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-Out of place - Day 1 First Monday

	Not enough personal space is a concern of mine. On my list of concerns it ranks just below unnecessary contact. I guess it's why I shy away from public transportation. Body odor is another reason but over the years I`ve come to accept that people just smell different. This bus has its own stale rank odor masking anything else. Stupid noise is higher up on the list. I call it stupid because it`s what people do just to eliminate silence. I believe that most people are afraid of extended silence. I on the other hand enjoy it. But don`t get me wrong I like company. Just that of my own choosing. None of these would make the cut. Not the young black teenager with skinny jeans and short red tee. His music is too loud. Some of that new rap, a disgrace to old hip hop.  Shows a lack of taste. I have taste. The two women across from me are dressed like hookers. High skirts with net stockings and tight blouses. Their faces are painted with make-up. One is white, one black but both appear tired, as they should. Prostituting is demanding job. I respect hard workers but not whoring. The woman sitting on the left of the hookers I can respect. Her post office uniform immaculate, except for the milk  likely from her kid. And despite istainst being Monday a bright smile lights her face. Pretty as she is it's no wonder the man a few seats away is starring. But she isn't paying him any mind. Who would enjoy being lusted over by a man wearing a dusty pants suit. I spend a lot of time observing people. Being able to read them is a part of my profession and addiction. Body language can tell you a lot about a person. Seeing how they react to outside influences, can expose so much. Like the man in the very front seat. Already moving a couple seconds before the bus can stop. It grabs my interest. So as the doors open I stand up and follow him off. I don't follow to close and stop once out the bus. The air taste good outside. The sky is still dark at 11:00 am, and I can taste the coming rain. The streets are empty and a small apartment complex is the only place he can go. It looks like landmark apartments, a series of buildings with four apartments connected. A nice neighborhood. The man walks into the nearest building and lucky for me goes in a door I can see. My job just got easier. So instead of rushing I reach in my jacket and retrieve a cigarette. Newport shorts. I like the taste of menthol. Sadly I can't find my lighter in any pocket. Then I remember it's in my backpack. I sit the small Nike bag down and get the white lighter out of the front pocket. I`m a man of a few different vices. The smoke lasted for a few thoughtful minutes. And sadly my conscious is eating at me. This isn't a random stalking. The man`s name is Jeff and I`ve been watching him for a couple weeks. He is a married man with a lovely wife named Brittany. Both 32 years old, a little older than me. But this isn't Jeff`s home, and Brittany isn't aware of this place. Its Monday and like the past three Mondays a meeting is supposed to take place. One of a scandal. I`ve found out that a Cynthia lives in the apartment. Cynthia is an online prostitute who Jeff meets on Mondays. I`m a man of morals and respects.  Certain things just shouldn't be done. Violating a marriage contract is one of them. I can't understand committing to marriage when infidelity is in your mind. Marriage should be sacred,it’s a pet-peeve of mine.  I look towards the buildings parking lot. Making sure it empty except for Cynthia's silver Honda.  She isn’t home, I’ve made sure of that. Prostitution is still illegal. I pull on my latex gloves and walk to the door. Apartment 5C. I smile feeling goose bumps spread over my body. My pupils dilate just a little. I start breathing a little faster as the key enters the lock. I can feel my mind slipping out of control. So I pause to take a deep breath to calm myself. One, two, three, four, five and another breath. I feel the edge easing off. The key turns quickly and I ease the door open the same way. Lights are on and Cynthia`s perfume is still strong. It`s a cheap scent, Liz Taylor's white diamond. I can smell Jeff`s cologne too, and hear him in the bathroom down the hall. 
I pull out my tape recorder and push play. "Jeff come to the kitchen" Cynthia`s high pitch voice blares off the recorder. 
"I hope you're ready for me! " Jeff yells back 
Hope your ready for me, I say to myself pulling out my chloroform and soak my rag. I`m fighting to control my breathing as his footsteps come closer. I dart forward and grab him.  Jeff Yells and tenses up feeling the power in my tight grip knowing  it's not delicate Cynthia. But, my rag is over his face before he can react. 
"Breathe, breath it in," I tell him calmly and start seeing scattered black dots as he passes out.
 I let out a deep breath and start dragging him into the living room. Thirty minutes later I throw a cup of ice cold water on Jeff`s face. 
"Wake up Jeff" I yell at him. His eyes open looking groggy as he tries to focus. I smile as I see the confusion spread across his face. 
"What`s, who are you? where is Cynthia" he yells and tries to move but his arms and legs are tied to the wooden chair. 
"Don't yell and stop moving or you will ruin my setup, and if you do that I'll shoot you," I tell him calmly pointing to the 357 caliber revolver.   
His eyes widen spotting the silver pistol. And when he sees the IV`s running into his chest the confusion returns. "What's going on?" 
Great question. And I have an answer. " I sit on the table gently moving the two liter bottles of purified water that the IV`s are connected to. "This is a game I call Justice and you're the victim." 
"Justice, for what?" 
I laugh, "for what?". I have to stop myself, "you have the nerve to act innocent inside of a whores home whom you`ve been committing adultery with."
 He frowns, "did Brittany put you up this prank. That stupid bitch." 
The sound of my hand clapping on his face sounds before I realized what I’ve done. But, I`m happy I did it.
 "Don`t" I take a breath" disrespect that women, your wife who you cheat on. You`re the stupid bitch. " I say with a rage full tone then sighed, "besides this has nothing to do with her it's a robbery, what do you want? 
“I knew Cynthia was a cunt but this is low." He glances around, "She's her isn't she. Come out whore! at least show your face!" 
I laugh, "she`s in jail, thirty days for prostitution. So please stop yelling." I touch the pistol and his face pales. "Thank you."
 "So what are you going to do to me, I can pay." 
I look Jeff in the eyes letting all expressions fade from my face. I call it the deliverance look. I want them to understand I'm serious when I say it. Feel the coldness in my words. I feel my stomach swell like a child`s on Christmas morning. My palms are sweating.
“The IV`s are connected to the bottles of water. Needles are in your lungs. when I open the valves the water will fill your lungs effectively drowning you. Jeff you're going to die today I'm going to kill you."  
Jeff`s eyes widen to their widest point. Then he starts to laugh hysterically. Tears are even falling from his eyes. 
"Are you serious." he catches his breath “I mean that look and your tone is great. But, look at you. A killer get re..." 
I flip the valves open letting the water flow. The goosebumps return in a flash. Jeff`s laugh turns into a cough. He starts hacking, choking trying to empty his lungs. Water spits out his mouth onto the table. 
I wipe it up with my rag, "You’re making a mess Jeff be neat. Cleanliness is close to God, and you’re about to meet him." 
Jeff`s cough is turning violent. Half of the water is gone. His back is bucking off the chair with each cough. It makes me go erect watching him wheeze for the smallest bit of air. His eyes look like they are going to pop out. I love it. This is what I live for. Jeff keeps fighting trying to get out of his restraints. Now his cough is continuous he can't breathe. I can hear the water coming up his throat. It`s is starting to pour from his nose, and the bottles are empty. I grab Jeff by his head and lean in close to his eyes. I can't break my stare watching as the last bit of life leaves him. His body goes limp and I let him go. Water is steadily pouring from his eyes, nose and mouth. Pleasure rocks over my body like a chill. I enjoy the feeling for a few minutes until it fades. I take another minute to catch my breath and compose myself. Then I carefully take out the IV`s and remove the ropes. I move Jeff's body so that he is laying down. I pack my bag and turn off the lights as I close the front door. My cell phone rings after my first step. I answer on the second ring without glancing at the name. 
"David it`s Grey with the Charleston DA office" the man says. 
I remember the name, "Hello Grey" I keep walking. 
“I know this is short notice but I need your help on this trial. It`s a capital murder, double homicide. It`ll be strictly consulting on your part." 
"Double Homicide, you say short notice when is the trial?" 
Grey sighs, "tomorrow afternoon." 
I laugh, "This is short notice, I`ll clear it with the boss, shouldn't be a problem. See you tonight."  
Grey sighs with relief, " Thanks David I owe you big." And I hang up with Charlseton on my mind.








