type of thing. You know in prison they slice the balls off of child molesters and sometimes rapists and…”

		
		“You know what, Ross?” Josh rolled his eyes, “How about you just take care of the body and we’ll do the rest?”

		
		“Of course, because you’re doing so well so far.” Ross grunted.

		
		“Okay, got his wallet.” Matt flipped open the black leather square and after looking through, pulled out a driver’s license. “Timothy Miller, age forty one.” Matt frowned and pulled out another ID. “Shit, this is a badge for the courthouse, he’s an attorney.”

		
		“The white collar trend continues.” Josh jumped when his cell rang and took a couple of steps away from the others when he answered, “Wilson.”

		
		“Yeah, Josh its Parson. I’m over at the Spirit and they turned over their log book, said we can keep it.”

		
		“Did you look through the names from Tuesday?”

		
		“Yeah, Selena Kyle is the only woman renting on that day, checked in about four, paid cash.”

		
		“Bring it to the station so they can check the hand writing.” Josh ended the call. “Selena Kyle, like she told James.”

		
		“Cat woman.” Matt sighed, “She’s laughing at us.”

		
		“Damn straight she is.” Josh turned to see Reynolds coming in the room. “Guess who checked into this room yesterday afternoon?”

		
		“Who Wonder Woman?” Ross asked.

		
		“No, how about Lorena Bobbit?”


	

		Chapter Nine

		
		Josh looked up from his desk as Matt came over and sat down in his across from him. Matt had set his up so their desks were shoved up against each and they could face each other to discuss cases. Three years later the other detectives would still walk by and laugh at them. But they had the highest arrest rate of any of the other partners and whether Matt’s old fashioned ideas had anything to do with it or not, Josh was superstitious and wouldn’t change anything that worked.

		
		“How’d you make out?” He asked.

		
		Josh had gone with a State Trooper to tell the last victims wife and today had been Matt’s turn.

		
		“How do you think?” Matt grunted disgustedly. “I’ve gotten used to seeing a lot of shit, Josh, but telling someone their spouse, or worse child, is dead is the worst.”

		
		“Yeah.” Josh rubbed his stinging eyes. “Sheri had a good point last night. These women don’t just lose their husbands, but find out what they were doing, hell the city finds out what they were doing. Pretty tough.”

		
		“You should think about that.” Matt said, “How is she going to feel when you finally get caught banging some slut?”

		
		“Even during this, you have to start on me?” Josh picked up a folder containing everything he’d learned about Miller. “How about the case?”

		
		“Anything interesting?”

		
		“First thing that jumps out is no kids. None of them have kids.”

		
		“So she has some sense of…honor, or morals, or whatever you want to call it, she’s not taking anyone’s parent away.”

		
		“Which again means she knows them. Think about it, most married couples have kids, the odds she somehow found five that didn’t is not coincidence.”

		
		“You ever regret not having them?” Matt asked.

		
		“When I was younger I thought it would be nice. Have a son, play some ball with him, he’d carry on the name…” he held up a picture of Miller’s body, “Then I start seeing shit like this and I’m one of those that wonder why anyone brings a kid into this goddamn asylum.” He dropped the picture, “Besides Sheri can’t anyway. You know; woman problems.”

		
		“From her father raping her for years.” Matt nodded.

		
		“I never said that.”

		
		“She did, I told you….she tells me things because she can’t talk to you half the time.”

		
		“That’s right I forgot you two are BFFs.” Josh waved his hand at him, “You take turns holding each other and crying like they do in those wussy support groups?”

		
		“You’re a fucking tool.” Matt informed him.

		
		“Let’s not discuss my life here, okay?” Josh looked at his computer screen where he had channel thirteen’s website up and hit refresh. For the third time in the last twenty minutes there was a new update on the latest victim. The press had been on this one damn fast.

		
		“The Cat’s Meow.” Josh read aloud, “Not only does Bad Kitty continue to baffle the police, but her wit is as sharp as her claws. A source has confirmed that she used the name Lorena Bobbit as an alias at the Metro inn, scene of…” Josh closed the browser disgustedly. “What was that fucking cop’s name? Something tells me he’s got some extra cash in his pocket.”

		
		“I’ll call over to his precinct and tell them to stick him behind a desk until this is over.” Matt sighed, “Seen Parker yet?”

		
		“Nope. He’s in the office with his door locked. He’s building up for one of those tantrums he thinks impress us.”

		
		“Why no note this time?” Matt pursed his lips. “Body wasn’t discovered until the following morning so she wasn’t rushed.”

		
		“Maybe she ran out of psycho babble.” Josh guessed. “The notes say the same thing anyway; another dog had its day and all that good kitty, bad kitty crap.”

		
		“Don’t forget Sophia.” Matt reminded him. “Think Sophia is bad kitty and kitty is good kitty? And then she mentions…”

		
		“There’s one kitty, crazy as a loon kitty.” Josh grunted, “Or…completely sane and playing the crazy card, freaks get more press.”

		
		“Hey Wilson,” Reynolds said coming up to their desks, “Do me a favor and make sure your little playmates know your extension.”

		
		“What?”

		
		“Yeah one of your dippy whores ended up calling my desk looking for you. I transferred her.” When Josh simply stared at him, he rolled his eyes, “Don’t you check your damn messages?”

		
		He walked away and Josh glanced down at his phone which was currently covered by a flyer from the Halloween store featuring over a dozen sexy cat costumes. He shoved it out of the way and saw he had a message.

		
		“Who the hell leaves messages anymore? Everyone has a damn cell.”

		
		“Maybe one of your bimbos is busting your balls.” Matt chuckled, “Might have a slutty little stalker.”

		
		“I’ll send her your way, you could use the company.” Josh grabbed the phone and punching in his password listened to the message.

		
		He frowned as music blared in his ear, “What the hell is this?” the music sounded vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t place it.

		
		“Who is it?”

		
		“Music.” Josh started to hang up, but stopped when someone began singing.

		
		“Josh I just did it again

		I guess we’re now more than just friends

		Oh baby!”

		
		“Holy shit!” Josh exclaimed, the voice was that of a little girl and he felt his stomach tighten as she continued.

		
		It might seem like a crush

		But trust me I’m in no rush

		But I’ve lost all my senses

		That is just so typically me

		Oh baby, baby!”

		
		“What is it?” Matt was now standing, leaning over the desk.

		
		Josh hung up the phone and hit speaker.

		
		“Its her!” He called out, Reynolds, Parson’s get over here! Listen to this!”

		
		Reynolds and Parsons, jumped from their desks and as they gathered round, Josh hit play again.

		
		“Brittany Spears.” Parson’s said, when the three other men looked at him he added, “My daughter plays her all the time.

		
		The voice began and Josh maxed the volume and sitting back, closed his eyes, listening to her.

		
		”Oops!…Sophia did it again

		She played with his cock, and got lost in the game

		Oh baby, baby.”

		
		The voice trailed off into childlike laughter that sent a chill down his spine. The odd giggling broke off and this time the voice was that of a woman.

		
		“Oops!…You think I’m a bitch

		That I’m sent from below

		Well fuck him, he wasn’t that innocent”

		
		Despite the disturbing lyrics, the smoky voice had a sexy purr to it and Josh could just imagine that voice in the victim’s ear, promising him paradise.

		
		“You see my problem is this

		I’m dreaming away

		Wishing that good men truly exist

		I cry, when I find they’re all dogs”

		
		“I guess I’m a fool in so many ways

		To lose all my senses and slice their lives away.

		That is just so typically me!

		Baby, oh”

		
		“Jesus.” Reynolds whispered.

		
		“All aboard” The little girl was back

		
		“Oh, my sweet kitty!, Before he goes, there’s a chance my good girl wants him to have”

		
		“Oh, yes, a chance! Good kitty doesn’t want to be mean!”

		
		But wait a minute! On his hand!” The woman was now singing “isn’t this…?”

		
		“Yeah, yes it is” The little girl voice, but sounding upset, “It’s a wedding band!”

		
		“But I thought he wanted to change? I guess he lied to Kitty” she sounded as if she were ready to cry.

		
		“Well my lovely girl, its okay, because that means Sophie will get you a gift!”The purr came back.

		
		“Oh, you shouldn’t have yay!!” The voice exclaimed with the glee of a child and Josh heard hands clapping.

		
		”Oops!…he did it again, he broke her heart”

		But then I played with his cock, and let bad kitty slice it off

		Oops!…He thought I believed him, that lying dog!

		But I know….”

		
		The music played and everyone leaned forward waiting to see if she was done, then all flinched when a shriek of pure rage blared from the phone

		
		”He wasn’t fucking innocent!”

		
		The music stopped, but the voice continued, screaming in rage.

		
		“He lied to my kitty! He broke my sweet girl’s heart! He hurt my good kitty and no one hurts my love!! No dog will ever hurt us!”

		
		“That’s because Sophia loves me!” The little girl laughed. “She loves her good kitty,” she giggled, “Even though she’s bad kitty sometimes.”

		
		“Bad Kitty does good things. Bad Kitty kills heart breaking hurtful men. Be careful Josh because Every dog has its fucking day!”

		
		Maniacal laughter filled the room followed by a soft sweet laugh, and the words, “Bye bye!” chirped in a child’s voice.

		
		There was the sound of a click and shutting off the speaker Josh transferred the call to Parker’s office and called him, “What is it Wilson? You want to beg off this case before I throw you off it?”

		
		“Check your messages.” Josh hung up without waiting for a reply.

		
		“Goddamn.” Matt whispered, “That isn’t an act Josh.”

		
		“Josh transfer that to Walters in evaluation, let the shrinks get on that.” Parson’s suggested

		
		“Yeah.” Josh looked down at the phone, “Better than a note I guess.”

		
		“She’s growing bolder.” Matt sat back down. “And she’s fixating on you, that’s a good thing.”

		
		“Thanks.”

		
		“No, seriously, it’s a connection now, she did it once, she’ll do it again.”

		
		“You mean oops I did it again?” Josh pointed at the phone, “Goddamn Brittany Spears song.”

		
		“Think that means she’s young?” Parson’s asked, stroking his chin. Josh noticed his fingers were trembling, “Christ that was fucking freaky.”

		
		“It might be two women.” Reynolds pointed out, “That was two different voices and the change was so quick it couldn’t have been.”

		
		“She’s one person.” Matt said quietly, “A sick one.”

		
		“A scorned one, hell hath no fury.” Parson’s added, “I’m going to start checking clinics and psyche wards. Maybe someone recently discharged.”

		
		“One more thing to look into with no extra help to do it.” Josh said.

		
		“Oh, we’ll have some help soon.”

		
		They turned to see Captain Trevor Parker standing behind them.

		
		The fact that Parker, at six three and at this point tipping three hundred pounds could sneak up on them was a testament to how rattled they were. Parker stomped, he never walked, but always seemed to slam his foot down with every step, around the desks and over to the wall where a large flat screen TV was.

		
		“Got a call from the bureau, they’re sending an agent down here to try to help us with a profile on this sick fucking cunt. Right now, it’s just him and not them taking over, but that could happen soon.” He looked around then started bellowing.

		
		“Know why? Because Channel Thirteen already broke the news, name and all!” he bellowed, “I want the name of every uniformed cop involved at that scene because this fast means a fucking leak!”

		
		“We’ve already…” Josh started then sighed, “Never mind.”

		
		But, he held up on of his thick fingers, “I just listened to your call, Wilson, you’re a real pussy magnet.” He looked around and to everyone’s surprise laughed, his white teeth a sharp contrast to his dark skin. “So at least we finally got something to go on and that buys us time. Walters will get our fucked up duet and knowing him listen to it naked and spanking it to the thought of getting in some shrink digest over this.”

		
		He looked around and crossing his massive arms across his chest said, “You guys spend the rest of the day checking out the local sluts and knock off early, tomorrow we sit down, talk with the nerds and get a real plan to get this bitch.”


	

		Chapter Ten

		
		“Harder!” Sophia moaned her head back on the pillow, “Fuck me harder!”

		
		She pinched her nipple as she drove dildo deep into her pussy

		
		“Ow!” Kitty whimpered, “That hurts! Why are you being so rough with us?”

		
		“Because I want it!” Sophia whimpered in frustration while furiously plunging the rubber cock inside her. “I need it!”

		
		“I like our other game better!” Kitty whined, “I like how you touch me, I don’t like that thing! There’s a reason we cut them off! They hurt us!”

		
		“They’re not all bad, my sweet girl.” Sophia slowed her thrusting and caressed her cheek, “They can feel good.”

		
		“They can?”

		
		“They can, but we need the right man!”

		
		“All men are bad.” Kitty pouted.

		
		Leaving the dildo buried in her pussy, Sophia playfully flipped her lip.

		
		“No, there can be nice ones. Ones that will protect and play with my good kitty, and love our other friend, and…” she ground her hips and moved her legs up and down, enjoying the feeling of the fake cock inside her. “Fuck me like the bad girl I want to be!”

		
		“Sophia’s horny!” Kitty giggled.

		
		“Sophia wants to get fucked!” she softened her voice, “Will my sweet girl fuck me?”

		
		“I…I don’t know…it’s kind of yucky, can’t I just touch you like when we play our special game?”

		
		“Be fair kitty, doesn’t Sophia always play that game with you?”

		
		“Yeah.”

		
		“Doesn’t she always make you purr like a happy little kitten?”

		
		“I like to purr,” She laughed, “Bad kitty!”

		
		“Then make me purr the way I want to. Come on and be my sweet girl.”

		
		“Okay, but next time we play the other way, not with this nasty thing.”

		
		“Yes, next time will be all for kitty.”

		
		Sophia sighed and cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples. She was horny and needed to get it nice and hard the way she’d craved it, but Kitty’s soft touch did feel good and it would be a nice tease until she got fucked. Kitty put her fingers in their mouth and Sophia moaned at the taste of their friend’s pussy, <i> their</i> pussy. Her now wet fingers rolled her swollen nipples between them and she groaned, her hips thrusting into the toy.

		
		Her hands wandered from her breasts and tickled her stomach before one gripped the end of the dildo and the fingers of the other found her throbbing clit. She rubbed it in slow circles while working the cock gently in and out. Sophia was so wet she could hear the toy entering her and whispered, “Faster my good girl.”

		
		“Nasty girl.” Kitty chided her, but thrust the cock more rapidly into her.

		
		“Yes, oh yes, now harder and deeper.”

		
		She cried out as Kitty drove the cock so deep the rubber balls struck her ass.

		
		“Oh!” She groaned, “Just like that! Fuck me!”

		
		Kitty released a long sigh of disapproval, but obeyed and Sophia squealed in delight as she pounded the toy into her. Her fingers moved faster on her clit and Sophia drew her knees up to her chest, opening her pussy wider and raising her ass off the bed so the cock would go even deeper.

		
		Sophia smiled so Kitty would know she wasn’t in pain and closed her eyes. As the dildo hammered into her she envisioned him; the man who was supposed to do this for her. The one who was supposed to love his girls, cherish and protect sweet kitty, love their good friend and treat Sophie like the whore she so badly wanted to be.

		
		But even as she moaned from Kitty’s fingers stroking her clit, the image wouldn’t stay. The man who was supposed to be their everything never took care of them, any of them. Even though she knew it was wrong she thought of another. Someone who would take care of her. Sophie forgot about Kitty and the other and just focused on her needs. Thought of what it would be like to have a man worth being good to.

		
		She could taste him in her mouth as she blew him, sucking his cock until he came for her, shooting his cum down her throat as she rewarded him for being a good man. She thought of how he would touch her. Sometimes sweetly like Kitty did, teasing and playing, using his tongue to make her purr for him. Sometimes they would make love to keep their friend satisfied, but other times he would fuck her.

		
		Her good man would take the pussy she freely offered him, take her hard and fast, but in the spirit of love not to cause her pain like the other one had years ago. The one that had hurt Kitty and forced Sophia to do what she had to do. No this man would give her everything she needed in every way.

		
		“Oh fuck yeah!” She called out, “Fuck me my love take your woman! Make her yours!”

		
		Kitty was now rubbing her clit as hard as she was thrusting the cock and arching her back, Sophie released a long drawn out moan as her body gathered itself. Whether she liked to play it or not, Kitty knew this game and proving herself the sweet girl she was gave Sophia what she needed and pinched her clit.

		
		The sharp pain sent her over the edge and throwing her head back, Sophia let loose with a long loud wail as her pussy convulsed. Kitty’s fingers continued to rub and she cried out in surprise as a long spray of sticky fluid squirted out from around the cock. Sophia cried out again and again as her pussy erupted, splattering her legs and thighs as well as the sheets. A shudder went through her and with soft whimper she let her legs straighten as her body went limp.

		
		“Oh…that was so nice.” She murmured as she stared at the spinning ceiling.”Thank you my sweet girl.”

		
		“Eww,” Kitty slid the cock from her pussy, and stared in disgust at the sticky fluid dripping from it. “Icky.”

		
		“Hmmm-mm” Sophia shook her head, “That means it felt good.”

		
		Kitty dropped the toy onto the bed and laughed, “Sophia wet the bed, Sophia wet the bed!”

		
		“Come here, my little one.” Sophie wrapped her arms around herself and lightly tickled her cheek, “My good girl.”

		
		“I like when you hold me.” Kitty purred, “We going to sleep now?”

		
		“Hmm, yes. We have time, but we have to clean up when we wake up.”

		
		“You clean up, you made the mess.”

		
		“You helped.”

		
		“Hee hee…Bad Kitty made a mess!”

		
		“Shhh, time for sleep.” Sophia hugged herself tighter, envisioning Kitty snuggled close to her and closing her eyes whispered, “Sweet dreams pretty girl.”

		
		The only answer was Kitty’s deep breathing and with a smile, Sophia drifted into the welcoming darkness of sleep.


	

		Chapter Eleven

		
		Sophia lifted her head from the pillow and looked around. Something had awoken her. Instantly alert, she slid the long curved blade from beneath the pillow. If that mother fucker thought he was going to come in here and….

		
		No, that animal had paid the price long ago, there was no one to try to come here and hurt her or Kitty. The days of being hurt were over, now Sophie was the one who brought the pain. She realized kitty wasn’t curled up with her and that was when she heard someone crying.

		
		“Are you okay, sweet girl?” She sat up, looking around the dark room.

		
		“I’m over hear.”

		
		She turned at the sound of a click and as the small lamp in the corner flickered to life she saw Kitty sitting cross legged on the floor holding a stuffed black cat dressed in a pumpkin costume.

		
		“Like my build a bear?” she held it up, “Her name is Alicia!”

		
		“Very pretty.” Sophie shook her head and winced at the dull throb in it.

		
		She could see Kitty meaning they were in their safe place inside of their friend. Walking over to Kitty she knelt down in front of her, pushing aside several more stuffed animals.

		
		“Are you sad?” She asked.

		
		“Hmm-mm,” she shook her head, her pigtails flying about. “I’m okay.”

		
		“Good.” Sophie smiled at her, taking in the cute my little pony t-shirt that hugged a not so childlike pair of breasts. “Oh Kitty are you ever going to act your age?”

		
		“Why should I?” she giggled, “I like being little.” She frowned, “She never got a chance to be a little kid, that meanie stole that from her, so she made me to act that way for her!”

		
		“And me to make sure no more meanies hurt us.”

		
		“Can you put that down?” She pointed at the knife, “its scaring Alicia.”

		
		“Oh, I’m sorry.” She put the knife down next to her and frowned at the sound of sobbing.

		
		“She’s crying.” Kitty said, “Been crying a long time, you were sleeping though,” she smiled, “You sleep well after you’re a dirty girl.”

		
		“Why is she crying?”

		
		“She’s sad. Her poor little heart is broken.” Kitty cocked her head at the stuffed cat, “Right Alicia?” She made the cat nod in agreement. “I feel bad for her.”

		
		“So do I.” Sophia said, reaching out and putting her arm around her. Unlike when they took over for their friend, in here Sophia could touch and feel kitty.

		
		It was fun to come out and see other people, but this was nice as well, her and kitty could be peaceful here and had been for a long time. It had been years since they were last needed to help.

		
		“Can we help her? I tried to sing to her, but I don’t think she can hear me right now.”

		
		“She can’t. We have to wait until she’s asleep to talk to her and for her to let us help.”

		
		“I thought she would be happy. We got another one for her.”

		
		“That we did. But she’s still crying.” Sophie listened to the gut wrenching sobs and felt a familiar anger building inside her. “We need to make her happy again.”

		
		“How?” Kitty held up the cat, “Alicia wants to know.”

		
		“Of course she does.” Sophia made a show of petting the cat, then slid her hand across kitty’s right breast.

		
		“Hey, not in front of her!” Kitty covered the cat’s eyes.

		
		“Sorry.” Sophia winced as the sobbing grew louder. She couldn’t let her suffer like this. “We need to do it again.”

		
		“Do what? Don’t you get enough you piggy?”

		
		“Not that. We need to take another one. That will make her happy.”

		
		“I don’t understand why.”

		
		“Because she likes to save women from being hurt like she was, like she is. So whenever we kill one of these dogs we help another woman and that makes her happy.”

		
		“But Sophia…we just did it. The policemens are looking for us.”

		
		“They’re too stupid to catch us. But…maybe this time we do something new.”

		
		“Like what?”

		
		“Like…she leaned against the wall and noticed the brightly dressed doll in the corner next to her. Picking it up, she looked at the big plastic eyes and ran her fingers through its hair.

		
		“Who’s that? It’s not mine.” Kitty said.

		
		“It’s me. Her name is Sophia. Sophia was her best friend. She would tell her all the bad things that animal did to her, would hold her and cry to her. That’s why I’m Sophia because I’m her friend and I help her.”

		
		“She’s pretty! Like you!”

		
		“Thank you, kitty.” She put the doll on her lap and stroked its hair as she thought. “Maybe…we do it during the day. They think we only play at night.”

		
		“Day time? We might get caught.”

		
		“We won’t. Lots of people in costumes now, all depends where you go.” She thought for a moment then snapped her fingers, “The clubs.”

		
		“The ones where all the girls take off their clothes?”

		
		“Yes, its close to Halloween a lot of them are dressing up.”

		
		“Why, they just get naked anyway.”

		
		“Never mind why. But we could go there.”

		
		“We won’t have to take our clothes off will we?”

		
		“Maybe for a minute. That’s okay, I like them looking, it helps get them.”

		
		“Who we gonna get?”

		
		“The one that was going to be next anyway. We just get him in the day. He’s going to be a special one. He doesn’t just break hearts, he breaks bodies.”

		
		“Oh, he…he beats people up?”

		
		“Just women.” Sophia picked the knife back up and twirling it around in her hand, smiled, “But not this woman.”

		
		“You’re tough!” Kitty nodded, “And mean!”

		
		“Yes I am.” At the sound of her friend crying in the distance she tightened her grip on the knife. “That dog thinks he can hurt women and he has, but no more. Know why?”

		
		“Because….” Kitty held up the cat and spoke in a silly voice as if the stuffed animal were speaking, “Every dog has its day!”


	

		Chapter Twelve

		
		Josh sat back in the old armchair in Marla’s apartment and felt the stress of the day leaving his body as she knelt between his legs. Other than his shirt being open and his cock sticking out of his pants he was still dressed and enjoying the fact Marla was completely naked. It gave him a sense of control and made her appear to be exactly what she was, a whore.

		
		She was taking her time and Josh watched her pink tongue fluttering up and down his shaft before taking him back into her talented mouth. Josh had been with her enough times that she knew his moods and had mentioned she’d watched the news earlier. She knew what he needed was just a good time and no games or bullshit and had him in the chair and in her mouth within minutes of his arriving.

		
		“Mmm” she moaned as stared down at his cock, “Is this my Halloween treat early?”

		
		“Well seeing you’re my trick, I guess it’s your treat.”

		
		“Then let me enjoy it.” She opened her mouth and made a show of letting a long line of drool drip onto his cock.

		
		She then took him into her mouth again and noisily slurped up the spit. She hadn’t gotten upset at his little crack, another sign she knew all he wanted was her to take care of him. Marla was quickly working her way into being the best piece of pussy he’d had on the side since he’d gotten married. Reaching into his shirt pocket he pulled out two fifties and showed them to her before putting them on the table next to the chair.

		
		“Thank you, sir.” She whispered before returning to her sloppy sucking.

		
		“I like that.” He ran his hand though her long soft hair and slumped back into the chair, his eyes fixated on the show between his legs.

		
		This was how it should be, just getting what he wanted. No whining, no bullshit and no damn drama. Josh shouldn’t have thought of the word drama because his cell began going off on his hip. Normally he would ignore it while he was with a girl, but with everything going on…he slipped the phone from its clip and frowned when he saw it was Sheri.

		
		He ignored the ringing and concentrated on the dark haired beauty moaning and slobbering on his cock. The phone stopped ringing and Josh rocked his hips, urging Marla to go faster and she was happy to oblige. The phone started ringing again and Josh rolled his eyes, then watched Marla roll hers back as she sucked harder. The phone stopped, but immediately started up again.

		
		“Christ.” He said.

		
		Marla stopped, “You need to get it,? I can wait,” she squeezed his cock. “It’ll give you time to slow down and then I can suck you even longer.”

		
		“You’re a good girl Marla.” He laughed, putting the phone on the arm of the chair “But screw her. If I wanted conversation with a good woman I wouldn’t be here would I?”

		
		“No sir.”

		
		“Yeah, you know exactly what your mouth was made for don’t you?”

		Marla proved she did by taking him down to his balls and sucking as if it were a competition. The phone rang again and Josh swore and reached for it to shut it. Marla’s hand got there first and to his dismay she slid the screen to answer the call.

		
		“What are you…?” he stopped when he heard Sheri saying, “Hello, Josh?”

		
		Marla handed him the phone and with a wicked smile began licking his cock up and down. Returning the smile he answered, “Hey, honey, what’s up?”

		
		“Where are you?”

		
		“I…” he gasped when Marla lowered her head and sucked his balls into her mouth.

		
		“Josh?”

		
		“Sorry I was…watching someone.”

		
		“Watching someone? Josh its Thursday! You always come home for dinner.”

		
		“I know, but…I’m following up on something and…”

		
		“Josh! Matt’s going to be here soon. He’s not working!” She was getting that whiny tone that usually pissed him off, but under current circumstances was adding to the dirty thrill of talking to her while getting sucked off.

		
		“I…I’ll be there as soon as I can, I promise.” Marla had begun sucking him again and it was an effort to keep his voice steady.

		
		“Soon when?” she sighed, “Josh we have a deal, one damn night a week you come home early and you don’t talk about work and Matt comes over. I…I don’t have to work tonight so when he leaves I figure we can….you know, have a nice night.”

		
		“Yeah sure we could do that,” he was only half hearing what she was saying as Marla released his cock and stood up in front of him.

		
		“Do that? Josh, are you paying attention to me?”

		
		“Yes, of course, we’ll…

		
		Marla had put her back to him and bending over, grabbed his cock, guided it to her pussy and sat down in his lap.

		
		“Fuck.” He slipped as she worked her ass in hard fast circles, grinding his cock inside her.

		
		“What’s the matter?”

		
		“I…I dropped the phone.”

		
		Marla had her hands on his thighs and was now rocking back and forth, fucking him while Sheri whined in his ear. “I don’t even think you’re listening to me! Josh you promised me you…”

		
		“I…I know.” As he spoke he reached around Marla’s waist and pinned her against his chest.

		
		Marla quickly put her feet up on his knees and leaned into him as he thrust his hips, fucking her as hard as he could manage. He found her clit and stroked it, causing her hips to thrust down onto him. Marla turned her head so her lips were in his other ear and whispered, “Oh, you bad boy, fucking your slut with wifey on the phone. You going to give her my sloppy seconds?”

		
		“Josh!” Sheri snapped in his other ear, “I’m tired of feeling like…”

		
		“Sheri.” He clenched his jaw so he wouldn’t moan and forced the words out as quickly as he could. “You and Matt start without me, you girls can catch up and I’ll be home as soon as I can, but right now I…I have to work, Parker is…” he slammed his cock hard into Marla’s hot flesh and grinned, “He’s really riding me on this.”

		
		“Then maybe you should sleep with him tonight.”

		
		Sheri hung up and dropping the phone, he wrapped his other arm around Marla, pinching her nipple as his other hand rubbed her clit.

		
		“I…I’m going to have to get going.” He gasped, “I…hey!” Marla had leaned forward as if she were going to get off him, “Where the hell you going?”

		
		“You said you had to go, and…”

		
		“I do, but that doesn’t mean stop, it means fuck me faster.”

		
		“Smooth talker!” Marla laughed, then squealed as she began driving up and down on him as hard as she could as he played with her clit.

		
		Josh closed his eyes and fucked her with long hard strokes, Marla was whimpering and gasping and he moved his fingers faster across her swollen button. She wailed in his ear and as her pussy contracted around him, she reached between his legs and gave his balls a squeeze. That sent him over the edge and pushing her upwards he withdrew his cock from her.

		
		Marla grabbed it and after only a couple of pumps his cock exploded in her hand. She moaned in his ear as his cock spurted again and again spraying his white cum all over dark stomach. She stroked him until there was nothing left, then squeezed hard, causing a few more drops to ooze out.

		
		Marla relaxed against him and he stayed there catching his breath before he forced himself to sit up, easing her off his lap. “Okay I have to go.”

		
		Marla slid off his lap and Josh watched his cum dripping down her stomach and wanted nothing more than to stay awhile longer. She must have felt the same, as grabbing a towel and wiping off her stomach, she said, “Sure you don’t want to stay a little longer? We could take a nice hot shower and then…”

		
		“Sorry,” Josh stood up and tucking his still dripping cock back in his pants said, “I’m late for dinner and I wouldn’t want to disappoint the wife.”

		
		“Oh, okay…” Marla shrugged, then taking his place in the chair, draped her legs over the arms, exposing her glistening pussy, “Guess I’ll just have to drink this by myself.”

		
		Reaching down next to the chair, she produced a bottle of Johnny Walker Red.

		
		“Now that’s really un…”

		
		His words trailed off when Marla unscrewed the cap and poured some of whiskey down her stomach where it dripped down between her legs.

		
		Sinking to his knees, Josh kissed the inside of her thigh, and flicked his tongue across her clit savoring the mix of alcohol and sex, “Okay, one drink wouldn’t hurt.”


	

		Chapter Thirteen

		
		Josh drove past Matt’s Blue Ford escape and pulled into the driveway behind Sheri’s new Infinity. He rolled his eyes at the car; she takes a job for less money, then wants a brand new car. But he’d caved, like he did anytime it involved anything that would make her smile and get off his back. Josh got out of the car and shivered as the wind gusted. It was cold for October, and he recalled reading it was supposed to be a long cold winter.

		
		A real long one for the five men that psycho bitch had killed and Josh wondered how many more there would be before they caught her. If they caught her. Parson’s was convinced she was a seasonal killer; that this would end on Halloween night. If he were right it would be one hell of a long cold winter for the department. They’d hear about it for months after and then next year they would wonder if she would come back.

		
		“Not tonight Josh,” he said aloud as he removed the bouquet of flowers from the car, “Its family night. And you’re late.”

		
		Real late; goddamn Marla and her addictive pussy. While going down on her they had passed the bottle back and forth and after he made her cum, he’d taken her up on her offer and fucked her long and hard, against the wall in the steam filled shower. When he got dressed he’d seen that not only had Sheri called twice more, but Matt had as well. He didn’t bother calling either of them back; he’d hear plenty from both of them when he got there.

		
		He walked slowly along the side of the house letting the cool air clear his head and entered the kitchen. He followed the sound of Matt’s voice into the dining room and saw they had already eaten and were drinking coffee.

		
		“Hey girls.” He exclaimed coming up behind Sheri, putting his arm around her and kissing her cheek.

		
		“Oh, how nice of you to join us, Where….” she pulled her face away from him and snapped, “Josh, you’ve been drinking!”

		
		“Oh, so what?” he shrugged, “I know…I know, I shouldn’t have stopped off for a few and I’m late, but I…well hey, I brought you something.”

		
		He produced the flowers with a flourish, then frowned when she waved her hand at him, “Hmmm the doghouse special.”

		
		“Yeah.” He sighed, “Where do you want me to put them?”

		
		“On the couch so you can sleep with them, just make sure you don’t breathe on them or they’ll wilt.”

		
		“Fine, couch it is.” Josh hurled the flowers through the doorway that led into the living room watching them break free of the paper and scatter on the coffee table and floor.

		
		“Josh!” Sheri exclaimed, “Don’t be an asshole!”

		
		“Just doing what you told me to.” He told her as he slipped his leather jacket off and put it on the back of the chair across from Matt.

		
		“So…” Matt tapped his plate, “Thank you as always for a great meal, Sheri, but I think I’m going to head out.

		
		“No, stay.” Sheri sighed, “It’s okay, I…I shouldn’t have been snappy.”

		
		“Sheri you didn’t do anything wrong.” Matt said

		
		“Ah, yes, taking the girls side, what a surprise.” Josh plopped himself in the chair.

		
		“About as much of a surprise as you being a dink.” Matt said, “I think I’ll take off before you end up on the floor with the flowers.”

		
		“Ohh, Matt’s feisty.” Josh laughed. He glanced at Sheri and saw she had her head down and the lip was already trembling.

		
		“Oh, come on, don’t cry.” He sighed, “Look, I’m sorry okay? I…I just got carried away and lost track of time.”

		
		“Thought you were working?” She looked up at him and Josh was surprised at how red and swollen her eyes were. There were dark shadows beneath them and as he focused on her Josh noticed she seemed pale. He wondered how she could have bags under her eyes with how much she’d been sleeping lately.

		
		“Hey, you feel okay, hon?”

		
		“I’m fine.” She pointed at him, “So you lied to me, you weren’t working, you just didn’t want to be here.”

		
		“I checked out a couple of leads then I stopped off, and…I shouldn’t have I know I get…”

		
		“Forget it, Josh I guess asking you to be decent one night a week is too much.”

		
		“I said I was…”

		
		“Fine, you’re forgiven.” She told him in a tone that said anything but and started to get up “I’ll make you a plate.”

		
		“Later, just sit and…we’ll start over,” Matt kicked him under the table and he added, “I’ll start over.”

		
		“If only it were that easy.” Sheri said, “Josh I know you think it’s stupid, but I look forward to this all week.”

		
		“I…”

		
		“You know Sheri, it’s really not all his fault.” Matt surprised him by speaking up, “Parker’s being a dick and Josh was trying to help out by following up on a couple names we had.”

		
		“Has nothing to do with him drinking.”

		
		“You know, ‘him’ is right here.” Josh said, “Don’t talk about me like I’m an idiot, it’s not my fault you cry like it’s a sporting event.”

		
		“Don’t talk down to me like that.” She said, “Not in front of company.”

		
		“Since when is he company? He’s a damn fixture here because no one else likes him.”

		
		“Nice Josh. I don’t see people lining up to hang out with you.” She said, “But…I don’t want to fight.” She rubbed her temple, “I don’t feel good today.”

		
		“Then go to the doctor like we keep telling you.”

		
		“Anyway….” Sheri picked up the coffee pot from the hot plate in the center of the table and poured some into the mug in front of him. “So who were the people you had to talk with?”

		
		“Oh, just a couple of…”

		
		“Call girls.” Matt piped up, “We still think our little cat is a working girl or former one.”

		
		“We’re not supposed to talk about work on Thursday dinner.” Josh pointed out.

		
		“Sheri asked.” Matt stirred his coffee and continued, “So did you talk to Marla?”

		
		“Yeah.” It was his turn to kick Matt. “She was the last one on that list.”