-Work - First Thursday 2:00 pm

	I do love my job. To me it's easy and comes with visible results. I put people in jail, prison. As an assistant District attorney, irony, I love it. But, at times it does become boring. Now for perfect example. I'm in the Charleston  central courthouse. A room full of people all listening to my college buddy Greg. He is talking to the Jury giving his closing argument, which I wrote. Which is the only reason he needed me. The only reason he thought he needed me. But, he can use more. I have nothing against him but his look is,  well Greg is ugly and people don't like listening to ugly people. I consider it a fact. So even as my meticulous words come from his mouth. Some, no most of the jurors are looking around. Some at the basic blue carpet. Others out the clear windows into the clear sky, the pews full of spectators and reporters. Even the judge can`t focus on him. Sadly I`m not paying him much attention either. My eyes keep drifting to the defense table. Not at the man in the cheap suit with the denial cut. The denial is a stage of balding when they don`t want to shave but need to. He is the defendant. Guilty as far as I'm concerned. He caught his wife with his best friend. Both are dead now. A classic example of how men love harder than women. Normally this would be an open-shut kind of thing. But, evidence gun-shot residue, was found  on the friend, and a hole in the defendant. So he has a chance at self-defense. Making it worse the gun was the friends as well. That brings me to the defense attorney. The object of my current interest. Ms. Eve Styles, long chestnut hair and light brownish tan skin. Her face is beautiful, innocent green eyes and spotless teeth, and her plush lips. ‘I love lips’ Her red skirt suit fits her slim curved frame perfectly exposing just enough cleavage and legs. Eve looks over at me making eye contact. I smile and she rolls her eyes. At the same moment Greg finishes his argument. The judge nods, "The jury is dismissed to deliberate. The court is in recess." 
People start leaving as Greg turns to me with a prideful smirk. 
"That was great, we got them David. Thanks for the help" he says. 
Eve is just walking over and catches Greg `s words. "I knew that you couldn't have written that" her voice is slightly accented but clear and smooth. 
"As Long as that bastard is behind bars who cares” Creg says with what should be a smile
“I still get thirty thousand for losing. What about you 11.25 an hour? Not much of a prize.” She laughs. 
I can't help but laugh. It's true. 
Greg doesn’t like the joke and frowns. "I have a clean concise at the end of the day" He replies. I have to drop my head. 
"Your David Sims, ADA Columbia" Eve asks. 
I look up, "The one and only." 
"How is it up there?" " I’ve been thinking of moving, Atlanta has a shortage of work these days, and competition.Why Im here now… screening an all that" 
"You’ll make plenty of money and we work for bonuses." I reply smiling. 
Someone calls Eve's name and she waves. "I have to go hopefully I’ll see you soon?" "Hopefully." Eve leaves and I watch her go with my full attention. So many fantasies playing out in my mind.
 "I’ve lost three cases to her, I hate that bitch." Greg says heavy with emotion. 
I flinch, "don't talk about women that weigh around me, ever."
" I'm sorry I forgot." Greg quickly apologizes. 
I`m suddenly disgusted with his company, physically and mentally. 
I look at my Rolex. "I need to get on the road.Call me if you're in my area.” I`m already walking away and don’t hear Greg`s reply.
 Like I've stated before I don't tolerate disrespect to women. It disgust me to a high level. So I briskly leave the court house. Luckily no one tries to speak to me. I`m not in the mood to converse. I climb into my navy blue Cadillac CT6. It's my travel car only a year old. I light a Newport to calm my nerves. When that's not enough I turn on the radio. An Adele song is on and it helps to ease my mind. I need to get home. I need a fix. The desire is starting to swell since Jeff. Losing control isn't good in any circumstances. Mine in particular can be dangerous literally. So I pull out of my park and start for home. Nearly two hours later I pass the sign indicating I'm back in Columbia. It's almost dark and the road is bare. But, I'm starting to sweat my hands soaking the steering wheel. I`m out of Newports and the music is annoying. I`m chewing on a finger nail and hungry. Stopping isn't an option right now. I`m entering my withdraw state. You have to understand, like an addict I know when it's been too  long. I go through stages just like them. But, unlike them, the end result is not dying,death is the result. Spontaneous things I tend to regret. Things that can get me in a lot of trouble. I keep a sedative on me at all times. One good shot of morphine to put me to sleep. How I feel now it's not an option. The road is slightly blurred, I open up the dashboard. A can of purple drink, it's a grape blend of rose hips that helps calm my nerves. I swallow most of the can and start my breathing exercises. It's helping a little bit, but my heart is still pounding. Then I see a car on the side of the road. Its emergency lights flashing and a person waving. They`re a quarter mile away. I think a solution has presented itself. 
"Please be a man, be a man.Dam it!" I yell and hit the steering wheel. 
Sweat pouring down my face. As I pull over behind the Audi SUV. I'm wiping my face with a rag. Thinking about how this needs to play out. The man is walking to my car before it can play out in my mind. He is at my passenger window, and I recognize his face. It's George Penn a district councilman. A slime ball politician completely self motivated, and the scenario clicks into place. I let the window down. 
"Thank you for stopping, I`m a city councilmen Penn" he says. 
I smile, "what's the problem sir, I`ll help anyone who gives so much to this city. Civil servants gotta stick together." 
He smiles, " well my phone is dead and I've got a flat, somehow my wife took out the jack, you wouldn't happen to have one?" 
I return his smile, "Yes I do, it's in the trunk, I can't understand women sometimes." I pop the trunk, " it's the only thing in the trunk. Meet me back there." 
"Thank you, sir we need more people like you I`ve been out here for an hour." He starts for the trunk. 
"I wouldn't say all that" I whisper getting out of the car. 
The air is cool and feels good on my skin. It helps to calm me down as I walk to the trunk. Old George is leaning over in the trunk for the jack, I didn't lie. It's the only thing in it. Except for some ropes but, but not for long. I slam the trunk door down with all my strength. It hits with a crack and a grunt from George. I gasp hearing the sound. His legs go limp and I look down the road, both ways. No cars are coming. Quickly I lift the door and shove his legs inside. I check his pulse it`s thumping softly. That's good I hoped it wouldn't kill him. Spin injuries can be tricky. I tie his legs and arms and, just in case I put a gag in his mouth. I shut the trunk feeling lighter with a wide smile on my face. Some would call it a skip as I move back into the car. I'm Cheesing maniacally as I drive down the interstate. Wow is how I`m feeling in a word. Getting so close to the line is dangerous. But, when I soak in my desire it feels so much better. Like sex after going dry for months. The orgasm feels so much better. I turn on the radio and Public Enemy's Fight the Power, is on. I turn it up to the max and coast. I drive all the way to St. Andrews road with no trouble. I park in the Food Lion parking lot in front of the laundromat. A women is inside washing clothes. A minor inconvenience. So I get out and go inside of Food Lion. The trip is a blur to me. I come out with a carton of Newports, change, and some Tide detergent, with bleach. I am a clean freak. I get in the car and wait. It's four cigarettes and thirty minutes of clothes. I watch her drive off. No one else is in the parking lot. Twitching I get out and go in the laundry mat. I pull a cart and notice the women left a ragged blanket behind. 
"Thank you!" I say dropping it into the cart.
 I’m whistling back to the car. I’m feeling ecstatic knowing George is about to get his act cleaned up. He'll be spotless after tonight. I stop the cart at the trunk and ease it open. The first thing I see are his wide eyes. But, it smells like piss  
I frown. "You pissed in my trunk!" I growl 
He yells into the gag and I flick him in the eye shutting him up. I pull him into the cart and cover him with the blanket. 
"Son of a bitch pissed in my trunk" I mumble lighting a cigarette. 
As I walk the thought of piss in my trunk irritates me. So much that I lift the blanket and out the cigarette on his face. he yelps into the gag and, I put the butt into my pocket. "You`re a pisser, at least be a fighter, Jeff would`ve fought a little." I tell him. 
The laundry mat is cooler than outside and clean I like that. I push the cart to the back where the big silver washer stand. The goose bumps are spreading over me. 
"Well old George time for you to clean up your act." I say opening up the machine, he is still whining as I lift him in the blanket. It's A tight fit into the machine. But, with a good push he goes in. I slam the door and pause taking a deep breath. I slide enough quarters in and stop on the knob. 
"Heavy duty wash for you Mr. Pissy" I say with a smile and turn on the knob. 
		George has maneuvered so that his face is against the door. His eyes are full of desperation. I love the look it makes my stomach swell. I push the button to start the cycle and smile as the water enters. He is growling and grunting. Even head butting the washing machine door. The struggle only makes me enjoy it more. I can’t stop shaking even twitching involuntarily. I lick my lips as the water fills the machine. Then it starts to quake. Rocking violently as the man is jerked around. I watch shivering at the mystery. Is he going to drown or will his neck break. The mystery entrances me until the blood starts mixing with the water. It immediately diminishes the vibe. I wipe my face and leave the building lighting the cigarette. It was great until the blood started flowing. I can't stand seeing it. Even a drop can still my nerves. I fight it from my memory and get in the car and, as I`m driving off start smelling piss. 
"Damn you George you had to be a pisser!"









Chapter 3 - Second Monday 9:00 am

	I like my job. Truthfully I do enjoy it. Not like people who do something they are impartial to. I don't indulge in things that aggravate me in the least. That goes for people as well. No one should. Those who do are passive. I refuse to be content in life. Money isn't an issue I hit big doing business law for a couple years. My parents were well off enough to leave me a nice sum. How much? That would be telling on myself. For a hint I drive a black Audi A8 to work, no lease, I own it. Still it is Monday and I'm grumpy. So is the police officer manning the gate to the parking garage. We exchange polite waves but, neither of our faces are in it. I drive through the parking lot sipping my coffee. When I enter the section for ADA`s I spit out a mouthful. News 10, 19 and WLTX vans block my way. More than a dozen other news papers and channels, even Fox and CNN. All of them have lights and cameras they are setting up shop. I park wondering what could've brought up all of them. Then I remember the pisser. Didn't think he would cause all of this. I arrange an appropriate face. Slightly angered and, determined. My business face as usual. I check my face climbing out. I pull on my jacket and straighten out my boss suit, charcoal grey. I grip my black briefcase and leave the coffee on the hood. As I near the chaos I start to feel eyes on me. Surprisingly nobody says anything to me but, talk amongst themselves. The mobs appetite is already gated. Thank God. I don`t know what they have been told but, I will find out. Maybe it isn`t the pisser. I push the up button and wait for the elevator. A minute later I ease into the metal box. Luckily no one has to ride with me. Elevators are places where the most awkward things happen. I hit three and wait. When the doors slide open I'm hit with a fresh coffee scent. I step onto the soft navy blue carpet and go left. My workplace is divided into two parts. One long hallway split by an invisible boundary. To the left of me are a series of offices belonging to the public defenders, twelve in total. To the right is the DA section. We have cleaner wood grain walls, better lights and coffee. We also get paid more, as we deserve. Only four of us plus the boss. I stroll through as usual glancing in offices. Sean Jones is busy in his computer and doesn't pay me much attention. Sean has marriage issues that spill over into his work life. The dark circles around his eyes speak volumes. That's why he is in the first office, bottom of the totem pole. Lucy Jones office is opposite his a short way up. She is engrossed in putting a mask of makeup on. But, when your head is un-shapely. Hair sparse in the front and eyes to small. I know it sounds mean but she looks mean. 
"Good morning Lucy" I speak  loudly in passing, 
"Morning David" her voice is so beautiful 
I see my favorite co-worker. The gorgeous redhead Kristen Sinclaire. She rolls her big green eyes at me. 
"Have fun I'm going on vacation" she says happily. 
I sigh, "is it that bad." 
She laughs, "that would be telling. The only reason I got leave is because I promised not say a word." 
"The boss wants me?" 
She walks away, "In your office." 
I smile even though I'm dreading the coming meeting. It's never good if the boss is waiting in your office. I walk the rest of the way preparing mentally. My office is the last on the right. I step in the open door to see two men. One is my slick haired boss Tom Leggs. He is an older guy fifty one maybe fifty two. He looks older, age lines surround his eyes. But, he dresses young in a light grey Armani suit the color of his eyes. The other man is a cop, he has the look. A cheap navy blue no name suit. Low blonde hair and nosy blue eyes. Slim maybe six-one around my own size. Neither fit my office actually contradicting it. My carpet is plush and brown. My desk is old oak taking up the room width. None of my three lamps are on. The cop is canning my tall bookcase. It's full of law books in history books. I like the past it`s constant not like the future. Tom stands up from the burgundy chair with a smile on his face. 
"David, Good morning!" 
"I hope it stays that way," I say moving behind my desk. 
At a glance I notice someone has been carefully plundering, the cop. 
“It should” Tom says, "David meet detective Booker Homicide with the county." 
Detective Booker steps over extending a hand. I shake it, "Detective." 
"They speak well of you in the department, say your the best." he says 
 I nod, "that's because I usually end up doing their jobs." 
Which is one hundred percent accurate. I end up investigating my own cases. It's something I like for a few reasons. I hate incomplete stories so I tend to dig deeper. No one likes a surprise at trial and, cops tend to overlook aspects when looking for a suspect. Their job is to arrest, it's mine to convict. I don't like sending innocent people away they don’t care. It's one of my reasons for not liking police. My habit another and, them being nosey as well. "That is exactly why I have volunteered you for this" Tom says. 
"It's never good to be volunteered Tom. What is going on? The news is in the parking lot!"
Tom sits and Booker follows suit. I sigh and do the same. Tom sighs and rubbed his chin. It's his nervous twitch. 
"The heat is coming down from the top brass, have you seen the news?" 
I shake my head, "I got back from the low country last night, so no." 
"Councilman Penn was found in a washer machine on St. Andrews road on Saturday." Tom says, I flinch. It's the pisser, "the hell." 
Booker shakes his head, "It's bad, he was alive when they put him inside, horrible scene." Tom shakes his head, "and it has brought light to a problem. The city has over 70 unsolved murders, and the public is mad." 
Seventy murders, I try to quickly tally how many are mine, not all of them maybe thirty or so.
 "In a two year span it's embarrassing" Tom adds. 
"Not for us" I say looking at Booker. "Not passing the blame but that's your people." 
"True enough" Booker says smiling. I don't like his smile. 
All I see are the words kiss ass where teeth should be. 
"Either way the brass want all hands on deck for this. A special force has been assigned. Detective Booker is in charge and, you`re on it as well." Tom says with his boss like tone. 
I want to burst out laughing at the irony. Me on a task force investigating my own murders. It should sting but instead it tickles my gut. I hide my emotions and let my jaw hang, 
"How, what, this isn't making sense." 
"We need fresh eyes and will eventually need warrants signed. My bosses don't want any mistakes. So when we get these guys we nail them. Your coworkers Ms.Sinclaire will prosecute, and we have a Judge on call. You`re lucky you missed the press conference." Booker says still smiling. 
Tom Stands up, "don't try to get out of this David it is final." He turns and leaves. 
I wait until he is gone and lean back in my chair, "wow I come back for this." 
"It won't be that bad, I`m great company" Bookers says. 
I laugh, "heard that plenty of times, so Penn's case is First." 
He shakes his head, " no we have something more interesting Penn’s is  a robbery. His car is missing and cards maxed out. Jeff Daniels is our first case" he looks at his watch. "I have an interview in a few." 
I cut him off I`ll come and watch." He smiles. 
An hour later I'm standing outside the interrogation room. Through the one way glass Booker is talking not to himself but to one of my mistakes. The small man is a nerd, he is wearing a Superman shirt and dirty jeans. Even his brown hair is stringy, I don't like him for obvious reasons. He lives in the apartment across from Cynthia. 
Booker clears his throat, "so let's go over this from the top Billy." 
Billy sighed, " again, I’ve talked to three other people already." 
"I know, but each time we get something better, you might remember a little more. This will be the last time alright." 
"Let's just get done." 
"Good now how do you know Jeffry Daniels?" Booker asks and Billy shrugs. 
“I don’t know him personally, I see him going to my neighbors apartment a lot." 
“What is a lot?” 
"Every Monday and sometimes on Thursdays." Booker nods, “what is your neighbor`s name?” 
His eyes brightened a little, "Cynthia.” 
“How well do you know her?” 
He shakes his head, "we are friends, we have drinks at her house every so often." 
“Okay,” Booker writes something down. “Did you know that she is an online prostitute?” Billy frowns, "Cynthia isn't a whore. She just has a lot of male friends." 
“Have you ever paid her for sex?” 
Billy hits the table, "she isn't like that!" 
I flinch at his reaction. I`m ashamed of Billy not only is he obsessed he has a false perception. 
Booker raises his palms, "calm down Billy, I can only go by what these papers say. Cynthia is in jail for prostitution. It could be a mistake." 
Billy exhales, "she isn't like that , I know her." 
“Okay explain what you saw last Monday,” Booker asks. 
This is what I’ve been waiting for. 
"I was at my window, I was worried because I didn’t see Cynthia for a while. I saw Jeff going inside like always, I thought he would leave right away. But, instead I saw another man go in." 
“Describe him!” 
Billy spins his thumbs and starts describing. My mind starts to spin hearing a mediocre description of myself. The little perv saw me. I look into the file in my hand as they start sweating. This can get bad and I lose myself in thought until Booker exits the room. 
"So what do you think?" Booker asks and I shrug. 
"It's hard to tell, he likes her too much. This other guy could be fake." 
"That is how I feel, I`m going to get Billy here an eval appointment." 
"Make it quick he looks like a runner, can you hold him" I ask. 
Booker shakes his head, "No he will be alright, that's it for today,  want to get lunch." 
"No, maybe next time I have a date." 
Booker smiles, "lady friend?" 
"Something like that."









Chapter 4- Second Monday Afternoon 
		
I still can't believe I was so careless it's not something I usually am, normally I`m too careful. But, how could I know the nerdy, perverted sob across the hall is a stalker. I know it's one of those things. Things of the unknown and bizarre. But, really who stalks a women two hundred dollars can buy for a few hours. Billy is pitiful a disgrace to men. He needs to tighten up. Well it's too late for that. He is a loose end now. I`ve been sitting in his parking lot for an hour with a pack of Newports. It's raining hard and his apartment lights are on. This isn't something I normally have to do. Killing a suspect, it's dangerous. I took every precaution. Even putting Jeff`s finger prints on my gloves and, even something yet can put me at the scene. A pervert, worse a delusional one. He is worse than a pisser, he's a snitch. I check my bag for the tools I need. I have to make this look like what it is. The true killer coming back to kill a witness. It has to be brutal and fast. My gun is clean and loaded. I even have another of Cynthia`s clients prints to further divert evidence. I love the past but hate having to backtrack. Not over my own stuff. I out my Newport and lift my raincoat hood, I climb out and walk towards the apartment. My hands are sweating holding the 9mm. This isn't my style at all, effective but, shooting someone is to distant for me and too quick. Also gun-shot wounds usually bleed a lot. I don't like bleeding. I stop at the door and catch my breath, it's going to be quick. He answers the door and I blast him. Two maybe three times, chest shots. I can see it happening in my mind. So I knock hard three times and wait. No one says anything inside. But, I can hear a T.V blaring inside. My heart is racing after thirty seconds. I`m getting impatient and knock again. The door opens immediately and lift the pistol but, freeze. I can't pull the trigger and I`m wide eyed. I blink trying to remove what I'm seeing. It has to be a trick, I must be still in the car. I even start shaking my head. Someone else is at the door. 
"What`s wrong David, you look like you’re seeing a ghost." She says. 
Hearing her voice snaps me into reality. I`m not dreaming. Beautiful red lips and a loose black dress. Her hair in a ponytail. It`s Eve Styles. 
"Eve?" 
She smiles, "put that away it's dangerous. Come in I'm sure you'll like what is inside." 
I do as she says and step into the apartment, it smells like steak and red wine. I`m still confused. Do I have the wrong address, or does she know Billy. If so he might not have to die. 
"I`m just starting the dishes, Billy is a little tied up. Just come into the kitchen" she says. 
I follow behind her then stop, "what is going on Eve, you live here?"  
She laughs, " that would have been a good question at the door. But, no I`ve been waiting for you. Now hang up your coat and come on." She goes down the hall. 
I don't like the answer at all but, I`m at a disadvantage having a gun drawn at the door and all. So I do as asked and follow. I keep on my gloves and tuck the big pistol on my hip, just in case. I walk into the kitchen it's empty except for the basic appliances and a round wooden table. Eve is a sink doing dishes, a bottle of wine open on the counter next to her. I can't understand what's going on. But, something is wrong with the table cloth. It's high, 
"sit down I'm almost finished." She points to the chair directly behind her. 
"How do you know Billy?" I asked sitting down. 
She laughs, "Met him on the bus today" she replies. 
"You didn't strike me as the type to ride buses in Atlanta" I say. 
"I don’t" she says drying her hands and placing the dishes in a plastic bag. "I told you I was thinking of moving, I have some friends here. They said see the city so, I took a cheap tour." "Makes since, so you’re a resident now?" 
"Yep" she goes to the stove and turns a knob then sits down opposite of me. 
"So what brings you to Bill's house with a gun and a murderous look in your eyes?" 
"That would be telling and might hurt our blossoming relationship" I say.
 "Blossoming is a stretch if you can’t be honest with me," she says losing the smile. 
I smile, "you're one to talk." 
"Trying to pass the blame, subtle manipulation did you take psychology?" I nod, "Minor." 
She smiles, " so did I so, can we try again?" 
"Honesty only hurts people Eve" I frown. "Don't make me hurt you Eve." 
I really don't want to hurt Eve. Not just because I'm attracted to her. I don’t hurt women and I’ll go far out of my way not to. But, this is a tricky situation and she is in the worst place. 
"Hurt me you say, sounds like you mean that David" she replies leaning on her elbows. "Where is Billy?" 
"Close by, close enough to hear us." She sits up, "Wine?" 
"No thank you so, what is up. Are you going to tell me or will we sit here until Billy comes back?" 
Eve sighs getting up to grab the wine and sits back down. "Crazy thing is if I tell you it could put you in a bad place, very bad place. That is if I'm wrong but, I think I'm right." 
I laugh, "I can handle myself."
 "I'm probably a little too much for you." she laughs, both of us go quiet and let it linger. 
We stare at each other, letting the tension build and, for the first time in a long time, I can't stand silence. Not with her in the room and, I still can't put this puzzle together. 
Eve sighs, "I guess I'll talk" she licks her lips, "I met Billy on the bus. He got on at the courthouse looking stressed. I started talking to him, just in case he needed some legal help. Turns out he saw a murder suspect leav3e the sluts apartment across the hall." She giggles and covers her mouth, " he is obsessed with her, it's sad." 
I shake my head smiling. 
"So anyway he tells me the story and I invite myself to dinner, I’ve been waiting on you, well not you but, somebody to come looking for Billy." 
“Why would they be looking for Billy” I ask. 
"To kill him, you see just from how he described Jeff`s death I learned what type of person did it." 
The hairs on my arms stand up, this is a set up twenty cops are probably in the backroom. A recorder under the table or on her body. 
Eve stands up and leans on the stove, "it took a meretriciously individual one, who cares about his craft his work. He takes every precaution, Cynthia is in prison because of him I am sure. They stalked Jeff for weeks then waited no" she pauses with a pouty face scrunching her lips. "They followed him." Then she starts walking around the table, "the way Jeff died would have been a thrill for them to watch. Then they just left leaving no trace." 
I’m shifting in my chair, how can she know my whole plan, prep and all. I have my hand near my hip, should I shoot her and be done with it but, where is Billy? 
Eve laughs, "the perfect kill, I'll give it an eight since it's not my style, but it's good except for Billy." 
“Where is he!” I scream 
Eve stops to my left pointing the wine bottle at me with a frown, "no questions." 
“I get answers now!” 
"I hope you`re the one I`m looking for, wow.... if so...." she mentally drifts off. 
I can’t take it anymore, won’t go out like coward prison isn`t a option. I jump up pointing the pistol at Eves face, her eyes go wide and she goes completely still. 
"Don`t move Eve, don`t you fucking move."I state it like law. 
"David" she whispers. 
I shake my head, "no more games, show me the wire and tell anyone else here to come out now or I'll blow your head off!" 
Eve laughs hysterically holding onto her stomach, eyes watering. The display blows my nerve and I drop the pistol and fall to my knees. 
"Just arrest me, I’ll have my day in court" I say shaking my head. "I dropped the gun come out." I drop my head in shame. 
Eve stops laughing and walks over to me bends over to pick up the pistol. Then she gently touches my left cheek with her hand. 
"Get up I`m not the police, I hate the cops that's why I chose criminal law." She taps my face, "I know you're like me David." 
I look up into her eyes still ready for them to burst in, but something is wrong with my thoughts. Her words sound sincere and gentle. So I stand up and allow her to usher me back in the chair. 
"What's going on Eve," I whisper. 
"You killed Jeff by putting water into his lungs so you could watch. I appreciate watching life leave people just as much as you do." She moves to the stove letting a hand slide over my neck. I hear her words but they aren’t making sense. 
“Like me how?”
 She puts a small meat cleaver on the hot stove. "I`ll show you, just watch and enjoy my show. It's my way of telling you the truth." 
A show I think to myself. Then she pulls the tablecloth away. I gasped aloud and push my chair back. A glass circle is resting above the wooden table top. Between the two is a man. His arms and legs spread and tied down. A red gag ball in his mouth. His eyes are wide and he is sweating, it's Billy. Eve moves the glass off of Billy and looks at me with a sinister smile. 
"I’m going to tie up this loose end for you David." I can't get my breathing right. 
I'm excited and afraid. My mind snaps the bizarre puzzle together. Eve is the farthest thing from the police, she is a killer. A sociopath similar to me, how, why? Doesn’t matter. How she figured it out is my concern but right now I can't stop looking into Bill's eyes. He is helpless and is returning my stare but, his eyes are filled with the things I love to see. He wants help, needs it. Tears are seeping out as he screams into the gag. A cold wave washes across my body, it has been so long since I watched someone kill in front of me. 
"I can see the look in your eyes David, I love it" Eve says sliding on a thick black glove. 
She picks up the glowing red hot cleaver licking her lips. The steam from it making her sweat. Billy starts screaming into the gag. Eve lets out a laugh and cuts into his throat. The smell of his skin burning fills the room, it makes my stomach growl loudly. The rest of my body trembles, her clever hits the bone and she grunts putting weight behind it. It cracks the neck loudly and hits the table, Bill`s head rolls onto the floor to my feet. I look down into his frozen dead eyes and calm myself. I laugh and Eve is as well. Then the blood starts pouring out, my stomach twists into a knot. Blood is all I can see, I feel myself lose consciousness.