		
		“She have anything to say? I had a feeling she would deliver tonight.”

		
		“No, she said she wouldn’t know anyone like that.”

		
		“Damn,” Matt grunted, “You know I busted her once when I was in vice. She’s a smart girl, had a chance to do something with herself, but I guess she blew it… amongst other things.”

		
		“Why the hell are we talking about hookers and your damn job?” Sheri said, looking uncharacteristically annoyed at him.

		
		“I…I’m sorry Sheri.” Matt lowered his head, “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

		
		“I…no, its me…just not myself tonight.”

		
		“You do look tired,” Josh told her.

		
		“I am, I think I’m going to go to bed.” She rose from the table, “I’ll clean up tomorrow.”

		
		“Its only…” Josh looked at his watch and saw it was ten…”Oh.”

		
		“Yeah, oh.” She rolled her eyes at him. “Goodnight Matt, sorry I’m cutting it short tonight.”

		
		“I think that’s not a bad thing tonight. Get some sleep.”

		
		“I slept for three hours when I got home, but…I feel exhausted.”

		
		“Better get to that doctor.” Matt told her

		
		She nodded as she left the room and Josh saw her walk slowly down the hall, her hand against the wall as if she were afraid she was going to fall. She went into the bathroom and he wondered if he should go ask if she were alright, when Matt spoke,

		
		“Eleven am tomorrow we’re meeting with the guy the feds sent in to help out. Walters should have some ideas from the tape by then.”

		
		“Stick around, I want to talk to you.” Josh tried to catch his arm, but Matt stepped back

		
		“Why not wait until tomorrow when you’ll remember what you said?”

		
		“Give me a break Matt.”

		
		“See you tomorrow, Josh, try to remember to show up, okay?”

		
		Matt walked past him into the kitchen and Josh followed, “I said I wanted to talk to you.”

		
		“I heard you.” Matt responded while opening the door and heading outside.

		
		Josh stayed behind him and grabbed his shoulder as he started down the driveway.

		
		“Stop walking away from me!”

		
		“Get your hands off me Josh.” Matt spun around, slapping his hand off his arm. “I have nothing to say to you tonight”

		
		“You sound like my wife.”

		
		“Then that should tell you something about how you treat her.”

		
		“Don’t fucking start again.”

		
		“What do you want to say Josh? Why are you out here?”

		
		“To tell you to watch your fucking mouth!” He pushed him hard, sending him back a couple of steps. “How fucking dare you mention Marla!”

		
		“How dare I? You’re three hours late for dinner because you were fucking some slut and it’s how dare I? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

		
		“You, you and your cracks and fucking bullshit. What I do is my business, Matt, period.”

		
		“You hurt her tonight Josh, you really did. She’s not right, she looks sick as hell and she moped all through dinner because you wouldn’t come home and she has no idea where you really are.”

		
		“That’s good then, no?” he asked, “You don’t want her hurt keep your fucking mouth shut. In fact if you don’t want to get hurt you keep it shut, last time I’ll tell you.”

		
		“You threatening me?” Matt’s eyes widened, “How fucking drunk are you?”

		
		“Not drunk enough because I should have already beat your stupid ass.” He pointed at him. “Consider yourself warned, one more fucking crack will be your last.”

		
		Josh started to turn, but as always Matt wouldn’t let it go.

		
		“Why the fuck do you do that shit?”

		
		“I answered that yesterday, it hasn’t changed.”

		
		“That’s not…”

		
		“Know Why?” he turned around so quickly Matt flinched away from him. “I’ll fucking tell you why I do it and even pay for it. Because that money makes sure I get what I want and that’s it. That all I do is get laid and I don’t have to hold anyone and stroke their fucking ego and tell them I love them every five fucking minutes. I can just fuck, I don’t have to make love and I don’t have to listen to anything they say afterward.”

		
		“But you’re supposed….”

		
		“Sheri’s clingy and needy. If I go a few hours without saying I love her then it’s a fucking problem and we should talk about it. Fuck we can’t even have sex without her pissing me off with her bullshit.”

		
		“ You think she’s great because she puts on the show for you, the good wife, the poor neglected lonely wife. But when it’s just us? She whines like a baby and bitches about everything.” He stopped when he realized he was yelling and lowered his voice. “You happy now, you got your answer?”

		
		“I already had my answer.” Matt told him “You’re an asshole Josh, you’re a punk who still thinks what makes you a man is how many women you fuck. Your wife is sick Josh, she’s been a mess for days you might notice if you were around.”

		
		“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of her.” He smirked, “I’ll be real good to her, how’s that?”

		
		“Real good?” Matt asked, “What are you going to do, actually wash your dick off before you fuck her, you…” his words turned into a stunned silence when Josh gave him a quick backhand slap that caught him in the mouth

		
		“Shut the fuck up!” Josh hissed. “My neighbors might hear…”

		
		“You…you hit me.” Matt whispered, wiping at his bloody lip.

		
		“I did, want to hit me back? Go ahead, Matt, you think I’m such a punk, come on and kick my ass.” Josh waved him on, “Let’s go, I’ll give you a free shot.”

		
		Matt stared angrily at him and Josh thought he might swing, but after a few seconds he shook his head. “You’re not worth it.”

		
		“Spoken like a true coward,” Josh sighed, “I knew you were a pussy Matt, a lot of big talk, but nothing worth fighting for right?”

		
		“I swear Josh…”

		
		“What are you going to do, tell Sheri I smacked you like a bitch?”

		
		“You’re drunk and…fuck Josh, you used to be a decent guy.” He turned away and as he walked down the driveway said over his shoulder. “Guess you fooled me the way you fooled your wife.”

		
		Josh walked back into the house and into the living room. He immediately headed for the bar, and grabbed the bottle of Jack Daniels. He started to open it, but stopped and his shoulders slumping, put it down. Matt was right, what the hell was wrong with him? He was out of line tonight, with both Sheri and Matt. He was getting the best of both worlds, the girls on the side and the dedicated wife at home, why was he so pissed off?

		
		The killings were part of it, the press was all over them and had now started in on what if the killer was Halloween driven and would vanish if she weren’t caught in the next few days. His and Matt’s names were in the paper and taking the brunt of the blame, which was bullshit.

		
		This bitch was eluding the entire police department not just the two of them, never mind how fucking stupid could people be for her to be killing in all but plain sight? No complicated MO, just taking advantage of nobody thinking twice seeing a woman in a costume and the fact men thought with their cocks, God knew he did.

		
		Josh stepped back from the bar and seeing the flowers scattered around the floor, started picking them up. He’d been an ass tonight even by his standards. He got all of them and went into the kitchen to trash them, then sat in the recliner and reached for the remote when Sheri spoke behind him,

		
		“Hey honey.”

		
		“Hey,” He looked up as she came around to the front of the chair, “I thought you were…” he paused when he saw what she was wearing.

		
		It was a simple orange nightshirt that was emblazoned with a cartoon Black Cat and the words The Purrfect Treat under it.

		
		“A cat.” He shook his head, “Really?”

		
		“It’s a night shirt Josh.” He pointed out the window, “The Williams have a cat, should I tell them to get rid of it for you?”

		
		“I… Just….” He grinned, “Tired of pussy, who would have thought that?”

		
		“Me, lately.” She said.

		
		“Ouch.”

		
		“I don’t want to fight.” She stepped between his legs and turning around sat down in his lap.

		
		She turned and swinging her legs over the arm of the chair nestled against him her head on his shoulder.

		
		“Okay then.” He laughed.

		
		“Don’t worry, I’m not going to bother you for sex.”

		
		“It’s not…”

		
		“I just want to be close to you tonight, that’s all.”

		
		“You okay?” He asked, stroking her hair.

		
		“I…I’m always tired lately. I came home from work, slept until six and still feel exhausted.”

		
		“Time for the doctor Sheri, I don’t know why you’re always afraid to go to them.”

		
		“Because…because I’m always afraid they’ll say it’s in my head and want me to go to therapy like my mother used to make me do.”

		
		“Funny, you went into that career and you’re afraid of it. Why not talk to one of the people you work with, you know, off the record?”

		
		“I don’t know…maybe its just because I…Josh I’m worried about you.”

		
		“I know I had too much to…”

		
		“No, more than that. Matt told me about that crazy message you got and that this woman is singing about you. That scares me.”

		
		“Don’t be scared, its common for these nuts to hone on someone in an investigation and it’s a good thing, it means they want to talk and brag it’s the best lead we’ve had since day one.”

		
		“But why you?”

		
		“My names in the paper.”

		
		“So is Matt’s, she called you.”

		
		“I’m a better looking guy,” he laughed, “How do I know why she picked me? What I do know is its mistake number one and means this is going to end soon.”

		
		“I hope so, but Josh please don’t do anything crazy, if you think you know who she is make sure you take other people with you, she’s crazy.”

		
		“She’s torturing guys who are tied up, she’s not dangerous to someone like me or Matt. Granted it takes a sick soul to do that, but…”

		
		“Or a hurt one.” She said into his neck, “She seems like a scorned woman, Josh and…”

		
		“I know, hell hath no fury we’ve said that around the precinct.”

		
		“There’s truth to it.” She put her arms around her neck, “But I could never be that mad at you.”

		
		“Really? You were pretty mad tonight, but I guess I earned that.”

		
		“I might get a little mad sometimes, but I could never hate you, honey, or want to see you hurt.”

		
		“That’s good to know.”

		
		“I mean it, I never want to hurt you Josh and I know you would never hurt me, right?”

		
		“No. I can be a jerk, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

		
		“Promise?” She yawned into his chest.

		
		Oh, here we go. “I promise.”

		
		She yawned again, “Sorry, really tired all of a sudden. But I’m glad to hear you say that.” He glanced down to see her eyes were closed. “It makes things easier.” She said in a barely audible voice.

		
		“What things?” he asked.

		
		Her answer was a long deep breath and he realized she had fallen asleep. Josh listened to her breathing for a few minutes, before turning the TV on, lowering the volume, he thought, he wasn’t sure what she was talking about, but her drifting off sure made things easier on him tonight.


	

		Chapter Fourteen

		
		Josh arrived at the station at quarter to eleven and was relieved to see Matt was sitting at his desk and hadn’t gone into the conference room early.

		
		“Hey, you got a minute?” He asked, standing next to his desk.

		
		“I don’t know,” Matt spoke without looking up from the file he was looking at, “You going to beat me up if I say no?”

		
		“Yeah, well…that’s why I need to talk to you.”

		
		“Yeah, why not? But keep your hands to yourself; you could get arrested in a place like this.”

		
		“Not if Parson’s was on the case, he’d somehow think you hit me with your face.”

		
		“True.” Matt laughed as he rose and walked over to a quiet corner of the station. Josh followed and when Matt reached the window and leaned on the edge he asked, “What’s up, Josh, you need to reinforce your threats?”

		
		“No, look Matt….I was a fucking idiot last night. Too much to drink and too much….me I guess. I shouldn’t have drank, I shouldn’t have argued with you and damn straight I should have never hit you.”

		
		“No remorse about Marla though?”

		
		“I…” Josh took a breath to remain calm, “I told you Matt, that’s what I do, sorry you don’t get it. Sorry if you think it puts you in a bad spot, but that’s not what I’m trying for. You need to let people lead their lives, ignorance is bliss.”

		
		“But I know, but that’s my thing, right?”

		
		“I just want to say I’m sorry. Sheri’s right, I don’t really have any friends other than you so…look if you want to hit me or…”

		
		“I don’t want to hit you. Well….” he thought stroked his chin, “Maybe for a minute, but no. How is Sheri?”

		
		“Not right, I’ll get her to a doctor soon as I can get a day I’m not chasing pussy and not the fun kind.”

		
		“How about you lay off those jokes and Ill not bring up your habits anymore?”

		
		“Wow, I’ll take that offer.” Josh nodded, “Deal.”

		
		“One condition.”

		
		“Uh-oh.”

		
		“You listen to me for a minute and don’t make fun of me.”

		
		“Can’t you just punch me?”

		
		“Josh, I’m not sure I could ever say you’re a nice guy, but you’re a decent guy and I consider us good friends, but the last year or so you’re really starting to be an asshole and beyond what you do behind your wife’s back, but in general. You’re going downhill fast and you need to be careful because its going to come back and bite you in the ass. I’ll forget about last night, on the condition that you don’t. Just slow your roll and think about someone other than yourself, okay?”

		
		“Okay.” He nodded. “Just stop being so preachy okay?”

		
		“Josh I did a lot of thinking last night and I can honestly tell you I will never bring up your cheating again. I am not going to save you from yourself.”

		
		“You don’t have to. About time you got with the program.”

		
		“Hey, let’s go!” Parker bellowed from across the room, “Time for you assholes to earn your money for once.”

		
		“Think he thinks he’s clever?” Josh asked as they headed over to the conference room.

		
		“I don’t think he thinks at all.” Matt replied, stopping at his desk to grab his notebook.

		
		Josh picked up his files and they entered the conference room. Reynolds and Parson’s were already there along with criminal Psychologist, Ken Walters. There was tall balding man sitting at the end of the table Josh didn’t recognize, but noted the FBI ID hanging from around his neck. Josh and Matt sat across from the other two detectives and closing the door behind them, Parker sat down at the head of the table.

		
		“Okay, ladies, we’re here to talk some pussy.”

		
		“That’s getting real old.” Matt muttered.

		
		“The gentlemen at the end of the table is Agent Brad Norris, he’s a profiler who’s been sent here to give us some insight into our feral little cat.”

		
		“Detectives.” Norris nodded.

		
		“Yesterday was a big day, people. We got the break we needed with a guy coming forward who met our perp and Detective Wilson over here was personally serenaded by her.”

		
		“What can I say, the ladies love me.”

		
		“Walters has done some tests with that tape and will have some information for us, but we’ll get to that after Agent Norris asks some questions.”

		
		“Thank you Captain.” Norris spread his arms to indicate the rest of them. “I want to say that I am glad to be here to assist you in this case. Although my being here means people are dying, good does come of this because every time we encounter a killer like this we come away with more information that can be used to catch the next one faster.”

		
		He glanced around the room, then continued, “This case is especially intriguing as female serial killers are rare, the last major one being Aileen Wuornos, back in nineteen ninety who also killed men for their infidelity.”

		
		“Glad we can help get your geek on.” Josh told him.

		
		“Detective Wilson, I’m not trying to imply I am glad men are being murdered. I am simply saying this is a opportunity to….”

		
		“Let’s move on, shall we.” Parker interrupted, “Wilson can be a prick, but I agree I’m not fond of hearing how exciting this is. You’re here to help, not get your name in a book.”

		
		“That’s not my intention Captain,” Norris sounded put off, “I’m saying from a research standpoint your cat is a pretty rare breed.”

		
		“More rare than you think.” Walters said softly, “But I’ll wait my turn.” He grinned, “Can’t say I haven’t thought this woman might not get all our names in the books at some point.”

		
		“You nerds can spank it later.” Parker indicated Parson’s who as always was sitting there with his hands in his short red hair, elbows on the table as if he were stressed out of his mind. Josh always wondered if it was a nervous habit or he thought it made him look intense. “Take it from the top and everyone feel free to put your thoughts out there.”

		
		“Short meeting, then.” Matt wrote in his notebook so Josh could read it.

		
		“We have five victims, all Caucasian, ranging…

		
		“Means she is, most killers stick within their ethnic group.” Norris stated.

		
		“Sure.” Parson’s shot him a look, “How about you let me finish a thought first?”

		
		Norris sat back in his chair and made a zipping gesture across his lips.

		
		“Ranging in age from thirty two to forty six. All Married, all white collar jobs, and I feel it’s worth noting all were fairly attractive. None of the victims have children.”

		
		“Who cares about their looks?” Reynolds spoke up next to his long time partner.

		
		“She does.” Matt answered, “She’s not just looking for unfaithful men, but a certain type it seems. These men were players. Professional, money, good looks….she’s not looking for manual laborers going paycheck to paycheck, just look at where all the parties were.”

		
		“All five were attending Halloween parties,” Reynolds picked up the top page of his notes, “And as Matt just mentioned these were fancy affairs, the victims all worked for or with prominent companies. Two of the parties, including Miller’s the most recent victim, were mentioned in the Society page.”

		
		“We’ll focus on the statement from the man who met and was passed up on by our killer later,” Josh now took over, “But for now we can mention that he confirmed her routine. She crashes the party and no one knows she doesn’t belong there because she’s dressed up. She finds her prey strikes up a conversation, buys them drinks and gets all hot and horny with them.”

		
		“Wait,” Norris put his hand up, “One thing, you say these are high end affairs?”

		
		“Pretty ritzy.” Matt said.

		
		“No guest list? No one checking names?” Norris asked.

		
		“The entertainment doesn’t make the list.” Josh smirked.

		
		“Entertainment?”

		
		“Look, parties like this? There are plenty of extra women at these things. They’re all young, they’re all sexy and they’re paid to be there in one form or another.”

		
		“So…”

		
		“We’re digressing.” Parker tapped the table.

		
		“Hey that word of the day calendar is really helping.” Josh noted.

		
		“Fuck you Wilson.” Parker said without looking at him, “Let’s get back to what we know before we start getting into any ideas.”

		
		“She dances with them, bumps and grinds, talks slutty and when they’re ready to pop off in their shorts she tells them she has a room nearby and invites them to have some fun. Tells them she has a special game she wants to play with them.” Josh paused to pour himself some water from the pitcher in the middle of the table and Matt jumped in.

		
		“She tells them she wants to tie them up and tease them, says she’ll drive them crazy then let them do it to her.”

		
		“Why does someone let a person they don’t know tie them up?” Reynolds scratched his head as if literally thinking about it, “I don’t understand that.”

		
		“They’re buzzed, they’re horny, from our eyewitness’s statement she’s hotter than hell and promising them the ride of a lifetime.” Josh said.

		“They get back to the motel, and to say these places are seedy is giving them credit.”

		
		“So why do these high rollers walk into these pits?” Norris asked.

		
		“Refer back to drunk and horny, fuck it probably adds to the thrill for one of these stuck up yutzes to think they’re slumming.” Parker rolled his eyes.

		
		“She gets them there, ties them up and…does her thing.” Parsons said, “We’re not sure what’s involved before the killing. Because the bodies aren’t found until next morning we have no idea how long she toys with them.”

		
		“Any signs of sexual activity?”

		
		“Hard to say seeing their cock’s lopped off and MIA. But there’s no sign of anything.”

		
		“But…” Norris started, but Josh cut him off.

		
		“The victims cock is sliced off, their throats are cut, and their testicles are found in their mouths. The ring finger is severed and left on their chest. Only other wound is a small cut just under the wedding band on their finger. This cut was made before the finger was removed.”

		
		“Do we know the order of the assault?” Norris opened the lap top in front of him, and typed for a moment, “Detectives?”

		
		“We get copies of anything you’re doing there, right?” Parker asked.

		
		“Sure.” He nodded, “When we’re finished feel free to look through my notes and I’ll send it to you. Look, Captain, I’m not here to spy, I’m just helping you build a profile, which is what this,” he tapped the lap top, “Is for.”

		
		“Fine.” Parker glanced at Reynolds, “Order?”

		
		“Not a hundred percent sure. Ross,” he looked at Norris, “That’s the ME on the case, said it happens very quickly. The penis is first because of the pure terror it causes in their last moments, then the throat is cut to stop the screaming. The testicles are next, we feel the victim is pretty close to dead by then, or if not in such a state of shock they’re not feeling anything.”

		
		“We can hope.” Matt sighed.

		
		“Anything left at the scene?” Norris’s fingers hovered over the keyboard.

		
		“She leaves the ropes and the cock ring.”

		
		“By the way,” Josh tapped the table, “It should be noted the cock ring isn’t being used correctly. It should go behind the balls, she uses it at the base of the shaft and so tight it acts as a tourniquet. The guy’s hard, she clamps it on and no matter how scared he gets he can’t lose the erection.”

		
		“Ross mentions in his report.” Matt slid a paper from his folder and passed it to Norris, “That if it were left on for anything more than a few minutes it would cause permanent damage.”

		
		“She also leaves one of these.” Parsons handed Norris a piece of pink paper.

		
		“A dog is a dog,” Norris read aloud. “But this dog had a chance. He could have been a good doggie, our friend tried to help him, but he wanted to keep hurting, always hurting, men always hurt us. But he still had a chance, she wanted to kill him, but good Kitty said to let him try. But he couldn’t do it, so bad Kitty cut off the only thing he really loved. He used it to hurt hearts and was lucky for a long time, but now he knows, every dog has its day!”

		
		He paused and ran his fingers across the papers. “This is art paper, the kind kids use in crafts and it’s written in crayon.”

		
		“The tape we’ll hear in a couple of minutes explains that.” Walters said.

		
		“Bad Kitty.” Norris murmured, “The press calls her that, how did it get out?”

		
		“The asshole who found the second victim, took a picture of it with his damn phone, blew it up and sold it to the press.”

		
		“Nice.” Norris frowned. “One of these for all five victims?”

		
		“Just the first four, we got the call instead for the most recent. I’ll get you copies of all of the them,” Matt told him, “They’re almost word for word except a couple have an added line, ‘My sweet girl, my good Kitty let him try’ Only the last two were signed Bad Kitty so it seems she follows her press.”

		
		“They almost always do.”

		
		“Want to hear the tape?” Walters asked.

		
		“Not just yet….” He thought for a moment, “Okay, you said no other wounds, what about their wrists and ankles? They see that blade they’d be struggling against the ropes, there should be marks.”

		
		“The ropes being used are silk Japanese fetish ropes.” Josh explained, “They’re colorful and they’re soft. They look like a playful little prop, but they’re strong as hell. She’s good with the knots, they pull, and the rope tightens. Because of the material they don’t leave marks.”

		
		“They would, but they don’t struggle for long.” Reynolds said, “We left one thing out, three victims had small puncture wounds, on their testicles. Tip of a knife, she puts it there and they stop struggling, under a threat most likely.”

		
		“The color and texture of the ropes probably lends to the guys not minding her binding them, they look harmless.”

		
		“The cock rings are stainless steel and available in any adult store or website as are the ropes.” Parsons, shook his head, “We have people canvassing the adult stores and clubs, anyplace they would sell things of that nature, but odds are she’s getting them online.”

		
		“Have you checked the websites?” Norris inquired, “They might recall a large order. How many women need that many sets of ropes?”

		
		“Try contacting Amazon.” Matt laughed, “But we’ve started checking Adam and Eve and others, nothing yet and zero at the stores.”

		
		“Costumes. Always a cat correct?”

		
		“Different versions.” Matt flipped through his notebook. “After every death we went back and spoke to other people at the parties and clubs. Once she was in a black cat mask and mini skirt and a skimpy top, our witness yesterday said she was in a full out leather costume, once in a cheetah costume…”

		
		“Physical attributes?”

		
		“When visible the eyes are emerald green, impossibly green so most likely contacts. She’s been a blonde twice, brunette twice and a redhead, all long hair, probably wigs, doubt she dyes her hair that often. As for description? Not much. She seems tall, but is always wearing fuck me heels.” Parsons sighed, “Unless you consider, great tits and an ass to die for, the guys haven’t had a lot of information.”

		
		“She’s using the season to full advantage.” Reynolds said disgustedly. “Hiding in plain site.

		
		“Big question,” Norris looked up from his screen, “Think this is Halloween related in any way?”

		
		“Yes.” Parsons said.

		
		“No,” the other three said in unison.

		
		“There’s nothing to tell us that. No supernatural aspects, no references to anything, no devil made me do it shit.” Matt ran down the list, “No occult symbols, nothing outright ritualistic about the murders. Like Reynolds said using the season as a way to go around unseen.”

		
		“So what does she do after Halloween?” Norris asked, “Think she finds another MO?”

		
		“She would have to, a costume is going to look funny on Thanksgiving.” Josh said.

		
		“Does the press know she always dresses as a cat?”

		
		“Not officially.” Parker said.

		
		“Announce it.”

		
		“But if we do, we tip her off and she changes outfits.”

		
		“But if you do you could save someone one’s life, you can give people something to look for.”

		
		“And you’ll get any woman wearing a cat costume beaten and raped by a bunch of drunk frat boy heroes.” Josh pointed out.

		
		“So make a two part announcement.” Norris suggested. “First part’s a warning for people to watch out for a cat and second part imploring women not to dress as any form of feline. Now the only kitty out there is your kitty.”

		
		“And she’ll change, she knows what we call her, she follows the news.” Parsons argued, “And you know how many women, especially college girls will dress as a cat just to get attention?”

		
		“I still think you do this to maybe save a life.”

		
		“And lose the killer.” Josh countered.

		
		“Parker, we can’t leak this.” Matt said, “She hears it she could dress as anything next time.”

		
		“She’s locked into her ways.” Norris said, “She won’t change.”

		
		“You’ve been on this for a half hour,” Parker said, “You know her already?” He shook his head, “We keep the cat angle quiet for now.”

		
		“Then the next one could be on your head.” Norris told him.

		
		“They all are anyway.” Parker sat back in his chair, “Next?”

		
		“Your reports indicate you think she’s a working girl.”

		
		“Yes, Peters statement confirmed what we suspected, she knows these men. Who else knows a guy is unfaithful other than the women he’s screwing?”

		
		“Could be an affair, not a pro.”

		
		“So one woman has an affair with all five?” Josh waved his hand, “No way. Besides we obtained access to the phone records and e-mails of all five victims. Every one of them used some form of hooker. Escort services, Craigs list, Adult friend finder…these guys had all paid for it.”

		
		“And back to the parties. When I spoke to the head of Miller’s firm he admitted he had a half dozen escorts there to, as he said, keep the men whose wives couldn’t make it, company. That’s how she is slipping in. Its assumed she’s there to be a playmate.” Reynolds finished speaking and Matt followed his thoughts.

		
		“The guys at these things are used to it. Peters said that yesterday, they’re expected to be players and they all are. She knows they fool around, she offers what they want and they don’t think twice, they think, man, our host is the best, he’s getting me laid.”

		
		“But why a hooker?” Norris pushed, “Look at Ashley Madison. A site to have an affair, every man and woman on there is married. This woman could be meeting them there.”

		
		“None of them were members that we could find.” Josh answered, “Telling you, she’s a pro and that’s what we’ve been working. We’re setting up dates with these girls and scoping them out.”

		
		“You won’t find them all. Besides Peters stated she knew his wife’s name, since when do you tell your whore about your wife?”

		
		“Some do.” Matt said, “These girls get regulars and they try to keep them, it’s easier to be with a few guys than risking new ones all the time. Get a regular and it goes from sex to comfort, conversation, the girlfriend experience.”

		
		“Girlfriend?” Norris raised his eyebrows.

		
		“Yeah,” Josh nodded, “It starts becoming a backrub and a ‘Hey, honey, how was your day, let me make it all better. The guy starts telling her about how tough his life is, the boss that rides him and that bitch wife who just doesn’t give him what he needs anymore. So yeah, the johns will talk.”

		
		“Detective Wilson is an expert when it comes to these things.” Parsons grinned.

		
		“I thought Detective Dennings worked vice in the past.” Norris pointed out.

		
		“I worked it, Josh lives it.” Matt informed him.

		
		“Is that why you received that tape, detective Wilson?” Norris asked, “Are you her chosen prey?”

		
		Everyone went silent before Matt said quietly, “I never thought of that.”

		
		“Oh, bullshit!” Josh snapped, “My name is in the paper and the news, it was a coin toss between me and Matt, I got heads, or in her case, tails.”

		
		“Our personal lives aren’t up for discussion here.” Parker said, “Matt’s a good cop, but a judgmental prick, don’t add what he just said.”

		
		“I wasn’t, but if Wilson is a known player it could be why the killer has chosen him to be her focal point. We’ll see if she contacts him again.”

		
		“If she is a hooker she may also be a former one.” Reynolds went back on point. “If we’re to believe Peters statement he hasn’t committed adultery in two years. This woman is working off of old information.”

		
		“You know…” Matt frowned, “These girls online, they’re mostly solo acts, but the escort agencies or the madams running brothels they have black books and always keep high profile clients names, maybe notes about them. She could one of those, that limits the search.”

		
		“Or one of her girls stole her book.” Josh said, “Everything is a maybe.”

		
		“The motels, no information from them?”

		
		“She pays cash, signs a fake name and the last couple she’s getting funny, using the name of a comic book character and last night Lorena Bobbit. She’s laughing now.”

		
		“But getting bolder and seeking more attention.” Norris said, “So that’s a good thing. Now no cameras? No witness from when she checked in?”

		
		“She checks in a couple of hours before the party starts and is already in costume. She mentioned to every clerk that she’s attending a big party. Again, no one is thinking twice. They should be by now, but it blows my mind how oblivious people are.” Parker said.

		
		“Something interesting though.” Reynolds brought up, “Analysis shows that two of the five signatures appear to be different handwriting, bigger, sloppier…”

		
		“Childlike.” Walters interrupted.

		
		“Yes. One had a smiley face next to it.” Reynolds told him.

		
		“There’s a reason for that,” Walters said as he reached out to push the button on the tape recorder in front of him, “Gentlemen I think it’s time we let Agent Norris meet our cat.”


	

		Chapter Fifteen

		
		“Hey sexy, why are you all alone on the corner here?”

		
		Gary looked up to see one of the dancers standing next to the small table he had been occupying for the last half hour.

		
		“Just chillin out, and watchin the show.” He replied, leaving out the fact he had very little money for anything other than a few beers and couldn’t afford anything from the girls.

		
		“Well shows over here, now baby.” She smiled down at him.

		
		She was dressed in a red thong which had a Devils Tail protruding from the back of it and a pair of red horns atop her blonde hair. Her red leather vest was clasped in the middle, exposing the inner half of her tits. She turned for him, and bending over, shook her ass and reaching between her legs, slip the thong to the side giving him a quick peek at her pussy.

		
		She was less than a foot from his face and Gary licked his lips at the sight of her pink snatch. Goddamn he could go for some pussy!

		
		The dancer straightened and turning around, looked at him expectantly.

		
		Gary begrudgingly pulled three ones from the dwindling roll of money in his pocket and handed them to her.

		
		“Thanks, baby.” She slipped it into a pocket in her vest, “You know, I could give you a real nice show, lot better than watching me on stage.”

		
		“I bet you could, but…”

		
		“Twenty bucks, honey. Twenty dollars and I’ll take off my top and hop on your lap and…” she lowered her voice, “We’re not supposed to let you touch, but I’ll let you suck on my tits.”

		
		“I…” he thought about it.

		
		“You know you want these.” She unhooked the vest and flashed him her tits, which were pretty damn impressive.

		
		“Yeah, well I don’t feel like getting all worked up.” He told her, “Sorry, I’m not one of those assholes who goes off in his pants for a lap dance or goes home and whacks off.”

		
		He took a swig from the bottle of bud figuring she would wander off, but instead she swung her leg over his and sat down on the table in front of him. She left her vest open and her pink nipples were right at eye level.

		
		“Hmm, I don’t blame you. Only little boys and guys in suits settle for lap dances, but a real man like you? You want it all don’t you, baby?”

		
		“Listen….”

		
		“Honey for a hundred bucks you can buy a ticket to take me upstairs and I’ll give you whatever you want.”

		
		“I don’t have…”

		
		“I’ll suck that nice fat cock of yours and then bend over and let you fuck me as hard as you want.” She leaned in so her lips were right at his ear. “I’m a horny little devil, baby, I’ll let you fuck me then you can cum in my mouth, all over my face, wherever you want. Just a hundred dollars and I’m all yours.”

		
		“I don’t have any fucking money?” He snapped, causing her to pull back from him. “I’m just here to look at some tit okay? I gave you a couple of bucks, now go cock tease someone else.”

		
		“Yeah, sure…” She nodded backing away from him. “You don’t have to be an asshole about it.”

		
		“You alright Cindy?” One of the bouncers had come over from where he was leaning against the wall.

		
		“Yeah, just a cheapskate.” She said and strutted away from him towards two men who had just sat down at another table.

		
		“Hey, go easy with the girls, okay, pal?”

		
		“Yeah, sorry.” He muttered as the guy walked back to his post.

		
		Girls. Fucking whores was more like it. Showing themselves off, teasing the shit out of you then telling you that you could get a piece, but you had to pay for it. Fucking little pigs new they loved it why the hell should he give them anything when he was giving them what they needed, a good hard fucking and maybe a couple of smacks to really give them a thrill. Girls like that loved that rough stuff and so did he.

		
		That cunt Becky didn’t though. After five years of knowing her place the bitch started listening to all her friends’ bullshit and what all her sissy shrinks said and told him she was tired of how he treated her. He gave her a lesson that night, one he’d have thought she would have learned by now.

		
		That was the reason Gary knew women loved to be hit; they always asked for more. If they really didn’t like it they’d stop acting up, so if they kept doing stupid shit that meant they loved it. Well Becky decided to lie to herself that she didn’t want that anymore and called the fucking cops on him. Six months in the fucking joint then another thirty days when he went to her job to tell her he would give her another chance.

		
		But she was now surrounded with all her lying whore friends and even his job had sent him packing saying they wouldn’t tolerate anyone like him their company. Course the fact the owner was a dyke cunt who’d probably licked more pussy than he had was the real reason. His old man had been right, dirty little sluts stuck together, begging to be fucked and treated like shit then running and crying they’d been hurt so they could move onto another guy to treat them like that.

		
		He hoped that would happen to Becky, that the next guy dumb enough to stick his dick in her rancid twat would really give her what she deserved, hopefully fuck her in the ass like he used to when she really acted up.

		
		“Hope you get gang raped.” He muttered as he chugged down the rest of the beer and added it to the pyramid of bottles he was building.

		
		That would be his last one here. Gary had a six pack in the cooler in the car and that would have to be it until work tomorrow. He couldn’t get a real job with all those bullshit charges against him so he had settled for working under the table for a half assed construction company that would probably fold tomorrow.

		
		Run by damn Mexicans or whatever country they said they were from, they didn’t have a clue, but worked cheap and paid cheap. Gary was working nine hours of hard labor a day for a hundred dollars. Far cry from what his union check was. Back in the day when he came to places like this, he would always take one of the girls up to the back room, now here he couldn’t even afford a damn lap dance.

		
		But at least the work kept him in shape. He stared down at his large arms and clenched his fists. He watched the muscles ripple under the tanned skin of his forearms and envisioned his fingers around Becky’s scrawny neck. There’d been no work today and needing to do something besides sit in the sad little rat trap he now called home, he’d come down to Hawks to take advantage of the Tuesday draft specials and check out some tit.

		
		“Aww, why’s a good looking guy like you drinking alone?”

		
		Gary stared at his large powerful hands for a moment before looking up to send the latest slut packing. This one was dressed as a cat and one hell of a cat. The woman’s black ruffled skirt was short enough that he could he could see the pink panties beneath it and her long legs were encased in black thigh high stockings. Her top was a cheetah print corset that left her shoulders and upper chest bare and was so tight her tits looked ready to pop out.

		
		The upper half of her face was covered with a mask that included whiskers and pair of black ears. Her eyes were bright green and her long dark hair was down across her shoulders. Gary had to admit she blew the other girl that had been here away. But as good as she looked she was just another cock tease looking for money.

		
		“Sorry, hon, I don’t have anything you want.”

		
		“Oh, that’s not true,” she purred, grabbing his arm and squeezing it. “Hmm, that’s nice.”

		
		“You’re pretty nice too, but I don’t have the money, honey.”

		
		“Who said I’m looking for money?” she sat on the edge of the table

		
		“Because you work here.”

		
		“Who says?” she flashed him a smile and Gary could just imagine her red lips around his cock. Little fucking tease, what the hell game was she playing?

		
		“You don’t work here?”

		
		“Nope.” She shook her head, “I’m here to play.” She giggled.

		
		“Play?”

		
		“I’m a playful little kitty.” She said in a little girl voice that made his cock stir, damn he liked that act, especially when it came to spanking.

		
		“You look playful.”

		
		“Oh, I am!” She undid the top string and pulled the top down, allowing her tits to spring free.

		
		Cupping them in her hands she stroked her nipples with her thumbs, “See, playful.”

		
		“Damn.” He whispered as she sucked her finger into her mouth then traced her nipples with her wet finger.

		
		“You want to play with them?” she grabbed his wrist and brought his hand up to her right tit. “Go ahead.”

		
		Gary looked around for the bouncer, but they were paying attention to the stage where two girls were grinding against one another. Her breast wasn’t small, but fit well in his large hand and her nipples pressed into his palm.

		
		“Hmm,” she sighed when he gave it a soft squeeze. “That’s nice, bet your tongue would be better.”

		
		She slid off the table, onto his lap and shoved her tit in his face. Fuck the bouncers! He sucked her nipple into his mouth and she ran her fingers through his dark hair as he teased it with his tongue.

		
		“Oh, yeah, baby, suck that tit.” She moaned, grinding her hips into his crotch. “Fuck that’s hard!” she lowered her voice to a seductive purr, “You have a nice big hard cock, don’t you, baby?”

		
		“And I bet you got a nice wet little slit, don’t you?”

		
		“I do.” She turned to the side, giving him her other tit. “So wet, so hot…so tight you’d have a hard time getting that fat cock in there.”

		
		“I’d make it fit.” He said around her tit then gave her nipple a nip with his teeth.

		
		She yelped, then whispered, “You bad boy, you like it rough, don’t you?”

		
		“Bet you do to.”

		
		“Sometimes. I like to play all kinds of games, but I have a rule.”

		
		“What’s that?”

		
		She eased back from him and sliding back onto the table put her feet on his knees.

		
		“I play my game first, it’s a fun one, then you do whatever you want to me.”

		
		“That so? Well…” he stopped when she pulled her panties to the side and holding them there slid her fingers through her lips, then put them in his mouth.

		
		Fuck, she was wet! He slurped her juices from her fingers and his cock bent awkwardly as it struggled to break free of his jeans. Damn this girl was fucking hot, but…

		
		“I told you I don’t have money for you.”

		
		“And I said I don’t want money. I just want a good fuck.”

		
		“What?”

		
		“Listen, honey, you don’t know me and I don’t know you and that’s just what I want. Know why?”

		
		“Why?” he asked watching her fingers trace circles on her nipples.

		
		“Because I’m married and I’m married to a guy who makes a lot of money, but he’s got a little dick and has no idea how to handle me. I’m a kept woman looking to have some fun with a real man, the kind that can give my poor little pussy the fucking it needs.”

		
		“You little….slut.” he grinned.

		
		“I am a slut, but I’ll be your slut for the day.” She leaned over, slipped her arms around his neck and whispered in his ear. “I want you to fuck me as hard as you can and then suck your cock dry, take every drop in my slutty mouth. Bet your wife doesn’t do that.”

		
		Gary glanced at his wedding band which he still wore in hopes it looked good at the interviews he’d been going to. “No, that useless bitch didn’t know what good head was.”

		
		“But I do.” She cooed in his ear, “I’ll take that big dick down to your balls and let you fuck my mouth, she do that?”

		
		Not willingly he thought, but told her, “No, she…sucked at sucking.”

		
		She laughed, “That’s funny, so what do you say, baby? How about me and you have some fun?”

		
		“You want to go back to my place?” He frowned at the thought she wouldn’t be caught dead in that neighborhood he was stuck in.

		
		“No, we can go right upstairs.”

		
		“That costs money.”

		
		She reached down and he noticed she had an orange bag with her that had a black cat on the side of it. She removed a small purse and pulling out a hundred dollar bill put it on the table in frnt of him.

		
		“For the ticket upstairs.” She winked, “Bet they’ll think I work here too.”

		
		“Oh…okay.” Damn, this was going to be just what he needed! “You drink? I…”

		
		She put another twenty on the table. “Grab a couple of beers for upstairs.”

		
		“Thanks.” He paused, “What’s your game?”

		
		“Honey, I came here looking for a man to give me what I need.” She reached down and squeezed his cock, “Do I have him?”

		
		“Let’s go.” He told her.

		
		“Yay!” she laughed and clapped her hands like a child, “You’re going to play with kitty?”

		
		“I’d love to play with her.” He grinned thinking he was going to play pretty damn rough with ‘kitty’. He loved her type, spoiled little upper class whores who liked to go slumming.

		
		Well he would make sure she learned exactly what happened to stuck up cunts like her who thought she was better than him. But she’d love it and thank him for it; he would make her say it. What would she do, tell the cops some guy she was fucking behind her husband’s back had gotten a little rough with her?

		
		“But you have to play Kitty’s game.” She waved her finger in front of him, “Be a good little doggie.”

		
		“Doggie?” He stood up, enjoying how he towered over her.

		
		“Yup, if I’m a kitty you must be a doggie, right?”

		
		“Right. A big bad doggie.”

		
		“Hmm, I like that.”

		
		“So, um…I’m Gary, what’s your name.”

		
		She smiled, “You can call me Josie.”


	

		Chapter Sixteen

		
		Josh sat back and listened to Bad Kitty’s disturbing singing echoing through the silent room. Parker was shaking his head and Parsons and Reynolds were looking nervously at each other. Next to him, Matt had his head cocked and his eyes shut, probably doing what Josh had been doing since last night, trying to envision the owner of these voices.

		
		He looked down to where Norris and Walters were leaning forward, listening closely. This was the second run through the tape as Norris had requested it played again and Walters couldn’t hit play fast enough. They both had an expression of excitement he found annoying.

		
		Paper assholes like that got hard-on’s for sick freaks because they would never be endangered by them, it was guys like Josh and other cops who had to face these psychos and try to bring them in alive without losing their own life.

		
		Josh had pretty much decided if he cornered this sick bitch he was just going to put one between her eyes. She not only deserved it, but why the hell should the tax payers foot her bills while she spent the rest of her life in a nuthouse? The reason Waters and Norris would give is so they could study her. Parker could be an asshole, but he was dead on; all they cared about was getting their names in journals. Josh would settle for being known as the one who gunned her down; that was more than good enough for him. Bet the victims wives would see it that way.

		
		“I think that’s enough for now.” Parker echoed Josh’s thoughts, “If you want a copy to jerk off to we’ll get you one.”

		
		“I don’t appreciate your hostility Captain.”

		
		“Oh no, another sleepless night for me.” Parker cracked, “Walters you’ve had this since yesterday, my first question is can this be one person? Because it’s one thing to do an impression, but those voices are way too different for one person.”

		
		“This is one person. There is a test that can tell whether or not the same person would be capable of producing both vocal qualities. This sample is not large enough for one hundred percent accuracy, but it is enough to say with confidence we have one individual.”

		
		“Bullshit.” Josh said, “Too different and the changes are too damn fast.”

		
		“Understand Josh, we’re not dealing with your or I we’re dealing with a person who is mentally ill. This person suffers from some form of personality disorder.”

		
		“Seems like we’re suffering from it.” Matt sighed.

		
		“In a sense someone ill in this way is tapping more of the brains function than we do. They’re much more in tune with their sub conscious which allows them to be able to achieve things physically we can’t because, well, we’re told we can’t. This person thinks they are separate individuals so it’s natural that each shift is noted with that different personality and voice, I would imagine if they were here in front of us, you would see changes in mannerisms and even facial features.”

		
		“She could change her appearance?” Reynolds scoffed, “Come on.”

		
		“Not dramatically to be unrecognizable, but subtle things. A narrowing of the eyes, the mouth set differently, different expressions and each being indicative of who they think they are at the moment.”

		
		“So you’re saying she is schizophrenic?” Norris asked, looking as if he were trying not to smile. “A female serial killer who’s a true split personality. This woman isn’t just rare; she’s a jack pot of potential information.”

		
		“Tell you what.” Parker said, “If we catch her we’ll leave you in a room with her for half hour.” He grinned, “Unrestrained of course. Then when we pull her off of you, maybe you’ll see why we don’t find her so exciting.”

		
		“And when by studying her I stop the next one before her body count reaches as high as you have allowed hers to, maybe you’ll see why this is exciting.”

		
		“Fuck you.” Parker swore, “You think we’re not…”

		
		“Enough!” Matt snapped, “This isn’t about whose dick is bigger, it’s about getting this woman.”

		
		“Mine is.” Parker said. “But you’re right. So Walters you’re saying she’s a schizo?”

		
		“Hold on,” He put his hands up, “Understand all I can to right now is pose some ideas. I wouldn’t know what her exact condition is unless I was able to interact with and study her.”

		
		“Probably have to stop in the middle to jack off.” Josh murmured.

		
		“Wilson, I know all you see here is five men have been murdered and I see that as well and its horrific to say the least. But as a psychologist I also see a sick individual who needs help.”

		
		“Kitty needs to be put down is what she needs.” Josh said.

		
		“You know Wilson; I wouldn’t say that because if it comes down to you shooting this woman I will ask for an investigation.” Walters threatened.

		
		“Go for it.”

		
		“Wilson, stop being a tool.” Parker said.

		Josh sat back in his chair and mad it a point to not look at Matt who he knew was smirking at him.

		
		“It might interest all of you to know that there is a high probability this woman is not aware she is the killer.” Norris stated.

		
		“Bullshit.” Parsons said, “How the hell is that possible?”

		
		“Parsons what time you go to bed last night?” Walters asked.

		
		“About midnight.”

		
		“What time you get up?”

		
		“Seven.”

		
		“Okay, so seven hours of your life is gone. Unless you remember a dream or two you have no recollection of that time. You went to sleep, you woke up, correct?”

		
		“Sure.”

		
		“Let me explain something. In cases of multiple personality disorders, or hysteria, schizophrenia, somnambulistic possession type…”

		
		“Possession?” Matt asked, “Come on, are you throwing that in because of Halloween?”

		
		“No, it’s a rare disorder. The possession part derives from the fact that back in the bible days and even today in some back woods countries people who suffered from mental illness were deemed possessed. Somnambulistic is an extreme form of sleep walking where the subconscious runs the show.”

		
		“Okay, just wanted to make sure you weren’t going to tell us we needed a priest.” Matt replied, getting a laugh out of Josh.

		
		“So when these personalities rise up to take over, the core personality goes to sleep. They are unaware their body is still functioning and have no memory of anything done by the other half. They wake up oblivious. The only signs something is amiss is sometimes brief glimpses of things they did which will be attributed to being nightmares or dreams and a feeling of exhaustion that will seem strange because they think they slept all night.”

		
		“When you say core, you mean, what?” Parker asked, “The real person so to speak?”

		
		“Yes. Now let me tell you some strange things about this. First in most personality disorders the second personality is hostile to the host, they want to hurt them another reason possession used to be the diagnosis before psychology came into play.”

		
		“Why is that?” Josh asked, “I mean, host dies they die right?”

		
		“They don’t see it that way. They think they take over the body, or its their mission to destroy the original person. Usually some form of guilt is involved; a kid thinking it’s his fault for his parents’ divorce is common in adolescent cases.”

		
		“But in this case the two personalities we’re hearing are on the side of host that is ‘the friend’ they refer to. So they are here to help, which is intriguing.”

		
		“Fucked up is more like it.” Josh sighed, this was getting old fast, he’d rather be out on the street doing real police work.

		
		“Walters,” Norris cut in, “How do you know this kitty and Sophia aren’t one personality playing some kind of game? One split is rare enough, but two and two that are aware of each other to the point they act in unison and even converse?”

		
		“That was my take.” Walters admitted, “But it’s there in the note and the song, ‘my kitty, my sweet girl, that’s disassociation, they are sharing their host, but when they converse they most likely see each other in their minds eye.”

		
		“Mind’s eye, like there’s three brains?”

		
		“Don’t be a moron Reynolds.” Parker grunted.

		
		“Three awareness’s, but really only two because the host is not there, they don’t speak to the host. They may know her feelings and what happens to her through her subconscious, but when they are in control it is like two minds interacting just the same way we’re talking to each other. I’m speaking and Wilson is paying attention to me and seeing me.”

		
		“Bad example.” Matt laughed.

		
		“Anyone here bilingual?” Norris asked.

		
		“I speak Spanish.” Parson’s told him.

		
		“Okay so if you’re interpreting for someone, there is a point you are thinking simultaneously in two languages. I’m over simplifying, but this is similar. As I said the power of the subconscious is incredible. We use a fraction of our brain.”

		
		“Some less than others.” Josh muttered.

		
		“They’re using the most powerful part. Remember your subconscious holds every memory you’ve ever had. That’s why it stays dormant, when it rises up in these cases, insanity or mental illness is the result.”

		
		“Let’s get back to our litter of kittens.” Parker prodded.

		
		“So what I have as a theory is this woman was sexually abused. That obviously leads towards her violence towards men. Now whoever hurt her physically also most likely was unfaithful because she mentions the penis hurts hearts and bodies. So she was exposed to a real piece of work at some point who hurt her to the point it caused a psychotic break, which fractures the mind and that’s where we get these two women.”

		
		“Had to be recent then because no one could last for long being this much of a fruit loop.” Josh said.

		
		“Norris please don’t type anything Wilson adds to this conversation.” Parker shot him a look.

		
		“Not true. Sometimes as fast as these breaks happen they can go dormant, a state of remission so to speak. That would mean the source of their pain and hatred has been removed so there is no longer a threat. If that happens and they have a good life from that point on there can be years, even decades with no issues other than maybe some strange dreams here and there.”

		
		“So where do the others go, to sleep?” Matt flipped a page in his notebook and started a new one.

		
		“Not sure. Some theories are they are always around somewhere in the sub conscious, aware of things, but there is no reason to act, at that point all is well. Others think they just go to sleep until something happens to wake them.”

		
		“So…this could have happened when she was a child then resurfaced recently.” Matt said without looking up from his notebook.

		
		“Exactly.” Walters smiled,

		
		“Brown noser.” Josh whispered.

		
		“And I feel that’s the case here, because of how childlike Kitty is. She represents the age during which the abuse was endured and maybe even the break although to see that in anything less than the teen years would be very rare, then again she already is. So it’s a solid bet she was sexually assaulted as a young girl so I feel father, step father or boyfriend of the mother. He most likely was a cheat as well and hurt the mother, maybe in front of her.”

		
		“I had one of those.” Josh said softly, “Only one of me though.”

		
		“One too many sometimes.” Matt winked at him.

		
		“Now Sophia, she was created to protect Kitty and their friend. Sophia is a stone cold killer. No pity, no remorse, a creation of pure rage. You hear her screaming at the end of that tape. Kitty is around when these men are killed, possibly to help lead them on with that little girl routine, but Sophia is our issue.”

		
		“Both are.”

		
		“No,” Walters shook his head. “If we were to corner the Kitty personality, she could be reasoned with, if you spoke to her like she was your child; safe non threatening, she could be convinced you were a friend, even a playmate, her you would have a chance to take in without a struggle.”

		
		“But Sophia, not a chance, to her everyone would be a perceived threat and she will do whatever it takes to protect Kitty and the host.”

		
		“So something we could put out there is if it was a father type, and she went dormant, is it possible she killed the father?” Norris posed.

		
		“Yes, very possible, but not helpful here. We would have to know how old she is now, where she grew up, some background. We can’t just look for every man who disappeared or was killed for the last twenty years or so.”

		
		“What if it just happened?” Josh asked, “What if she’s in her twenties, dad was still diddling her and she snaps, kills him and keeps going?”

		
		“Then Kitty wouldn’t exist in my opinion.”

		
		“Back to these two and how they act, will they…maybe disagree? We hear about good Kitty wanting to give them a chance so she lets her, some type of game? Does Kitty not let her do it right away, maybe she would let them live?” Josh was making a point to now push Walters as he was tired of Parkers cracks.

		
		“Maybe, and on that note Good and Bad Kitty are just Kitty, when Sophia kills and Kitty lets her she just acted bad.”

		
		“What about the arguing?”

		
		“Possible, but doubt it they…they’re close, they need each other and the sweet good girl has a….well it has a sexual connotation to it.”

		
		“What?” All of them but Parker asked at once, but no one laughed.

		
		“Yes, its part of the dissociation, they see each other as separate entities. They have been together for years by my theory and have a relationship of sorts. In fact being that they hate men, they might be attracted to each other. Remember Sophia is a sexual predator. She knows what she has and how to use it, dresses sexy, talks dirty, she’s all woman.”

		
		“But…the young one is a child.” Parsons pointed out, “Christ, is she molesting herself?”

		
		“The personality is child like, the body they are sharing is adult. Kitty, to Sophia is an immature girl in a woman’s body, her body, the host’s body. She loves her in every way, she protects her, she plays with her and she…maybe plays with her. That makes her more dangerous because odds are she would never leave Kitty out on her own in the face of a threat.”

		
		“I have to know. How the hell does she have sex with herself?” Josh asked.

		
		“You would want to know.” Parker grumbled.

		
		“She…well she touches herself,=the host body and in her mind she is touching Kitty and Kitty is touching her.”

		
		“Why the hell are we talking about this?”Reynolds asked, “Who cares, and I think its BS.”

		
		“Reynolds about ten years ago when I was working at Butler we had a young man who had a personality disorder, we felt it stemmed from guilt couldn’t figure out why. But then…” Walters pointed his finger as if lecturing, “An orderly calls me and says he’s watching the camera in the room and the kids jerking off.”

		
		“No abnormal behavior there.” Matt rolled his eyes.

		
		“He was talking the whole time. There was no audio so we installed a mic. Next night he’s masturbating again and the second personality and the first are telling each other how good they feel, the second personality was also male. With that information I asked the right questions and our patient had homosexual fantasies and desires, but repressed them because of his strict religious upbringing, the guilt of living a lie caused the break and the second personality was the lover he wanted.”

		
		“Talk about fucking yourself.” Parker rubbed his temples. “Anyway, let’s get off the mind fucking.” He stopped, “Or…think she’s a dyke?”

		
		“A <i> lesbian?”</i> Walters rolled his eyes. “Possible. Might have had enough of men. Or she could be looking for the right one, one that would be good to her. Kitty wants to be loved and I think Sophia would be game for sex because of how sexual her nature is. This woman could even be currently married and…”

		
		“To a guy who recently hurt her.” Matt snapped his fingers. “Father is killed or wanders off, things get quiet, Kitty goes away, woman is living a normal life then something happens to set her off again.”

		
		“Good thought. Now how does this help us?” Walters stroked his chin. “It gives us an understanding of her, but no real clues except…I doubt she would be a working girl, not with that type of latent hatred and fear of men.”

		
		“Abused women still enjoy sex.” Josh said thinking of Sheri’s past.

		
		“But to sell themselves? And some of the johns are rough and…”

		
		“One sets her off.” Josh put his hands out, “There you go, one prick John and she is off and killing again.”

		
		“That’s…” Walters frowned.

		
		“A good point.” Parker finished, “Amazing what happens when Wilson’s brain cells connect.”

		
		“I have a better idea.” Norris said.

		
		They all looked at him to see he had the note in front of him.

		
		“Hear me out. She knows them, there is no doubt. Peters tells us his infidelity is in the past, so she is not someone from his present.”

		
		“We discussed this.” Parsons reminded him.

		
		“We did but,” he held the note up, “Our friend tried to help him, he had his chance. Going back to Peters he said his wife threw him out and in order to earn his way back they went and got help. Professional help.” He smiled, “Detectives this woman could very well be a marriage counselor.”

		
		“Fuck!” Josh slammed his fist on the table causing everyone to jump, “Goddamn it! He’s right and why the fuck didn’t I see that? Christ, Sheri used to do couples workshops for people who had problems mostly cheating!”

		
		“Of course.” Matt slapped his forehead. “It explains how she knows these guys are unfaithful, the wives names, the fact they have no kids. Where they work, and with that, where they will be for parties.”

		
		“And if she is working off a list of former patients she would assume they are all still dogs,” Reynolds nodded, “That’s the part about them learning new tricks as well as the chance they had to know better. So she approaches, tempts, they demonstrate they haven’t changed and she kills them.”

		
		“And Peters refusing her is important.” Parsons noted, “She let him go, according to the statement even gave him a kiss and told him to love his wife.”

		
		“I’ll be damned.” Parker said, quietly, “That all makes sense. I bet there’s less councilors out there than hookers.”

		
		“One is usually the cause of the other.” Matt said, “And we can eliminate any men’s names so just women.”

		
		“But we have to go back a little way, James said he’s been on the straight and narrow for two years. So we may need to track down former councilors as well and for current ones there employment history.”

		
		“Why go through all that?.” Parsons, clapped his hands. “Think about it, we go back to the victims wives and if they all saw a councilor we find out which one, if they all saw the same one we’ve got this bitch!”

		
		“If she’s still around, if she’s this nuts how the hell could she be working?” Reynolds asked.

		
		“Because she is unaware she is nuts as you so eloquently put it.” Walters said, “Her real self has to still be functioning because Sophia is too psychotic to not be noticed and Kitty is too childlike to function as an adult.”

		
		“She could be a little.” Reynolds said.

		
		“What the fuck is a little?” Matt asked.

		
		“Its kind of a fetish, women who act like little girls and want a daddy.” When he saw they were all staring at him he looked away, “Read about it somewhere.”

		
		“That’s great,” Parker said, “We got Pimp Wilson over there who knows everything about hookers and now we have big daddy over here. Jesus, doesn’t anyone just go home get drunk and watch Sports Center?”

		
		For a moment everyone was silent, then as one, all of them, even Norris, broke out laughing. They laughed long and loud and even as Josh wiped at the tears in his eyes he knew it wasn’t just from Parker’s joke, but that the tension had broke, they had a lead, a damn good lead, if all victims wives confirmed the same name….they could have someone in their sites by the end of today!

		
		“Okay.” Parker raised his hands, “Here’s the thing. This sounds like the real deal here, but I still want your people working the girls even if it’s just for another day until we confirm all these people saw the same woman. My gut says that’s the answer, but I don’t want to slack and I want all of you and whatever men you can find to stake out the company parties and club events on tap for tonight, this still may take a little time.”

		
		“Yeah.” Josh said, “It just dawned on me that when Sheri did group sessions none of them were her patients, but other people’s so…that’s another thing to look at if we have to.”

		
		“And seminars.” Reynolds added, “They have those things here and there for couples. A onetime big meeting and some follow up some don’t but they all register.”

		
		“Churches.” Matt sighed, “Now that we’re thinking about it, some people consult their ministers with marital issues.”

		
		“People stop with the half empty shit!” Parker laughed, “Get working on the wives, I bet we’re going to get this bitch first time out because…fuck we need a break.”

		
		“Don’t have a lot of manpower if we’re still working the girls.” Parsons said.

		
		“I’ll do it.” Matt said, “I’m tired of talking to friggin hookers, hell I could have had ten freebies by now if I wanted them.”

		
		“Should have taken one. You wouldn’t be such a prude.” Parker told him, “But go ahead, you talk to the wives and pursue what you have after that. Wilson you going to help him?”

		
		“Its five people, I’d rather keep going with what I was doing, work the girls.”

		
		“Okay.”

		
		“Josh can you do me a favor?” Matt asked.

		
		“What’s that?”

		
		“Can you stop working the same girl?”

		
		“Oh, for…”

		“Dennings enough.” Parker snapped, “What he does with his time is what he does. This may be a brotherhood, but we’re not our brothers keepers. He’s a player and you don’t like it, but trust me a lot of us are tired of your sanctimonious ass, keep that shit to yourself, got it?”

		
		“Yeah.” Matt nodded and added under his breath, “Dirty pigs always stick together.”

		
		“Detective Wilson.” Norris addressed him. “Please understand I don’t say this in judgment, but if these men all know you step out on your wife, others may as well. It’s possible you received this tape not because you’re stalking her, but because you fit her criteria. Be careful, detective because I think there’s a reason your name is on our cat’s lips.”

		
		“I appreciate your non judgment.” Josh shot Matt dirty look, “Nice to see some live and let live. I thank you for your concern, but trust me, I’m a little more than our little friend can handle. She comes after me this case is over.” He grinned, “Tell you what, I’ll leave her with one of her nine lives for you.”

		
		“Wilson, and for that matter all of you, I want to make one last point.” Walters said, “This woman is mentally ill. She is a rage driven psychotic, a rage the likes of which you can’t possibly fathom. She will be far stronger than she looks, think of a junkie high on coke, they’re strong and they feel no pain. Whatever you do, if you find her, do not try to take her down alone.”

		
		“Good advice gents.” Parker said, “Now we all know what we’re doing for the day and maybe tomorrow Dennings comes in here with a couple of names and we can wrap this bitch up as a big treat in time for Halloween.”

		
		Everyone began to rise when Parker continued

		,

		“Agent Norris, I know I busted your chops and can’t say I’m a fan of suits, but I feel I owe you a big thanks, that was damn good job you did finding what we missed.”

		
		“Thank you Captain, my pleasure to help.” Norris nodded, “And since you’re frank enough to admit your feelings allow me to do the same, because I feel I owe you this.”

		
		Norris slowly raised his hand and the room echoed with laughter when he extended his middle finger to Parker.


	

		Chapter Seventeen

		
		Gary watched Josie’s ass sway as he followed her up the stairs. He could see her thong and cheeks of her ass from where she was ahead of him and his cock was throbbing in anticipation. He took a swig from the bottle of beer she’d bought him along with the ticket and thought it was about time he caught a good break. He was going to fuck her ass so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk for days. He smiled at the thought of how she would explain that to her husband.

		
		They reached the top of the stairs and he handed the bouncer who watched over the rooms the ticket. He took it and after staring at Josie said, “Room eight, end of the hall. Hey, you new here.”

		
		“Hmm-mm” she nodded, “First day and I’m having fun!” she gave Gary’s cock a squeeze, “Lots of it!”

		
		“Cool, I’m Keith and hey, if you’re ever looking for some candy, I have plenty.” He grinned, “Don’t even have to pay, we could, you know, work it out.”

		
		“Candy!” Josie clapped her gloved hands. “I love candy; do I have to say trick or treat to get it, do you have candy corn, I love candy corn!”

		
		“Um, you’re kidding, right?”

		
		“Are you?” she pushed her lips out in a pout, “You don’t have any candy? That’s mean.”

		
		“I…” he laughed, “Oh, I get it. Good act. I’ll see you later.”

		
		“Okay, but you better have some candy.” She looked at Gary, “Let me go in first, I want to get your surprise ready.”

		
		She turned and began skipping down the hallway, the bag bumping along her side and her cute little ass bouncing beneath her skirt and the trick or treat bag, bumping against her leg

		
		“Wow, have fun.” Keith laughed, “I love that little girl shit.”

		
		“Yeah me too.” Gary agreed,.

		
		“Never seen her before must be her first day, but I think she’s going to do pretty good. Shit noon and she’s already got you up here, all the other rooms are empty this early.”

		
		“My lucky day I guess.”

		
		“Been up here before?”

		
		“Oh, yeah.” Gary answered as he watched Josie reach the door and leaning against it, rubbed her head on the door as if she really were a cat, before entering.

		
		“Then you know the rules, what she says goes and no rough stuff.” He shrugged, “Unless she likes it, but if she hits the buzzer and I have to come in, we have issues, got it?”

		
		“I got it.” And they all like it he added to himself, he usually behaved himself here, but this little cheating slut was begging for it and she didn’t even really work here.

		
		Gary walked down the hall and knocked.

		
		“One more minute, sexy!” she called.

		
		Gary shrugged and chugged the rest of the first beer, putting the bottle on the table next to the door, he opened the other one. He didn’t know if it was supposed to be for her, but fuck it, he’d make sure her throat didn’t get dry while they were in there. He gave her another minute then opened the door. Josie was bent over the bed, her ass winking at him as he closed the door behind him.

		
		The room was sparsely furnished with a twin bed in the middle of it, a nightstand and a couple of rickety chairs along the wall. Gary always wondered if the chairs were for weirdos who liked to watch or maybe some sluts took more than one up here and they were waiting their turn. Josie turned and pointed at one of the chairs.

		
		“These doors don’t lock, put that under the knob.”

		
		“What?” The question was as much about her request as the fact she sounded different again, back to that porn star voice she used in his ear downstairs. It was sexy, but he was looking forward to that squeal only a young girl could make.

		
		“Block the door. I get really loud sometimes and I don’t want them interrupting us.”

		
		“Fine by me.” Goddamn! This bitch was the jackpot!

		
		“You going to take that mask off?” he slid the chair over and wedged it under the doorknob one handed while still holding onto the beer.

		
		“Nope, I like to leave it on, makes me feel like a dirty girl.”

		
		“Well hey as long as your mouth’s free that’s all I need.” He laughed.

		
		“Hmm, bad doggie.”

		
		He approached her where she was standing at the foot of the bed. He stopped just in front of her and again felt a thrill at how small she was. She had some height to her in her shoes, but Gary was over six feet and towered over her. She was slender and one of his hands could easily wrap around her entire arm. She probably wouldn’t be able to struggle too much, but that could be fun too.

		
		“So what’s my…” he frowned when he looked past her and saw red ropes tied to the head and footboards. “Ropes?”

		
		“Yup! That’s my game, you lay back and I tie you up and tease and play and make you cum harder than you ever have.”

		
		“I don’t like ropes.” he loomed over her and placed his hand against her cheek cupping her face in his palm.

		
		“I said I had one rule I…”

		
		“No.” he shook his head. “I call the shots little girl.”

		
		“You can later, c’mon, sexy! It’ll be fun. I’m going to lick you all over and suck your cock until your eyes roll. You’ll come so hard! Then I’ll let you do whatever you want to me.”

		
		“I’m going to do that anyway, slut.” He squeezed her chin firmly.

		
		She took a step back and her knees were now against the bed. Perfect.

		
		“That’s not nice, I’m a good girl.” She giggled.

		
		“You’re a dirty cheating whore.” He took a swig from the beer and was put off to see she seemed to have no concern on her face. Her eyes were still wide and she was smiling away.

		
		“And you’re a bad doggie so we’re even!”

		
		“You ain’t tying me up, and I don’t need to tie you up either, I’ll just pin you down the old fashioned way.”

		
		“Baby.” She pouted, “Why so mean? I’m here to play with you. Let me play?”

		
		She pulled her top down again and shook her tits for him.

		
		“The panties.” He told her.

		
		“Yes sir.” She reached under the skirt and pushing the thong down to her knees stepped out of it. She unhooked the skirt and was now standing there in just her top, the stockings and her shoes.

		
		She was right, the mask made it kind of fun and the gloves were a nice touch. He looked down at her pink slit and his cock ached with the need to be forced into it. He could just imagine what her little pink rosebud would feel like. He’d have to stuff something in her mouth so she wouldn’t scream when he did, maybe that thong.

		
		Josie put her hands on his chest and unbuttoned his flannel shirt. Her fingers were steady and she still had that smile on her face and it was starting to piss him off. She finished with his shirt and ran her hands down his broad chest and still fairly flat stomach.

		
		“Who needs candy when I have this?” she leaned in and kissed his chest before tonguing his nipple.

		
		That sent a shiver through him and he held back, letting her play for now. She teased her pink tongue across his chest before sucking on his other nipple. Her hands tugged at his jeans and he felt them open.

		
		She leaned against him, her lips now on his neck and her nipples poking into his chest. The sound of his zipper being pulled down caused Gary’s breathing to pick up as well and when her hand entered his boxers and encircled his cock, he groaned.

		
		“What a nice cock.” She purred, “So big!” she pumped him in her hand as she eased his jeans down further with the other.

		
		Gary watched her small hand around his large cock, noting her fingers weren’t able to touch around it. He grinned; thinking of how hard he was going to shove it down her throat, hell all her holes.

		
		“So nice.” She cooed. She was grinding against him, her nipples caressing his chest and staring at her hand as she jerked him off. Her other hand cupped his swollen balls and he moaned softly, he was going to come quick the first time, probably just fuck her mouth until he came then make her keep sucking to keep him hard.

		
		He put his hand on her head, encircling his fingers in her hair and pushed down. She lowered her head a little, and then stopped. He pushed harder and she tried to pull away, but he held her hair.

		
		“Suck it, slut, you know you want to.”

		
		“I do!” she laughed “But lay on the bed for me! Please play my game? I’m being so good for you!”

		
		Gary lifted the beer and chugged it as she jerked him off, he left some for later and still holding the bottle shoved down hard on her head. She released his cock and grabbed his wrist.

		
		“Hey, that hurts!”

		
		“I know.” He grinned and twisted his hand hard, pulling her hair.

		
		She yanked her head back and laughed. Gary looked down to see he was holding a black wig.

		
		“Trick or treat!” she giggled. “Fooled you!”

		
		He dropped the wig and watched her reach up behind her mask and let her real hair down. It was a dirty blonde color and as long as the wig.

		
		“Stop playing around and get on your fucking knees.” he told her. “If you make me put you there it’s going to hurt.”

		
		“Aww bad doggie’s mad.” She pouted, “Guess Kitty isn’t being a good enough girl.” She shrugged, “If you lay on the bed, I’ll…”

		
		Her words were cut off when Gary grabbed her chin and this time squeezed hard enough to cause her to whimper. Pulling her towards him he leered at her. “Whore, you’re going to suck my cock and keep fucking sucking it until I tell you to stop, then I’ll put you on the bed and show you a fucking your husband never gave you.” He titled her head up to look at him, “In both of your holes.”

		
		“Hmm-mm” she tried to shake her head, but he held her tight.”Y…you’re being mean to Kitty.”

		
		“Right now I’m being nice. You don’t start sucking I’ll show you mean.”

		
		“O…okay.” She nodded. “I’ll be good.”

		
		“Good.” He let her chin go and went to grab her head, but she ducked to the side and shoved him. Caught off guard he staggered back a step back. She was stronger than she looked.

		
		“You fucking whore, you don’t touch me like that.”

		
		“Watch out doggie!” She shook her finger back and forth, “You…you’re going to make her…ow!”

		
		She cried out when Gary slapped her hard in the face. Her head snapped to the side and she would have staggered had he not grabbed her by the neck. The mask remained on, but he could see the tears in her eyes and his cock twitched in anticipation between his legs.

		
		“Like that, don’t you?” he sneered, “Fucking rich pigs like you, always do, that’s why you come looking for a real man.”

		
		“Please.” She whispered, “Please….” Her lips were trembling and there was now a proper fear in her eyes.

		
		“Please what, bitch?”

		
		“Please don’t make Sophia hurt you.”

		
		“Who…fuck!”

		
		Gary cried out in pain when her hand shot upward, the heel of her palm striking him in the nose. There was a crunching sound as his nose exploded. He staggered back trying to blink the tears from his eyes. He shook his head sending blood flying from his nose and saw she was simply standing there smiling.

		
		“Like that don’t you bitch?” she asked.

		
		The little girl act was gone and her blue eyes were now cold and hard and there was an evil smirk on her face. She pulled the top up covering her tits, and said, “My name isn’t whore, its Sophia, now get on the fucking bed.”

		
		“You…” A familiar white hat rage flowed through and he had to force the words from his throat as it tightened along with the rest of his body, “Fucking whore. I am going to make you bleed bitch!”

		
		He hoisted the beer bottle and spun it around so he was holding it by the neck. “I’m going to shove this bottle in your fucking whore ass!”