 Chapter 5 2nd Tuesday

               I wake up in an unfamiliar room. The curtains are dark green, I`m looking up into a large mirror that reflects the entire bed, king spread. I`m under the plush pink blanket. It`s green and black with a lion on it. The bed is lavish each post has a lion on it. I stretch out and feel the heavy oak headboard. A matching dresser and mirror cover the opposite wall. A black lazy-boy sits in a corner and a large plasma T.V hangs on the wall. A closet door is half open it`s light casting into the room. I roll ov3er and look at the clock 8:25 am. Damn it already morning! I get out of the bed and realize I'm in my boxers. Worse yet I don`t know where I am. The nights events rush back into my mind. I shake my head as I see the blood again. I want to blame Eve but, she couldn't have known. I'm still trying to wrap my head around the implications. Eve is a killer, a bloody one to add and, from the looks I've spent the night in her bed. She's smart too so smart. Too much intelligence is dangerous. Despite having work I need to get out of here. I see a suit hanging on the closet door. I walk to it and examine it carefully. A black Tom Ford, she has good taste. I quickly got dressed and feel a toothbrush and paste in my pocket. I have to smile at the gesture as I leave the room. The smell of marijuana hits me like a bus. I hear a women laughing loudly. I walk fast down the hallway and have to pass through the living room. Eve and two other women are sitting in a dense cloud of smoke. They all look at me and start laughing again. I wave with a smile winking at Eve. She winks back as I walk out the door. I know that my quiet exit will be a scandalous conversation. It's not my style but, the weed could get in my clothes. I stop on the steps of her townhouse. Immediately I recognized the area, it’s lake Carolina. A very nice area Eve has little bit of money but, I`ve run into a serious problem. Four cars are in the driveway, none are mines. 
I`m about to turn around when the door opens, Eve leans out. "The green X4 Jaguar, "she says extending the keys. 
I take them, "I feel like a whore" 
she laughs, "not a cheap one, and don't scratch my car it's my baby." 
I laugh, 
"See you later" she says closing the door. 
I walk past the two white 745 Mercedes and the green range rover guessing which is Eve`s. I`m finding her more interesting by the minute. I get in the Jaguar, I’m not a big fan but have to appreciate the feel of it. The green leather smells like flowers but, like any woman's care random things are scattered about. The engine roars as I hit the ignition. Rhiana`s murderer blares in the speakers. I let it play and pull out. I force my situation with Eve out of my mind. Trying to play out my coming day of work. More with detective brown nose likely. I wonder what Eve did with Billy. That will be a hell of a sight. One I`m not keen on revisiting. The music goes silent and a ringing sounds. House calling flashes on the eight screen I hit answer. 
"I still have your phone, sorry" Eve says. 
"I knew I was missing something." 
She laughs as one of the women say something I can’t make out. "A detective Booker called wants you to meet him somewhere I`m texting the address to the car." 
I frown, "Booker is getting aggravating already." 
"Have fun with the police" she laughs and the phone clicks off. 
I watch the navigation come on and highlight my new route. It's all the way in Eastover and I'm just getting downtown. I exhale preparing for the ride. Luckily there is a fresh pack of Newports in the cup holder. Almost thirty minutes later I park on the road. A flock of police and corner vehicles crowd the lawn. The grass is sparse and brown. The house is a single wide trailer long overdue for a remodeling yellow tape starts around the yard. Crime scene techs are combing over the lawn. I step out of the car and duck under the top. Booker is stepping out of the front door waving for me. 
I wave back faking a smile. "Long night" he says once I`m close enough to hear him. 
I laugh, "something like that."
 "Nice car!"
 "Not mine it's hers" I shake my head and he whistles.
 "Good job then, hope you didn't eat a lot"
 "Nothing yet." He smiles extending a small plastic bag," Come on in it's a mess in here." "Blood, I don’t do blood" I say sternly.
 He laughs, "so you're one of those types."
 I take obvious offense to his words. "I don't like being classified and, I'm not going in there if it's a bloody mess." 
"You really need to see this." 
"No I don’t, a picture will do me just fine" I say shaking my head. 
"It's Billy" he states, 
my eyes widen, "the witness?" He nods.
I swallow hard and close my eyes, "let's go." 
Booker smiles and leads the way into the trailer. I follow taking short breaths. I can smell the blood in the air, a thick aroma. The lights are on and numerous large lamps illuminate every corner. A handful of crime scene techs are busy lifting prints and hairs. So far nothing looks out of place. I mean the trailers living room looks spotless. The pillows on the tan couch sat perfectly. No dust on the T.V and the pictures look straight. We walk into the kitchen door, I`m hit with pure stench of blood. I gag and cover my mouth. Still I keep going but, I wish I didn`t. Booker blocks my path with an arm pointing with the other. A small pond of blood covers the entire kitchen floor. In the middle are three piles. One bones, one skin, and the other the rest. A few feet in front of the piles is Billy`s head. It's too much at once and I'm dizzy. I manage to get the bag on my face. The vomit comes up sour and acidic burning my throat. It even comes out of my nose. I`m rushing out the trailer without realizing it until I smell the fresh outside air. I`m bent over catching my breath when Booker catches up. I ignore him thinking about Billy. Mainly about his killer, Eve is a monster. Dicing a body like that and moving it so far, she is a risk taker. Then to display it in that way. I find myself hoping she was careful. Mostly because, I was there when the deed was done. She could`ve hid the body anywhere not spit in the police departments face. I need to talk to her this is the complete opposite of my plans. 
"Not one finger print, foot print or hair in the trailer" Booker says lighting Newport.
 I look up, "but the owners, Billy" he shakes his head. 
"Carol Myers is the owner don’t know where she is got everyone looking. Although her DNA is in the system and guess what?"
 I stand up , "nothing." 
"You're smart." He frowns, "I don't like it. It's crazy that's the third time the tech guys have combed the house. Not a single hair or drop of sweat, it is scary." 
I shudder but, smile inside Eve is better than I thought she could be.  
"How does that happen, someone put the stuff there. a really careful person, a master likely a serial killer, a perfectionist. I think that is what we are dealing with." He exhales a trail of smoke, "I quit these years ago. Yep, spent all night putting certain cases together. All of them have a connection, absolutely nothing to go on. I've already contacted an FBI analyst for a meeting." 
My face pales, "FBI, the Feds?"
 he shakes his head, "You don't like it." 
"No if we`ve been given this task force then it's ours, if the Feds come in they take control." "I know that, but I want to know exactly what I`m , we are dealing with." 
"Then we deal with it, I have court at noon. send me the files I`ll give them a fresh look." I say and start back to the car.
 I would think Booker has a few more words, but he doesn't. I get half way down the road and can`t stop shaking. I stop and hit the steering wheel, things are getting worse. If the feds come in they will start digging. When they dig they find things. Unfortunately the diamond in the coal is me.








Chapter 6-Second  Tuesday noon

"Mr. Sims" the judge yells and slams down the gavel. 
The sound jerks me back into focus. Everyone in the courtroom is staring at me. The jurors are laughing quietly and so is the defense lawyer. I blink trying to remember what is going on. Since Booker brought up the FBI I`ve been losing composure. I would normally tell myself to calm down and there's is nothing to worry about but I don ``t lie to myself. I need to think and this isn't a good time. 
"I'm sorry, your honor," I reply. 
"Are you alright Mr. Sims" the judge asks.
 "Yes your honor, can I speak to the defense at the stand" I say. 
"Come forward." 
My idea needs to work, I can't focus on this trial right now but, the guy is as guilty as they come. I can't just say I'm done. I just hope the defense goes for this. We meet at the Judges bench. 
"What do you want" the defense lawyer asks. 
I don't like the man`s tone. My mind is so gone I can't recall his name but he is awfully ugly. Too ugly to take that tone with me. 
I swallow my harsh truth, "I want to offer a deal. Fifteen for both murders on time deal." 
"Are you serious" ugly replies! 
"Yes if the judge will accept" I say looking over at the Judge. 
"If the defense will, I have no objection." 
Ugly nods, "Give me a minute to consult my client" he walks back to his table. 
"Are you feeling okay David" the Judge asks. I shake my head, 
"No sir, they have me on this new task force it's taking a toll on me." 
He nods, "I understand be careful." 
"I'm trying." 
Ugly returns, "he accepts." 
I sigh happy the man has a lick of common sense. It takes another twenty minutes to finalize the deal. As soon as the gavel hits I`m on my way out. I`m back in my office in another ten minutes. I drop into my chair and lean back staring at the ceiling. I almost drift to sleep when someone knocks on the door. 
I look up to see Lucy. "David these just got sent over from Booker" she walks to the desk and sets down a stack of files." 
"And a Ms. Sinclair picked up her car, said she will pick you up at four thirty." She really looks at me and frowns. "You look bad David, what's wrong" 
I sigh. That's the problem with being close to co-workers. We know each other like a family, able to read moods. Lucy is genuinely concerned but I’m not in the right mind for it. 
I force a smile, "just a little tired with all this stuff for the task force, and my normal case load." 
"Well call me if you need me" she says and leaves, closing the door behind her. 
That's why I like her, not pushy but completely on your side. Then it all clicks into place. I`m not stressing the investigation. I don't want to leave Columbia. I like it here. I`ve made the mistake of settling down. Made a home when I know my ailment prevents it. How long did I truthfully think I could pile up bodies before someone noticed. It has been five years so far and, as I flip through files mentally counting up my own. Five, fifteen, forty, and all the way up to sixty. It's about right one a month for five years. I know it's more, I slip up every so often but to err is human nature. Although as I see the faces of my victims some frozen with wide fear struck expressions. My body reacts as I remember each kill vividly. I find myself entranced without realizing it. Hours go by before I finish reminiscing. I'm sweating and breathing hard, it was like watching a magnificent porn movie. The results are the same. I grab some wet wipes from my desk drawer and clean my face. Someone knocks on my door softly. 
"Come in" I say while stacking up the files as best I can.
 The door opens and Eve walks in. She is wearing a brown sweater, black pants, and brown leather boots. She is smiling ear to ear and her eyes still have a slight gloss. Touched eyes as my grandma called them. 
"You look tired, long day" she says sitting on my desk corner crossing her legs. 
I find myself watching every inch of her every time I see her. 
"Lucy must like you." 
" Why, does she like girls, she is a little botchy" Eve replies
I laugh shaking my head. "No, no she is straight, but she doesn't normally let strange women just barge into my office." 
"Strange to you, Lucy and I are mutual friends. Now let's go I'm hungry" she stands up. 
I glanced at the clock 5:00 pm, "didn't know it was that late." I start stacking up the files, "let's go." 
We walk out together and wave to Lucy before getting in the elevator. The door opens at the garage level and out of all the souls in the universe, Booker is waiting to board. He glances at Eve then to me 
"Hello Sims." Booker speaks"Did you get those files" he asks. 
I nod, "unfortunately seventy five cases is a lot." 
"To many, it`s seventy-six now." 
"How?" 
He shrugs, "not good to talk in front of civilians" he points at Eve. 
"Please don't point at me like that" she says to Booker then turns to me. "If you still have work to do I can come back." 
I shake my head but Booker speaks, "I'm sorry miss we are done see you Sims." 
"Tomorrow Booker" I say then turn around. 
When I hear the door close I frown, all of my concerns return smacking me like a mack truck. I start walking taking my frustration out on the concrete. 
"Are you alright" Eve asks. 
I shake my head, "no, we need to talk" we climb into her Jaguar. 
Forty-Five minutes later we are sitting in a booth at Chilies. I have a half eaten plate of pasta in front of me. Eve finished eating hers a while ago. It has been quiet except for the ordering of food. I feel like glue is in my mouth. Just remembering Bookers casual expression, how can he be so calm. He isn't a serial killer. 
"So you ready to talk" Eve says. "If this is about last night." 
I shake my head stopping her, "no it isn't, well it is but not in that sense. I can't see a lot of blood by the way." 
She laughs, "found that out the hard way. At my own expense." 
"That was careless of you, sitting and waiting for a killer. What if it wasn't someone as understanding as I am.?" 
"We are loners, how many of us actually roam around maybe one in a billion or less. I was getting lonely in Atlanta." 
"How did you choose Columbia?" 
She smiles, "my friend in the house this morning. The blonde one is a cop, she told me about how many gruesome murders they've had." 
"So you come looking, at the worst time possible" I say sighing. "A new task force has been assigned to the killings. That detective, Booker is in charge, ironically I`m also on the squad."
She shakes her head, "that's good in a way, the inside scoop and all that." 
"Truly but, Booker is too smart, he is calling in the FBI. Your display with Billy didn't help, that was disgusting by the way. Is Carol alive?" 
She smiles like a devilish child, "nope but I have a plan for that. What is the worry about the feds, you cover your tracks don’t you?" 
"Yes and that's the problem, to many flawless crime scenes." 
"How many?" 
I shake my head, "sixty give or take ten" 
Eve's eyes widen. "You're busy." 
"I know, I have a problem" I say and she laughs. 
"Then we just kill Booker and hope the next guy is stupid."
I shake my head, "That will only make things worse." 
"Then let's just leave, new place new slate to build up" she replies as if it is obvious. 
I can't reply right away, mainly because it is the obvious solution. The correct one in this situation but, not the one I want. Eve must be able to read my reluctance in my face. "You like it here don't you" she asks. 
"Unfortunately" I reply. 
"Then we'll have to figure something out." 
"Yes we will, let's go I'm exhausted and I want my car" I say pulling out money for the bill. "Then I'll take you home," she says standing up. 
I don't even want to ask how it got their so I just get up. "Just have one stop on the way."
"Make it fast" I reply. 
"Fast, I can do that" she smirks. 
A few minutes later I regret my request. Eve has the car up the road. Going over seventy miles per hour on a city street weaving between traffic. The jaguar a blur as it jets past pedestrians and other cars. She has a pop mix blasting through the speakers. The inedible happens as we fly through an intersection. I see the flashing and drop my head. 
"Damn why are they pulling us over" Eve complains turning down the music fluffing up her chest and checking her lips. 
"Reckless driving, speeding, not stopping at a stop sign" I list off. 
"What stop sign" she says retrieving her license and proof of insurance from her small brown wallet. 
The officer casually approaches the driver side window and gestures for her to roll down the window. I`m happy it`s Richland county and it's a black man. It has been a very eventful year for South Carolina police. 
Eve rolls down the window, "hello officer" her voice is higher and laced with flattery. 
"Let me get your license, registration and proof of insurance" he states coldly. 
Eve blinks, "Yes sir" she passes him the papers. 
"Your ID sir" he asks leaning over. 
I recognize the face from court, "Hi Jim" I say handing off my ID. 
"David is that you" Jim says smiling. 
"Of course" 
Jim shakes his head. "She owes you a big one today. Ms. Sinclair I was about to take you in. I`ll let it slide on the strength of David. You two have a good evening”
He passes back the ID`s and leaves. I laugh once he is out of ear shot. Eve is shaking her head. 
"What is so funny" she asks. 
"Jim is a homosexual, hates women" I reply. "Nearly all of his tickets are to women, you would have been in jail for real." 
She pulls back into traffic watching her speed, "Carol is in the trunk." 
My stomach spins in every direction, "You're serious" 
she nods. "I don't lie very often." 
I let down my window and light a fresh Newport. "Get wherever we are going and take me home. You`re insane, how long?" I shake my head, "Don’t worry about it, I don't need to know. Just get me home." 
Eve smirks, "guess that is a no on the coffee." 
I ignore her from that point out, Eve isn`t logical something is wrong in her mind. I would have been happier finding out about Carol on a high speed chase. Not after you get pulled over by the police. It's too much and I shut down socially. I can't function around stupidity beautiful or not. A few minutes later we pull into a yard in a neighborhood I don`t know. Eve gets out and gets two large black suitcases from the trunk. She rolls them to a tan Ford explorer and puts them in the trunk. She does it all casually, practiced. She gets back in the car and takes off her latex gloves with a sigh. "Bye Carol" she sings pulling off. The next stop is my house, It's a nice brick two story home with white window panes. I sigh seeing my Audi in the driveway. My yard is still richly green even though it’s early October. Someone even pulled my trash. I get out without a word close the door softly. I glance back once and shake my head. Eve pulls off and I`m glad.