		
		He came forward, his alcohol fueled rage causing him to no longer care what would happen to him for doing this. He swung the bottle and grunted in surprise when his arm stopped. Josie… Sophia… whatever her name was had grabbed his wrist and stopped him in mid swing. His eyes widened as he pushed his considerable weight forward and she still held him in place. She dug her fingers into his arm and he grunted in pain.

		
		Sophia wrenched her arm and Gary cried out as his wrist was twisted painfully downward. The bottle fell onto the bed and he leaned to the left to avoid his wrist being snapped. No stranger to fighting, Gary swung a hard right hook directly at her head. He swung from his hips, putting everything into it. Had it connected the blow might have made him a murderer. But it never landed.

		
		He grunted as her left arm flashed up and out, her forearm slamming into his. Her hand slid along his arm, curling around the top of it and catching him in that surprisingly powerful grip. She released his wrist swinging her arm up struck the underside of his arm above the elbow. There was a crack and Gary screamed in pain as his arm broke, snapping downward. Sophia twisted his forearm and this time it was a high pitched shriek of agony as he saw the bones break through his skin.

		
		Blood spurted from his ruined arm and he tried to pull away, but still holding his forearm, Sophia spun around so her side was against his chest, her hand slammed into his underarm and twisting to the side and downward, she flipped him over her shoulder where he crashed onto the bed. His arm twisted again and he howled in pain.

		
		“Shut the fuck up!” She hissed.

		
		She grabbed the bottle by the neck and swinging it downward smashed the bottom of it into his open mouth. There was a wet splattering sound and his lips exploded, squishing like grapes beneath the impact. She lifted the bottle and slammed it into him again

		
		“Here’s something for your whore mouth!” Sophia shouted.

		
		She heard and felt his teeth snap backwards from the impact and immediately struck him again, then again.

		
		“Want to hurt my kitty? Want to hurt me you fucking animal?”

		
		Gary’s legs were kicking and he was gurgling as blood from his shattered mouth flowed into his throat. She drove the bottle down again and this time it entered the bloody hole in his face with no resistance. She released it, leaving it protruding from his mouth. She caught Gary’s flailing arm by the wrist and quickly shifting her grip grabbed his fingers in both hands.

		
		“Who’s screaming now bitch?” She cried as she twisted her hands, snapping his fingers, then with a vicious yank, spread his fingers apart.

		
		Blood erupted from the torn flesh between his middle and index finger and he released a choking whimper from around the bottle. Letting his hand go she stood back, her chest heaving and her fingers hooked into claws.

		
		“You’ve hurt women before. We know you have, that’s why I’m here! Thought you could hurt me? Fucking stupid dog!”

		
		“Uh oh!” Kitty cried out, “Sophia’s mad now!”

		
		Sophia watched Gary’s face turning red as he flopped around on the bed like some kind of grotesque beached whale.

		
		“Choking to death is too easy for you!”

		
		Grabbing his shoulders Sophia effortlessly flipped him over onto his stomach. She grabbed his legs, spinning him sideways so his head was hanging over one side of the bed and his legs the other. Blood flowed from his mouth to the floor and he was now sobbing in agony.

		
		“We screwed up.” Kitty whined, “This isn’t the game!”

		
		“No, my sweet girl its not.” Sophia agreed. “But that’s his fault. Besides the others just hurt hearts, he hurt bodies. Know what he was going to do to us?”

		
		“What?”

		
		“He wanted to put his thing in the bad place! Just like that man did to our friend when she was little!”

		
		“No!” Kitty wailed, “No, no, no!”

		
		“Easy, my good girl, I won’t ever let that happen again! But….” She smiled down at Gary who was moaning and whimpering in between gagging around the bottle “Yes, a new game, we’ll show him what its like!”

		
		“Yay!” Kitty clapped her gloved hands.

		
		“Hey!” A voice sounded from the other side of the door, everything okay in there, Josie?”

		
		“Oh fuck yeah!” She cried out, “Oh, oh oh oh fuck that’s deep! Ohhh A little more! I…I….” she released a long loud wail of pleasure.

		
		“Yeah, sorry.” Keith said.

		
		Sophia reached into the bag on the floor and removing the long curved blade leaned over the bed and showed it to Gary. His eyes were glazed over in pain and shock, but at the sight of the knife they widened and he started flopping around again.

		
		“Pathetic.” Sophia told him. “Guess where this is going?”

		
		Stepping around to the other side of the bed, Sophia put the knife on his back and yanked his jeans down. Grabbing the blade she spread his cheek and placing the tip of the knife into his ass, put her palm against the hilt. He whined piteously around the bottle and Sophia noticed the large spreading puddle of piss beneath him.

		
		Drawing back her hand, Sophia growled, “Here’s something for your whore ass.” And struck the hilt as hard as she could. Even with the bottle in his mouth, Gary released a shriek of pain and Sophia stepped back, leaving the knife half buried in his ass.

		
		“How’s that feel you sick fuck?” she hit the hilt again getting it to go a little further in and this time there was a choking sound and his body writhed in its death throes.

		
		“Hey!” This time Keith pounded on the door, “What the fuck is going on in there.” The handle turned and the chair rocked as he tried to push it open, “Let me in there!”

		
		“Uh oh!” Kitty said, “Now what?”

		
		“No worries, sweet girl.” Sophia calmly tied her hair into a bun, and slipped the pink wig back on. The chair rocked again and she called out, “Hold on, we’re just getting dressed.”

		
		“You better make it quick; I want to see what the fuck you’re doing in there.”

		
		Sophia ripped the knife from Gary’s ass and wrapped the shit and blood smeared blade into a towel that was left on the chair for the girls to clean up with and dropped it into the bag. Picking it up she pulled the chair from beneath the doorknob. “Okay.”

		
		The door flew open and Keith said, “What the fuck…”

		
		With no hesitation, Sophia swung a hard right hook, catching him in the temple. The impact sent him reeling into the doorframe and she heard a crack as his head struck the wood. His eyes rolled back as he slid down onto the floor. Sophia stepped over him and seeing the hallway was deserted said, “Let’s go home, Kitty.”

		
		“Wait!”

		
		“What is it?’

		
		Kitty pointed down at Keith, “Can we look in his pockets? He said he had candy!”


	

		Chapter Eighteen

		
		“Well this fucking day went from sugar to shit.” Josh took a sip of coffee and grimaced, “How old is this?”

		
		“Who knows, and who cares?” Matt grumbled from where he was slumped in the chair across the table from him. “Josh, you know the kind of shit I’ve seen. In vice I came across a lot of dead dealers that tried to screw their suppliers and a lot of gang related deaths.”

		
		“Yeah, I know.”

		
		“Let me tell you, those fuckers could be sadistic, they would torture people for days, but that was a slow deliberate thing. What we saw today was the most violent death I’ve ever seen. Walters wasn’t shitting us, she’s dangerous.”

		
		“Think we knew that already.” Josh pointed out. “But you’re right. One thing to slice up someone bound and helpless, but…” he whistled “That guy had to be six three, two forty and she broke him like a fucking doll.”

		
		“Gary Springs” Matt looked had opened the folder he’d brought in the conference room with him. “Forty one, formerly a foreman with Gilbane construction. Lost that job when he was arrested and sentenced to six months for domestic abuse, landed his wife in the hospital with a broken arm and jaw.”

		
		“Nice guy. Breaks the white collar trend.”

		
		“Technically, but he was making close to six figures with overtime with Gilbane. But another case of old info, hasn’t been allowed near his wife for months and the divorce was granted quickly, especially after he did another month for showing up and threatening to kill her.”

		
		“Do we really have to refer to him as a victim?” Josh asked.

		
		They looked up at a knock and a uniformed office, poked his head in. “Jack Hawk, detectives.”

		
		“Bring him in.” Matt said.

		
		The cop led a heavyset man with multiple chins and a piss poor toupee into the room and after gesturing for him to sit down, left the room.

		
		“Jack, long time, no see.” Matt reached across the table and shook his hand.

		
		“Yeah, you haven’t tried to close me down in awhile.”

		
		“Moved on to bigger and uglier things.” Matt laughed.

		
		“Than him?” Josh grunted, “Is that possible?”

		
		“Fuck you,” Hawk said, “I don’t have to…”

		
		He stopped when Josh leapt up from his chair and reaching over the table grabbed him by his collar.

		
		“Fuck me? Fuck you, you fat fucking pimp! Your club is a fucking whorehouse and a hot spot for coke and we know it, not to mention the guy was killed by a woman you didn’t even know didn’t work for you, so let’s talk about who’s fucking who!”

		
		Josh shoved Hawk hard enough for him to have to grab onto the table to not fall out his chair and as he sat back down Matt continued calmly, “Jack, this is my partner Detective Wilson, he’s pleased to meet you.”

		
		“Going to have to wash my damn hands now.” Josh muttered.

		
		“Hey listen,” Jack put his hands up, “I know you think I’m scum and yeah that shit goes on there and you all know it, but I stay open so get off your damn horse.”

		
		“We can see that changes.” Josh warned him, “All depends what we decide to hand the press.”

		
		“Thing is…” he looked at Matt, “Your partner will tell you I’ve helped in the past and business is business man, I make money off of people’s bad habits, but I’m not a bad guy.”

		
		“I’m sure you’re a saint.” Jash snapped his fingers. “I know, let’s get the father of that sixteen year old crack head stripper you had working there for awhile in here. See what he thinks.”

		
		“She had a fake id.”

		
		“Josh.” Matt made a slow down gesture, “Jack’s been a good source when I’ve needed him to be and he came here on his own, so let’s cut him some slack, we’re looking for a killer not a sleazebag.”

		
		“Thanks Matt.” Jack rolled his eyes. “But like I was saying detective, this shit’s no joke to me. Never mind how it affects business, but Danielle, the girl who found the body said she’ll never come back again and fucking Keith, the hospital said he’s got a fractured skull, might never wake up, he…” he lowered his head, “He’s my nephew. My sister lives out in Los Angeles, I…I haven’t even called her yet, I…can’t.”

		
		“Very tragic.” Josh said, earning him a look from Matt. “But let’s say I believe you care and we can move on.”

		
		“So,” Matt began, “You were there in your office?”

		
		“Yeah, I’m there in the back, its dead ass slow around that time so I do paperwork and…”

		
		“Eat.” Josh added.

		
		“Someone’s banging on my door and I can hear someone screaming, I get out on the floor and Joe, my head bouncer’s on the stairs throwing up. Someone said something about someone being dead I went up there and…” he rubbed his face, “It was so fucking bad I almost thought they were playing some kind of sick joke, like that guy was from a haunted house or something, then I smell the shit and see the blood dripping, from…Christ that bottle in his mouth. Danielle was on the floor just staring off into space, Keith’s head…one side of it, the side that hit the door, it looked like…like a red fucking sponge, he ain’t going to make it.”

		
		“He might.” Matt said with a forced smile, “Big strong kid, good hospital, he can pull through.”

		
		“Now Jack,” Josh said, this time in a much softer tone, “This woman, she walks into your club, just starts wandering around, plays with the victim….” He looked down at the statement from one of the strippers, “Whips her tits out, gets on his lap. She takes him to Danielle who sells him a ticket to go upstairs for a….” he winked, “Private dance. Keith…we assume heard something, enters the room and is struck by something hard enough to put him into a door and crack his head open.”

		
		“Yeah, that’s it.” He nodded.

		
		“My question is, how the fuck does this happen?” Josh spread his arms out, “How did no one know she didn’t belong there?”

		
		“We…we hire a lot of girls. High turnaround in that gig. So it’s nothing to see a new girl. I do the hiring so…everyone just thought she belonged there.”

		
		“Hard to believe.”

		
		“Halloween’s in three days.” Jack explained, “My girls have been dressing up for two weeks now, and…the fact she was whipping her tits out and slutting it up with him…why would anyone think it was weird?”

		
		“But you tell people you hired someone don’t you”

		
		“We don’t have a lot of people working during the day so again they just figured new girl.”

		
		“And no one saw her take her mask off, she didn’t talk to anyone, but the victim, correct?”

		
		“Yeah, he paid for the ticket and she just hung all over him. The only thing Danni noticed was she had a bag with her.”

		
		“A bag?” Matt brought out the inevitable notebook.

		
		“Yeah, it was a trick or treat bag, had a picture of a black cat on it.”

		
		“That normal? Your girls carrying stuff around?”

		
		“Not usually, but…it happens. Some of the girls do some; you know….that kinky whips and chains shit.”

		
		“No one checks it?” Josh asked.

		
		“K…Keith or whoever is watching the upstairs is supposed to look through it, but…half the time they don’t. Worst thing they’ll have is maybe something to party with.”

		
		“So she goes upstairs, according to your girl’s log book she went up about eleven forty-five. She noted she saw her come down at noon. She waltzes down the stairs walks across the club, went into the back where the girls changed and right out the back door. One girl said she thought she heard her saying trick or treat and laughing, but didn’t speak to anyone. Another said she swore she saw spots of blood on her and…” he sighed, “Thought it was part of the costume.”

		
		“Yeah.”

		
		“The victim, a regular?” Matt asked.

		
		“Used to see him a lot at one point, he was trouble here and there, had to be escorted out a couple of times, but he would show up a few weeks later and behave, used to drop a lot of money there. I heard from one of the other customers that he went to jail; guess he busted up his wife pretty good.”

		
		“Well he got busted up pretty good, that’s for sure.” Josh replied. “Unless detective Dennings has any more questions, I guess we can…”

		
		“I came here to bring you something.” Jack reached into his coat and put a dvd case on the table.

		
		“Wait…” Matt leaned forward, “Is that…?”

		
		“The rooms all have video cameras.” Jack said, “We don’t tell anyone that or no one would go up there, but we have them in case anyone got out of line with the girls or…anyway, I had my guy download it and…I didn’t watch it. It’s yours, but Matt you can’t let it leak I do this, its just CYA, you know?”

		
		“If we can gain anything from it, I’ll figure out another place for it to come from.”

		
		Josh nodded, “Thank you Jack.”

		
		“Thank me by finding that crazy fucking cunt and smashing her fucking head in for me.”

		
		“Now, hey, how could I say no to that?” Josh smiled grimly, “I know we got off on the wrong foot, but I promise you I get my hands on her I’ll give her something to remember your nephew by.”

		
		“I’ll hold you to that.” Jack nodded, “Can I go?”

		
		Matt signaled for the door to be opened and before it had closed behind Jack, he was up and over at the small table beneath the small flat screen tv on the wall, loading the DVD.

		
		“This could be it Josh! If there was a struggle her mask might have come off, we just need a glimpse!”

		
		Matt stepped back and leaning against the table, turned the TV on and hit play. The room came into view and Josh felt his heart skip a beat when the door opened and their kitty came into the room. She put the bag down and removed a set of the silk ropes. She tossed them on the bed and tied them to the headboard and footboard. As she moved around the bed, her lips were moving constantly and he noticed she would go from smiling to serious and back again in a matter of seconds.

		
		“She’s talking to herself, well, her selves.”

		
		When she reached the side of the bed she bent over and Josh whistled, “That’s one hell of an ass.”

		
		“Really, Josh?” Matt looked over at him.

		
		“Call them as I see them.”

		
		On the screen Gary came in and a moment later moved the chair under the doorknob.

		“She looks pretty damn calm.” Josh noted.

		
		“It looked like she pointed at the chair. I think she told him to do it. That slug was an abuser and I bet she knew it. She just set him up and he’s thinking this couldn’t get better.”

		
		Gary pointed at the bed shaking his head and she pulled her top down for him.

		
		“Look Josh, boobs!” Matt said.

		
		“Crappy picture.” Josh said, “Barely see them.”

		
		She shook her tits, then rubbed up on him going for his cock.

		
		“Look at this idiot drinking while she’s jerking him off.” Matt grunted.

		
		“Here we go.” Josh muttered when Gary grabbed her by her chin.

		
		He released her, then shoved on her head, she stepped back and both of them leaned looked closer as her wig came off. She released her hair, but the image was grainy.

		
		“We’ll get this cleaned up.” Matt said, “Looks light brown or dirty blonde. Long.”

		
		“Shit.” Josh said as Gary slapped her.

		
		A moment later Gary’s head snapped back from the blow to his face.

		
		“Fucking fast.” Matt noted.

		
		“And she’s standing there egging him on.”

		
		On the screen Gary swung and Josh frowned at how easily she stopped his arm. He swung again and both men grimaced when she broke his arm. She flipped him easily and grabbing the bottle began going to town.

		
		“Look at that, “Matt said softly, “She’s…look at her face, she’s snarling.”

		
		“Ross said in addition to his teeth being shattered she broke his jaw forcing it in.”

		
		“Oh God.” Matt turned his head when she ripped his fingers apart.

		
		Josh looked away when she slammed the knife into his ass and noticed Matt did as well. When he looked back, she was removing her bloody top and he released a sharp breath as she removed and identical one from the bag and donned it. She calmly put everything in the bag, but Josh saw she was talking to herself again.

		
		“She doesn’t even blink at the site of what’s all over that knife.” Josh said, “Walters was dead on when he said stone cold.”

		
		She removed the chair from the door and when Keith came in slammed her fist into his head as casually as if she were swatting a fly. Josh shuddered at the way Keith’s head struck the door and watched her step over him and disappear through the doorway.

		
		“One punch.” Matt looked at Josh. “I…Josh there’s no way this girl comes in alive. You can joke all you want, but she’s…fuck, that shits not human.”

		
		“That’s alright.” Josh tapped the butt of his gun, “She’s not fast enough to dodge a bullet.” He gave Matt a nasty grin, “Walters wants to get inside her head, so I’ll just bring it to him.”


	

		Chapter Nineteen

		
		“Yes!” Sophia moaned as she rocked backwards on the bed, driving the dildo attached to the headboard deep inside her. “Fuck that feels good!”

		
		She was kneeling on the bed and leaning forward, slid the rubber cock out then back in. She rocked faster and faster, her eyes closed as she envisioned it being a real cock, one attached to a good man who could take care of her the way she deserved.

		
		“Gross.” Kitty said from within the room in their mind. “I don’t like those ugly things! Don’t want them in there and I’m not helping this time.”

		
		“Oh, sweet girl!” she moaned, “That’s because you never try it, it feels so fucking good!”

		
		“I just like when you touch me.”

		
		“I like that too, but this…” she was moving so fast the bed was rocking and the headboard banging into the wall. “I love being fucked!”

		
		“You’re doing that to yourself.” Kitty said, as usual trying to ruin the moment. Sophia had no doubt Kitty was jealous of the fact she craved cock.

		
		“Maybe someday our friend will find one that belongs to the man that will make all of us happy, then I’ll get what we need! We all will. Hmm I even know who it could be!”

		
		“Always a piggy.” Kitty sighed.

		
		Sophia reached between her legs, stroking her clit and rolling her eyes back in pleasure. Being in control made the sex a lot better for her, when she would experience it though their friend it didn’t feel as good, and Kitty would never fuck her in their room. She’d tried getting her to use a strap on, but she refused. But when she was experiencing their friend’s body…so good!

		
		She groaned, her fingers dancing across her clit and fucked the rubber cock harder She was slamming back hard enough for it to start to hurt and the pain inspired her fingers to move even faster. She was fired up after killing that abuser and thought this was what life should be all about, killing the bad ones and maybe enjoying a good one, if her friend ever smartened up. Sophia’s body tensed up and she cried out and her body exploding around the dildo.

		
		She bucked wildly against the headboard, squealing and writhing at the strength of her orgasm.

		
		“Fuck.” She breathed as she slumped forward, easing the now dripping dildo from inside her.

		
		Sophia rolled over on the bed and stretched lazily. She turned her head to look in the mirror and smiled at her reflection. With the exception of the mask, she’d taken off to drive; she was still wearing the costume from the strip club. The rush of giving that dog what he deserved had her so horny, she’d pulled over into the corner of a parking lot and sat back while Kitty stroked her until she came.

		
		That had only served to get her even more worked up and she’d rushed into the house, tossed her long leather jacket onto the couch and grabbing the dildo from the closet hopped right onto it. She felt pretty good now, though. Nothing like a good hard fuck after the rush of taking another one. This one had been the best since that beast back when they were much younger, she had taken her time with him though, keeping him alive for hours, slicing off a piece at a time and sealing the wound with a hot shard of metal she kept in the fire she’d built.

		
		“Please don’t think of him.” Kitty asked softly.

		
		“Sorry, sweet girl, but it was the beginning of a lot of peace for her and us, we were all happy.”

		
		She rolled over onto her stomach and rocked back and forth on the bed, reveling in the feeling of the soft sheets beneath her nipples and her pussy. It was good to be in the body.

		
		“Better get moving, piggy.” Kitty called, “The little hand is near the two.”

		
		Sophia looked at the clock, “Good girl.”

		
		“Will you come play with my bears with me? Alicia wants to make you tea!”

		
		“Soon.” She forced herself to roll over and swing her legs over the bed. “Need to clean up.”

		
		Sophia stood and unlacing the top part way, slid it off. She removed the skirt and sitting back on the bed rolled down the stockings. She put on the robe hanging from the bed post and picking the clothes up she grabbed the mask from the nightstand and went into the walk in closet.

		
		Turning on the light, Sophia opened the old trunk her friend’s grandfather had given her years ago for her dolls and put the costume on top of the others she’d worn. She pulled the wig off and put it on one of the Styrofoam heads, grinning at the silly faces Kitty had drawn on them. Sophia ran her hands across the wigs, stopping on a long pink one she hadn’t worn yet. Maybe for the next time.

		
		There was a small mirror on the inside of the lid of the trunk and peering into it, she carefully removed the green contacts and put them in the small plastic case. She added a squirt of the solution and sealing it slipped it into one of the small pouches sewn into the lining. Sophia turned her face to the left and looked closely at her cheek. Fortunately the mask had prevented the slap she’d received from leaving any marks.

		
		If something happened to her friend while she was in control, she would try to plant an image in her mind of how it happened, but it was risky because it was never really clear and that caused her to wonder if she were okay. Sophia needed her to think she was or she might go see one of those stupid doctors, like the one her mother made her see years ago. The one that had stuck her in a hospital for a month.

		
		Fortunately Sophia had still been active and able to take over so they thought her friend was okay. Once they were out she and Kitty had been able to stay in their room. Then her friend had been hurt and Sophia once again had risen up to help her. But this time was different. She’d now taken six and it didn’t seem her friend was feeling any happier.

		
		“Guess we need more.” Kitty said.

		
		“Yes, my love. We do and I know who. He’s going to a party tomorrow night and leaving his wifey at home like they always do.”

		
		“Bad doggie looking for dirty girls.”

		
		“And he’ll find himself pussy alright, a real bad Kitty.”

		
		She closed trunk and standing pushed all the clothes to the side of the rack. Behind them there were two costumes hanging from hooks. She reached out for the one on her right, but Kitty said, “No! That’s what I’m wearing for Halloween! You said I could pick that night!”

		
		“I did.”

		
		She felt a tingling in her mind and heard a door open. She smiled when she felt Kitty beside her in her mind. Touching her cheek she said, “My pretty girl can where that one for Halloween.”

		
		“Yay!” Kitty clapped their hands. “Hey, can we go trick or treating, Please? People will think I’m just tall for my age! Please?”

		
		“We’ll see.” She reached up to the back shelf and taking down the black wooden box, opened it and smiled at her trophies, each in their own bloody bag. “But I get something for my bag first.”


	

		Chapter Twenty

		
		“Hey honey?”

		
		Josh opened his eyes to see Sheri standing over him. He blinked and focusing on the cable box saw it was eight. He’d come directly home from the station, a rarity these days with Marla always available for him. Today however, he was too tired to bother.

		
		The press had somehow confirmed Springs had been the sixth victim of Bad Kitty and had been running with it all day. What they hadn’t latched onto yet was Matt had called him an hour ago, Keith had passed away, making him lucky number seven.

		
		Both the TV reports and the evening papers had raked them over the coals. Channel thirteen had been especially brutal citing how easily she was killing, how bold she was, and yet had not even come close to being caught. One reporter had commented Kitty still had all nine of her lives because none of them would ever be in jeopardy with the current police force.

		
		Parker had been pressured into a press conference and had to stand there for ten minutes and take abuse. His mention of a new lead had been met with derision and accusations of lying. As pissed as he was, Josh couldn’t blame them. There was no goddamn reason for this psycho to be eluding them. The killings were as simple as could be. Find the guy, pick him up, take him back and kill him.

		
		All the while disguised and wearing gloves which received no notice due to the time of year. What would she do if it went past Halloween? She wouldn’t be able to be dressed up and there would be no parties until the holidays. Would she change her routine and go the route of picking up guys in bars? She could still disguise herself to a point, wigs contacts, make up. Or Matt could turn something up tomorrow with the wives, of they had all seen the same person; this thing would be over damn fast.

		
		“Josh?”

		“Huh?” He grinned, “Oh, sorry, I…went away I guess.”

		
		“Lot going on.” She nodded, “The papers said it was pretty bad, even worse than the ones before.”

		
		“Yeah.” He reached over to the table next to his recliner and picked up the Jack and coke he’d made before he dozed off. It was warm, but still felt pretty good on the way down. “She went medieval on this one.” He sighed, “Tell you what though the guy was such a d-bag it’s almost a shame to use the word victim.”

		
		“I heard he’d been in jail, but…no one deserves that.”

		
		“Well…” he shrugged, “Whatever, I guess I took the oath to protect the good and the bad alike.”

		
		“Well, hey, I have to head out to work soon, but I wanted to talk to you about something.”

		
		“Do we have to tonight, Sheri? I had a pretty shitty day.”

		
		“And you’ll be on your way to work early tomorrow and it will be a shitty day tomorrow, too.” She sat down on the ottoman in front of the chair. “So how about now?”

		
		“Fine.” He chugged the rest of the drink to help with whatever she was going to whine about this time and noticed her staring distastefully at the glass when he put it down. “Go ahead.”

		
		“I was thinking we haven’t gone out and done anything fun in awhile.”

		
		“Okay.” Well not together anyway, he thought. Speaking of fun he should have just gone over Marla’s he could have gotten laid and missed whatever was coming now, note to self…

		
		“Work is throwing a big Halloween party, they do it every year, rent one of the ballrooms at the Biltmore and they get a discount on rooms.” She smiled, “I want to go, it’ll be fun.”

		
		“On Halloween? Come on, Sheri, with this nut bag out there, you think I can take that night off?”

		
		“Josh, its one night.”

		
		“It’s the night.” He told her. “There is no way in hell she’s not going to have someone in her sites. Every available man and woman we have is going to be staking out parties and clubs. Parker’s thinking about having a conference to ask people to cancel their parties, your friend should. Those are the places this freak goes to.”

		
		“People won’t do that.” She put her hand over his, “If they have that many people on it then you don’t need to be. What are the odds she would show up wherever you are?”

		
		“Never know,” he shrugged. “She did call me, maybe she…”

		
		“Don’t talk like that!” she snapped, “I worry about you as it is.”

		
		“I’ll be fine, I’m not an idiot like these guys and I know she’s nuts, they never did until it was too late.”

		
		“Josh…this means a lot to me.”

		
		“My job means a lot to me and to the person whose life I might save.”

		
		“Honey, I…I want us to do this. I bought a really sexy costume, you’ll love it. We can have some drinks and dance, I’ll book a room and we can stay the night, have some fun” she winked, “I’ll leave the costume on for you.”

		
		“I can’t. I’m lead detective on this thing; I have to be out there.”

		
		Sheri looked away, the lip was out and he braced himself.

		
		“Josh, why don’t you want to be with me anymore?”

		
		“I don’t need this tonight.”

		
		“Seems that’s how you feel a lot lately. You don’t seem to need me at all.”

		
		“Jesus Christ, you’re something else!” he pulled his hand from hers, “I’m getting killed by the fucking press, Parker’s all over us, seven guys are dead and she’s still out there and you’re going act like this? Grow up.”

		
		Her eyes hardened and he thought she was going to get pissed off, instead she lowered her eyes and said, softly, “You’re right. I’m being selfish, I…I just thought we could use a good night. I thought I could maybe make you forget about all that for a little while.”

		
		“When its over we’ll go away, I promised you that.”

		
		“I’m sorry. I…I guess I’m not a very good wife sometimes.”

		
		“Of course you are.” He smiled, “That’s why I love you.”

		
		“You love me?” she returned his smile, “I still love hearing that.”

		
		“I love saying it.” He fed her what she wanted to hear, crossing his fingers he’d dodged a bullet.

		
		“Good,” she stood up and leaning over kissed him, “I have to go, I’ll be home around four, maybe, you’ll let me wake you up?”

		
		“Hmm…” he mulled it over, “I think that you might know away to do that.”

		
		“Okay, it’s a date!” she kissed his neck, “See you soon, sexy.”

		
		“You know where to find me.”

		
		Josh watched her head towards the door and admired the way her ass looked in the jeans she was wearing, what the hell, it wouldn’t kill him to fool around with her later; maybe she’d even be fun for once. Now awake he noticed the news was running yet another three minute spot in between regularly scheduled programming. With Halloween three days away they were beating this like a dead horse.

		
		Sheri must have lowered the sound, because he couldn’t catch what the reporter was saying. Not a bad thing seeing on the screen behind the reporter was a picture of an evil looking black cat with the words Bad Kitty and the number six over it. Reaching over to the table, Josh slid the compact Glock 23from its holster and pointing it at the TV, lined the cat up and muttered, “Here Kitty, Kitty.”


	

		Chapter Twenty One

		
		“Goddamn.” Josh whistled watching the dancers on the stages spread around the club.

		
		They were all in thongs and either swinging from the poles or writhing seductively on the floor. The waitresses working the floor looked almost as good. They were dressed for the season and each costume allowed for their breasts to be freed.

		
		“Look at these women.” He said to Matt who was sitting next to him at the bar, “All that pussy in their costumes, like different flavors, like goddamn candy,” He laughed, “Taste the rainbow!”

		
		“I’m sure you have.” Matt sipped at his beer. “Been tasting a little too much booze too, come on Josh, we are on duty.”

		
		“Whatever.” To spite him, Josh stopped one of the waitresses; this one dressed as a nurse, the top of her white coat open enough to expose her small, but perfect little tits. “I’ll take one of those blue ones.” He pointed at the rack of tubes on her tray.

		
		“Three dollars,” she passed it to him, then smiled, “For ten you can suck it off me.”

		
		“Ten it is.” Josh winked at Matt, and slipped a ten dollar bill into her white thigh high stocking.

		
		She straddled his leg and pushing her right tit into his face, slowly poured the contents of the tube down the curve of her breast. Josh eagerly licked and sucked the sweet drink from her hard nipple, smacking his lips for Matt’s benefit.

		
		“That hit the spot,” He told him as the girl laughed and handed him the still half full tube. He down the rest of it and after handing her the empty, signaled the bartender for another Jack and coke.

		
		“I should call Parker and tell him not to pay you for what you’d be doing anyway.” Matt grunted.

		
		“Oh, come on, we’re here we may as well have some fun. Besides we’re supposed to be blending in.” He looked Matt up and down, taking in his blue slacks and white shirt, “Christ, Matt you scream cop.”

		
		“Whatever, she comes here looking for an exact target, she’s not going to come near us anyway.” He shot Josh a look, “You’re just happy you have an excuse to where a sweatshirt and jeans Sheri’s probably been trying to get you to burn.”

		
		Josh looked down at the faded and torn blue jeans he was wearing and shrugged, “I like to be comfortable.”

		
		“Sure, whatever. I can’t believe how many people are here on a Wednesday” Matt killed his beer and putting the mug on the bar behind him, looked across the club and pointed, “Hey, there’s a cat over there.”

		
		Josh followed his gaze to see a woman bumping and grinding on a tall guy who looked to be in his forties. She was wearing black cat mask and there was a tail protruding from the skin tight black shorts she was wearing. Josh squinted when the man put his hand on her shoulder and noted he was wearing a wedding band.

		
		“Hey!” he called out to the bouncer standing a few feet to his right. When the guy looked his way, he pointed, “You know that girl? The one with the cat mask?”

		
		The guy took a couple of steps over and peering at the woman, nodded. “That’s Sarah, she’s going on stage soon,” he looked at Josh, “You want something from her? I can call her over for a lap dance.”

		
		“No, no, I just thought I knew her from somewhere else.”

		
		The bouncer nodded, then smirked, “Don’t worry officer, she might suck some cock tonight, but she’s not going to slice one off.”

		
		“I’m not a…”

		
		“Please!” He laughed and pointed at Matt, “You’re kidding, right?”

		
		“See.” Josh rolled his eyes.

		
		“No worries.” The bouncer put his hands up, “We been keeping an eye out tonight after what went down at Hawks. Two girls here dressed like cats, we see anyone else we’ll check her out.”

		
		“Great.” Josh looked at Matt, “We’re going to be doing a lot of good here tonight, where else can we go?”

		
		Matt removed his notebook and as he looked through it, Josh leaned back in the chair and winced as the Glock dug into the small of his back, he hated carrying there. He could have gone with something smaller in an ankle holster, but after seeing what was left of Peters, he wanted the comfort of his usual piece.

		
		“As far as dives like this, there’s a few, but we have men stationed there.”

		
		“Parties?”

		
		“Only a couple of big ones we know about, but not everyone announces their company functions.” He looked around distastefully, “Why do people demean themselves like this?”

		
		“The girls? They make a lot of…”

		
		“No, Josh the guys. Idiots like you who pay ten bucks to lick a girls nipple like you’ve never seen one before. I worked these types of places; the fucking girls laugh their asses off at how pathetic the men here are.”

		
		“Nah, just you.”

		
		Josh grinned, but ract was he’d rather be somewhere else. His gut told him yesterday was a deliberate attempt to make it look like she was changing her routine. She would be back to normal tonight or whenever she felt like she needed another one.

		
		“You know we’re not far from the 1025 Club they have six function rooms and the Knights of Columbus hall is only a mile from there, we can take a cruise by them, two days before Halloween I’m sure some people are throwing parties.”

		
		“Whatever happened to Halloween parties on Halloween?” Josh asked, putting two twenties on the bar and tapping them so the bartender would see them.

		
		“Kids happen. People have kids and the kids want to go trick or treating so people have them before hand. But there’s some big ones slated for Friday and I bet our kitty knows that. Let’s take a ride.”

		
		Josh followed him through the club smiling away at the scantily clad women and noticing Matt stared straight ahead not even looking. What the hell was wrong with him? He was single for Christ’s sake, why not at least look?

		
		They grabbed their coats from the topless girl dressed as a Pirate and exited out into the cool clear night. Matt slipped his coat on, but Josh tucked his under his arm. He’d had a few and was starting to feel it. The cool air felt good and helped clear his head. They walked down the street to where he’d parked the Camaro. When they reached it, Matt held his hand out for the keys and Josh tossed them to him without an argument.

		
		Josh eased the seat back and started up at the sky through the sunroof as Matt drove and wondered when the phone would ring. She’d taken six in nine days and had missed one on Saturday. With Halloween getting closer Josh felt she was going to strike the next three nights. The big question about whether she would stop after that or keep going was one he hoped they didn’t have to answer.

		
		“How you make out with the wives?” He asked.

		
		“Nothing yesterday, got caught up in Springs. Left them all messages today, two called back. Good and bad news.”

		
		“Let’s hear it.”

		
		“Good? Both did indeed go to a marriage counselor. Miller and his wife went two years ago, the second victim, Jacobs went with his wife year before that.”

		
		“So what’s the bad news? That seems to prove Norris is onto something.”

		
		“Two different councilors.”