   Chapter 7-2nd Wednesday 10:30 am

 The room is illuminated by the projectors light. A spreadsheet is cast on the wall. Only me and Booker are in the small room. I call it a closet, he calls it an office. Two foldable metal chairs a cheap wooden desk and a swivel chair. A single grey file cabinet and the rest is junk. It's neatly arranged but it's junk regardless. Booker is wearing the same suit I first saw him in, he looks tired. I`m tired, to tired of him and this task force. For some reason I only talk to him. I know other people are involved where are they. Maybe I should just kill Booker and be done with it. I don't see any family pictures around. Maybe nobody will care enough to really investigate if it looks just right. Then I glance at the numerous certificates and awards on the walls. No Booker is a good cop, people ask questions about good cops. 
"These are the ones I'm focused on right now" Booker clicks his computer mouse. 
Fifteen names light up and the others fade from the screen. Six of them are mine.
"what makes them special." 
"I can connect them to a few similar people. It's a thin line to follow, but it is better than nothing" he replies clicking again. "I showed this to the rest of the task force." All fifteen pictures pop up, "all of them attend the same gym, different locations but, same times. Seven to eight pm on Tuesdays, all rode the bus." 
I want to burst out laughing but nod instead. "Seems like a stretch did anyone turn up." 
He clicks his mouse, "a few people who could possible know half or all of them." 
Six pictures pop up, it is an array of men and women. All over thirty five by the looks of it. White, Black, and Hispanic a good mixture. I don't know any of them. 
"Ms. Kimble, Lewis, and Mr. Smith, Cole, Lory and Dent. "Booker states. "Kimble, Smith, and Dent are the bus drivers on the routes. The rest are personal trainers." 
I nod silently telling myself to do a little more research. Can’t have any type of connections like this again. 
Booker turns off the projector, "I need warrants to go any further, no wires just electronic and home and vehicle ones." 
"Shouldn't have a problem, anything on Carol Myers and Jeff" I ask.
Booker sighs, "nothing and I'm still waiting on a call back from the FBI. Sometime this week bureaucracy bull and all of that." 
"Don't have to tell me about it" I reply. Standing up, "I’ll send those warrants over before three you’ll be here?" 
He nods, "should be, if not I`ll get them." 
"Talk to you later then, "I say and step out of the room. 
As I make my way from the police station I find myself thinking. Booker really wants someone to go down for these murders. I can't see him relenting until then. The Analyst is going to tell him what he wants to hear. He is determined and it can be his weakness. I`ll have to spin it just right. I am still in control, I know the answer to his problem. I step into judge Simmons offices. It's a nice place, landscapes hang on the wall and his cute blonde secretary sits at her desk busy on the computer. She waves for me to sit on the black leather couch. I pick up a magazine from the glass coffee table. It's a Star, not my style, but I can understand people's infatuation with celebrities. They need something to strive after, something they can see, not like an invisible god were faith is the hand hold. The stars are people they can touch. The devil is smart if you ask me. I`m half way through when Judge Simmons steps out. He is a small black man with thick eyebrows and a serious expression. His navy blue Steve Harvey suit is flawless.He is smiling and laughing not his normal look. I have a great relationship with him and can count his laughs on one hand. He steps out of the way and it`s Eve behind him in a dark green pants suit. She is gorgeous as always, but not a person I want to see right now. 
"State attorney Sims" Simmons says noticing me and walking over. 
I shake his hand, "Judge Simmons, how are you?" 
"I’m fine, great since having met your new competition in town. "He turns, "this is Ms. Sinclair" 
I smile. "We know each other, met in Charleston a week or so ago." 
Eve walks up, "lost a case because of David, all he did was write the closing arguments." 
"He is a killer in the courtroom, ninety percent or ninety-five percent conviction rating" Simmons states. 
"Ninety in good month" I reply. 
Eve smiles, "we will see how long that lasts." 
"This will be a sight, hope I'm not on the bench when you two go at it" Simmons says smiling. 
Eve nods, "I have to go get my office space situated. It was good meeting you your honor and seeing you David" she starts to leave. 
"Same to you Ms. Sinclair" Simmons waves. 
"Hold the elevator for me this will only take a second" I say to Eve, and extend the warrants to the judge. 
His smile fades as he takes them "these are for the task force." 
"Yes sir, Booker has a few people on his list. I think he is chasing shadows" I state. 
"Shadows are cast by a person, let him chase them as long as we get some answers." 
"You`re right, I don't want my side to get stuck with a loose case that's all" 
Simmons nod." True enough, I`ll send these to him go with the lady. You have that look in your eyes." 
I smile, "what look?" 
Simmons laughs, "get out of here Sims" 
I laugh and leave the office meeting Eve in the elevator. She smells like a perfume I can`t name but, I enjoy. I wait for the door to close. 
"Opening up a practice, it's smart to meet the judges in town" I say trying to break the ice.
Eve sucks her teeth, " didn't think you'd be talking to me so soon after the silent treatment. That was cold." 
"I’m not going to apologize, you were wrong" I say. 
Eve frowns, "in what way, you act like Im a careless child. I'm a grown woman. I know my rights and limits to a T. Just because I’m not doing it the way you would doesn’t make it wrong" attitude in every word. 
"That's not what I'm saying" I reply calmly. 
She shakes her head, "Intentional or not it's what you are saying. When you can move past that, then we can talk. If not then we have nothing to speak on." 
Now I shake my head, I can't find a way to dispute her argument. Not right now and a part of me feels like she is right but, I won't tell her that today. The elevator door opens and Lucy is waiting. 
"David I've been looking for you" Lucy says. 
"Hi Eve." 
"Hello Lucy" Eve says with no hint of the attitude she just had. 
"I'll pick you up Friday night then" I tell Eve. 
She rolls her eyes. "Call me." 
"I will" I say then step out of the elevator, "what's going on Lucy?" 
"Eve is a nice woman" Lucy says, "treat her right." 
I pause, "I treat everyone right, at least I thought I did." 
Lucy smiles, "when you want to but, on to business. You convicted a Paul Smalls a year ago and I can't find the notes" Lucy says. 
I nod, "I remember the burglaries" 
We start for my office. I dig out the notes as we discuss the specifics of her case. As I talk, I realize I'm behind on my own caseload. After I finish helping Lucy I start on my work. Three hours in I realize I'm swamped. I walk to Sean`s office and gently knock. 
"Come in" Sean yells. 
I step in his messy office papers cover his desk and boxes are in the chairs. He looks tired, should be. He took over Kristen`s cases. He won't like my request. 
"Afternoon Sean" I say. 
"You want something, what is it David" he replies. 
I stop myself from smiling. "I need you to take half my caseload. This task force is taking up more time than I thought." 
Sean sighs, "damn it wait until Kristen comes back I'll slam it on her." 
"I'll take what I can." 
"How is it going, the task force" Sean asks. 
"Booker has this perfectionist Idea, thinks it's a one man show." 
"One man, a serial killer, all seventy murders" Sean asks surprised. 
"All seventy-six" I reply. 
"Wow!" 
I nod, "that's my thoughts exactly."