		
		“Wonderful.” Josh sighed, pulling out a cigarette and lighting it.

		
		“Hey, not in the car.”

		
		“It’s not your car, it’s a company car.” Josh grinned, “I’ll smoke on my side.”

		
		“But both councilors were part of Memorial Hospital’s counseling programs. They have an entire program geared towards families, including a lot of workshops and help for couples.”

		
		“Should check Springs wife out too.”

		
		“I did.” Matt glanced over at him. “I went there to tell her because he had no other family here, she told me the only thing she felt bad about was she couldn’t be there in person and shut the door in my face.”

		
		“So six real victims.” Josh laughed.

		
		“How’s Sheri doing?”

		
		“Okay, I guess still complaining she’s tired, but when she came to bed, she was sleeping the second her eyes closed and she didn’t wake up when I left so she’s sleeping.”

		
		“How are you two doing?” seeing Josh roll his eyes he added, “Things better since Monday when you were more of a d-bag than ever?”

		
		“We’re okay.” He looked away, but said casually, “Fucked her this morning so things are pretty good I guess.”

		
		“That how you judge your marriage?”

		
		“It’s how I judge if I’m happy. It was nice she came to bed, we fucked she went to sleep, didn’t whine about anything once, maybe she’s learning.”

		
		“You should go into counseling Josh, you have a lot of wisdom to impart.”

		
		“I know, I…”

		
		They stopped the two way resting between them sputtered to life.

		
		“Wilson.” Josh got to his first.

		
		“Wilson, Its Parker, call just came through 911, the night manager at the Highway inn on Plainfield street called to say a woman in a cat suit just wandered by his counter with a guy. She checked in two hours ago as Felicia Hardy. Google came back with that being the name of some comic book broad named the Black Cat.”

		
		“Fuck, we’re three blocks from there!” Josh exclaimed.

		
		“Wait for back up, they should be there in….”

		
		Josh thumbed the radio off before Parker finished . “The Highway Inn! Take this left and the next right and we’re there!” Josh pumped his fist, “We’re going to nail this bitch Matt.” He laughed, “This shit ends now!”

		
		Matt took the left and hitting the lights floored it. Josh watched the houses flash by them and said “Don’t use the sirens, let’s pull up quiet.”

		
		Matt nodded and took the right so fast, the car fishtailed and came close to spinning out before Matt straightened and sped towards the gaudy orange sign of the Highway Inn. He eased off the gas so the tires wouldn’t squeal when he stopped. The car was barely in park before Josh was out of it and racing up the walkway to the office.

		
		Matt was right behind him and they saw a tall thin man in waving at them from behind the counter. Josh entered so fast he came close to knocking the old glass door off its hinges and when they reached the counter, the guy pointed to a staircase on his left.

		
		“Room twelve, she took him in there fifteen minutes ago.”

		
		“And you just called?”

		
		“I…I didn’t see them, the girl I was taking over for mentioned them. Soon as she said Cat I called.”

		
		“Let’s go.” Josh, headed down the hallway, thankful for the carpeted floor muffling their footsteps.

		
		They reached room twelve and drawing the Glock, he nodded to Matt who drew his as well. Josh felt an icy calm flow over him and when he looked into Matt’s eyes he saw the same cool resolve. The time for ball busting and jokes was over. It was time to end this.

		
		“Police!” Josh hammered on the door, “Open up, now!”

		
		He put his ear near the door, but couldn’t hear anything. He rapped on the door again.

		
		“Sir, are you okay in there? Open the…”

		
		“She’s going out the window!” A voice cried from inside the room.

		
		Josh stepped back and kicked the door just under the knob. The force of the impact thrummed up his leg and into his hip as the door splintered and flew open hanging by just a hinge. He stepped forward, gun in both hands and in a second that seemed frozen in time took in the scene.

		
		A man, naked and tied to the bed with pink ropes, his erect cock purple from the pressure the ring was causing. At the foot of the bed was their killer. She was dressed in a short tight leather skirt with knee high leather boots and a pink low cut top. Her black mask covered her upper face and included a set of pink ears and long pink whiskers.

		
		“Get…look out!”

		
		As soon as he had entered, her arm was moving forward and the light of the lamp caught the silver glint of the long blade as it spun through the air at his face. Josh threw himself awkwardly down and to the left. He landed on his knees, already bringing the gun back up, but when he heard a cry of pain behind, him, glanced back into the door way.

		
		Matt was on his ass and staring in shock at the long curved knife protruding from his shoulder. At the sound of breaking glass Josh, whipped his head around to see her crouching on the windowsill. She swung her elbow into the window frame, sending both wood and glass exploding out onto the fire escape.

		
		“Get your ass down on the floor, bitch!” Josh leveled the gun at her from his knees, “I said…”

		
		Her hands flashed out and Josh dove to the side as large shards of glass flew towards him. One sailed over his head, but the second hit the ground in front of him and skipped upwards towards his face. Josh let his momentum take him and rolled onto his back. The glass shattered next to him and from flat on his back, he saw her hopping out the window.

		
		Josh squeezed off two shots. The first one was wild hitting the wall to the right of the window and sending a shower of plaster cascading down over the guy on the bed who was screaming like someone from a horror movie. The second shot was much closer, hitting the frame just to her right. She cried out as chunks of wood exploded from the window, striking her.

		
		Josh rolled onto his knees and took aim, but she had darted out the window. He jumped to his feet and turning around saw Matt pulling the knife from his shoulder, a handkerchief wrapped around the hilt to try to preserve any prints.

		
		“You alright?” He called out,

		
		“It didn’t go deep, Go get her!”

		
		Josh raced to the window and the guy on the bed called out.

		
		“Please! Untie me! Oh, God my fucking dick hurts! Get that thing off me!”

		
		“Shut the fuck up!” Josh snapped, “You’re lucky you have a dick!” he jumped to the left of the window, gun extended, looking out onto the platform of the fire escape then spun around, checking the other side.

		
		“It hurts!” He moaned. Recalling Ross saying that if left there it could cause damage, Josh called to Matt,

		
		“Get that thing of him.”

		
		“Are you kidding?” he heard Matt ask, “The…”

		
		“Wait for back up, then come after me.” Josh told him and leaped out the window.

		
		He looked over the railing. The alley was only an eight foot drop, but ran in both directions. The left to the street, the right ran down the length of the motel and turned to the right. If Josh recalled there was a maze of alleys between the Highway Inn and buildings next to and behind it. He focused to the right, cocking his head for the sound of her boots.

		
		She couldn’t have made it down to where the alley turned, she must have headed for.…Josh saw a shadow move on the alley floor and the hairs on the back of his neck rising, spun to his right, bringing the gun up. She was there, hanging from the bars of the landing above them. Her knees were drawn up to her chest and she was somehow holding herself vertically by just her arms.

		
		Even as he raised the un it dawned on him how strong someone would have to be to hold themselves in that position. She released a long lhigh pitched sound like that of a mewling cat and before he could take aim she drove her legs forward.

		
		Her heels struck his chest with the force of a train and the breath exploded from him as the kick took him off his feet, sending him backwards. His back slammed into the railing causing a fiery pain across his shoulders and down his legs. He landed in a sitting position as she dropped onto the landing between his out stretched legs.

		
		“Hello Doggie.” She whispered, her lips curled over her teeth in a feral snarl.

		
		Josh had dropped the Glock, but it was within a few inches of his right hand. Ignoring the pain in his back he went for it. He sensed more than saw her foot coming forward, and pulled his hand back, narrowly avoiding her stomp. Her heel hit hard enough to cause a vibration through the metal platform and before he could move she lashed out, kicking the gun off of the fire escape to the alley below.

		
		Her gloved hand flashed out and Josh grunted in pain from a hard blow to the side of his head. A bright flash went off behind his eyes, Christ, she could hit! She swung her left, but this time Josh got his arm up and blocked it. The impact from her swing sent a shiver through his arm, but he managed to get his hand on her wrist.

		
		He yanked her down towards him and swinging his left, caught her on the side of the head with a fairly solid hook. She started to stagger back, but he was holding her wrist and pulled her towards him again. This time she caught his wrist in her other hand and crouching over him she forced his arm towards him and down, trying to break it. Josh had the railing against him and was able to push back, but she was…strong, way too fucking strong.

		
		Her face was over his and he looked into her blazing green eyes as she growled at him. Josh’s arms were trembling as he fought to hold her right down, while her left attempted to snap his right elbow.

		
		Drawing his head back, he hissed, “Fuck you, you crazy bitch” and threw his head forward, going for her face. She turned her head, but his forehead still struck the side of it. She grunted in pain and her grip loosened enough for him to rip his hand away from her.

		
		She jumped back a step and drawing her leg back, kicked down at his face. Josh caught her heel in both hands just before her foot lodged in his neck. She leaned forward, pushing his hand back into his own throat. He pushed with all his strength, but she wasn’t moving and his knuckles were now pressing against his windpipe.

		
		“Josh!”

		
		Over her shoulder he saw Matt poking his head out of the window. Unfortunately he looked to the right first.

		
		“Matt!” Josh tried to call, but all that came out was a strangled groan.

		
		As Matt started to turn their way, she used Josh’s hands as a launching point and straightened her leg. She surged up and around, her right hand coming around in a spinning back punch. Matt faced them just in time for the back of her hand to smash into his nose. Josh heard the crunch from where he was sitting and Matt flew back into the motel room.

		
		Her foot was still in his hands and pushing himself forward; Josh put his weight into it and with a grunt of effort threw her away from him. Her feet left the platform and her arms wind milled as she slammed into the opposite railing as he had. Her arms stretched out along the railing behind her and she was gasping for breath as Josh got to his feet.

		
		He stepped forward, throwing a kick at her face, but in a move of uncanny agility she braced her feet on the platform, and pushing off sent her legs over her head causing her to flip backwards over the railing and into the alley. Josh saw her land on her feet and with a defiant hiss in his direction she turned and ran down the alley.

		
		Josh looked into the motel to see Matt on his knees, blood flowing from his face. His gun was on the floor behind him and Josh thought about it, but by the time he could grab it, she would be gone. Ignoring the pain in his body, Josh vaulted the rail. He grunted at the pain in his knees when he landed, but let himself go down into a crouch to lessen the impact.

		
		He pushed himself to stand and ran after her. She was halfway down the alley and he forced himself to move faster. His battered chest rebelled, sending sharp pains through him, but he dug deep and picked up the pace. She turned the corner Josh moved to the other side of the alley so he wouldn’t turn directly into a trap.

		
		H reached the corner and saw her still running, now heading to the left and behind the restaurant next to the motel. Josh heard sirens blaring saw the lights flash down the alley as a squad car raced around to the front of the motel. He was gaining on her and looking ahead saw this alley turned to the left.

		
		Even as he ran Josh envisioned what she had done to Springs and the fact he was unarmed. He thought about backing off and not trying to take her down, but this could be their only chance and he’d be damned if some crazy bitch was going to get the best of him. The heels of the boots were slowing her down and Josh had gotten close enough to hear her breathing as she raced towards the end of the alley.

		
		She was going to get there first and instead of trying to catch up with her, Josh moved to the left so he was hugging the wall as they neared the turn. She reached it first and as she slowed to turn Josh took three long steps and just as he had done when he played safety back in college left his feet, launching himself at her.

		
		He had timed it perfectly and as she darted in front of him he crashed into her. His shoulder drove into hers and regardless of her unnatural strength she couldn’t weigh more than a hundred fifteen pounds and his impact sent her off her feet. Josh landed hard on his stomach, gasping as the wind was knocked out of him.

		
		In front of him, she had somehow landed on her feet, but took two staggering steps before sprawling onto the ground. She skidded and slammed into the small dumpster at the mouth of the alley. She ended in a sitting position, head down, her long red hair covering her face. Josh got to his knees, fighting to catch his breath, before slowly getting to his feet. His eyes never left her as she drew her knees up to her chest.

		
		They were scrapped and bloody and she had her hands over them and as he took a wary step closer he saw her shoulders were shaking and could hear her sobbing. What the fuck was this shit about?

		
		“Lay on the ground.” He told her, reaching back for his cuffs.

		
		She shook her head and continued sobbing. Josh got closer and when she lifted her head her cheeks were wet and she moaned, “Kitty hurt her knees! Oh, they hurt!” she looked up at him. “You hurt me! I…I didn’t hurt you! That was her, that’s not fair!” she lifted her hands from her knees, “Look what you did!”

		
		She began to cry softly and Josh hesitated. Now what? Was this a trick? He wondered where the fuck the other cops were, unless Matt had passed out and they had no idea where he had gone. Josh walked over until he was standing over her and looked at her hands over her knees, could he slap the cuffs on that fast?

		
		“Please don’t be mean to me.” She was pouting, her lips trembling. “I…I’ll be a good girl!” she looked up at him. “Good kitty.”

		
		Josh recalled Walters saying the little girl half could be reasoned with and making sure his voice sounded steady, Josh said. “It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you.”

		
		“You already did.” She frowned.

		
		“No, you…you fell down, you shouldn’t have been running.” He pointed at her knees, “See what happens when you run?”

		
		“I…I guess.” She looked around, “You’re not going to be mean to kitty are you?”

		
		“Nope, not at all, in fact,,,uh….” Come on Josh, she thinks she’s a little kid. Fuck, what the hell did he know about little kids?

		
		“Hey, I know, do you like games?”

		
		“Kitty likes games.” A small smile appeared on her red lips, “You want to play with me?”

		
		“Yeah, we’re going to play…well, you know Simon says?”

		
		“Yay!” she clapped her blood smeared gloved hands. “I like that one.”

		
		“Good, but no one here is Simon so this is Josh says.”

		
		“Your name is Josh?”

		
		“Yup, what’s yours?”

		
		“Kitty.”

		
		“Okay, Kitty.” He slowly raised his right hand over his head. “Josh says put your right hand up.”

		
		She followed suit and he forced a smile, “Very good, now put your left up.”

		
		She started to and he said, “Gotcha!”

		
		“Oh!” she frowned, “I guess I lost.”

		
		“No, we’ll play more. Now, uh…Josh says get on your knees, like this.”

		
		Josh sank to his knees and once she followed suit he stood up. He started to walk around her. But she became alarmed.

		
		“What are you going to do back there?”

		
		“Nothing, just playing and…”

		
		“No man gets behind kitty!” She cried out, “Men hurt her like that! They….they put it in the bad place and they laugh when we cry! No behind me, no!” she started to cry again and Josh put his hands up.

		
		“Okay, sorry, I’ll stay right here, how’s that?”

		
		“Okay.” She nodded.

		
		“Now Josh says, put your hands out like this.” He straightened his arms out his wrists next to each other.

		
		She giggled and did as he asked and leaning over her he whispered, “Good girl, now I have a surprise.”

		
		“I like surprises!” She laughed, but kept her hands out in front of her.

		
		“You like bracelets?” He let the cuffs dangle from his right hand. “I have one for you.”

		
		“Ohhh, shiny!” She purred. “For me?”

		
		“Yup, all yours.” Christ he felt as nuts as she was at this point. “Can I put it on you?”

		
		“Okay.” She smiled, “I like shiny things.”

		
		“Good.” Josh opened the cuff and moving slowly, he took her hand in his and brought the cuff down around her wrist. “Good kitty.” He said softly.

		
		“Hmm-mm” she shook her head and the smile turned into a snarl, “Bad Kitty!”

		
		Faster than he could react to, she pulled her left arm back and drove her fist into his balls. Josh released an agonized moan as a sharp pain erupted in his balls and a wave of nausea rolled through his stomach. He doubled over and started to sink to his knees. Springing to her feet, she grabbed his hair and brought her right knee up.

		
		Josh managed to turn his head so she would smash his face, but her knee caught him in the side of the head and he flew backwards, landing hard on his back. He barely felt the impact as he lay there, with his stomach twisting and his vision swimming. He turned his head as his stomach convulsed and retched painfully, throwing up on the ground next to him.

		
		He lay there gasping, unable to move as she stepped over him. Snarling down at him, she held up the cuffs, and wrapping her fingers around them, held her hand up exposing the curved metal protruding from her fist like a hook. Leaning over she said, “I think I’m going to cut your fucking eyes out, let Kitty play marbles with your pretty doggie eyes.”

		
		He started to move, but she planted her foot on his throat and he gagged when she exerted pressure. There was a roaring in his ears as she choked him and as his sight darkened he saw her lean over bringing the silver metal down towards his face. She cried out and jumped back at the sound of a gunshot.

		
		“Get back and on the fucking ground!”

		
		Josh didn’t think he’d ever been happier to hear Matt’s voice and as she took a step back, Josh pushed himself up on his elbows. Looking over his shoulder, he saw Matt racing towards them. He stopped and leveling the gun called out, “I said get on the fucking ground! You don’t drop I’ll kill all of you crazy bitches!”

		
		She dropped the cuffs, but instead of getting on the ground she took a couple of steps to the side.

		
		“I said…” She spun to the side and Josh winced at the sound of a shot.

		
		The bullet struck the side of the dumpster, blowing a hole in it and with a yelp she spun around the end of the dumpster. Matt’s next shot struck the edge of the dumpster just missing her as disappeared around it. Josh could hear her boots as she ran down the other alley and struggled to rise, but couldn’t stand with the aching between his legs.

		
		“Josh, you alright?”

		
		Matt’s lower face was covered in blood and there was blood oozing through the rip in the shoulder of his jacket.

		
		“Yeah, get her,” He pointed to the alley

		
		Matt nodded and as he ran past, Josh called out, “Matt just fucking shoot her!”

		Josh heard the sound of people running and saw two cops heading towards him.

		
		“Detective, are you…”

		
		“I’m fine,” he told them, “Dennings is in pursuit, go after him!”

		
		“You sure you’re…” The cops voice trailed off at the sound of Matt yelling.

		
		There was silence and grabbing onto one of the cops for support, Josh dragged himself to his feet, “Get down to the…”

		
		There was the sound of a gunshot from around the corner, then another and another. Thet were followed by the sound of glass breaking.

		
		“Go!” Josh yelled at the cops and this time they bolted for the alley.

		
		Josh moved as quickly as his battered body and throbbing balls would let him, when he turned the corner he saw Matt lying on his back at the end of the alley.

		
		“Fuck!” he swore and managed to break into a slow trot.

		
		The cops reached Matt first and one called out, “He’s awake!”

		
		Josh reached them and looking to his right saw the back door of one of the stores in the strip mall the alley ran behind had been kicked open. To his left there was a small gate that led to another alley that was hanging open.

		
		“Don’t stand here!” he snapped, “Pick a fucking direction and go!”

		
		One of them ran through the doorway of the building while the other went through the gate down the alley. Josh sank to his knees and looked down to see Matt staring up at the sky. He was awake, but his eyes were glazed and there was now a small cut over his left eye. There was the remains of a Heineken bottle next to him.

		“Matt, you okay?”

		
		“Y…yeah.” Grabbing him under his arms. Josh helped him sit up.

		
		“What happened?” Josh asked, “Did you hit her at all? Which way did she…”

		
		He stopped when he noticed Matt was shaking his head slowly back and forth a dazed look on his face.

		
		“What is it, Matt?”

		
		“Josh….she….she…” he shook his head, “She….”

		
		“She what?”

		
		Matt paused for a moment before whispering, “She’s fucking crazy,”


	

		Chapter Twenty Two

		
		“Wilson!”

		
		Josh had just limped into the sea of desks in the precinct and saw Parker hurrying towards him.

		
		“I know.” He waved his hand, “I fucking missed her.”

		
		“I was going to ask if you were alright.” Parker said, reaching him. “Heard you took a pretty good beating.” He looked him up and down, wincing when he reached his battered face. “Guess I heard right.”

		
		“Yeah, Walters was right, little bitch was just like a crazy crack head, no fear, no pain and,” he sighed, “Goddamn she’s strong.” He saw everyone staring at him and wanting to get away from them he asked, “You have the witness here?”

		
		“In the back room, his names Scott Ashton, big shot banker. He’s scared out of his mind, but seems okay; you guys got there just in time.” He gave Josh a clap on the shoulder and an uncharacteristically friendly smile, “You guys saved him Josh, you didn’t get her, but you took one from her.”

		
		“You being supportive?” Josh grunted, “Shit maybe she did kill me and this is hell.”

		
		“And you’re being an asshole, guess you’re not hurt too bad.”

		
		“I’ve got an ice pack shoved in my fucking underwear and feel like I went two round with Tyson, but no fucking way in hell I’m not talking to him tonight.”

		
		“You’re up for it? Matt had a squad car take him to the ER to get checked out, took a couple of good shots to the head, sure you don’t want to go? Parsons can question…”

		
		“He can follow up tomorrow when this guys feeling more talkative, but I want him right now while it’s all as fresh as it can be.”

		
		“Good,” Parker nodded, “I was hoping you’d want to. Seriously Josh, I’m not going to bust your balls about this, you’re a tough son of a bitch and there were two of you. This woman is…”

		
		“Josh!”

		
		He saw Walters all but running over.

		
		“Gangs all here.”

		
		“When the call came through I got on the horn with Walters, we were hoping you’d be bringing her in.”

		
		“Josh, did you….did you talk to her at all?”

		
		“Sort of.”

		
		“What was she like?” He asked excitedly, “Did you meet both personalities?”

		
		“Yeah and you were right and wrong.” Josh rubbed at his throbbing temple as he spoke. “The little girl came out and…and was scared I thought I could trick her, play nice, but then she turned on me. It was a set up, she came out of that kid crap and back to psycho woman in a second.”

		
		“Incredible.” Walters whispered, “They work together and perfectly. That’s…”

		
		“Glad he could give you a hard on.” Parker said “But don’t get too excited because I’m telling you right now that bitch is coming back here in a bag. After tonight the orders are to just take her down.”

		
		“You can’t do that!” Walters snapped, “I…I’ll tell internal affairs you’re trying to…”

		
		“Tell them what?” Parker asked, his dark eyes wide.

		
		“That you…”

		
		“Guys anyone hear a threat?” he spread his arms out to the room.

		
		“No Captain”

		
		“Not me”

		
		“He’s hearing things.”

		
		Parker laughed, “Go home and spank it to your psych journals Walters, we’re worried about lives, not studies.”

		
		Josh walked away from them and crossing the room, ignoring the comments and questions from the other cops. He reached the interrogation room and a uniformed officer opened the door and let him in.

		
		Ashton was sitting dressed in his costume, a policeman’s uniform with a badge that said “Animal Control” next to him was a long fishing net that went with it.

		
		“A dog officer.” Josh couldn’t help laughing, “Oh, now this is irony.”

		
		“G…glad you think this is funny.” Ashton said, his voice trembling.

		
		“Hey, look, you almost got killed and I got my ass kicked and by a woman, at this point you either laugh or cry, right?”

		
		“Yeah, I guess.” Ashton picked up the mug of coffee and Josh saw how badly his hand was trembling.

		
		Sitting down across from him, Josh couldn’t blame him; tied to a bed, your cock painfully bound and a lunatic waving a knife at it, not exactly what he’d expected when her left the party with her.

		
		“Smoke?” Josh pulled out his pack.

		
		“The officer said I can’t in here.”

		
		“Fuck him, I outrank him.” Josh grinned, and taking one out, lit it and slid the pack over to him.

		
		“Thanks.” His hands were so shaky it took him three tries to light it, but once he took a drag, he slumped back in his chair, “God, this is horrible.”

		
		“You’re alive.” Josh pointed out.

		
		“Look detective…”

		
		“Josh Wilson.”

		
		“Thank you, I owe you and your partner my life.”

		
		“That’s what we’re here for.”

		
		“Did you get her?”

		
		“No, she got away through the alleys, but we’ve got men all over the area.”

		
		“How the hell does a woman get away from two armed…”

		
		“How is it some married guy with a lot of money ends up with a slut in one of the nastiest motels in Providence and is so stupid he lets himself get tied to a bed?” Josh asked, “Seriously, I’m curious.”

		
		“I pay your salary.” Ashton’s nervousness was turning into belligerence, “And that’s not a joke, I work for one of the biggest…”

		
		“Half that salary will be going to wifey if I decide to put your name in the news and everyone who knows you knows you cheat on her.”

		
		“That’s a threat, what the hell did I do?”

		
		“Ask me how she got away like I let it happen, you see my face? You think I let her waltz away? My partner’s at the hospital probably has a concussion and got that after he got a knife lodged in his arm, I liked it better when you just said thanks.”

		
		“R…right. I’m sorry, I’,…shit man, I’m scared.”

		
		“With good reason.” He sighed, “Look, it’s getting late, the wife will be wondering where you are and I have no real desire to get you in trouble with her so we’ll make this quick.”

		
		“Thank you.”

		
		“But, fair warning. There is no guarantee your name does not somehow come up so…you may want to be prepared for that.”

		
		“I know.” He said softly.

		
		“I’d like you to come back tomorrow afternoon after you get some sleep and feel better. The rest of the detectives involved will have a lot of questions for you, but for now we’ll make this quick.”

		
		“Okay, what…what can I tell you?”

		
		Josh crushed the butt out in one of the plastic cups next to the pitcher of water, “I know how she got you there, shows up, knows your name, sexes you up and back to the Highway Inn.”

		
		“Right.”

		
		“First, how far was it from the party?”

		
		“About a mile, but you know Cranston goes from ritz to trash quick down Reservoir ave.”

		
		“How did you get there?”

		
		“She road with me, said she took a cab to the party so she could drink”

		
		“Okay and…” Josh paused and realizing Matt wasn’t there, grabbed the yellow notebook on the table and jotted down, “Cabs to the Highway inn?”

		
		“She give a name?”

		
		“First Kitty and when I kept pressing, Felicia. Said she knew me, but wouldn’t say from where, I know it wasn’t the office.”

		
		“She sound familiar?”

		
		“Not really, but I’d had a few and she…kept changing how she talked.”

		
		“Little girl then sex pot?”

		
		“Pretty much.”

		
		“She say anything weird other than dirty talk?”

		
		“I…I asked her how much and she got pissed said I was a typical guy, thought all women were whores.”

		
		“What did you say?”

		
		“I…I said I was sorry, but I wasn’t used to sexy women like her being all over me.”

		
		“Smooth.” Josh laughed.

		
		Ashton shrugged and put his cigarette out, then sipped at the coffee.

		
		“So now you’re at the motel and I have to know, why did you let this woman you never met before tie you up?”

		
		“I…just caught up in the moment I guess. I’m buzzing, she’s so fucking hot.” He looked down at the mug in his hands, “I…I did kind of hesitate, but she pulled her tits out and let me play with them and her hand was in my pants and she was…you know, jerking me off and licking my ear telling me how bad she wanted to blow me, but she wanted to play her game.”

		
		“Game. Okay, so no nookie if you don’t play along.”

		
		“Right so I say yes and she undresses me and she’s touching me and kissing my neck, playing with my dick.”

		
		“Any oral?”

		
		“No.”

		
		“Figures.” He muttered, no chance at any dna from saliva. “So she ties you up and then what?”

		
		“She…now the sexy voice is there, but not so sexy she starts sounding…sarcastic, bitchy, mean.”

		
		“What was she saying?”

		
		“Things like men all think with their cocks and how we use them to break hearts and hurt them.”

		
		“You hard?”

		
		“I…um…”

		“Oh, come on, we’re adults here.”

		
		“I…well not when she was talking like that and I got nervous and wanted her to untie me. She went back to the little girl thing, calling me baby, playing with my balls. She put her mouth there, but didn’t suck, but….she looked so good down there. I….I got it up and she played with it then snapped that thing on it.”

		
		“Where did that thing come from?”

		
		“Under the pillow.”

		
		Josh noted that as he asked, “Then…?”

		
		“Then she just kind of stands there and I ask when she’s you know, going to start.”

		
		“Wrong move I bet.”

		
		“Yeah she starts talking about stupid dogs and it’s all we think about. How we always think we’re in charge, then she tells me that she’s going to this dog a new trick.”

		
		“Is she talking to you, herself?”

		
		“Both. She’s kind of….snarling at me, then that young voice comes out and she’s smiling and the mean one is talking to her calling her good girl, crazy stuff and she’s touching herself.”

		
		“Like sexually?”

		
		“No, well, she rubs her face and says my sweet girl says she’ll play with her later, rubs her tits a little, then back to calling me names. She goes to the nightstand and comes back with that big fucking knife. I’m trying to get loose and she slaps my cock hard and puts the knife to my balls.”

		
		Ashton shuddered and took a deep breath.

		
		“She ….takes the knife and sticks it in my finger.” He put his hand on the table palm up and Josh saw the familiar small wound just under his wedding band. “She asks what this is and starts in about cheating.”

		
		“She mention your wife’s name?”

		
		“Y…yeah, she tells me she’s going to do my wife a favor and starts to swing the knife, then…”

		
		“Than what?” Josh asked, leaning forward.

		
		“The little girl comes back and says something about a game; that she has to give me a chance. The other one tells her no and they argue.” He shivered, “Crazy shit, just crazy, her voice is changing and her face, well I could just see her mouth mostly, but she’s smiling, then snarling, then pouting. One minute she’s swaying back and forth, like a little kid does then she’s slashing the knife around.”

		
		“What was the conversation?”

		
		“I…look I…was kind of scared.”

		
		“I know, you’re giving me a lot though, so…?”

		
		“The mean one,” he snapped his fingers “Sophia, she called her Sophia. That one says she’ll give me a chance because her sweet girl asked and tells me I have one chance to live, I have to answer a question.”

		
		Josh scribbled in the notebook, “What was the question, did she get to it?”

		
		“Yeah, she asked, if I loved Cynthia, that’s my wife.”

		
		“And you said?”

		
		“I said, I did love her more than anything.”

		
		“She claps and says good answer then brings the knife up and calls me a fucking liar, and started to swing when you banged on the door.”

		
		Jesus, Josh thought, talk about the nick of time.

		
		“She stopped then, she…she poked me in the balls and told me to yell that she was leaving so she could surprise you with the knife. That…that’s it, you broke in and…chased her. Your partner found the release and got that ring off me then tried to get out the window and I saw her knock him back into the room, he got up a minute later and the other cops came.” He exhaled loudly. “That’s it.”

		
		“Scott, that was a lot seriously.” Josh nodded, “Thank you.”

		
		“You think you’re going to get her soon?”

		
		“We’re getting closer.” Josh looked down at his horrible writing and wished Matt had been here.

		
		“Can I go home?”

		
		“Sure,” sitting back he raised his hand and then shook Ashton’s as he stood to leave. “Someone will call you about coming back tomorrow.”

		
		“Okay, thank you again, detective and thank your partner as well.”

		
		“I will.”

		
		The door closed behind him and pouring a cup of water, Josh sat back and tapped his pen on the table. She gave them a chance, probably a bogus one; she was going to kill them one way or another. Or would she? She avoided men with children and had let Peters go when he had turned her down. So far the only person she had killed that had not fit her profile was Keith and that was wrong place wrong time.

		
		Every guy would answer that question yes. Whether they loved their wives or not, the assumption would be she wanted to hear them say yes. Of course that was the wrong answer, the one that to her was a lie. In her mind they couldn’t love their wife if they cheated on them it was the nail in their coffin and also a bit of a sadistic touch giving them a glimmer of hope.

		
		Josh downed the water and taking out his phone, dialed Matt, it went straight to voicemail; “Yeah, Matt, its Josh, hey man hope you’re alright, give me a call when you’re done at the hospital, no matter what time it is. I talked to her target got some new information. Anyway do what you need to and call me when you can.”

		
		He crossed his arms, wincing at the pain in his tender chest. Good thing the heels of the boots had been flat, had they been stilettos, she might have killed him. Death by high heels; that would be a new one. Josh closed his eyes and saw her in his mind, that crazy snarl and her savage strength. Then the other one; crying like a child and wanting to play games. How the hell could someone be walking around not knowing they had other people in their damn head?

		
		Josh picked up the notebook and forced himself to stand up. It was after midnight and he was surprised Sherry hadn’t called him ten times already. Be thankful for small favors he thought, as he left the room. He’d head home now, take a long hot shower, follow that up with a long hard drink and go to bed. He’d get some sleep and come back tomorrow and sit down with Matt and the others and go from there.

		
		She’d tried for another; it would have made three in a row. Josh doubted she would be out again tonight, but had no doubts she would be on the prowl tomorrow. Maybe it was time to make the official announcement about the cat costume. At this time of night there was hardly anyone in the office, but he noticed Parker’s light on in his office.

		
		Josh went over to his desk, putting the notebook down there and making sure the desk was locked. His eyes fell on the picture of Sheri on his desk and picked it up. It was a few years od from their honeymoon and she was sitting on the beach in a pair of shorts that showed off her long legs and a black bikini top, she was blowing him a kiss as he had snapped the picture and staring at her, he wondered when he had changed.

		
		Continuing to look at the picture, he knew it was him, not her. He’d never wanted to get married, but she would have never stayed with him if he told her that. All the other cops were married and his mother had kept saying how he needed a good woman. He’d given in and proposed. Josh had sworn he would take it seriously, that the stripper he had fucked at his bachelor party would be his last pussy other than Sheri.

		
		That had lasted two years when he’d gone to a conference in Vegas and the working girls had shown up, he took one that night, then the next then the next, five days out of town and four hookers and some desperate housewife he’d run into. He’d behaved for a few months once he got back, then gave in to temptation.

		
		Josh was not cut out for one woman, nor was he really cut out to commit his heart any more than his body. But Sheri was attractive, had a good career, took care of him and gave him the American dream image of the nice house and adoring wife. Putting the picture down, Josh wondered what would happen if one of Bad Kitty’s victims’s answered the question with a no.


	

		Chapter Twenty Three

		
		Josh slowly made his way up the walkway, relieved that the only light in the house was the small lamp in the living room, the one Sheri always left on when she went to bed before he came home. After the night he’d had he had dreaded coming home to her asking a hundred questions about what had happened tonight.

		
		He knew she would be asking because she cared, but he was exhausted, frustrated and in pain, he didn’t have it in him to be fawned over or deal with her waterworks because he’d been hurt. Josh had taken a .38 caliber slug to his upper thigh three years ago during a routine search that had turned into a shoot out when the suspect’s two gun toting brothers had shown up in the middle of it.

		
		That had been the only time before last night Josh had fired his weapon. But that time he’d been on the mark, striking one of their attackers in the neck. Sheri had been in hysterics when she arrived at the hospital and had hovered over him like a nursemaid until he returned to work, a week early just to get away from her.

		
		At least this time he would be able to get some rest before….

		
		“Oh, Josh!” Sheri exclaimed the second he opened the door.

		
		She got up from the couch and came over quickly to him. He noticed she was limping and started to ask what had happened to her, but was cut off by her throwing her arms around his neck.

		
		“Oh, honey! Are you okay?”

		
		“Ow!” He grunted as she squeezed him, causing a sharp pain in his chest. “I will be if you let me go.”

		
		“I’m sorry!” she stepped back and as he walked into the living room and into the light cast by the small lamp he saw she was crying. “How…how bad are you hurt? Is anything broken?”

		
		“I don’t think nuts can be broken, but I think I came as close to doing that as someone could.”

		
		He hobbled over to the chair and getting ahead of him, Sheri tossed a couple of pillows from the couch onto it and patted them. “Come sit honey.”

		
		“Um, yeah, good idea.” He sighed, “Can you get me a drink?”

		
		“I…of course.” She went over to the bar as he gingerly lowered himself into the chair.

		
		The pillow she’d place on the cushion settled under his swollen balls and he relaxed back into the chair. “Hey that helps; thanks.”

		
		“Anything you need.” She brought him over a Jack and coke and when he sipped it he was surprised at how strong she had made it. “Is it okay?”

		
		“Damn good.” He chugged half the contents and winched when she gently touched the side of his head.

		
		“Honey, you have a hell of a lump.” She frowned, “You should get to the hospital, want me to take you?”

		
		“No. Hey don’t you have work tonight?” he asked hopefully.

		
		“No, I work days Wednesday, remember?”

		
		“I…I guess.”

		
		“I’m so glad to see you, baby! When Matt called earlier I…”

		
		“Matt called you?”

		
		“Yeah, he. Called to tell me what happened and that you had gotten banged up pretty good.”

		
		“Where was he when he called?”

		
		“The…” she frowned. “The hospital I think.”

		
		“You think?”

		
		“Yeah, I…I’d been sleeping, had a hard time waking up. He said he called once before and I never heard the phone.”

		
		“What’s wrong?” He asked, noticing she looked confused.

		
		“Oh, nothing, I was just thinking of something he said that didn’t make sense.”

		
		“Like what?” he downed the rest of the drink and as she took the glass from his he eased the chair back so his feet were up.

		
		“He…” She stopped and blinked.

		
		“Hello?”

		
		“He…asked if I were home, then if I was okay.” She shrugged and gave a small smile, “That’s Matt for you, he’s in the hospital and asking if I’m okay and worried I’d be worried about you.”

		
		“Yeah he’s a…hell I can’t bust him up tonight, he saved me from…”

		
		“From what?” her eyes widened. “Josh how close of a call was it?”

		
		Him and his big mouth.

		
		“It was…she got the better of me and would have done some real damage if Matt didn’t show up and chase her.”

		
		“Oh, honey! I told you not to be a damned hero!”

		
		“She was getting away. My job is to stop her and that will be the day I’ll be afraid of some bitch no matter how nuts she is. Next time…”

		
		“No next time!” She sobbed, “You’re hurt! Take time out, let the others finish this! Matt should do the same.”

		
		“Doesn’t work like that.” He sighed, “But trust me, Sheri, next time I’ll keep my distance and just shoot her on sight.”

		
		“You…you had a gun tonight didn’t you?”

		
		“Yes, but…”

		
		“So did Matt.” She wiped her eyes, “She still almost killed both of you. Only reason either of you are okay is you weren’t alone. Two of you Josh. Please, stay away from that thing!”

		
		“She’s not a thing, she’s a…”

		
		“A sick crazy person.” She knelt on the floor next to him and took his hand. “Josh I have a degree in psychology. I don’t deal with criminal psych like that guy you work with, but I know enough to know how dangerous she is. She might come after you now, baby!”

		
		“Right.” He rubbed his temple. “I think you should go stay somewhere a few days, maybe your friend Jen.”

		
		“No! You’re going to get off that case and…”

		
		“You get off my case, how’s that?” he snapped at her. “I will finish this.” He pulled the gun from his waistband and set it on the table. It was his back up piece, his regular had been fired and he had to leave it at the precinct.

		
		“Josh, I’m just worried.”

		
		“You’re always worried. You worrying makes me worry, so how about you let me handle this?”

		
		“Don’t be mad, baby. I…I love you.”

		
		“I know.” He said.

		
		“That’s it?”

		
		“Oh, sorry, I love you, I love you, I love you. Is that better Sheri? Should I say it a couple of more times?”

		
		“You don’t have to be mean.”

		
		“And you don’t have to always need to hear it. We’re not newlyweds I don’t need to say it every five minutes.” He waved his hand at her. “My balls are swollen, but I bet you’ll be mad if I don’t fuck you the next couple of days, right?”

		
		“I…I’ll leave you alone.” She stood up and he saw her grimace and when she started to walk away he saw she was limping worse than before.

		
		“What happened?”

		
		“What?”

		
		“You hurt your leg?”

		
		“Oh, I…” she paused, “I tripped on the cellar stairs, the step is loose, you know the one you’ve been fixing for six months now?”

		
		“Oh, yeah, with all my spare time I guess I’m just ignoring it.”

		
		“Whatever.” She touched the side of her head and winced, “Whacked my head pretty good too.”

		
		“Shouldn’t have gone to sleep. That’s bad to do after you bang your head.”

		
		“All I want to do lately is sleep.” She shrugged, “Its peaceful.”

		
		“Yup, I know, life is terrible.” He picked up the remote to the TV.

		
		“Josh…”

		
		“Sheri, go back to bed. You like to sleep so much, sleep. Just try not to talk in it, okay?”

		
		“You son of a…”

		
		Something in her tone made him turn his head and he saw her eyes were hard and her lips tight, she looked mad as hell, a look he rarely saw on her. But then her shoulders slumped, “Sorry, Josh, you’re right like you always are, I’ll just go to bed and leave you alone. You’re hurt and I’m being needy and selfish again.”

		
		“Sheri just go to…”

		
		Her cell rang and taking it from her pocket she looked at it and frowned.

		
		“Who is it?” he asked.

		
		“What do you care?” She had that pissed off look again, “At least I won’t be talking to you, right?”

		
		“Can’t argue with that one.” Josh admitted.

		
		He turned back to the TV, but his head was throbbing and he dropped the remote, he would just stay here for awhile and eventually head to bed, once she was asleep. These days when Sheri went out, nothing short of shaking the hell out of her would wake her up. Behind him, he heard her talking from the hallway.

		“I…about what?” She paused, “You want me to…” another pause. “I…I don’t understand.” This time there was a longer silence and Sheri said, “Fine, I’ll be there, give me a half hour.”

		
		“Who was that?”

		
		“Work, I need to go in for a couple of hours.”

		
		“At one in the morning?”

		
		“They just brought someone in and they need someone to help evaluate them right away.”

		
		“Yeah, but its…”

		
		“It’s my job Josh, you want me to stay the hell out of yours stay the fuck out of mine.”

		
		“What?” He sat up and turned to see her walking down the hall to the bedroom, in the decade he’d known her she had never spoken to him like that, “Hey, come back here when I’m talking to you!”

		
		She slammed the bedroom door shut and he started to get up, and then realized this was what he wanted, peace for the next few hours. Regardless, Sheri better get her shit together, he wasn’t going to be talked to like that. He closed his eyes then opened them when he heard her coming down the hallway.

		
		She was wearing a skirt and pair of black leather boots, he’d never seen before. She was also wearing the low cut tight red sweater that really brought out her rack and she usually only wore for him when they went out.

		
		“Trying to impress the dregs?”

		
		“Some attention is better than none at all.” She said while grabbing her long leather jacket from the rack next to the door.

		
		“What time you coming home?”

		
		“Why, you won’t be here, you hardly ever are.” She stopped with her hand on the door and turned back to him, she looked upset, but also had that bewildered look on her face. “I…sorry, honey, I’m just…not myself lately and I was scared tonight and you…” she waved her hand, “Forget it, you don’t ever want to talk about anything.”

		
		She left and as she closed the door behind her, Josh settled into the chair and muttered, “Bout time you figured that out”


	

		Chapter Twenty Four

		
		“Oh, look at this, all for me?” Sophia stroke her lovers cock and looked up at him from her knees.

		
		She was completely naked as was he and had been that way since five minutes after she’d entered his house. Sophia had been craving cock since she’d awoken to help her friend and it was high time she got some. Too bad her friend would have no memory of what was happening, because she could sure as hell use a good fuck herself.

		
		His response turned into a moan as she eagerly took him deep into her mouth, effortlessly taking him down to his balls. Wrapping her lips tightly around his shaft, she shook her head slowly, reveling in both his moaning and the sweet taste of his precum oozing down her throat.

		
		“Eww!” Kitty exclaimed from inside her room, “Sophia that’s gross!”

		
		“Hmm-mm” she moaned around his cock while cupping his balls and bobbing her head. This is just what we need my sweet girl, she thought as she swirled her tongue along his hard flesh.

		
		“Yuck! I’m staying in here!”

		
		Come out and play Kitty! She implored, removing his cock from her mouth while letting a long trail of spit drool onto his swollen head. At least try it!

		
		“No.” she could picture her pouting and shaking her head back and forth. “You be a piggy by yourself.”

		
		Sophia stroked his now very wet cock while lowering her head and sucking on his balls.

		
		“Oh, fuck.” He groaned, his strong hands wrapping themselves in her long hair.

		
		Sophia took him deep once more, bobbing her head rapidly and making sloppy wet sucking sounds that caused her nipples to ache and her already wet pussy to flow. Releasing him from between her lips, she spit on his cock, then rising up on her knees pressed his slick cock between her breasts and bounced up and down, tit fucking him.

		
		“Oh….you …”

		
		“Sophia, baby.” She cooed, “Say my name, say it as often as you like, I love hearing it!”

		
		“I could get used to saying it,” he laughed, then gasped when she caught the tip of his cock between her lips and sucked hard, moaning at the precum spurting into her mouth.

		
		She stopped moving and he thrust his hips, now working his cock between her firm round breasts. She stuck her tongue out, teasing the head each time his cock thrust upward.

		
		“And you just wanted to have a drink.” She smiled, “Isn’t this better, baby?”

		
		“Fuck yeah, I…come up here!”

		
		He grabbed her shoulders and pulling her up to him kissed her hard. He was sitting on the couch and putting her hands on either side of his head; Sophia drove her tongue in his mouth and whimpered as his hands found her tits, his fingers caressing her nipples.

		
		Please Kitty? Please come play with us!

		
		“I…men are bad!”

		
		No, this one wants us, it’s not the game, sweet girl, and we’re getting what we need! He’s not going to hurt us, I promise! Her thoughts turned back to her handsome lover as his lips left hers and slid along the sensitive skin of her neck.

		
		“Oh, so nice.” She sighed and swinging her leg over his ground her wet pussy along his thigh.

		
		“Damn, you’re wet.” He whispered in her ear.

		
		“You got me that way.” She moaned while reaching down and squeezing his gorgeous cock.

		
		His cock, a real cock, not some toy. Oh, why hadn’t she done this before? Used her friend’s body for some real fun? His lips found the sweat slicked skin at the top of her chest and arching her back; she grabbed his hair and shoved his face into her tit. He sucked her nipple into his mouth with an enthusiasm that made her cry out.

		
		Sophia worked her hips hard against his leg moaning as her swollen clit slid across his now sticky thigh. He switched to her other tit and his hands encircled her slender waist and crushed her to him as he devoured her tits. She was slowly pumping his cock in her fist and standing she said, “I need this fucking cock inside me!”

		
		She made to lower herself on it, then yelped in surprise, when he stood up, lifting her with him and lowering her onto the couch on her back. Sophia grabbed his shoulders, trying to pull him down and inside her, but to her delight he dropped to his knees between her legs.

		
		“Oh…yes!”

		
		She squealed as he buried his face between her thighs and his tongue plunged inside of her dripping pussy. He sucked her pussy the way he had her nipples, with an eagerness that drove her wild. Sophia draped her right leg over his shoulder, sliding her foot up and down his well muscled back while curling her left around the back of his head, gently holding his face to her yearning pussy.

		
		His tongue swirled around inside her and her eyes rolled back as he sucked hard, slurping her sticky juice into his mouth. Oh, Kitty, oh sweet girl, come out and feel this with me, please, oh please?

		
		“It’s….it’s not going to hurt is it?”

		
		“I would never let anyone hurt, you, please come with me, it will make it even better!”

		
		To her delight, just as his tongue slipped from inside her and began a slow teasing journey through the soft folds of her pussy, Sophia heard the sound of the door opening. A faint tingling announced Kitty’s arrival and Sophia whispered to her, “Don’t say anything out loud, not everyone wants a little girl, just stay here with me.”

		
		“Okay, I don’t know why I….ohhhh”

		
		Sophia smiled at the startled moan that escaped Kitty when their lovers tongue found her throbbing button, and teased a slow circle around it before sucking it into his mouth.

		
		“That…oh, that feels good!”Kitty purred, causing another wave of heat to flow through her.

		
		They cupped their breasts, their fingers caressing their swollen nipples and closing her eyes Sophia pushed her lips together, envisioning Kitty kissing her and moaning into her mouth as he alternately licked and sucked her clit.

		
		“Oh, sweet girl this is so nice!” she thought to her, “This is what it should be like! We should make our friend do this all the time!”

		
		“She….oh,”Kitty moaned, “She doesn’t feel this.”

		
		“No…but….maybe we let her remember it, we…we need to get her to do this…”

		
		Sophia stopped and focused on his tongue which was back to barely grazing her hard button.

		
		“Don’t tease, baby! I need to cum!”

		
		“Me too” Kitty whimpered.

		
		They squeezed their nipples harder and Sophia rocked her hips into his flickering tongue. She gasped and Kitty yelped when he slipped two fingers into her hot little box. She contracted her pussy around his thrusting fingers and pumped her hips driving them deeper. He was now licking her clit hard and fast and with a whimper, Sophia arched her back, and pinched her nipples.

		
		“Oh, fuck!” Throwing her head back she howled in pleasure as her orgasm exploded through her.

		
		She bucked her hips wildly, clamping her thighs around his head, pinning his face to her quivering flesh. In her mind she heard Kitty release a high pitched squeal of pleasure that sent a fresh wave of lust through her. Sophia’s body tensed and she released a loud cry when her pussy contracted sending a spurt of sticky fluid into her lover’s face. He cried out in surprise between her thighs, but his tongue kept moving and his fingers were buried in her convulsing pussy.

		
		“Oh….goddamn.” Sophia sighed, her body slumping back into the couch.

		
		She let her legs slide from his shoulders and smiled down at his dripping face. “Sorry.” She laughed.

		
		“Don’t be.” She returned the smile, then standing up, grabbed her ankles, lifted her legs and drove his long hard cock deep inside her welcoming pussy.

		
		“Fuck!” she swore as buried himself inside her, fucking her with long hard strokes.

		
		“Oh oh oh….” Kitty was yelping in her ear.

		
		“Oh, yes! Yes!” Sophia called out, “Oh, just like that!”

		
		“I…oh God, “ he moaned as he hammered away at her pussy. “God you look good!”

		
		“Yeah?” she held her tits up, fondling them for him, “Just look good?”

		
		“You feel so fucking good!”

		
		“Show me how good I feel.” She groaned, “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

		
		He obeyed and her mind echoed with Kitty’s cries of pleasure mingled with her own as his hard cock slammed repeatedly into her very happy pussy. His balls were slapping against her ass and as he fucked her he was gasping and moaning. Sophia put her foot on his chest, stopping him, “I want you to fuck me the way I know you want to,” she laughed, “The way I want you to!”

		
		He eased back and sitting up on the couch, Sophia turned, rested her head on the arm of the couch and put her ass in the air. “Go ahead, baby, give this pussy what she needs!”

		
		He grabbed her hips and drove into her hard enough to make her squeal. His hands dug into her soft flesh and he pounded her pussy hard enough for their skin to make slapping noises as he fucked her. Reaching between her legs, Sophia’s fingers found her clit and she rubbed it in hard fast circles as her love gave her the fucking she so badly needed.

		
		God it was so good to be in the body like this, why the hell did her and Kitty ever give it up? If their friend ever smartened up, she could have this all the time. She could be with a good guy who wanted to make her feel good, they could all be happy!

		
		“Oh yes! Oh, honey, just a little more,” she begged as she could already feel her body gearing up for another explosion.

		
		“I…Oh, shit I…think I’m going to…”

		
		“A little more.” Sophia groaned, “Please just a little more, pretty please, I like being a bad girl!”

		
		Kitty had slipped out, but she doubted he noticed, he was breathing like a bull behind her and his fingers were trembling on her hips.

		
		‘Put your finger in my ass!” she called out.

		
		“Sophia, no! That’s the ….”

		
		Kitty’s protest was drowned out by Sophia cutting loose with a long loud wail when his fingers thrust into her ass and sent her off like a rocket. She squealed again and again as her holes contracted around him and her orgasm had its way with her. Her pussy convulsed and she heard her ejaculation splatter against his thighs as he fucked her. Her pussy pulsated around his cock and he was whimpering with each thrust.

		
		“I…

		
		“Go ahead!” she cried “Come for me! Give it to me!”

		
		He gave her several more savage thrusts that caused her eyes to roll back and when she felt his cock start to twitch cried, “Hold it!”

		
		She rolled over onto her back, grabbed his cock and jerked it off. With a loud cry, he exploded in her hands.

		
		“Oh, look at that!” she purred as a long thick stream of cum sprayed across her stomach and tits.

		
		She continued to pump his cock moaning as his hot white cream landed on her soft skin. The last trickle landed on her pussy and she sighed at the feeling of it dripping down into her ass. She released his cock and he slumped against the other end of the couch gasping for breath.

		
		“I..oh…fuck, I can’t believe we did that.”

		
		“I can.” She lay there enjoying the feeling of his cum oozing across her stomach and stretching her leg, playfully rubbed her foot across his chest. “You like that?”

		
		“Oh, yeah.” Grabbing her ankle he brought her foot to his lips and Kitty giggled when he sucked her toes into his mouth.

		
		“That tickles!” she giggled again.

		
		“Damn” he placed her foot on his chest, his fingers lightly caressing the top of it. I…wow.”

		
		“Like this pussy, baby?”

		
		“Oh…yeah”

		
		“You want more of it?”

		
		“Well…”

		
		“You can have it whenever you want it.” Scooping up some of his cum with her fingers she sucked them into her mouth, rolling her eyes at the taste.

		
		“Jesus.” He said his eyes wide.

		
		“Yeah, I’ll be your dirty girl, baby. Anything you want,” she stretched, pushing her tits out and smiling at how his eyes fixed on them, “Anytime you want.”

		
		“But what about”…he put his hand over hers, his finger tapping the diamond on her finger. “What about your husband?”

		
		“Don’t worry about him.” she smiled coldly, “After all, doesn’t every dog have its day?”


	

		Chapter Twenty Five

		
		Josh awoke to the sound of his cell ringing and grimaced in pain while reaching out to grab it from the nightstand. He saw it was Matt and as he slid his finger across the screen to answer it, his eyes widened when he saw it was eleven o’clock in the morning. Holy shit! He never slept this late!

		
		“Hey,” he grunted in the phone as he sat up, then leaned back against the headboard as a wave of pain crashed through his back and chest. “I…I’ll be there in a half hour, I….”

		
		“I’m not at the station.” Matt replied, then laughed, “Guess you’re not either, you sound like you woke up dead.”

		
		“Nah, if I was dead everything wouldn’t hurt.” Reaching under the sheet, he carefully touched his balls and winced. “I mean everything.”

		
		“Walters was right, that woman was strong, goddamn strong.”

		
		“Yeah, so are you alright? I tried to call you last night.”

		
		“Better, my phone died by the time I got out of the ER so I went to bed, only got up a couple of hours ago myself.”

		
		“You going in?” Josh sat up again and managed to stay that way this time. He looked at the nightstand frowning that there were no cigarettes there.

		
		“No, I called Parker, told him I was dizzy and throwing up.”

		
		“Shit, you have a concussion?”

		
		“No, I lied; I’m sore, but fine.”

		
		“You lied?” Josh laughed. “You must have gotten hit pretty hard with that bottle.”

		
		“Well…listen Josh I think I have something and I want to run with it on my own today.”

		
		“What do you have?” Despite the pain a surge of excitement went through him, any time Matt said he had something it turned into the real deal. “You want my help, today? Parker won’t give me a hard time if I…”

		
		“No, I need to check in with an old source and he won’t want to see any new faces.”

		
		“Yeah, but…”

		
		“I’m going to be discussing some things very few people know and…I need to do this alone, he’ll tell me to fuck off I bring someone.”

		
		“Okay.”

		
		“I’m going to be researching something else first. I got a call back this morning from two more of the wives.”

		
		“What’s their story?”

		
		“They both went for help with their marriage, but saw different people.”

		
		“Hit and miss.” Josh grumbled.

		
		“But its still good, because there’s another level I need to take it to.”

		
		“What’s that?”

		
		“Tell you what, why don’t you come by my place tonight, we can talk about it.”

		
		“What are we talking about?” Josh was getting annoyed.

		
		“Just…Josh Parsons is right, its ending tomorrow night, I…I need to just work this.”

		
		“How do you know that? Matt, what aren’t you telling me?”

		
		“I’ll tell you later. I want to see if I can put what I have together first.”

		
		“Don’t be a fucking tease.” Josh told him. “Anyway Sheri is really worried about you, so let her know you’re okay this morning.”

		
		“I’ll give her a call later, she works today right?”

		
		“Maybe, she got called in after midnight some emergency, so maybe not, just leave her a message.”

		
		“Yeah okay, so anyway come over about six; that work for you?”

		
		“I don’t know we might be staking out some parties tonight.”

		
		“She’s not going to hit tonight.” Matt said.

		
		“How do you know that?”

		
		“You’ll see later.” Matt said, “Besides if I’m wrong and she does? No one’s getting her tonight anyway, we haven’t yet, but tomorrow? Different story.”

		
		“Come on, man! You can’t drop that and not say more. How would tomorrow be different? Christ its Halloween more parties than any other night for her to…”

		
		“Difference is,” Matt cut in, “Is tomorrow I think I know who she’s after.”

		
		“Who?” Josh couldn’t believe what he just heard.

		
		“I’ll see you at six.” Matt laughed and hung up.

		
		“Bastard.” Josh put his phone down and started to slip out of bed when he turned to his right and flinched when he saw Sheri there next to him.

		
		She was lying on her side facing him and Josh wasn’t sure what was weirder; that he hadn’t heard or felt her come to bed or that she had slept though his phone ringing and his conversation with Matt. Her breathing was slow and steady and reaching out, he touched her arm.

		
		“Hey, Sheri?”

		
		She didn’t wake up and, Josh shook her harder, “Hey, wake up.” When there was no reaction, he tapped the side of her face.

		
		“Come on, Sheri wake up.”

		
		When there was nothing he became concerned and gave her a hard shake. The effect was immediate and more than he was expecting. With a loud cry her eyes flew open and she came up swinging. Josh flinched away, his hand trying to catch hers, but she was faster than he thought and caught him with a hard slap across the left side of his face. His head snapped to the right and she sat up screaming.

		
		“Don’t hurt me! Please daddy, please stop hurting me!”

		
		“Sheri!” He snapped “It’s me, honey, calm…”

		
		She sat back against the headboard and drawing her knees up to her chest, began to cry.

		
		“Oh, God,” she moaned, “Oh, my God.”

		
		“Just a dream.” He said, carefully putting his hand on her shoulder. “Calm down, honey, just a bad dream.”

		
		Sheri released a long shuddering breath and nodded.

		
		“I…oh God, that was…it was like I was there again.”

		
		“Well you’re not.” He rubbed his cheek, “Listen Sheri, it’s time to go talk to someone. You haven’t had one like that in years.”

		
		“Not that you know of.” She said softly, grabbing a tissue from her nightstand and wiping at her eyes. “I’ve been having them for the last week.”

		
		“Oh, well, then time to see someone.”

		
		She nodded, “I.. I’ll call someone, will…will you go with me?”

		
		“Why?” he asked. “It’s your problem, not mine.” That sounded bad even for him, and he added, “You know what I mean, there’s nothing I can tell them.”

		
		“You can be there for me; I don’t like to go talk to people.”

		
		“But you are one of those people.” He reminded her. “You’re the first one who should know it’s a good thing to do.”

		
		“Not for me. They want to know why I have the dreams then I have to talk and have more dreams.”

		
		“Then have the dreams.” He grunted and got out of bed.

		
		His body screamed in protest as he stretched his arms over his head, cracking his back. There was a dull throb between his legs, but far less than he would have expected. Josh grinned at the thought he was a tough nut to crack.

		
		“Glad you think this is funny.” Sheri told him.

		
		“Not laughing at you, just something stupid. So how did you make out last night?”He asked walking over to his closet and picking out his clothes.

		
		“Last night.” She said, her eyes narrowing.

		
		“Yeah, the emergency, were they out of their mind, or just upset?”

		
		“They…they were really distraught, had to be sedated, but…but once that took hold they seemed better. I…I think we can handle them there, they don’t need a hospital.”

		
		Josh looked at her closely she was speaking slowly and her head was cocked almost as if she were reading the answer from a cue card or repeating what someone else was saying.

		
		“I think you might need one soon.” He grunted, “You’re acting like a weirdo, lately.”

		
		“I appreciate your concern.” She said in a tone that was hard to tell if she meant it or was being sarcastic. “I’m going back to bed, I’ll see you tonight”

		
		“You think going back to sleep is a ….” He stopped when she slid back down under the sheets and rolled over on her side, putting her back to him. “Okay then.”


	

		Chapter Twenty Six

		
		“Hey Josh.” Matt opened the door and stepped aside, to let him in, “You look like shit.”

		
		“So do you.” Josh replied with a grin, taking in the large cut over Matt’s eye and the shiner that went with it. He was in a white t-shirt and Josh pointed at the gauze wrapped around his upper arm.

		
		“How’s your arm, bad?”

		
		“Eight stitches. I was wearing a jacket and two shirts so it didn’t get down to the bone.” He whistled, “The thing still hit me hard enough to knock me backwards.”

		
		“She did a number on both of us.”

		
		“Shame is, expect for a couple of scabby knees she’s just fine.” Matt, closed the door behind them. “The guys are being good right now, but sooner or later we’re going to start hearing about getting beat up by a woman.”

		
		“Let’s see any of them try her.” Josh laughed, “Parsons would piss himself and seeing she’s not edible, Parker wouldn’t have a chance.”

		
		“Good one.” Matt laughed and gestured towards the couch, “Have a seat, want a beer?”

		
		“More than one.” Josh said walking over to the couch as Matt went around the counter that separated the small kitchen from the living room.

		
		Matt’s condo was small, but spotless and well decorated. Most women always said a place where a man lived alone could use a women’s touch, but in Matt’s case, women, including Sheri, asked his advice on everything from drapes to color schemes. His partner really was a woman in men’s clothing.

		
		As Matt appeared with a six pack of Bud, Josh wondered if he let the women take charge in bed. One thing he was sure of, Matt would be that sensitive lovemaking type. Again he was amazed Matt was single, he was the perfect man for any woman, one that acted like them, always thought they were right and never argued.

		
		“Thanks by the way.” Josh said pulling a beer from where Matt had put them on the coffee table between them as he sat in the small armchair across from him.

		
		“No sweat, you bought at the club last night.”

		
		“Not that, thanks for showing up before that loon tried to carve my eyes out.” He opened the beer and shuddered, “Seriously Matt, she was going to do it. Insane doesn’t cover it.”

		
		“Yeah, well, that’s what partners are for, right?” Matt opened a beer and held the bottle out to him.

		
		“That’s what friends are for.” Josh tapped his bottle to Matt’s and they both took several long swallows.

		
		“She say anything to you?” Josh grabbed another beer and leaned back into the couch holding the second one between his legs, the cold feeling good against his still aching testicles.

		
		“Yeah she reached the dead end and I came up slowly to her. I know I should have just shot her, but she was cornered and…I just couldn’t pull the trigger. I got closer and she was crying and saying Kitty was sorry and don’t hurt her and…I got stupid. I had her get on her knees and came up to her, cuffs in one hand, gun in the other then…”

		
		He paused and finished the beer, before going on.

		
		“She… just slapped the inside of my arm, Christ she moved fast. I fired, but the shot went off to the left, she picked up the bottle and swung it at my head. Caught me good; I went down on my back and she ran for the door, I fired again, but I couldn’t even see straight. She kicked that fucking thing almost off its hinges, one damn kick, and she was gone.”

		
		“She did that to me too.” Josh nodded, “I…jeez I was trying to play Simon says with her to get her into the cuffs.”

		
		Matt stared at him and they both burst out laughing, “Oh, God I would have paid to see that.” Matt wiped at his eyes, wincing as his hand touched the bruised right one.

		
		“I just about got the cuff on her wrist and she punched me in the nuts, kicked me in the head and then was going to pluck my doggie eyes out to play marbles with.”

		
		“Martial arts.” Matt said, “I think she’s had training. She’s not just strong, but she had some pretty good moves.”

		
		“Or raw instinct, that’s what Walters would go with.”

		
		“Walters can go to hell.” Matt said, “Because that will be the only place he’ll ever see her.” He popped open another beer. “Then again…I would love to take her down alive.”

		
		“Why?”

		
		“Why? Well first that’s not evil, Josh, that’s just fucked up batshit broken. Remember there’s a real person in there that has no clue she’s insane.”

		
		“So what?”

		
		“The other reason.” He grinned, “You think I’m a pussy don’t you, Josh?”

		
		“Excuse me?”

		
		“You heard me. You think I’m a wimp or a faggot or a pushover. You think I have no balls and and don’t think I haven’t heard you asking people if they thought I was gay because I don’t ogle women or talk about my sex life. Hell, you told me I wouldn’t touch your wife if she offered me a free ride.”

		
		“You really would?”

		
		“Well, okay, not with her or anyone’s wife. I have a code.”

		
		“Oh, jeez.”

		
		“I have a reason you know, want to hear it?”

		
		“Nope.” Josh smiled, “You want life stories, I don’t; so get back to where you were heading.”

		
		“That’s right I forgot you are your own sole interest.” Matt rolled his eyes. “Anyway what do you always tell me?”

		
		“Shut up?”

		
		“Take what I want. What I want is this bust. I don’t want to blow her head off and walk away.”

		
		“No issue with it being justified and Parker is all but offering a damn bounty.”

		
		“I don’t care. Anyone could get the drop on her and shoot her.”

		
		“We couldn’t.”

		
		“We were caught off guard, words out she’s dangerous. Point is I want to bring her in, alive, the bust of our careers. The books idiots like Walters and Norris want to be in, we’ll be in. The detectives who brought in the most dangerous killer Rhode Island’s ever seen.” He nodded, agreeing with himself, “You heard Norris, a female serial killer with a bona fide case of multiple personality disorder and a unique one at that. It’s like catching damn bigfoot.”

		
		“Keep talking.” Josh nodded.

		
		“Never mind she beat and embarrassed us. The fact we know how crazy she is and still took her down the hard way? Mad props as the kids say.”

		
		“Okay, I’m sold.” He put his hand up, “To a degree. We both have to be there, there can’t be a chance she can get to both of us. I wouldn’t mind the glory, but I like my life better. It looks shaky, I’m shooting.”

		
		“Agreed, we can always go for her legs. Best of both worlds, cause some pain and bring her in.”

		
		“Damn, you should get hit on the head every day! You sound like a man tonight.”

		
		“You approve? Now I’m worried.” He laughed.

		
		“Okay, so let’s get down to what you were talking about this morning, what do you have?”

		
		“First this therapist angle.”

		
		“Figures.”

		
		“No doubt Norris is right. All five wives confirmed they sought help at some point. Sadly all thought their husband was on the straight and narrow. I went back to Springs wife and wouldn’t let her slam the door in my face this time. She said they spoke to a councilor for a couple of months, but he got pissed and stopped because they had the nerve to say he was the problem.”

		
		“Imagine that.”

		
		“But that’s six out of six. Issue is we have six different therapists. But,” he held up his finger, “There is a tie. All of them saw these people at Family services locations. They’re separate branches, but all run from a main branch that’s affiliated with Memorial Hospital.”

		
		“I know.” Josh said, “Sheri did group sessions with couples from the centers. It was an extra service in addition to the one on one stuff.”

		
		“I spent the morning speaking with someone at the hospital about how all this works. Because Family services is mostly funded by Government grants it has to be closely monitored to make sure everyone is earning their money. In addition to the therapists having their own files for each couple they were required to write a report, the issues, their suggestions, what was working, did they think the couple could be helped etc…”

		
		“Okay.” Josh shrugged.

		
		“These reports are read by higher ups in the program who evaluate the therapist’s notes and performance. So there are people who have access to everything there is to know about these couples, but they’re not councilors.”

		
		“So Norris is right, but our killer is higher up the food chain.”

		
		“Exactly, but the food chain is complex. In order to keep everything fresh different people evaluated these reports from different therapists each time. Occasionally to provide better insights and protect people’s confidentiality, they were sent out of state and people here would get reports from other states, a hospital swap off.”

		
		“So,” Josh posed, “There is a chance the killer is not from here. They snap for whatever reason and are smart enough to come to another state and go on a spree.”

		
		“Possibly.”

		
		“But there can only be so many people here who had access to the reports.” Josh said, “Still gets us closer.”

		
		“Until you start thinking that someone could have gotten access that should not have. Stolen reports, hacked data bases…now it could be a person with no connection at all.”

		
		“What’s your point?” Josh was getting ticked off, “That our best lead is a needle in a haystack.”

		
		“Yeah, I think I’m making that point.” Matt said, “And we don’t have time to look for it because she stops tomorrow night.”

		
		“You said that before. How the hell do you know?”

		
		“Because.” Matt reached down into the side of the chair and pulled out a folder. Reaching into it he removed a piece of familiar pink paper. “She’s telling us.”

		
		“Holy shit!” Josh leaned forward putting his hand out, “Is that…?”

		
		“Yes, it’s the note she was going to leave last night before we stopped her, she must write them ahead of time.”

		
		Josh took it, “Wait, where did you get this? No one mentioned this at the station today.”

		
		“Because I saw it under the bed while I was lying on the floor with my nose bleeding.” Matt informed him. “After I got that ring off Ashton, I grabbed it and slipped it in my pocket.”

		
		“Goddamn Matt, that’s….” he grinned. “Unethical.”

		
		“Yes, it is, but who needs to know?” Matt sat back “Read it.”

		
		Josh looked at the note which was, as the others had been, written in blue crayon.

		
		Another Bad doggie chased a pretty kitty.

		
		He had his own kitty at home, a loving kitty, but doggies always want more kitty that’s why their bad doggies.

		
		But the doggie had two chances! One when he lied and said he wanted to learn new tricks and one my sweet girl, my good kitty, gave him.

		
		But a dog is a dog and now there’s one less dog to hurt hearts.

		
		There are so many dogs! But Kitty only has until pumpkin day to teach them.

		
		Kitty wants one more and he’s the biggest baddest doggie of them all. The doggie that helps the other doggies, the doggie that makes kitties do bad things for doggies! He thinks he owns the kitties! It’s not going to be a happy pumpkin day for the big doggie! He thinks he can make all kitties his good kitty, but he’s going to meet Bad Kitty.

		
		“Shit, she is stopping.” Josh stared at the note. “By the way I know what the chance is.”

		
		“The therapist.”

		
		“No, the chance Kitty gives.”

		
		Still looking at the note, Josh told Matt Ashton’s story of last night’s encounter.

		
		“It’s a trick.” Matt nodded, “No man out there would think to say no in that situation.”

		
		“Fact is most of them do love their wives.” Josh replied.

		
		“Bullshit!” Matt snapped with uncharacteristic anger, “How the fuck can they love their wives and pull that shit? My…”

		
		“Enough!” Josh yelled at him. “I don’t want to hear your feminist bullshit!” he tapped the note, “This is what counts. She’s going to stop, that means one hell of a long winter for the whole department. Even if we can catch her with the counseling angle it will be after the fact, we’d just get ‘about time’”

		
		“You’re right.” Matt calmed down, “Sorry, just really edgy.”

		
		“You look tired.” Josh noted his partner’s bloodshot eyes. “Sleep at all?”

		
		“Not much, been busy. But here’s the reason you’re here right now.” He pointed at the note. “First it doesn’t sound like she’s doing it tonight, she might be laying off if for no other reason than she wouldn’t want to be caught before she gets big doggie.”

		
		“Maybe, but who the hell is that?”

		
		“I…that’s who I went to see today.” Matt smiled, “I know who he is.”

		
		“Who?”