Chapter 8 - 2cnd Friday 2:00 Office
              
The week goes by slow and painfully, work consumes me. Between Bookers interviews and my court cases. I`m swamped by Friday, swamped and aggravated. I feel my mind losing its patience for everything. Worse I'm scared to ease the tension. I get like this near the middle of the month and, with this task force it's even worse. Betty Sue Clark isn't making things any better she's an older lady, seventy two white hair sweet grandmotherly look. The whole nine, she is stubborn. 
"Ms. Clark your testimony will be a deciding factor, the key factor in this case" I tell her calmly. 
She shifts in the chair across my desk, "you told me that already. But, I just don't know." 
I sigh, "Mam, we`ve already established that you saw them break into the window and, you heard the screams then them running into the car." 
She nods, "yes it was dark." 
Mrs. Clark is the nosy old lady in the neighborhood but it paid off when the woman across the street was murdered/raped. It's my biggest on-going case. 
"Do you want these men to go free? I ask because if you don't I'D them and the car they will." Mrs. Clark laughs, "I’ve seen plenty of movies Mr. Sims. If I talk they will come after me." 
I lower my head, she watches too much T.V and I can’t lose this case, not because of a paranoid old coon. 
"They will get twenty five years each you`will be dead before they see daylight again!" I yell before realizing it. 
I hear someone drop a glass at my door at the same time Mrs. Clark gasps. I look up to see Lucy`s bright red face and Mrs. Clark's blank expression. All I can do is shake my head and stand up. I walk past Mrs. Clark without a word of apology. 
"Please fix this I have to go" I tell Lucy as I storm out. I can’t keep on like this. I’m going to lose my mind. I need to talk to someone but, my options are limited. Well limited is a stretch. How many people can you confide in. Hi pal I'm a serial killer on the verge of getting caught. Ha! that would be the day. I can’t stop shaking or sweating. I feel like I`m hyperventilation in the elevator. I have my phone in hand and dial my only choices number. 
She answers after the second ring, "Hello Eve” I say. 
"I’m with a client, my house at eight we can stay in ...That is why you're calling?" 
I sigh, "that will work, see you then, bye" I hang up. 
The elevator doors chime, it's the last sound I hear. I told you about my losing control, yes well it can come on if I get to stressed out. Which was right at that moment, I blacked out. Somewhere four hours later, I regain my composure in a small bathroom. It's extremely dirty, it looks like a gas station stall. I shake off the grogginess yawning. The good part about blacking out is I always wake up refreshed. Bad part is somebody ends up dead, like the white male at my feet. My mind immediately starts working. I ease out the stall and lock the bathroom door and wedge a trash can just in case. Then I check the only other stall, empty thank god. I look down and don't see any blood at my own relief. Now I revisit my victim. He is wearing a dark blue monkey suit. Mac's plumbing is written on his chest pocket. His face is pale, deathly, and his eyes wide open. A can of Freon is shoved in his nose explaining the how of the situation. I kneel over wondering how this guy let me get him to this point. It's A shame I'll never remember. I pick up a can of Freon and put it in my pocket. I`m lucky to have my back pack with me. I clean his nails and rinse his mouth with alcohol, he might have bit me. I wipe the door handle to the stall and leave. There is no need to be too thorough, It's A gas station bathroom. If it's too clean it`ll be suspicious. When I step out it's already dark but it's not a gas station it is a park. I`m still fine, even better actually. Parks don't have cameras I'm lucky this time. A few times I`ve come to, in awkward places. Malls, grocery stores, even a college dorm. It's my biggest flaw and the only one I can't seem to control. I check my watch, six thirty I still have time to meet Eve. I find my car easily. It's the only one in the parking lot. I get in and look around. The dead guy had to have rode with me. Either in the passenger seat or the trunk. I make a mental note switch cars as I light a Newport. 
An hour and thirty minutes passes. I stop my white Audi A8 behind Eves car. Yes my backup car is the same as my other. I actually own four, each a different color. I like the car what can I say. I take a second to make sure I look presentable and pop in a few mints. I`m not dressed to flashy, a black long sleeved button up, slacks and shoes all Tom Ford. I`m knocking on the door with complete confidence. Then I remember the task force and it all fades. I feel my face drop as the door opens. Marijuana, meat, and a sweet smell flood out. To make my senses tip the edge there's Eve. Her hair is tied back showing her beautiful face. A light green sleeveless dress tightly hugs her body to the mid thigh. I can't help but smile although my dread still shows. 
"Bad smile, hope it's not me," she says. 
I shake my head, "work." I walk by, "hope it is good." 
She laughs, "everything I do is good." 
"I'll judge that" 
She doesn't respond and leads me through the den. The T.V is on a game show that I don't like. Especially not when I can watch Eve walk in front of me. She even pulls out my chair at her glass table. I sit down and examine the small crystal chandelier hanging above. I like the different ways light is cast through each piece. Different perspectives of the same thing but it all works. Eve sits a plate down in front of me. 
"Steak, lobster, and broccoli." She puts two bottles on the table, "wine or goose your choice I've done my hostess role as much as I will." 
I smile the food looks as good as it smells. "I thought I was going to get the whole nine." "You`re lucky for this much considering you`ve already spent the night." She says sitting across from me. 
I take a bite of the steak and have to pause, "this is great." 
She smirks, "I know it is, I know what I'm doing" with a slight attitude." 
It revives our last encounter, I know that was her intention by the glint in her eyes. Now I feel guilty about it. Not an emotion I tend experience. Normally I would try to reverse this but, I need her help. Sadly I'm wrong this time. I know she wants an apology but not yet. So I eat the rest of my food and take a nice swallow of the grey goose. The whole while Eve watching me with venom just beneath her shining eyes. 
"I`m sorry, I was wrong" I say sincerely. 
She shakes her head, "bad apology, something you should work on. I like gifts, why are you sorry because you need help?" 
"I just don't want our blossoming relationship to start on a bad note," I reply. 
She smiles, "as if a murder didn`t sour that already" 
I sip my drink. "That is all about perspective." 
"You're off the hook for now." She stands up, "couch, these chairs are uncomfortable" she grabs the goose and walks to the leather couch and sits down. 
I follow and sit next to her. The smell of her perfume makes me forget everything for a moment. 
"Now tell me why you're looking so sad" she turns to face me. 
I sigh and explain about Bookers idea. Then about old Mrs. Sue Clark and my black out. It feels good to get it off my chest without having to filter it. Eve pays attention as well as any psyche major would. She even has the courtesy to wait until I finish to laugh nearly spilling her drink on me. 
"Not what I'm looking for after spilling out my problems" I say. 
She composes herself, "all of it isn’t funny but Mrs. Clark was, I had to hold it back while you finished." 
I shake my head drinking the rest of my drink. Eve touches my face. 
"Your just stressed out about all of this. Calm down start thinking straight" she says dragging her hand over my lip. 
I try not to focus on her still moving her hand, fingers. But, it's hard. 
"How when I could be in jail at any moment." 
She gently shushes me, "I have a great idea to solve all of this" she whispers. "I learned a long time ago to give a man what he wants even if doesn't know it's what he needs." 
"What?" 
"In the morning" she tells me and leans over pressing her lips on mine. 
I don't respond at first. Then I taste the sweetness on her lips. I respond greedily and our tongues fight to feel one another. I pull away and look into her eyes seeing nothing but lust. Her fingers are loosening my shirt. I move the strap on her shoulder and kiss up to her neck. She stops trying to undo the buttons and rips the shirt open. I grab her waist and pull her on top of me. Her hands are rubbing my chest as my own are sliding under her dress to her butt. I`m happy to find no under wear and grip both cheeks. Eve lets out a quick moan before biting on my ear lobe. I let go and pull her dress up over head and toss it aside. I look at her naked body and wrap my lips on her breast. She lets out a soft moan fooling with my belt. After I suck on her nipples I roll over putting Eve on her back. I lift her legs up in one hand and pull down my pants. I massage her wet sex with my free hand making her moan. I slide into her and moan as her lips let me in and squeeze around me. Eve gasps as I shove every inch inside of her. I start stroking slow trying to enjoy the euphoric feel of her. She starts rocking to meet my strokes moaning louder each time. 
"Harder, harder" she begs me, and I happily obliged.
I should take this time to explain while this going on. I may have a peculiar vice. But, I am still man and, like any sane man I love sex especially with a beautiful women. It's just not on the top of my list. It`s number two, stress peels off of my mind in the same way with the same similar result. Foolishly I`ve been neglecting to indulge since the formation of the task force. Back to the action. Eve is screaming out her love of the hard rhythmic strokes. All the while her sex gushing it`s warm fluid. She shoves me off with her feet and I land on my back. She climbs on top of me letting all of me inside and rests on it. I look up into her eyes and swear they are glowing. She licks her lips then spins around backwards. I`m entranced as she starts to rock. My eyes glued on her back side as it moves in a circle making me disappear and reappear. It's slow and the feeling drives me crazy calling out her name. I feel myself throbbing my climax coming. I try to hold it back as long as I can. But, it's too much to hold in. I let out a loud moan as I explode inside of her. Eve feels my hot fluid and sits down hard savoring it. Eve lays back so that our faces are side by side. I turn her over and kiss her hard. 
"Thank you" is all I can say. 
She laughs softly, "we are only starting baby" and stands up walking to the bedroom.
I stand up and watch walk. I can't just watch and follow behind her anxious to go again.










Chapter 9 - 2cnd Saturday morning 9 am

	I yawn as my eyes open. I'm lying in Eve's bed still naked. She is nestled in my side sound asleep. Wow is the first word that comes to mind as I replay last night's festivities. Eve is a hell of a woman. I feel so much better now a weight lifted off my mind. Gently I get out of bed without waking Eve and go into the bathroom. I`m brushing my teeth when she comes in behind me and does the same. We are both just washing our faces when she sits on the sink. I can't help but look between her open legs. 
Eve laughs, "you didn’t get enough." 
I step closer, "of you their can’t be enough." 
She stops me with a hand, "Business, I'm already sore and, later, I have to go to Atlanta." 
"too bad" I reply stepping further between her legs. 
"You need a fall guy" she says quickly, 
I stop "What?" 
"Give Booker what he is so desperate to find, set someone up" she says plainly. I hear her clearly and it makes so much since I`m stuck. Eve is smiling, "now give me what I want" and she pulls me to her.
#
12:00 pm Cemetery
              The grass is clean only spotted by the fallen brown leaves and, short grey tombstones. I`m walking slowly in a grey jogging suit. This is my work out place, I jog in the cemetery on weekends. People claim parks a peaceful place. They are wrong, here there is usually no one else. Maybe a few people grieving over lost ones. But, no one wants casual conversation. Once you get past bodies being in the ground it is kind of tranquil. I do have a habit of stopping at my victims graves. Once I ran across a family member. They are gone now also. Today I`m more on a mental workout than a physical. Without the stress in the way I can think clearly. Move my thoughts around, examine them with fresh insight. I realize early that I have very little to fear. That is if I start controlling the situation. If not I will be caught eventually and, that isn't a plausible option. Not right now things will happen on my terms from this point on. Like Eve graciously demonstrated. Give the man what he wants and, if he wants a rampant serial killer. Well so be it, better be ready. Let the games begin.