		
		“Do you know the Cathouse?”

		
		“Of course I do.” Josh grinned, “Had some good times there, hell once…”

		
		“Know who owns it?”

		
		“I…Tom something.”

		
		“Tom “Big Dog” Rains.”

		
		“Big Dog?”

		
		“They called him that when he played college football, would have been drafted if he didn’t hurt his knee in the Orange Bowl fifteen years ago.”

		
		“Because he owns a strip club, he’s the target?”

		
		“The strip club. Biggest in the state, shit it’s the biggest this side of New York and you above all people know it’s a whore house.”

		
		“So are a couple of the others.”

		
		“But not like this one, look there is a lot about the Cathouse that most don’t know.”

		
		“Like what?”

		
		“That they used to cater to a very special crowd.”

		
		“Kink fetish stuff?”

		
		“Kind of, but very extreme, the kind of stuff legit fetish clubs don’t allow.” Matt frowned in distaste, “We’re talking serious sexual sadism here.”

		
		“Then why weren’t they shut down?”

		
		“All I’ll say is a couple of well known people in the state were being blackmailed with tapes of them enjoying said sadism.”

		
		“Oh.”

		
		“The girls and on some occasions young men were paid very well. I’m talking five figures, ten grand for the night, but…all I’ll says is some of them were never the same. Physically they were…out of commission for awhile.”

		
		“Christ.”

		
		“Yeah, “ Matt shuddered, “I interviewed a boy and a girl; nineteen year olds and…I don’t even want to talk about it. But it stopped because Rains wife found his tapes and saw him overseeing this shit.”

		
		“You know this how?”

		
		“Because when I saw the note I went to Rains and told him he could be next so come clean with me. He knows I’m not vice anymore and that I’m aware that shit I told you about stopped two years ago, the only thing that goes on there now is the usual prostitution and maybe some light fetish stuff. I told him I want the killer and he should too; seeing his name is on her list.”

		
		“So what did he say?”

		
		“He told me how his wife left him after that and he claimed he loved her,” he rolled his eyes, “I’ll let that go, so he begs and begs and she agrees, but they go for help. The help was not just marriage counseling, but help for his sadistic issues. So our cat knows what he used to do.”

		
		“Shit you see what she did to Springs; she gets hold of him…”

		
		“Oh, I informed him of that; told him even if he hid she would eventually find him. Whether she would or could, who knows? But it seemed like the thing to say.”

		
		“Good man.”

		
		“Rains really did get better; he’s hardly involved with the club anymore. The wife is smart enough to not ask him to sell it, it’s given her quite a nice life. She only asks that no one gets hurt there and he not participate.”

		
		“Now the Cathouse Halloween party? That thing is infamous. All his back rooms are full all night long with tricks and treats. And semi retired or not, Rains is there on the floor wandering around, giving away drinks and hookers and just being the Big Doggie holding court over the little doggies. I hazard to say most of the men there could be her target.”

		
		“Right and it’s on the list Parker e-mailed everyone today for places we need to be staking out tomorrow night.”

		
		“And I already said we would take it when I called him earlier. I told him since Rains knows me he’ll be more cooperative with me than another detective or cop. So we’re in tomorrow.”

		
		“And she’ll show up.” Josh smiled, “But we can’t take her down in a crowded club we also have to make sure she is our Cat.”

		
		“I have that figured out because wait, there’s more!”

		
		“I like this, Matt.” Josh opened the second beer and chugged half of it, “Really liking it!”

		
		“We know this woman’s information is behind the times, which for the record further complicates searching Family Services because we would need to track down former employees.”

		
		“Doesn’t sound like we’re going to need to.” Suddenly even the ache in his balls seemed to lessen, Matt had hit the jackpot, there was going to a round to with that damned psycho.

		
		“Well something Rains said he discussed in the sessions with his wife, because they were all about him coming clean, was he always wore a dog mask when he did his Marque Desade imitation. It was a known fact that when he would walk the club with that mask on the girls would cringe, hoping to hell he wasn’t going to pick them. He noted that he still wears it, but only on Halloween just so everyone at the club knows it’s him.”

		
		Josh slapped the table, “She’s going to be looking for that mask!”

		
		“And I’m going to be wearing it.” Matt smiled tightly. “She’s going to approach me, play her game and invite me to some crap motel…” he paused, “Or maybe not this time because there would be no way Rains would go anywhere else when it’s his damn club, right?

		
		“Right, so she may balk and we’ll have to catch her when she…”

		
		“No, she wants him, Josh, she wants him bad, he’s the biggest doggie. She left him for last on purpose.”

		
		“You make her sound more premeditated then I see her.” Josh rubbed his chin, “Walters said she had to have a break and recently, not long before victim number one which wasn’t even two weeks ago, that’s not a lot of time to plan a big send off.”

		
		“She’s calculating, we just didn’t see it because we missed the angle of who she is. Think about it, the no kids, the white collar, the looks, she is not going down a list, she is picking and choosing from files she’s seen or stolen. She will not leave without his cock.”

		
		“You think she’ll let him take her to the back rooms?”

		
		“Yes, but here’s the best part; Rains has a special room upstairs. That room is where his high end pervs would go and pay twenty grand to pretty much beat, rape and sodomize young women and men.” He sat back looking pleased with himself, “He talks about it in his files. So she’ll know about it and…”

		
		“No way she could resist killing him up there, very fitting end for big doggie to suffer where the kitties suffered.” Josh killed the beer, “Fuck, what a set up.”

		
		“And, the room? Only one way in and because of what went on in there the window was boarded up, she takes me up there, and she is fucking cornered.”

		
		“Hmm.” Josh frowned, “You know…”

		
		“So we go there tomorrow, I wear the mask and you watch her take me upstairs, you follow from a distance, give it a couple of minutes for her to get started.”

		
		“No, we bust her the second…”

		
		“We have to be sure. Remember we don’t know what she looks like. Every girl there will be looking to entertain.”

		
		“Tell Rains to have no one else dressed like a cat then we know it’s her.” Josh told him.

		
		“Well…” Matt thought for a moment. “She’ll be bolder if there are other cats. Josh the only one that will approach me is her. The other girls know Rains doesn’t play anymore and when he did? They wanted no part of it.”

		
		“We’ll talk about it again tomorrow.”

		
		“So once she has me in the room you creep up to the door and when you hear me say…”

		
		“Matt.” Josh stopped him. “She won’t have her ropes up there and Ashton said the knife was in the nightstand, this will be a totally different scenario for her she might not go along.”

		
		“Josh you saw Peters and look at us, she could do it barehanded if she needed to. She wants this. When you hear me say…I don’t know, “My pretty kitty” you come in and throw down on her, Its two of us both armed with the element of surprise. No way she gets out of this. What do you say?”

		
		Josh sat back and thought about it, it was perfect, damn perfect. The only issue was Matt. Josh was bigger, stronger, and flat out meaner. If Bad Kitty went right at him, even in the minute it would take for him to get into the room she could get the upper hand and Matt wasn’t the fighter he was.

		
		“I say yes.” He nodded, “But on one condition.”

		
		“What’s that?”

		
		“I wear the mask, I take that risk.”

		
		“Oh, come on! I…”

		
		“You came up with all this, so the least I can do is be the bait.”

		
		“Josh…”

		
		“Matt, of the two of us I’m the one who has a better chance in a fight with her.”

		
		“Really? How’s your back, chest, balls….”

		
		“Caught off guard. This time she’ll be right in front of me. I’m also the one better equipped to shoot her if I have to.”

		
		“But Josh.” Matt spread his arms, “The thing is, she is nuts and… I’m alone. Hell even my parents are gone. But you have Sheri at home”

		
		“Like I said, Matt.” Josh said, “Give me the mask.”


	

		Chapter Twenty Seven

		
		“See anything Josh?” Matt asked in his ear.

		
		“Just the finest collection of pussy I’ve ever seen in one place.” Josh replied as he drifted through the crowd, taking in the dozens of smoking hot women in their slutty costumes.

		
		“Focus Josh.” Matt laughed in his ear, “We’re only looking for one pussy tonight.”

		
		“Speak for yourself, this girl doesn’t show, I’m hooking up.”

		
		“I take it your balls feel better?”

		
		“Good enough.” He stopped and watched a woman dressed as Red Riding hood open her red bodice and let two guys start sucking her tits, as they each shoved a ten in her red stockings. “I think some of these girls could raise the dead.”

		
		“Just pay attention,” Matt sighed in his ear.

		
		Josh reached the huge bar that ran the length of the back of the club and walked along the front of it. As he passed several men and women nodded and said hello to him, telling him what an awesome party he was throwing. Josh simply put his hand up and nodded back, not wanting to speak. He was dressed all in black and wearing a black dog mask with a fanged snout and bright red eyes that gave things a slightly reddish tint as he looked around.

		
		According to Matt the real Big Dog was home, not wanting to be around the club during what could be police activity. Josh knew that was crap. Matt was right, this place had too many hotshot clients to be closed down, not to mention the fact the cops were here for a killer not his business. Fact was Rains was scared shitless and was more than happy to let Josh impersonate him for the night.

		
		Josh reached the end of the bar and after pausing to have his picture taken with two of the girls, one dressed as an angel and the other a devil, he turned around and froze. In front of him were not one, but two women dressed as cats, one all in black, one in a cheetah print.

		
		“Matt, what the fuck with the cats?” The mask covered his mouth and he was able to speak without looking like he was talking to himself.

		
		“I told you she’ll be braver if there’s others here. Take a look at their necks, they all have black collars on, they were given those tonight, no way could she know about it. If they have a collar they’re Rains people.”

		
		“Taking a chance Matt. Who knows what this nut knows and doesn’t know? Who says she hasn’t been here since they opened?”

		
		“There’s a signup sheet for tonight, a girls doesn’t sign, she’s told to leave. Rains has done everything I asked him to.”

		
		“Yeah, real upstanding citizen.” Josh said, “Goddamn rapist on tape and still wandering around.”

		
		“All the girls said they weren’t forced. No conviction could be gained. They agreed to be treated like that for a large sum of money.”

		
		“Whatever, tell you what, Kitty figures this out and kills him at home it wouldn’t be a bad thing.”

		
		“Except we’d look even worse and we’ll hear about it for months. Then people will wonder if she’ll be back next year. You know how sick people are, there’ll be people dressed as Bad Kitty next year. I…ow!”

		
		Josh laughed as he had come up behind him and gave him a playful slap in the back of the head.

		
		“Who’s not paying attention?” he asked, coming around in front of him.

		
		“Funny.” Matt adjusted the cheesy werewolf mask he was wearing. “Don’t hang around with me, if she shows up I don’t want her to think you know me, that way she won’t think I’m following you through the…”

		
		“Yeah, yeah.” Josh kept walking, checking out the girls.

		
		They’d been here since six and it was now nine and as the night wore on, more and more tops were coming off. Josh also noted the nonstop stream of girls leading men by the hand to the back where they would vanish behind a red curtain, then emerge a few minutes later. He saw hundred dollar bills being handed out like candy to the bouncers passing out the passes for the back rooms and thought business was damn good.

		
		“Josh!” Matt yelled in his ear, causing him to wince.

		
		“What?”

		
		“Turn around and start heading for the bar, she’s here! I just saw her near the far right end of the bar!”

		
		Josh turned around and strode through the crowd peering through the sea of people, trying to see. He reached the end near him and staring down the other end caught his breath. Standing there looking around was a tall woman with long pink hair dressed as Hello Kitty.

		
		She was wearing knee high white boots with stiletto heels and a pink skirt that looked like it was made of plastic. The skirt was short and the pink top low cut and sleeveless. Her arms were encased in white gloves up to her elbows and there was a large picture of that stupid poorly drawn cat on the shirt. The mask matched the drawing, a round white face over her red lips and a pair of pink ears.

		
		He walked slowly over and watched as two men came over and started talking to her. She shook her head once, then again as the men seemed to be propositioning her. She seemed to be getting annoyed and Josh used the diversion to move quickly over to her.

		
		“Sorry, gentlemen.” He said, his voice muffled through the mask, “The young lady isn’t available tonight.”

		
		“Sorry, sir.” One of the men nodded and they both hurried away.

		
		She turned to look at him and her full, pink painted lips spread in a huge smile, “Hello Doggie!” she said in the little girl voice.

		
		“Why, Hello Kitty!” He replied, then whispered, “Can you hear her?”

		
		“Barely, music’s loud as hell, but I can hear you.”

		
		“That’s who I am!” she clapped her hands, “Hello Kitty!”

		
		“I can see that.” He deepened his voice, hoping between that and the mask she wouldn’t recognize him from the other night.

		
		“You like it?” She put her hands over her head and did a quick spin that included her flipping the back of her short skirt up, exposing her perfect little ass, even the thong had the damn goofy cat on it.

		
		“I do.” He nodded, “I’m all about chasing pretty kitties.”

		
		“Aww, you think I’m pretty?”

		
		“Very pretty, very sexy.” He told her, “How about you drop that little girl thing. I prefer women.”

		
		“Ohh, I like that.” Josh allowed himself a smile as she was now speaking in a seductive purr. “I like you.”

		
		“You don’t really know me.”

		
		“Of course I do,” she wrapped her arms around his neck and pressing herself against him, rocked back and forth. “You’re Tim, the big dog.” She leaned forward and whispered, “Do they call you that because you have a nice big fat cock?”

		
		“I’ve had no complaints.” He put his arms around her waist and thought doing it right here, reaching back beneath his shirt and shoving his gun into her stomach.

		
		There were too many people around for that though and they needed to be sure. Not that he wasn’t, but they had no idea what she looked like and no forensic evidence. She could say she was just there to hook up. Was she armed; he wondered and let his black gloved hands slide up and down her back and sides.

		
		“I bet,” she flicked her tongue across his neck, beneath the mask, “I don’t get any complaints either.

		
		“About what?” He played along.

		
		He saw Matt leaning against the bar several feet away watching them.

		
		“Oh, things, like how I suck cock and how I fuck.”

		
		“Yeah, you a good piece of tail?”

		
		“The best you’ll ever have.”

		
		“I don’t know. I’ve been with a lot.”

		
		“Not like me.” She grabbed his cock through his jeans, “Mister Doggie, I will tease you and suck and play with you until you cum so hard you’ll be dizzy.”

		
		“Really? He slipped his hands lower and gave her ass a squeeze. “Tell me more.”

		
		“Hmm, when you cum, I’ll take every drop, suck it all down like a good girl, then I’ll keep sucking and I’ll hop on that big fucking dick and ride you and…honey, you can fuck me anyway you want as hard as you want!”

		
		“Hmm, seems funny, I really don’t know you.” He played along.

		
		“I know you, all the girls know you. Come on, baby? Please let me give you a nice treat for Halloween.”

		
		“Is there a trick with that treat?”

		
		“Josh, be careful.” Matt whispered through the mike in the mask.

		
		“I’m not a working girl, Mister Doggie, just a dirty one. See?”

		
		She stepped back and pulled her top down exposing her breasts. She gave them a shake, then grabbing his wrists put his hands over them.

		
		“Oh, come on Josh.” Matt said.

		
		Josh fondled her tits and she moaned for him, her green eyes rolling back. She quickly spun around and shoving her ass into his cock ground into it. She put his hands back on her tits and several people watched in approval as she worked her body against him. He teased her hard nipples beneath his gloved fingers. He felt his cock stirring and right on cue Matt said, “Josh for Christ’s sake!”

		
		Josh removed his hands, but she quickly spun to face him, dropped to her knees and putting her mouth over his cock moved her head, sliding her lips along his now visible erection. Goddamn he thought, he could never blame any of the victims for giving in to this woman. Several people whistled and clapped as she gave him a mock blow job and he took her by her shoulders urging her to get to her feet.

		
		“Hmm, Now I really want to suck you off.” She tucked her tits back into the silly shirt.

		
		“I think I’ll let you.” He laughed, “Very persuasive you are miss…what’s your name?”

		
		“Kitty will do.”

		
		“You are a sexy little kitten,” he put his arm around her shoulders, “Let’s go upstairs.”

		
		“Upstairs?”

		
		“You know who I am? This is my house, honey, we go where I want to go.” He stayed in character.

		
		He felt her tense up beneath his arm, but when she answered she sounded fine.

		
		“Ohh, I get to go to your room? Hmmm, I bet you have fun stuff up there,”

		
		“You’ll see.” He guided her around and looking over his shoulder saw Matt staying where he was for now.

		
		She slipped from beneath his arm, but took his hand and let him lead her along the bar and to the small doorway at the end of it. There were two bouncers, one on either side of the door and he said, “I’m going up for awhile, I’m not to be disturbed.”

		
		“Yes sir.” They nodded, one smiled, “You’re a blessed man, sir.”

		
		“Don’t I know it!” he squeezed her hand and when the bouncer held the door open led her up the wide staircase.

		
		Josh had come up earlier and once they were at the top of the stairs he turned to the left, away from the office and room where they stocked the booze and supplies and headed down the long narrow hallway to the small door at the end of it.

		
		She was smiling away and as he held her small hand he again marveled at the strength she had demonstrated. His heart was beating a mile a minute and he had to slow his breathing down in the stifling mask.

		
		“I’m passed the bouncers.” Matt said. “I’ll be at the door as soon as I hear it close.”

		
		Josh nodded, not sure if Matt had reached the top of the stairs and could see him. Josh let her hand go and opening the door, gestured for her to enter. She gave him a big smile and a wink and skipped into the room ahead of him.

		
		“Wow, look at this!”

		
		Despite what Matt had said, Josh wondered if Rains didn’t still entertain up here. There was a huge four poster bed in the middle of the large room along with a bar along the wall and several old fashioned antique wooden chairs. Josh looked at the bed and imagined young women and men bound to it as they were sexually tormented. There was a row of chairs along the wall and he figured they were the sick pricks who liked to watch or wait their turn.

		
		Josh closed the door behind him and approached her. She was looking at the bed and when she faced him, she put her hands on his shirt and started unbuttoning it.

		
		“You don’t waste time do you?”

		
		“Hmm-mmm” she shook her head, her pink hair flying about.

		
		She un-tucked his shirt and when she had it unbuttoned ran her nails down his chest and stomach, “Ohhh, this is nice.” She kissed the top of his chest leaving a perfect imprint of her pink lips.

		
		Josh stepped back worried she would notice the bruising on his chest if she took it off. He needed her to do something for sure that would confirm she was the killer. As if on cue, she looked past him and smiling walked over to the door.

		
		“We don’t want to be interrupted, do we?” The door had a heavy bolt over the knob and she threw it home.

		
		“Unlock it.” He told her, “I told my guys not to let anyone up here.

		
		“I like the door locked.” She shrugged, then eased her shirt down again, “Don’t want anyone else seeing my titties, there for you.”

		
		“You showed them to the club downstairs.”

		
		“I did!” she giggled, “I was trying to be a bad girl, that’s what you want isn’t it, baby? A bad kitty?”

		
		“What did you say?”

		
		“I asked if you wanted Hello Kitty to be a bad kitty for you.”

		
		“Get away from the door.” Shaking her head she remained in front of the door.

		
		“Nope.” She put her hands behind her back and swayed back and forth, her tits bouncing seductively. “How about I get the rest of your clothes off and you lay on the bed for me?”

		
		“Tell you what, how about you take off your mask for me?” He asked.

		
		“Take yours off first, mister doggie.”

		
		“I run the show.” He egged her on. “Take off your mask.”

		
		“Ba-by!” she pouted, “Don’t be so mean! I’m here to make you feel good! Be your good girl or bad girl whatever you want. Now,” She put her hands on his jeans, “How about I see my treat for the night?”

		
		She unsnapped his jeans and slipping her hand in his underwear grabbed his cock.

		
		“Come on, mister doggie, go lie on the bed and I’ll take good care of you.” She reached up with her free hand and slipped her fingers under his mask. “Come, on, let’s see your handsome face.”

		
		“Yours first.”

		
		“Nope.” She shrugged, “Can’t do that.”

		
		“Why not?”

		
		“Because we have to play my game first.” She grinned, “Maybe I’ll even tie you up and…”

		
		Her words turned into a yelp, when he lunged forward and grabbing her by the neck with his left hand, ripped the Glock out from the small of his back and put it under her chin.

		
		“Gotcha!” he hissed, “Put your fucking hands up or I’ll blow your…”

		
		“Josh no!” she cried out, “Honey, please, it’s me!”

		
		“Sheri?” He asked.

		
		“Y….yeah, baby, please….put the gun….away.”

		
		Josh lowered the gun and grabbing the top of the mask, ripped it from her face, tossing it on the floor.

		
		“Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed when he saw it was her. “Sheri, what are you fucking crazy, what the hell are you doing here?” he demanded letting her go and stepping back from her.

		
		“Put the gun down, please. I….can explain, I…”

		
		Josh tucked the gun back into the small of his back, pulled the stupid mask off and tossing it on the floor said, “You better fucking explain, goddamn it Sheri! I thought you were here You…” he stopped and pulled his mask off and flipped it onto one of the chairs so matt didn’t have to hear this. “What’s wrong with you?”

		
		“I…honey, look I…I wanted to surprise you.”

		
		“You did, you almost got yourself fucking shot! Sheri, fuck! I… what the hell was all that shit downstairs? You were acting like her; talking like a little girl, you think that’s fucking funny? You have to get out of here!”

		
		“No. It’s bad enough I have to act like a suspect to get your attention.” she said, “I’m not leaving until you listen to me. Please?”

		
		“Sheri, Matt…I need to get back…”

		
		“Matt knew it was me.”

		
		“W…what?”

		
		“Honey, please.” She put her hands on his chest, “Calm down for a few minutes.”

		
		“Sheri…I’m on a stake out, that woman is going to show up here.”

		
		“I doubt it.” She shook her head, “Matt set you up to be here for me.”

		
		“He…what are you talking about?”

		
		Sheri took him by the hand and walked away from the door, leading him towards a chair in the middle of the floor near the bed.

		
		“Please sit down.” She tried to give him a light push to sit in the chair.

		
		“I’ll stand, thank you.”

		
		“Okay, Josh I know you’re mad and I know this is crazy, but…I wanted to be with you tonight I…I want to do something fun and sexy for you.”

		
		“Ruining a stake out is…”

		
		“There is no stake out. Matt made up the whole story.”

		
		“That…that makes no sense, why the hell would he go through all that?”

		
		“Because you…you won’t listen to me and you don’t listen to him when he tries to tell you we need help, so he got you to come here so I could surprise you.”

		
		“This is bullshit! I’m going to go kick his goddamn stupid ass! That bitch is out there somewhere and I’m here with….”

		
		“Your wife, your loving wife. Your sexy wife,” she shook her tits playfully, “Your wife who wants to be who you want her to be.”

		
		“What…what does that mean?”

		
		“I…I know why you don’t want to be with me Josh. It’s because I’m a good wife and a good girl. You love that about me, but I know you want more; you want me to be a slut for you, be like one of those girls you see on your job, the ones you…the ones you fuck.”

		
		“W…whoa!” he put his hands up, “Sheri I never…”

		
		She put her gloved finger to his lips.

		
		“Shhh, its okay, I’m not mad. I’m not mad because it’s my fault. If I took better care of you, you wouldn’t have slept with those whores.”

		
		“Sheri, I don’t…”

		
		“Baby, you heard me say I’m not mad. I forgive you, it’s me. So I want to be what you need me to be. A little slut, your slut.”

		“Okay, this…” he was confused, did she know, was it a test, was she trying to get him to admit something? What the hell was wrong with Matt? That whole story, just so she could confront him?

		
		“Tell me, Josh.” She put her hands on his stomach and teased her fingers along the edge of his open jeans. “Don’t you think it was hot, all those guys saw me take my tits out? The way they were looking? The way they were checking out your wife?”

		
		“I…”

		
		“Knowing these are your tits? Knowing they know I came up here with you to fuck you?”

		
		“This isn’t the time for this Sheri. I need to…” he stopped when she pushed his jeans down far enough to get both her hands in his boxers and fondle him.

		
		“How do the gloves feel?”

		
		“I…they feel good.” He said softly as he stroked him.

		
		“I won’t touch them.” She whispered, “I know you’re sore, but he seems pretty happy to see me, isn’t he?”

		
		Not….here, not tonight.”

		
		“But this is the point, a sexy little surprise, a hot little fuck from your wife in her sexy outfit. You don’t think I look good?”

		
		“You do.”

		
		“Like the eyes and the wig? Like another woman, no?”

		
		“I…guess”

		
		“I can be fun, I can be dirty, I can be whatever my husband wants me to be.” She kissed him, her lips barely grazing his. “Let me be your whore, Josh, let me make you want me the way you used to.”

		
		“I…I never cheated on you.” He said.

		
		“Okay” she nodded, “Maybe I…I got it wrong, but I know I need to be better. I know I need to be the kind of girl you lust after, so if you haven’t you’ll never want to.”

		
		“Sheri, I promise, when I…”

		
		“Now Josh. Just for a little while, let’s play and I’ll go and you can do whatever you need to. Right now Matt’s downstairs if she does show up, but she won’t. Meantime.” She put her arms over her head. “How about you un-wrap your treat?”

		
		Josh stared at her tits and had to admit it would have been something had he knew it was her flashing herself down there. All those guys looking at his wife’s perfect tits and her playing it up. Even though there was a faint throbbing in his balls, his cock was hard and he figured, okay, why not? He would deal with her thinking he stepped out on her another time. Hell, if she really thought it was her fault he would agree with her and he could…he could have it all.

		
		Grabbing her shirt he slipped it over her head and cupped her tits in his hand.

		
		“Hmmm” she purred as he rubbed her nipples. “I like that, but baby, this is your night.” She reached behind her back and unzipped her skirt letting it fall to the floor, “Tonight you get the fucking a man like you deserves.”

		
		She pushed him, harder than before and he fell back into the old chair. The arms were wide and he noticed straps hanging down from them. What a bunch of whack jobs Rains friends had been. In front of him Sheri had started swinging her hips to the grinding beat of the music downstairs and lifting her pink hair, did a slow turn, working her ass back and forth in front of him. She turned back to him and putting her leg up onto the top of the chair behind his head, leaned forward, pulling the thong to the side to expose her smooth pussy.

		
		“Nice.” He licked his lips at the site of her bare pink skin. “I like that.”

		
		“Good.” She grabbed his hair and pulled her face between her thighs.

		
		Josh flicked his tongue out, working it through her pussy and was amazed at how wet she was. She rocked back and forth, sliding her pussy along his tongue and face, before dropping her foot to the floor and turning around. She hooked her fingers into her thong and bending over, slowly worked it down her legs, her pussy winking at him from between her thighs.

		
		She sat put her ass in his lap and worked her hips, sliding his cock against her ass. He moaned softly and watched his now dripping prick slide up and down through the firm cheeks of her ass. She turned around quickly and dropping to her knees took him in her mouth. He gasped when she sucked him down to his balls and swirled her tongue around the base of his shaft. He put his hands in her hair, but stopped when she caught his wrists and put his hands on the arms of the chair.

		
		Sheri bobbed her head up and down, her hands still on his, working his cock with just her mouth. Her lipstick was leaving pink smears along his shaft and he sighed as he watched her lips sliding up and down his cock. Sheri was moaning softly and grinding her hips as she blew him. She sat up higher and with a smile wrapped her soft tits around his cock and stayed still. Taking his cue he moved his hips, fucking her tits.

		
		She gave his cock a quick lick each time and he wondered where this had been all this time. Sheri ran her tongue up and down his shaft then to his delight let a long line of drool ooze from her mouth onto his cock. She noisily slurped it up and he said, “You are being a bad girl.” She took him deep again and he laughed, “You are like another woman tonight.”

		
		“You don’t know the half of it.” She smiled and standing, knelt on his thighs, grabbed his cock and slipped it inside her.

		
		Josh moaned as she moved her hips in a slow circle and pushed her tits in her face. He went to put his hands on her hips, but again she put them back on the chair.

		
		“Just sit back.” She cooed, “Tonight’s all me.”

		
		She put her hands on his shoulders and bounced up and down.

		
		“Oh, easy!” he winced at the ache in his balls.

		
		“Sorry, she murmured and resumed her riding him, but this time she was only going partway down on his cock, so she wouldn’t hurt him.

		
		Josh took turns sucking each of her nipples and she whimpered and moved her hips faster. He thrust his hips, shoving himself deeper, but she pushed off him and stood looking down at him.

		
		“How about something different?”

		
		She put her back to him and leaning back, put her feet on his legs and her back against his chest. Her heels dug into his thighs, but the pain was barely noticeable compared to the feeling of being inside her. She put her arm back over her head and around his neck and as she pushed herself up and down on him, turned her head and kissed him. She moaned into his mouth as he moved his hips, and reaching around her waist found her clit.

		
		This time she didn’t move his hand, but sighed softly as her tongue slipped into his mouth. She rode him slowly, staying high enough that he couldn’t really drive himself hard into her. Sheri fucked him in rhythm to the music downstairs and he moved his fingers around her hard pink nub in slow teasing circles. She was moaning and whimpering and he caught her breast with his other hand.

		
		Sheri let her head rest against his shoulder and moved faster. Josh returned the favor, rubbing her clit faster as her whimpering grew louder. Her feet pushed harder into his legs and turning her face into his neck she squealed in his ear as her pussy contracted around his cock. As she came squirming on his cock her movements became faster, her hips driving down harder on him and as her pussy convulsed around him, Josh’s cock twitched and he moaned loudly as he exploded inside her.

		
		There was a pain in his balls as they emptied into her still quivering pussy, but it did nothing to lessen how fucking good it felt as she worked her pussy, milking every drop from his spurting cock. Sheri sighed in his ear and slumped against him.

		
		“Oh, that was nice.” She said.

		
		“Yeah it was.” He agreed, his hand caressing her stomach, “I have to say this was a good idea.”

		
		“I think so too.” She eased herself from his cock and turning around to face him, leaned over and whispered in his ear, “It was Kitty’s idea, you know.”

		
		“What?” Josh opened his eyes and tried to lift his arms, but she put her hands on his forearms and held him down.

		
		“Yes, my sweet girl said it would be nice to give our friend something she hasn’t had in a long time, a good memory of you.”

		
		“Sheri I…what the fuck?” he couldn’t force his arms up and staring into her sneering visage one thought screamed through his mind’ his wife was their killer! He tried to surge forward out of the chair, but pulling her head back, Sheri snarled and drove her forehead into his face.

		
		Josh heard the crunch as his nose breaking and amidst the pain and tears in his eyes, he heard something click and she laughed, “Gotcha Doggie!” She stepped back from him and he shook his head trying to clear it, blood flew from his face and dripped into his mouth, and as his eyes came back into focus, he saw his wrists were strapped to the chair; the ends pulled the metal loops underneath the arms of the chair.

		
		“Sher..”

		
		“It’s Sophia you stupid fucking dog!” Sheri’s not here right now, she’s sleeping, dreaming of her peaceful place, the place Kitty and I stayed for a long time until she needed us to help her.”

		
		“You…Josh struggled against the straps, but the chair was solid and his struggles tightened them even more. “You fucking bitch! You…You can’t get away with this!”

		
		“No? I think I can.” She smiled, “I know I can. That note was true Josh, tonight I end this. Tonight the biggest fucking dog my friend ever knew dies and all her pain dies with you. Should have fucking killed you before! But she loved you! But…I…Kitty and I…we’ve decided to do her a favor and take the choice away from her.”

		
		“Don’t forget the new friend we made!” Kitty chimed in. “We can introduce her to him! We like him, she’ll like him too!”

		
		“Yes, my girl, I think she will be happy soon.” She shrugged, “Poor thing though, going to wake up tomorrow to the news her dog hubby is dead. Very sad.”

		
		“I’ll cheer her up! I’ll sing to her and she can play with my bears with me!”

		
		“And I’ll make sure she plays other fun games.”

		
		“Sophia’s a piggy, Sophia’s a piggy!” Kitty clapped her hands.

		
		“I seem to remember my sweet girl coming pretty hard last night with our friend.”

		
		“Hee hee.” She put her hands to her face and giggled, “Bad Kitty!”

		
		Josh sat there, more stunned than afraid, transfixed by the sight of Sheri talking to herself. Not only were the voices completely different, but Walters was right, her expressions were changing as well. Kitty’s eyes were wide and she spoke with a smile, her hands moving rapidly like an excited child. The Sophia personality, her eyes were narrowed and her lips were set into a sneer.

		
		“She won’t let you do this.” He said, “Sheri’s in there and she loves me, she….”

		
		“Shut up!” Sophia backhanded him in the face causing a searing pain in his neck as his head whipped to the side.

		
		“You never deserved that love!” she slapped him again, this time a forehand blow, “Never!” another back hander this one sending blood flying from his split lips.

		
		“You fucking dog! How dare you say that?” You hurt her! You….hurt….her!” each word was punctuated with another powerful blow and Josh’s vision darkened and he felt lightheaded. He fought to keep his head moving, using the pain in his neck to keep him from passing out.

		
		“Fucking animal! Scum!” she was screaming, “I’m going to fucking kill you! I’m going to make it last so long you’ll think you’re in fucking hell! I….”

		
		“Sophia!” Kitty appeared, “My love, stop! Please! We can’t kill him now!”

		
		“I’ll do whatever I fucking want!” she turned and reaching under the bed, pulled out the Halloween bag with the cartoon black cat on it. Reaching into it she removed a long curved hunting knife.

		
		“Going to start with your balls, one at a fucking time, then I’ll slice your fucking lips off, then your eyelids and…”

		
		“No!” Kitty cried out, “We can’t! We have to wait; we have a game to play! Please calm down Sophia! It’s okay, it’s almost over!”

		
		“It is over!” She came forward and Josh screamed when she stuck the tip of the knife into his kneecap. “I like that! I want to…”

		
		“Sophia! You’re scaring me!” Kitty pouted, “Please, stop! We have to…please?”

		
		“I…” Sophia stood there her bare tits heaving and her lips curled into a snarl. Her knuckles were white around the handle of the blade and her body was trembling.

		
		“Easy,” Kitty purred, “Let your sweet girl make it better.”

		
		The knife fell to the floor and she wrapped her arms around herself, her hands on her shoulders.

		
		“That’s it.” Kitty whispered, “Nice and easy, just let me hold you like you hold me.”

		
		She sank to her knees and lowering her head whispered, “I’m sorry, sweet girl.”

		
		“It’s okay.” She smiled, “Good Kitty’s here to take care of you.”

		
		“And I love you for that.” She caressed her cheek and leaned her face into it. “Hmm, my sweet little Kitten, so much fun we’re all going to have soon. Thank you.”

		
		She stood and pulling her skirt up, picked up her shirt and slipped it back on, “You’ve seen enough of this body, it’s not yours anymore.”

		
		Josh lifted his head, even that small move causing pain in his neck and head and said, “You…can’t get away with this. Matt will come up here and see this.”

		
		“I’m sure he will and we’ll be waiting for him.”

		
		“He’ll stop you.”

		
		“Oh, I don’t think he can.” Sophia shook her head. “He couldn’t before and neither could you.” She shook her head, “Stupid fucking dog. You had me, you really did. But all it took was pussy and you let me get you, just a piece of ass, know why? Because all dogs think with their cocks.”

		
		“I don’t like them, much.” Kitty frowned and Josh flinched when she reached down to his crotch, but she only pulled his underwear over his cock. “Don’t want this hanging out, Sophia likes to cut them off.” She giggled, “I just think they’re yucky.”

		
		“Yes, it was yucky to let him fuck her one last time. I’ll have her recall this at the house, before you left for work, she’ll think you had one last happy moment together. Shame that I need her to believe that.” She sighed, “I suffer, and she gets a good memory. Oh, well, guess that’s what friends are for.”