 Chapter 10 3rd Monday- Sean`s office

"I`m still having trouble understanding what you were thinking about" Tom says scratching his chin. 
	He is mad and has every right to be. News of Mrs. Clark has gotten to him. 
I shake my head, " I don't know sir, I was stressed out and she was talking crazy. I know how bad we need murder convictions. The pressure got to me,”I say apologetically. 
Tom sighs loosening the two buttons of his shirt. "Bad  excuse David, you are off the case. All of them, Kristen should be back today turn over your notes." 
"Tom I can still..." He has a hand raised, "don't argue with me about this." 
	I nod knowing exactly how far to go with him. Tom is very un-comprising. A decision is final no negotiating possible. So I stand up looking defeated. When in all actuality it's just the result I want. I walk out of his office and walk to mine looking angry. I even slam the door. My smile returns as I sit down and start preparing my cases to give to Kristen. I hear the door open but don’t look up. A perfectly manicured hand with red nail polish plants on my file. I look up to see two beautiful breasts that I'm familiar with on an intimate level. Then into Kristen`s face. Her hair is curled and dyed jet black. Bright red lipstick on her full lips smiling at me. 
"Your back Kristen, "I say acting surprised she sighs and sits on my desk.
"don’t play crazy somehow I have all of your cases on top of my own. Great way to come back."
 "What other way, how was..."
 "Cancun" she rolls her eyes. "It was great, Ben was unfortunately sexually inept." She leans her head back. "I`m very frustrated and tired of fake moaning. A week without an orgasm takes a toll on my mind." 
I laugh, "I sympathize with you." 
	She spins around on the desk so she is facing me. Legs spread open so I can see up her skirt to her bare mound. I can't help but stare at it and she knows it. 
"So help me" she says putting her leg on my shoulder pulling me closer. 
	I slide my hands on her thighs and push up her grey skirt. She lifts up just enough so it can get out of the way. I lean down and kiss her sex taking her lips into my mouth. Kristen moans as I lick all over her. I know exactly where to touch her to keep her moaning. She grabs my head as her legs shake and her body clinches. I lean back and watch her cum. 
"Thank you" she whispers through tired lips. 
	Sliding off the table on to her knees in front of me. 
"You're welcome" 
	Kristen starts undoing my pants releasing my fully erect member. I sigh as she starts stroking it, cupping my balls. She licks from the base up the vein and dances her tongue on the head. I can't help but jump a little in my chair. Then she puts it in her warm wet mouth. Taking in every inch until I feel her gag. I lean my head back as she goes about her task expertly. I grab a hand full of her hair and let her go at it. It only takes five minutes for me to burst into her mouth. Kristen graciously keeps going until I go completely limp. 
"Thank you" I say buttoning up my pants. 
	Kristen stands up licking her lips and fixing her skirt and hair, "so who is Eve Sinclaire, Lucy told me about her." 
I laugh, "leave it to Lucy." 
	I know some of you think less of me for this but, so be it. Kristen and I have a mutual understanding. Our rendezvous are strictly physical no attachments and, unless one of us get into something serious it keeps going. Almost five years with no problems. 
"Eve is a new friend" I reply.
 Kristen frowns, "you had a glint in your eye when I first said her name. Too bad for me." 		Someone knocks on the door before I can lie to defend myself. Not that I want to. I look at Kristen making sure she is presentable before responding, 
"come in." 
	The door opens for my least favorite person. Booker in his same dusty suit but, he isn't alone. The other man is wearing a suit also. Black an Armani and it's clean. He is white with a low blonde buzz cut but he is skinny. I can see cop in his blue eyes but he is to clean.  FBI 
"Ben" Kristen says and walks to the agent giving him a slow kiss. 
	Both Booker and I give speculative looks, both for different reasons I hope. If not, well I couldn't say I'd be surprised. Kristen and Ben separate. 
"send the rest of the cases David" she says then leaves closing the door. 
	There is a moment of silence before I clear my throat. 
"Hello detective Booker and Ben...FBI" 
Booker smirks. "Good guess David, David this is special agent Ben Smith analyst." 
Ben steps forward extending a hand, "heard good things about you Sims." 
I take his hand, "I can say the same just a different source. How was Cancun." 
Ben gives me a wink, "wild" 
	I let out a fake laugh not that he would be able to recognize it. 
"So let's get to business then, "Booker places a thick file on my desk and they both sit down. "Booker thinks you have a serial killer in Columbia what about you" Ben asks. 
I shrug, "have you seen the files, the victims are random but the scenes are bare of evidence. That counts as  link for me." 
Ben shrugs, "or a lot of T.V watchers." 
"Let's just go through them, see if anything stands out to you" Booker says opening the files. "Might as well, "I reply noticing Ben paying me too much attention. 
	I don't like him, nosey eyes and he is likely a doctorate in human behavior. Worse than a normal cop he gets paid to watch people to find the ones like me. Too bad he is inept. So for the next four hours we go through all seventy six cases Ben highlighting certain consistencies. Only to throw the thread out a few moments later. He isn't paying much attention to the cases and, actually is watching me more intensely. Maybe he got a vibe seeing Kristen in my office or maybe Booker has him sizing me up. Or maybe I'm just being paranoid. I`m glad I`m thinking clearly. Amazing what a night of murder and sex can do for my mind. 
"So what do I have," Booker asks. 
Ben sighs glancing over his notes, "I can see your pattern but, like I said it's not too strong. While it's unlikely seventy five killers are that careful. It's just as likely that they were, evidence proves that." 
"So no serial killer" I ask. 
Ben shakes his head, "In my opinion you do have a problem but, a serial killer no." 
Booker shakes his head, "you`re an incompetent piece of shit." he slams both hands on the desk and storms out. 
"Stress" is all I can say and then I hear Lucy yelp. 
Ben Sighs, "can’t ask for an opinion then get mad, he is acting like a woman." 
"The pressure is getting to him, "I shrug" and me last week I yelled at an old women." 
He laughs, "I wish I could have seen that." 
Why do people find that funny. Either way it's my turn to probe, "so tell me if it was a serial killer what would be their profile" I ask carefully. 
Ben shrugs, "a very meticulous individual, most likely a male, white early or mid thirties. They enjoy what they are doing with no fears of getting caught." He looks at the paper, "I`d say thirty five would be their count" he looks me in the eyes. "They would be connected to law enforcement if not a cop." he sighs, "that  is the best I can come up with." 
I swallow hard, it is close too close. "That narrows it down, why not tell Booker that" I ask. "He wants it too bad, he`d fuck up and arrest an innocent man. I’m Fed when we pick you up you`re fucked." He stands up, "speaking of which you and Kristen?" 
I hesitated, not sure how to answer, or what exactly is he hinting. So I go with denial, "no, she`s that co-worker, the sexy one you can never get." 
Ben smiles, "I know what you mean." 
"You should introduce me to yours, since you`ve already got mine." 
Ben laughs, "I`ll let you know, Kristen`s office in here?" 
I laugh, "two doors down." I let him leave then lean back in my chair. 
	Bookers display might have brought me some time. I need it, only a matter of time before he brings in a private consultant. Or Ben tells him the other side of the story. But, hopefully things of my own design are already well into motion.










Chapter 11 - Tuesday morning

	My cell phone rings a classical tune. I already know it`s Booker and hate to know what he wants. Not that I`m busy working. I`m relaxing, something stripped from since being assigned to help him. 
"Hello" I greet answering the phone. 
"I`m in the garage ride with me. We’ve got a possible lead on a fresh murder."
 "No more blood" I state. 
Booker laughs "can't promise you anything" 
I sigh. "I'm coming now." 
	Exactly three minutes later I step out of the elevator. I have to pause at the distressing sight. Booker is driving an early 2000 crown VIC, black with a black tint. I hate the cars and the brand. I step to the door and climb in. 
"Nice car" I say 
Booker shrugs, "That's A low blow considering your car is an Audi." 
"I meant it honestly no Joke." 
"Bad liar" he passes over a thin file and cranks up the car as I take it. 
	I open the file, a cute-tish white woman with blonde hair greets me. Along with her thin but heavy rap sheet. 
"Carolyn Pretts, nice looking girl. A violent one though two assaults and batteries. Our victim?" I ask
"Suspect, 167 Fox Grove circle, neighborhoods reported a foul smell, and her digging in the backyard." 
"Wow, could be a dog"
"Doubt it, she might be our killer" he says happily. 
	I nod biting my tongue. I want to explain to him how unlikely these reports are. I would know so I just keep silent as we ride. It's only as we get closer I realize where we are going. Booker parks blocking the tan Ford explorer in the driveway. Its trunk is wide open and so are the houses front door. We climb out the car Booker takes out his thirty-eight special. 
"stay behind me" I nod never having the intent to go in first.
 I can smell a dead body. Its heavy in the air no wonder the neighbors called. We stop by the door, I can hear a woman  crying. Booker leads the way in with his pistol, but he isn't prepared. Carolyn shoves him onto the floor coming out of nowhere. I leap aside and let her out the door. 
"Freeze I'll shoot!" Booker yells. 
	She darts to the car ignoring Bookers threat and, he doesn't follow through something to remember. Carolyn rams the crown VIC and speeds down the street. A pair of squad cars are coming at the same time. Carolyn doesn't slow down and the cops split apart seconds before they would have collided. She speeds through the gap. 
"Come on" Booker yells pulling me to get in the car. 
	I snap out of the trance and sprint to the car just as Booker mashes the gas. The tires spin and the VIC roars down the street. I quickly fasten my seat belt expecting a long ride. Never did I expect to be on this side of a high-speed chase. But, when we round the corner the car slows down. The Explorer is laying on its side. Booker is out of his seat in a flash. Carolyn is trying to climb out. Booker helps pulling her out the window. Only to slam her down slapping cuffs on. 
"Your under arrest for assault on an officer" he yells. 
	I'm staring into Carolyn's face. Her eyes wide in an expression I know so well. Fear and acceptance that her life is over. It sends a shuddering cool wave through my body.
#
 Half an hour later
	Interrogation room, I`m sitting with Ben. Both of us watching a slightly better looking Carolyn through the one way glass. Her face is clean but, bruised and a fresh orange jumpsuit hangs on her frail body. The look is still in her eyes though. The CSI guys went through her house. No surprise to me, they found two suitcases full of the remains of Carol Myers in the bathroom. Apparently she tried to flush her, after failing to bury the bags of blood and bones. I`m glad to see how smart Eve is. Carolyn is a great scapegoat. Turns out Carol was one of her previous victims and a long black out on Xanax plus meth is the worst alibi possible for two murders. Ben and I have been watching Booker grill her for forty-five minutes. 
"So what you think Ben, serial killer" I ask 
He shrugs. "She killed Carol and Jeff but cleaning up so good was a product of the drugs. She came down and crashed until you all showed up. But, no, she doesn't fit the profile."
 I shrug"how long until he figures it out his shoulders are sagging, his eyes half open. He knows it's not a fit, but he is determined. Is he personally connected to the case?" 
You wouldn't believe it I think to myself. "Not that I know of but I'll check. tell him I`m going back to the office." 
Ben laughs, "leave me to break the news then" 
I stand up, "What?" 
"I don't think he has a serial case just bad police work and some better criminals. The FBI won't be helping with this." 
I slowly shake my head forcing myself to frown to hide my happiness. "Yes you'll have to tell him that."
#
20 Minutes Later my office

	I lean back in my chair smiling hard at the ceiling. I've fought to keep a scowl on my face as long as possible and I burst out laughing until my eyes are watering. Wow things have turned around so fast. The Feds are going to leave and have blown a hole in his precious case. In large part because of Eve. I owe her big for this. I almost feel guilty about my rendezvous with Kristen. Maybe not that bad, but I will end any future ones. I pull out my phone and dial Eves number. Before she can answer I get a beep It`s Booker. 
"Booker" I answer. I sit up 
"what, who?"
 "Carolyn, she slit her own wrists ten minutes ago." 
"Dam" is all I can reply without bursting out laughing.











 Chapter 12 Third Tuesday night 9:30 McDonalds

	I almost can't stand to sit in front of him, luckily the Mc Donald's is empty. Only us and the few workers who are to consumed with their own work to pay me any attention. I take a large gulp from my strawberry milkshake. Trying again to hide my elation at his misery. Booker looks like a consciously aware nurtured dog. His dream crushed with a woman`s suicide, it`s close to the acceptance look but, not it exactly. How he is slowly chewing on his burger. The vacant look in his eyes. I lied, I can sit here for days and now at his weakest point. With tables turned I can start playing my game. 
"Did you talk to Ben again" I ask. 
He shrugs "Yea, no help from the FBI. "He laughs" Ben is a freaking joke, a clown with a degree. You know he really believes Carolyn killed Carol and Jeff." 
My eyes widen, "what do you mean? She was trying to get rid of the body." 
He shakes his head, "I went into her car and house both dirty, extremely. She couldn't imagine how to clean a crime scene." 
I shake my head, "You`re stretching , she even killed herself, explain that." 
"Faced with a double homicide with no alibi, a lot of people will." He bites his burger, 
"So you still think a serial killer is out there and they even set people up for their murders."
He nods, "And I`m going to catch them or kill them in the process." 
His words are cold and confident making me flinch, "your serious." I pause, "what happened to you?" 
"Nothing" he replies while chewing the last piece of his burger. 
"Then bait him/her in, tell the city we are on their trail describe the profile, send a letter to the papers. If Ben is right they will respond in some way." 
	Booker looks at the table concentrating hard on my suggestion. 
Then he nods, "that could work, when?" 
"Tomorrow morning" I sip the rest of my drink. "I'll set it up." 
"we will catch them if they are out there." 
	He stands up his expression confident again. I should quit my job and be a psychologist. 
"Thanks David see you in the morning."