		
		“You need help.” Josh told her, “I…I can get it for you, I…”

		
		“Yes you can help, by dying.” She picked up the knife and twirled it around in her hand, “You fucking cheat, do you know everyone who died, did because of you?”

		
		“You hurt her and that pain made us wake up and when we’re here it’s to protect her. You broke her heart, that other pig hurt her body and that was bad, but you broke her heart, hurt her even worse. Going to get yours very soon dog, it’s a joke she’ll mourn you, I’d love for her not to, but we need her too.”

		
		“You’ll rot for this.” Josh told her, “You can kill me, but your crazy fucking ass will go to jail.” He paused to spit blood from his mouth and saw one of his teeth hit the floor amidst the puddle. “No, not jail, they’ll kill you, you’ll be a cop killer, they’ll…”

		
		“And you’ll be dead anyway so who cares. Besides we will be just fine.”

		
		There was a loud knock on the door and Josh felt a surge of relief flow through him.

		
		“Hey Josh? Listen you two done in there? We need to…”

		
		“Matt!” he yelled, “Get your ass in here! I…ahhh!”

		
		Josh’ words turned into a choking cry when Sophia grabbed his balls and squeezed them.

		
		“Ever see testicles explode?”

		
		“Josh!” The knob turned and he door rattled.

		
		She gave his balls a slap that caused a wave of nausea and he fought not to throw up as she turned and walked towards the door.

		
		“Hold on!” She called out in Sheri’s voice. “We got a little carried away!”

		
		She tucked the knife into her boot so only the hilt was visible and throwing the bolt, opened the door.

		
		“Hey Matt!” she smiled, “Thanks for this, we had a great time!”

		
		“Sure, I…”

		
		“Matt!” Josh yelled, “Get away from her! It’s her!”

		
		“I know who your wife is, Josh.” Matt closed the door behind him. He had removed his mask and was facing Sheri, not even looking his way.

		
		“No, its her! Look at my fucking face it’s her!”

		
		“And I said I know.” Matt replied and taking her face in his hands kissed her. “Hello Sophia.”

		
		“Why, hello yourself, sexy.” She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him hard.

		
		“Hi Mattie!” Kitty giggled, “what about me?”

		
		“What about you?” Matt kissed her forehead, “I love your costume.”

		
		“Yay!” she clapped, “I picked it out you know!”

		
		“Good job.” He touched her cheek affectionately and turning to Josh shook his head. “Sophia I told you this was going to be quick, you didn’t have to beat him.”

		
		“Says you.” Sophia shrugged, “Trust me that is easy.”

		
		“W…what the fuck is this bullshit.” Josh whispered as Matt walked over to him.

		
		“Yeah bullshit is what this is partner.” Matt agreed, “A whole lot of fucked up bullshit and you’re the cause of all of it. Well,” he tapped his chin, “No, I guess a lot started before you, but you made sure it all came together.”

		
		“Speaking of coming together, baby.” Sophia came around and grabbing Matt’s cock kissed his neck, “Knowing he’s going to die is making me damn horny.”

		
		“Now’s not the time.” Matt said, although he made no move to stop her from stroking him. “Later.”

		
		“Hmm, I think he should see this, at least for a minute.”

		
		Sophia dropped to her knees, unzipped his jeans and reaching in pulled out his hard cock. She took it in her mouth, turning her head enough for Josh to see her sucking on him.

		
		“S…Sophia stop.” Matt moaned.

		
		She removed his cock from her mouth with a loud slurping sound and rubbed it on her face.

		
		“How’s his cock look in your wife’s face, dog?” She smiled and flicked her tongue across him, “You like that?”

		
		“You’re not my wife.” Josh said slowly.

		
		Just like anytime he had walked into a dangerous situation on duty, he immersed himself in that icy calm that had seen him through those times. He had no idea what the hell Matt was playing at, but he knew his partner and there was no way Matt would see him die, this was some kind of fucked up game. Sophia had him by his dick, literally, but in the end Matt was no killer. He had to stay calm and find a way to say the right thing, maybe play on Matt’s code he claimed he had.

		
		“No,” Sophia gave Matt’s cock a kiss before tucking it back in his pants, but remained on her knees. “I’m not, but I’m in her body and Matt enjoyed her pussy very much yesterday morning,” she sighed, “And last night. You have no idea where you wife is or what she does, do you?”

		
		“My wife….is a good woman I don’t have to.”

		
		“No, you just don’t care.” Sophia corrected him.

		
		“Sheri is a good woman, Josh and you have no idea how fucking sick it’s made me the last few years to see her with a piece of shit like you.”

		
		“You’re no better. Matt.” Josh remained calm, “You’re fucking my wife. It might be loony

		tunes over here doing the talking, but it’s her.”

		
		“Loony tunes” Kitty laughed, “I like Bugs Bunny!”

		
		“You’ve wanted her for a long time haven’t you Matt?”

		
		“I’ve been in love with Sheri for a couple of years now.” He said running his fingers across her cheek. As he did, she leaned into his hand and rubbing her face up and down, purred like a cat. “But what could I say? She loved your disgusting ass, or thought she did anyway.”

		
		“You want her, fucking take her.” Josh told him, “Take all of them; go have a good fucking time. Hell you’re fucking three women at once, good for you, just go and run off somewhere.”

		
		“Oh, and of course you’d let that happen.” Matt grunted, “Sure you would. You wouldn’t have let her leave you before all this anyway. You’re a cop and an asshole you’d have made her life living hell and you know it. If she went with me? You’d have every cop there hating me, you’d ride me off the force and sad thing is those fucking pigs would take your side. No, you’re what’s in my way Josh, what’s in our way. Sorry it has to be like this.”

		
		“She’s a murderer. She’s killed seven people you’re going to let that go for a piece of ass? For the love of a sick woman who doesn’t even know she’s sick?” His eyes were locked onto Matt’s and when he looked away Josh added, “You’ll be one too Matt, you let her kill me, you’re a cop killer. You will get caught and you know what happens to cop killers.”

		
		“I’m not going to kill you, she is. In fact I won’t even see her do it. And all you are is a dog who’s going to be put down.”

		
		“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Josh asked.

		
		“Me? Nothing, in fact I thought you’d be proud of me, after all you’ve been telling me to take what I want for years so that’s what I’m doing.”

		
		“You can take me anytime!” Sophia laughed.

		
		“Always a piggy!” Kitty sighed, “Matt’s going to play with me too! He can have tea with me and Alicia!”

		
		“And eventually love and take care of our friend, a good man who’ll appreciate her love.”

		
		“Yes. Matt knelt down next her and kissed her, “I’m going to take care of all my girls.”

		
		“You’re as crazy as she is.” Josh said softly and felt the nerves creeping back in, “Matt, they’ll find out. I’m a damn cop they will beat the shit out of this case until they find her.”

		
		“Yes, they will push and no one will push harder than your revenge minded partner.” Matt smirked at him, “I’ll have lead and I know the whole story, I know just how to guide them away from her.”

		
		“You can’t hide everything, the….Family services, she fucking worked there, it’s how she got the victims; her name will show up sooner or later.”

		
		“With others who did her job and nothing can be proven, you know a fun fact? Seeing Sheri can’t remember what Sophia and Kitty do, she can lie right through a polygraph because she’s not lying. Walters told me that, who says he’s useless?

		
		“Matt.” Josh took a deep breath, “If you stop this now, bring her in, she goes to a hospital and a good one. She’s the wife of a cop, she’ll get the best care and Walters will make sure of that because he’ll want to be the one to cure her. Stop this now she gets help.”

		
		“Shut up Josh.” Matt said, “She’s not going anywhere, nothing will happen to her.”

		
		“Enough!” Sophia snarled and whipping the knife from her boot jumped to her feet, raising the blade over her head, “This dog dies now!”

		
		“No!” Matt stepped in front of her “I want him to know. I want him to know why this is happening to him, to know about me, the real me.”

		
		“Okay.” Sophia lowered the knife. “But don’t be long. Kitty wants to go trick or treating.”

		
		“Of course. Umm, why don’t you…give us a little room?”

		
		Sophia frowned, then turned and walking over to the bed, picked up the bag and sat on the bed. She reached in and pulling out a stuffed black cat and some clothes started dressing it, “Alicia has to get ready anyway.” Kitty smiled.

		
		“Oh, sweet girl, you are precious.” Sophia laughed.

		
		“You hear that?” Josh lowered his voice. “Insane Matt, fucking insane. Sheri is sick, look at her, she’s the definition of an insanity plea, a legit one. She’ll never see jail, Matt. This…this stuff can be treated.”

		
		“No.” he shook his head, “She’d be institutionalized for life. Even if they gave her medication they would never trust her in society, you know that. She’s taken seven lives they couldn’t let her out..”

		
		“But she’d be alive and get help.”

		
		Matt was kneeling in front of him and Josh held his gaze as he continued to speak softly, “You let her kill me….Matt when they find her they will kill her. If she’s lucky they shoot to kill, but…she killed a cop, if they only wound her, they’ll beat the shit out of her, hell they might rape her, they’ll make her suffer then kill her. You want that?”

		
		“They…won’t catch her. You’re the last one Josh, cop or not sooner or later the case fades. I could only find Sheri’s connection because I knew it was her, knew exactly what to look for.”

		
		“You…you knew it was her?”

		
		“The night in the alley. I…I caught up to her. She tried to jump the fence, but I grabbed her leg and pulled her down into the alley. I had her around the waist and was wrestling with her, trying to hold her down until the cops got there to help. She started to get away again and I grabbed her head and her mask came off.”

		
		“I…couldn’t believe it! She….she started begging me to let her go, to not let them hurt Sheri, to please help her. I… I….was in shock. I heard the cops coming and I told her to run, but I was going to call her and if she didn’t agree to come talk to me I would give her up and they would come get her.”

		
		“You let her go.”

		
		“Yes. Josh I love her. I’ve been in love with Sheri, she’s everything I’ve always wanted in a woman and I’m perfect for her and she knows it.”

		
		“No, psycho kitty knows it, not Sheri.”

		
		“That’s not true.” Matt lowered his eyes. “Four months ago, I told Sheri I loved her.

		
		“You….what?”

		
		“I couldn’t take it anymore and I told her. And she…she said she loved me too.”

		
		“Bullshit!”

		
		“No, bullshit was her staying with you. She said you were her husband and she couldn’t leave you!” He yelled the last part, then immediately calmed down.

		
		“We’ll get there.” He nodded, “Oh, and by the way Josh? Don’t get your hopes up about stalling me. Rains is the only one who knows you weren’t him here tonight. People down there just think he took a hot girl up here for fun and no one interrupts the Big Dog in his house.”

		
		“Dog house!” Kitty laughed, “Josh is in the dog house!”

		
		“So we got all night. Couple of other fun things about tonight? Because of the shit that went down in here, this room is soundproofed, and…” he pointed across the room. “See that full length mirror? There’s a lever on the side that opens a door behind it. It leads down to a door that opens into the adjoining building.”

		
		“That’s back from when this place was first built and the former owners were running serious quantities of coke and horse. So when Sophia’s done, she’s skipping right out that door no one will even see her leave.”

		
		“Planned this all out, didn’t you, you sick fuck?”

		
		“Of course I did, hell I had Kitty write that note I showed you, you didn’t even notice how different it was from the others, good work detective.”

		
		He laughed and Josh heard more than a little nervousness in it, “Never mind the fact Bad Kitty was right under your fucking nose! Walters tells us about this woman, how she would be having weird dreams, sleeping more than usual, strange behavior, Sheri was doing all that. Most people would really notice that change in their wife, but as long as she left you alone you didn’t give a fuck.”

		
		“He’d give a fuck once in awhile” Sophia said, “A lousy one.”

		
		“Hey,” Kitty exclaimed while putting a skeleton shirt on the stuffed cat, “Watch your mouth in front of Alicia.”

		
		“Sorry, Kitty.” She ruffled the cat’s fur, “Sorry Alicia.”

		
		“That’s better,” Kitty smiled.

		
		“Listen to that shit,” Josh told him again, “You want to live with that? You think she won’t…”

		
		His words were cut off by Matt slapping him in the mouth

		
		“I said shut up!” Matt snarled, “All these years all you’ve done is fucking talk and tell me to shut up, well you shut the fuck up and you listen to me!”

		
		“Okay, Matt.” He said around the fresh wave of blood in his mouth. “You talk, tell me all about how fucked up you are.”

		
		“Another word and I’ll let her cut one of your fingers off.”

		
		Josh’s eyes widened and a sinking feeling went through him at the look in Matt’s eyes. He was losing his damn mind. Josh nodded and Matt smiled.

		
		“Hey, I have to admit you were right Josh, act like an asshole, be a little free with your hands, people listen. You’ve taught me a lot.”

		
		“But the way you act is going to get you Sheri.” Sophia said, “It already got you us.”

		
		“Right, Sheri. So I lie about going to the hospital and go home. My mind’s racing, what the hell do I do? I did what I always do, I work. I sat back and tried to put it together. Then I remembered Walters talking about prior abuse and Sheri’s childhood. I listened a lot more than you did so she told me a lot of the things her father did to her. He raped and beat her and her piece of work mother knew it and never said anything, just let it happen.”

		
		“So I log into the database and start checking around for murders up in New Hampshire where Sheri grew up. Twenty one years ago when she was fifteen, there were three murders in two weeks. All men. Two were found in motels both killed with what the detectives figure was a small hatchet. Huge cuts and slashes all over their bodies, blood and body parts everywhere, goddamn brutal. “

		
		“The third victim? Sheri’s father. She said he just wandered off? Well he seemed to wander into the woods, tie himself up to a tree and slowly dismember himself. One piece at a time and cauterize each wound. She cut him to pieces and kept him alive while she did it. It’s still down as the most brutal murder in New Hampshire history. Fingers, hands, feet, cock, ears…” he shuddered, “Sophia made him pay the way few have ever paid.”

		
		“Motherfucker.” She snarled, “He still died too quick!”

		
		“The murders stopped when he died, all down as unsolved. A week later, Sheri’s mother checks her into a hospital for observation because she had gone from never sleeping to sleeping too much, had mood swings and according the reports talked to herself all the time. She was there for a week, the doctors blamed stress and trauma from losing her father, gave her some meds to sleep normally and sent her home.”

		
		“Because I stayed out and did all the talking.” Sophia said, while putting a skull mask on the cat.

		
		“Yes, Sophia’s quite the woman, sociopath, not a psychopath, I think you see the difference, no?”

		
		Josh didn’t answer and Matt shrugged, “That’s right I said shut up, odd to see you listen.”

		
		“So now I know her past and remembered Walters saying it would take some kind of trauma to cause another break and wake the girls back up.”

		
		“The girls.” Josh repeated.

		
		“Yes, my girls now.”

		
		“You can have them.”

		
		“Here’ where I blame myself.” Matt frowned, “I…I am kind of responsible for these killings. I’m the one who set her off.”

		
		“I thought I was the reason.” Josh said, still trying to find an angle that could get Matt back on track, for now he would just play along.

		
		“I told you I professed my love to Sheri. She admitted she loved me as well, but as I said, she wouldn’t leave you. She was raised to be a good woman. Her definition of a good woman came from her waste of a mother who was the type that you were lucky to be married and everything was always the wife’s fault. That’s why Sheri says she’s sorry every time you act like a prick.”

		
		“What do you mean act?” Sophia asked, and then laughed at her own joke.

		
		“So my frustration grew, every week I sit there and watch you treat her like crap, hear you’re bragging about your whores at work and now it’s worse because I know she cares too. I finally decided to show her just what a piece of work you are.” He grinned, “You think I’m a pussy, that I’m a goody goody and naïve?”

		
		“I’m guessing not.” Josh replied.

		
		“I went to Marla, gave her a camera and a thousand dollars to film you fucking her.”

		
		“You…”

		
		“Then I went over your house, because it’s not like you’re ever there and showed it to her. Sat and watched ten minutes of you not only fucking Marla, but her egging you on to say what a dull, boring fuck your wife is. Marla earned her money that was damn sure. I sat there and held her while she cried and I thought for damn sure she would say she was leaving you.”

		
		Matt took a deep breath and when he spoke there was an edge to his voice, Josh had never heard.

		
		“But know what she tells me a few days later? She tells me it’s her fault! It’s her fault you fuck everything that moves! This woman….this good woman blames herself for your disgusting fucking behavior!”

		
		Matt leaped to his feet and began pacing.

		
		“Un-fucking believable!” he shouted, kicking one of the chairs over as he stalked back and forth.

		
		“So now here I am in love with a woman who I just showed proof to about what a scum bag her husband is and she’s just sitting there with you saying she’s sorry for everything!”

		
		“Let me kill him now, Baby.” Sophia suggested, “You’re getting mad.”

		
		“No, I want him to hear this.” He pointed at Josh. “In fifteen years I’d never told this story, but I told it to Sophia last night and I’ll tell you now.” He laughed, “Only one of you will be around to remember it though.”

		
		“You know my parents are gone, but not how because you don’t care. Well, doubt I’d have told the truth anyway. Let me tell you about them. My father, to most, was a good guy. A successful attorney, solid member of the Chicago community, donated a lot of time and money to charities and honestly for the most part a decent father. But…he was a lousy fucking husband; he was a fucking dog that makes you look decent.”

		
		“Matt’s daddy was a doggie?” Kitty asked, “Ours was too! Too many doggies in this world.”

		
		“Yes, sweet girl there are, now play with Alicia.” The Sophia half said as she picked up the long knife and ran her finger along the blade, “Because soon there will be one less.”

		
		“My room had an old vent in the back of my closet. My parents never knew it, but it I could hear everything they ever talked about in their room or the living room. One night I hear my mother crying and they’re fighting, she found out he was cheating on her, had been fucking his interns and assistants, several of them.”

		
		“My father tells her to knock it off and grow up. He gave her a nice house, plenty of money to spend, a respected place in the community and a son, so what was the big fucking deal he got some on the side? Sound familiar Josh?”

		
		Josh simply nodded, there was nothing else he could do right now except hold out for some kind miracle that Matt would come to his senses, but the way he looked right now, eyes wide, face red and yelling, it wasn’t looking good.

		
		“I…was devastated, but twelve, what the hell do I say? My grandmother, my mom’s mother, comes over and I eaves drop on them. Grandma…yeah a product of an era of knuckle dragging pigs and meek women, tells my mother what my father did, suck it up and get over it. She had a good man so what he slept around? Just be a good wife and let it go.”

		
		“Sounds like Sheri.” Sophia nodded, “But I’m taking care of that, right now, going to take that decision away from her and her pain.”

		
		“She’ll be in pain when I die.” Josh said.

		
		“For a very brief time, dog. Won’t take her long to get over you. I’ll be there to make sure of it and…” she pointed at Matt, “There’ll be a new man in her life, and bed, very soon.”

		
		“So for years I would hear my mother crying herself to sleep. Every night that scum was working late, out of town, or playing cards, all code for I’m shoving my limp cock in another dirty slut. When I was seventeen I finally brought it up and asked why she stayed and she told me it was for me, but also because it was her fault. She wasn’t making him happy, so her fault.”

		
		“Matt he won’t understand, just let me turn him into a pez dispenser.”

		
		“Candy! Yay!” Kitty lifted the cat, which was now dressed as a skeleton and yelled “Trick or treat!”

		
		“So I confront my dirt bag father and he tells me I don’t know anything about being a real man. Told me I was a mama’s boy and fucking sissy. Just like you, Josh, assholes like you are a dime a dozen.”

		
		“Well…I moved out when I was eighteen, got a place with a couple of roommates while I went to school. My mother calls me one day, in hysterics. I go home she tells me she found out my father had been fucking her best friend for years and just got her pregnant. Everyone else heard about it and she was now pretty much a laughing stock, at least in her eyes.”

		
		“My father had made a fool out of her for years with her own best friend and she realized everyone fucking knew it but her. She told me I was a good man and to promise to never be like him. I did that and I left. I got the call the next day my mother committed suicide, took a bottle of pills. She left a note saying….” He stopped and rubbed his temple. “Saying she was sorry she couldn’t make my father happy.”

		
		He kicked over another chair and screamed at the wall. “She…fucking still blamed herself! She killed herself over that piece of shit and was sorry!”

		
		He turned and came back over to Josh, “Know how upset my father was? He was so upset that when I went over there to see if he was okay a few hours after the funeral….he was in bed with his fucking secretary, not even the whore he knocked up, but another fucking woman! That’s what my mother meant to him. But….that’s okay.” He nodded, “I left that night and waited a week then went over and had a nice talk with him, know what his last words were to me?”

		
		Josh shook his head.

		
		“I think it was ack…ack…ack…” Matt made a series of gagging sounds. “Not very profound, but that was after I kicked the chair out from under him and the noose had tightened.” He laughed, “Poor dad, so distraught over my mother he killed himself. At least that’s what I made him write while I held shotgun to his head.”

		
		“Goddamn.” Josh whispered, “You are as crazy as she is.”

		
		“Why, because I wanted to see an abuser of women dead, that makes me crazy? Yeah, you would think that.”

		
		“So to say this thing with Sheri pissed me off was an understatement. Then the killings start and…I find out it’s her and when I call Sheri after finding out about her past, she answers, has no idea what I’m saying then Sophia takes over and comes and sees me. We talk and…”

		
		“Nah, we fucked first.” Sophia laughed, “And after, and again!”

		
		“Yeah..” Matt grinned, “Your wife’s got a sweet pussy, Josh.”

		
		“Grow up.” Josh told. “I don’t care.”

		
		“Right, you don’t, no fun, I wanted you to be mad. But can’t have it all I guess. When Sophia talks about her and Kitty going to sleep after she killed her father and how she woke up because her friend was being hurt again it hit me that her finding out you cheated broke her heart and….her mind. “

		
		“You were her everything Josh, not that you deserved that, but she was so sure she had a good man, she was devastated and she thought she was coping, but when she went to sleep, Sophia came out and did what she thought would help, started killing dogs.”

		
		“She’s in tune with Sheri, again Walters was right, she knew everything Sheri did, even things she had forgotten, like patient files. There was no physical list she was looking through, she was recalling things Sheri had read two years ago, plucking names out of her sub conscious memory. So…looks like you and I have these deaths on our hands for different reasons.”

		
		“But you’ll have one more than me.” Josh spoke slowly, making sure he sounded calmer than he felt. “In fact, more because I’m telling you Matt doing this seals your fate and hers, they will kill both of you.”

		
		“Nope, they’ll never find out.” He shrugged, “Take my word for it, not like you’ll be here to see it. So we keep talking. At first it was weird talking to her and Kitty two…people I guess in the same body and I wondered why they didn’t kill you, stop the pain the way they did with her father.”

		
		“Because she thought she loved you.” Sophia said, “She hated that beast of a father so it was easy to go and kill him, but you?” she frowned, “If I killed you she would fall apart, even I wouldn’t be able to hold her together because.” She grinned, “I’m crazy and wouldn’t last long in this world.”

		
		“But then…I explained to Sophia that if she did kill you, I would take your place. Now, not right away. Sheri won’t remember this and she will be grief stricken because she’s a good wife, but I’ll be there to hold her hand and comfort her. Then as time goes by I’ll profess my love for her again and we’ll be together.”

		
		“But you won’t go without in between, baby.” Sophia purred, “I’ll take good care of you while you’re waiting for her. That will be the first time you make love to her, but I’ll be your dirty slut from today on.”

		
		“I’ll play too!” Kitty laughed, “But you have to be nice to me.”

		
		“And this time, we’re sticking around. We’ll let Sheri live her life with you, but we’re not going back to sleep, we’ll stay in our room, make sure everyone is happy.”

		
		“She will be happy.” Matt smirked at Josh, “Because she’ll have a real man.”

		
		“A real man?” Josh laughed, fuck if it was his time he wasn’t going to go out begging, that was for sure.

		
		“Yeah, a….”

		
		“Yeah Matt, real men hide downstairs and let their girlfriends face their enemy. Real men wait until they’re tied to a chair to show up. Real men plot behind their friends back to kill them and steal their wife and even then you’re going to make her kill me. You’re a real man alright; a real fucking coward is what you are.”

		
		“Fuck you!” Matt yelled in his face.

		
		“Fuck me? No, fuck you. Matt when they catch you…after beating you to within an inch of your life, know what will happen? They’ll put you in general population and as a cop killer? Well the guards will just keep somehow forgetting to lock you in safe and sound. You’ll be the bitch of the entire cell block, they’ll rape you until you can’t walk then when your ass is used up start on your mouth, oh and they’ll pull all your teeth out first so you can’t bite them when they do, you’ll be a toothless bow legged bitch until one of them finally shanks your ass and ends your misery.”

		
		“They are not going to find out! They won’t…”

		
		“And her?” Josh jerked his head towards the fucked up bitch that used to be his wife. “Know what’s going to happen to her? They’ll catch her, have some fun with her then she’s going to go to a hell hole asylum and at night when the doctors are gone the orderlies are going to come into her room and rape her.”

		
		“No!” Kitty cried out, “No!”

		
		“Oh, yeah!” Josh laughed, they’re going to drug you so you can’t move, but not enough that you can’t feel and they’re going to tie you face down on the table and rape your ass.”

		
		“No….” Kitty wailed this time, “They’ll hurt Kitty!”

		
		“Shut the fuck up!” Sophia snarled, standing up from the bed.

		
		“That’s right Kitty, they’ll get behind you and put their nasty things in the bad place and hurt you every night, over and over, in every fucking hole, probably more than one at a fucking time!”

		
		“Oh no!” Kitty started to cry.

		
		“Shut up!” Matt hit him in the mouth with a hard right and another fiery pain went through his neck and his head hit the back of the chair.

		
		Josh let his head hang down and opened his mouth, letting the blood drool from it.

		
		“Another real man move.” He said quietly.

		
		“Josh, I…”

		
		“Matt, listen to me.” He whispered so Sophia couldn’t hear him, not that she could anyway as she was hugging herself and talking soothingly to Kitty who was crying. “Think, she…Sophia is staying around. She’s crazy. The first time you don’t come home from a stakeout or she thinks you stared at another woman, or some woman looks at you….she’ll call you a dog and kill you.”

		
		“No, Sheri loves me and…”

		
		“You have one chance to make this right. Let me go, take her in now and she gets real help and you…I don’t give a fuck what you do, just stay the fuck away from me.”

		
		“I’m sure that would work. You would see to it they found out about me and make sure they did to us what you just said. Sheri wouldn’t give us a chance because she was afraid of you, what you would do to us. So Sophia is going to rid us of you and the killings will end. I feel for the victims, but all I can do now is make sure there’s no more. Your bad Kitty’s last dog, Josh.”

		
		“Matt I don’t deserve this and you fucking know it! None of those men deserved it.”

		
		“I’d say you’re getting what you deserve, but you’re getting more than that.” Matt put his hand on his shoulder. “Because shame is my plan involves you dying a hero. Think about it, big procession, the flag covered casket, twenty one gun salute, a medal they’ll give to Sheri, and maybe a nice speech from some boob of a politician. More than you deserve.”

		
		He stepped back and snapped his fingers, “But, hey, on the plus side let me thank you now. Because your life insurance policy, the one that will pay double for you dying in the line of duty, will provide a very nice life for the grieving widow and her new love. After the holidays and a couple of months of working a hopeless case I’ll put in to transfer to Boston, they’ve made me offers before and I’ll take it and Sheri will come with me.”

		
		“And us!” Kitty said as she held Alicia and stroked her fur, “All of us.”

		
		“Yes, all of us. A nice new start for all of us, so thanks Josh.”

		
		He turned to Sophia, “Its time.”

		
		“About fucking time, thought you were going to talk him to death.” She rolled her eyes.

		
		“Just things I wanted him to hear. I want the last image in his mind to be me by his grave holding his widow’s hand.”

		
		“And fucking her that night.” She smiled, “Maybe we’ll put a picture of him next to the bed so he can watch you fuck me every night.”

		
		“No.” Josh said, “Last thing I’ll think of is the two of you, getting raped in the ass when they catch you.”

		
		“Fucking dog!” Sophia raised the blade and Josh shouted,

		
		“I’m not afraid of you! I’m a lot of things, but I’m not a fucking coward, you want to kill me kill me!”

		
		“Oh, I will.” She nodded.

		
		“Untie me and fucking fight me!” Josh yelled, “Think you’re so bad, bitch? Give me a chance!”

		
		“I kicked your ass when you had a gun in your hand.” She shook her head, “Nothing to prove to you, dog, and I don’t want to get my hands dirty.” She reached down and put her hand over her skirt, “As it is I need to douche because of you.”

		
		“It’s over Josh.” He looked at Sophia, “Just as we planned.”

		
		“Yes, my love.”

		
		“And…make it quick, just his throat, give him some dignity.”

		
		“Okay.” She sighed.

		
		“Now, remember you’ll have about seven to nine minutes from when I make the call. Response time will be a little slow because of all the details looking for…well, looking for you. So do what we discussed to me, kill him and clear out.”

		
		“Then we go trick or treating!” Kitty laughed, “Alicia is very excited.”

		
		“Yes, we will.” Sophia said, “A little late, but you’ll still get some candy.”

		
		“Bye Josh.” Matt said, “Sorry it had to…”

		
		“Fuck off.” Josh spit a glob of blood at him hitting him in the face. “I hope she shoves your balls in your mouth when she gets sick of you.”

		
		Matt pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiping at his cheek said, you’re lucky we’re friends or I’d let her do you however she wants to.”

		
		“Hmm, think there’s a blow torch around here somewhere?” Sophia asked.

		
		“Just what I said, quick. Ready?”

		
		“I’ve been ready, motor mouth.”

		
		Matt turned his back to him and walked over to the door. Opening it he removed his Nextel and with a final look his way, opened the door and spoke into the phone, “All units this is detective Dennings I’m at the cathouse, Bad Kitty is here and is alone with Detective Wilson, I’m moving in now and need back up!”

		
		Matt closed the door and a moment later Josh flinched at the sound of a gunshot and the wood around the doorknob exploded into the room.

		
		“Police!” Matt yelled, “Drop the….no!”

		
		He yelled then smashed the Nextel onto the floor where it shattered in pieces. “have toi make this look good.” He winked at Josh. “I came in, she came at me, I tried to shoot, but…”

		
		Sophia walked quickly over to the door and as Matt stepped in with his gun drawn she said, “Sorry about this, honey.”

		
		She slashed downward with the knife and Matt yelled as the blade sliced across his arm. He dropped the gun and fell to his knees his hand clutching his arm. There was blood leaking from between his fingers and when he lifted his hand Josh could see the deep wound peeking out from his torn shirt. Matt lifted his hands, palms out to her and with no hesitation; Sophia slashed the knife across them. Matt screamed in pain and blood flowed from his sliced palms.

		
		“Love hurts, I guess.” He grunted, looking up at Sophia, he said, “Do it, I can’t see you kill him.”

		
		Sophia nodded and slammed the butt end of the knife into his head, just behind his ear. Matt’s eyes rolled back and he fell face down on the floor, blood pooling around his hands. Sophia kicked the gun across the room then turned and strode up to him.

		
		“It’s time dog, no more talk no more doggie lies.” Grabbing the dog mask from the floor, she roughly pulled it over his head. “Think this will be a striking way for you to be found.”

		
		She stared down at him and grinned, “Oh, and by the way? I know my love said to let you die with dignity, but I am going to have to take your cock, after all we did have sex.” She laughed, “There’s that difference between a sociopath and psychopath again! But don’t worry I’ll kill you first, but I did want you to know what I’m going to do.”

		
		She lifted her hand over her shoulder, preparing for a vicious backhand blow that with her strength would most likely almost sever his head, Josh’s mind raced, there had to be something, some chance to…his heart skipped a beat. Chance.

		
		“Hey, where’s my chance!” he yelled as her hand started coming down.

		
		Sophia hesitated then snarled, “You get no chance, not for you dog!”

		
		“The game!” He exclaimed, “The game has rules! Kitty! Where’s my chance?”

		
		“He’s right.!” She piped up. “He gets a chance.”

		
		“Kitty we don’t have time for this bullshit. We…”

		
		“Game is the game! He gets a chance, every doggie gets a chance, even this doggie!”

		
		“Thank you good kitty.” He said softly.

		
		“You…” Sophia’s lips curled over her teeth.

		
		“Please, Sophia? Please give doggie a chance.” She giggled, “I’ll be a piggy for you later! Please?”

		
		“Fine.” She lowered the knife, “A chance, but we make it quick.”

		
		“Yay!” she jumped up and down like a child.

		
		“Okay, dog. Your chance. One question wrong answer you die.”

		
		“Okay.” He tried to swallow, but he had no spit left in his mouth and he was having a hard time breathing in the mask.

		
		“Dog, did you love Sheri?”

		
		She smiled already raising the knife and Josh closed his eyes and said, “No.”

		
		“Liar, you…” he cringed, but no blow came.

		
		“He…he didn’t lie.” Kitty said.

		
		Josh opened his eyes to see Sophia staring at him, a confused look on her face. She lifted the knife then stopped. “You…you didn’t lie. You didn’t love her.”

		
		“No, I didn’t” he told her. “I never did, not in that way anyway. I only married her because she wanted it and everyone thought it was good for me. I’ve never loved my wife the way she wanted, not from day one.”

		
		“I….fuck!” Sophia yelled and slashed with the knife.

		
		The knife went over his head and turning she started pacing, swinging the knife and swearing.

		
		“He fucking answered honestly! He didn’t fucking lie, the dog didn’t lie! What the fuck do we do?”

		
		“I…don’t know.” Kitty said, “No one ever answered that way before I guess we let him go.”

		
		“No! The police are coming, He’ll tell them! Matt will get hurt and then they’ll get us!”

		
		‘Just let me go and we’ll…”

		
		“Shut up!” she slashed at him, but it once again went over his head as if she couldn’t do it.

		
		The cops were on their way. He had to stall, he had too…”

		
		“Listen, Sophia, we can figure this out, let me go, we grab Matt, we all go out the secret door, then we talk and…”

		
		“No! I mean…I…oh fuck!” Sophia howled in frustration. “What…, oh, no we’re in trouble, I…”

		
		“I know!” Kitty laughed, “I’ll handle it!”

		
		“How?”

		
		“Oh, I don’t know.” She giggled, “Maybe Alicia knows.”

		
		“Kitty this is no time to be a fucking child! We need…”

		
		“Trust your good kitty.” She replied, “She can be a big girl when she needs to be. Please, trust me? I know how we can be happy.”

		
		“Okay, sweet girl, but quickly. He’s right, they’ll hurt us…”

		
		“I got it!” Kitty turned and going over to the bed returned with the stuffed cat in her hand, the bloody knife in the other.

		
		“Alicia, mister doggie answered the question right, but…we still can’t have him be around, what do we do?”

		
		Josh watched her lift the cat to her ear and make hissing noises as if it were whispering to her. Take your time, you fucking whack job, just a little longer.

		
		“What?” Kitty asked, “Yes it is Halloween” she made the cat whisper again. “Oh, yeah Halloween’s about treats and…” she smiled. “Okay!”

		
		Still holding the cat under her arm she stepped in front of Josh and smiled at him her eyes wide.

		
		“Mister doggie, I talked to Alicia and…well see, you did answer right and any other day you’d be fine, but….its Halloween and that means scary things and candy and treats and….”

		
		She lifted the knife and snarled, “Tricks!”

		
		As the blade descended, she screamed, “Bad Kitty says trick or treat!”

		
		The End


	OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-H5CQRLOA.png