Chapter 13  Courthouse Third Wednesday 
	The breeze is cold but doesn't bother me anymore than the dozen cameras. All of the big news channels are out front WIS, WITX, News 19, and some small local papers. The tall grey courthouse looms behind us. I smile even though I'm nervous. Not about the content of the press conference, I just don't like cameras. I consider them the biggest blow to my profession. Not prosecuting my other more demanding one. Sometimes I drift off wondering how easier it would be without the fear of cameras. Truthfully every criminal act would be a lot easier to get away with and, my legal job would be so much harder. I probably wouldn't do it, prosecuting. I scan the crowd again before we start. Yet again I'm dressed a notch above the rest. All except a woman who is just walking up. Her cashmere coat buttoned tight. It`s Eve, she waves at me smiling. I return the gesture, Booker is a few steps to my left. Both of us behind my boss at the mic stand. 
"Consorting with the other side I see" he says joking. 
I smile, "did I really have a choice." 
Booker laughs, "not a good one." 
	A small man with a headset snaps his fingers by the base of the stage. Once we all look he starts a silent count down five, four, three, two, one and the show is live. 
Tom clears his throat, "Citizens of Columbia I come with a new report in regards to the task force that was established three weeks ago. I'm sure many of you are anxious for a status report." He turns slightly, "ADA David Sims and detective Booker will be taking questions in a moment" he turns back. 
	Cameras start flashing and I flinch knowing my picture is being taken. To ease the tension I lock on to Eve. Who in turn starts making the most bizarre play faces. I can't help but smile. 
Tom continues, "for those at home a number is displayed at the bottom of the screen. It's A hotline that I will describe but, citizens we need your help. A killer is on the loose. A savage who kills for pleasure and fame. The police have connected thirty five murders to a single individual, a serial killer." The crowd goes still, "we are now putting all of our efforts into catching this brutal killer. But, only with the help of all of you will this be possible. Thank you for your time and future assistance. Address your questions to Detective Booker and ADA Sims." Tom takes a step back letting Booker step in. 
He points at a reporter, "What is the FBI stance on this?"
 Booker frowns, "we called in an analyst and were given a solid profile. But, no manpower will be given by the FBI" his answer creates a small stir of voices. 
"Does that mean that the theory isn`t sound?" the same reporter asks. 
"Umm" Booker stutters. "No it just shows a lack of concern by our federal police." 
	Another stir of voices. 
"Next question please" Booker asks. "Yes?" 
He points to a younger brunette. "Detective Booker any leads on a suspect?" 
He shakes his head, "right now, No but, now with letting the public aware we hope the information will point us in a better direction. "Next question." 
An older woman speaks, "how many victims do you accredit the killer with?" 
"As of today thirty-Five over a five year period." 
	Thirty-Five is said all throughout the crowd multiple times. They don't like the answers,I can see it on their faces. Especially Eve, her bizarre faces getting dangerously funny. An outburst of laughter isn't going to look good. So I take a deep breath and step into a hero  role. 
I touch Bookers shoulder and lean to his ear, "I'll take care of this." 
He nods, "Ladies and gentlemen ADA Sims will take the rest of your questions." 
	There is an uproar of chatter as I take Booker's place. 
"Before I take any questions I want to elaborate on the seriousness of this situation. In my eyes and my colleagues. We have been under attack by this killer. So far he has hidden in the shadows but, like with all things they come to light. At least thirty-five people are victims of this cowardly tyrant but that was while we were blind. Now things are different, the state county police have dedicated their best to capture this criminal. They are methodical and cunning but, so are we. Ten times as much! When the police catch them I personally will ensure justice is served. We don't need outside help to solve our problems. Since when have we, we the people are all we need. Help us keep our city safe, if you think of anything we that may help us call. To the coward, we are coming to get you." 
	I’m looking at Eve the entire time, she pokes out her tongue as I finish. I'm proud of my short speech. The questions start the instance I finished.
#
Hours later at my office

	The phone is ringing and has been since the end of the press conference. People are calling in a lot of frivolous stuff. But, even more claiming credit for the murders. Those are the goodies, the two new people are writing down. I sit in my chair evaluating them, both have been on the task force since the start. I just haven't been involved with them. Sarah is a young woman with short boyish blonde hair, thin as a twig. Just like a young man I see the intent in her look. She even has her clothes a little baggy. A plain white polo with black jeans. She is a detective as well, man complex. Jacob is an older man with a few strands of hair left upon his head. He looks like a diamond compared to them. 
"So anything good yet" I ask Booker. 
He looks up from his notes, "won't know until Sarah traces back the calls." 
She smiles, "won`t take long, some of these guys are dumb didn`t even block the numbers" her voice is a little deep. 
"Most of the tipsters are chasing a check" Jacob adds. 
"Just focus on the ones with merit then. Leave the crap for some other people. Also that was a good speech David, they were killing me." I shrug, 
"I talk for a living Booker, let's just compliment each other`s skills to catch this bastard." Booker looks surprised, "let's play then." 
	Play indeed only this is a game I've already won. I`ve switched his queen for a pawn and he doesn't even realize it. I love it, I grab the list of names and scan it quickly. One sticks out at random Julio Childs.









Chapter 14 Third Thursday 10:57 pm

	The radio is playing a song by the weekend. I enjoy his music but, not as much as Eve does. As I drive down the interstate I can't help but glance at her next to me. The ride has been quite so far. Dinner was good but desert is going to be better and isn't Eve so beautiful tonight. But, as much pleasure I`ll get out of this it's mostly business. Although why not get something out of it. I`d be a fool not to. 
"Is this going to be good" she asks. 
I laugh "I’m good at a lot of stuff. I'm great at this" I turn off the interstate and turn on a dirt road. 
"Who told you that" she laughs. 
"I get excellent reviews just watch the news" I state proudly. 
"I'll be the judge of that." 
"Go ahead but put this on" I toss her a green blind fold. "Just for you." 
"Aw, I love green" she says tying it over her eyes. 
	I turn off the headlights and creep down the old road. It's about five minutes before I pull to a stop by a beat up home. I get my bag from under the seat then get out. I open Eves door and help her out. Slowly I lead her by the hand into the house. The wooden floors are cracked and rotting. A rank stale smell fills the house. Even the wires have been torn from the walls. Only a desperate soul would live in this dump and it just so happens, I have one in the kitchen. 
"Go first he is inside" I tell her.
 	Eve steps through the door frame removing the blind fold. "And who do we have here?" 
	I watch silently as she walks over to my newest attraction. Eve circles the man bound to the sturdy wooden chair. An old cloth sack covers his face. She rubbed a hand over his crisp white t-shirt. Her touch seems to revive him and he starts struggling. She yanks free the cloth sack. Big brown eyes stare up at her. A pair of headphones cover his ears. She removes the head phones but leaves his gag in. 
"You’re so cute. I’d love to carve your face" she squeezes his cheeks. "But David has something prepared" she turns back to me. "His name?" 
"Thomas Lester, accountant and Uber driver who thought he was picking up a client. The only thing he picked was a rag of chloroform." I pull the gas mask from my bag, "Now sit down and enjoy the show." 
	Eve sits in the chair crossing her legs and licking her lips. I step to Thomas holding up the gas mask. 
"We are going to play a game, do you know how to use this." He stares at me shaking his head and I nod. "It's very simple, to make sure you understand I`will walk you through it. Now I’m going to remove your gag." 
	I pull out a small set of pliers then lean only inches from his face. 
"Now listen closely Thomas, your life hangs in the balance tonight. You can die here in this house. How this happens depends on your conduct. Do as I say when I say with no hesitation, do you understand?" 
	His eyes fill with fear but it's not the look that I crave. A little bit of hope still shines, faintly but there. I watch him nod my own anxiety chilling my skin as I slowly untie the gag. "Don`t scream." 
The fool yells anyways. "Help me, plea...." is all he gets out before I shove the gag back in place. 
"You idiot" I yell clamping the pliers on his left thumbnail. "I said listen" and tear the fingernail of his thumb. 
	Thomas` yelp is muffled by the gag and his balls in pain. I hear Eve shift behind me and a low moan escaped her lips. 
	"Now that was your fault. Eve doesn’t want to help you. Truthfully she'd be happy just slitting your throat to watch the blood flow" I say calmly. "It doesn't have to be like that if you just listen to me." 
I pull a box cutter from my pocket and graze his neck, "If you don't listen to me it will though. So let's try this again." 
	He nods with both eyes half shut. I can imagine how that thumb must feel. A hangnail can make my eyes water but, it's his fault should've listened. When I remove the gag this time all he does is whimper. I almost burst out laughing watching his lip quiver. Eve can care less and is giggling. 
	"Now be still while I put the mask on. I promise to be done quickly. Do you have any questions before I start?" 
"What happens once your done? I have a family, please" he is nearly crying. 
"You`ll go about your business I promise" I reassure him. 
	I can see a part of him wanting to trust my words. But, the logical part of his brain knows better urging action. He starts bucking in the chair violently. 
"Help!! Help!! Somebody!! Please!!" He yells repeatedly. 
	I watch him for a few seconds. Letting my anger wash over to think logically. Just that quick I`ve lost my patience with Thomas. I hate screamers just as much as pissers. Worse yet my well planned display is coming apart. I punch him with all my strength in the stomach just as he pauses to breathe. He gasps for air dropping his head. I grab his jaws forcing them open and clamp pliers on his tongue. I pull it out cut it off with the box cutter. Blood spurts out and I leap out of the way. I have to fight the queasiness from overwhelming me. 
"Look at it" Eve whispers in my ear gently turning my head back to Thomas. 
	I didn't hear her move and she startles me. Or I wouldn't look. I gag keeping my vomit down. Blood is pouring from Thomas` mouth. His face a scowl that spells agony. 
"The blood David it's beautiful, it's life watch it leaving him" she moans. "Finish what you've started" she kisses my lips. 
	Her words motivate me to move, or the kiss. Either way I`m standing behind Thomas in a split second. I force the gas mask on his face. I attach a vial to the water tube and squeeze. The yellow like fluid shoots into the mask. I push the chair over. Thomas is yelling with a high pitched agony that stops swiftly. I step next to Eve. We watch as the acid eats away his skin, muscle and tissue until only bone remains. Even the mask dissolves into the puddle that once was his face. Eve grabs me and we kiss passionately. I almost want to take her right then but, remember a corpse is watching. I pull away against all of my carnal wishes. 
"That was wonderful David" she says with bright lustful eyes. 
I smirk, "So will the after party, go to the car." I wait until she is outside before applying my final touch to Thomas, then leave without a trace.









Chapter 15 Third Friday 10:30

	I stop my car amongst the many other police vehicles, the street is full of them. A yellow tape perimeter is surrounding the house. I get out and look around at my familiar landscape. Just doing what I should be doing. I yawn actually a little tired from last nights after party. The initial call was an anonymous tip of a body. Seems like they were right the CSI guys combing the yard and windows. I stop at the door truthfully not wanting proceed. Eve isn't here to help me stomach the blood that I can already smell. Sarah comes out the open door her face deathly pale. 
"Is it that bad" I ask catching her attention 
she shakes her head. "I’m fine as I can be with the condition, it's just." She blinks, "his tongue is just laying there in a blood puddle. 
“I can't go in there I'll puke.” 
"Homophobia?" She asks. 
"Yes and the smell is getting to me. Let's move and tell me what's inside." 
	I lead her to my car and light a cigarette. I offer and she takes one. 
"I quit a month ago but that was too much at once it's what I get for volunteering" she says while exhaling. 
I shrug, "who is it, do they know yet?" 
"ID in his pocket says Thomas Lester white, thirty five years old. Have to check his prints though. Someone strapped a gas mask to his face full of some acid. Strong stuff" she leans on my car exhaling and waves her hands in front of her face. "Melted away everything but his skull even the wood is gone, it is sick and the tongue."
I widen my eyes and slowly shake my head, "someone is sick, is it our guy." 
She shrugs, "so far the CSI techs haven`t found a thing, a few animal hairs but, a few possums were already chewing on him." 
	As she finishes one of the tech guys is walking up. He hands Sarah a clear bag. She holds it up so we can both see. Inside is a piece of white paper. The letters are big enough to read. 
"So this is what you want, stir the dormant beast and havok will follow" I read aloud the message. 
"Booker is right then," Sarah says. 
"You didn't believe him?" 
She shrugs, "didn't want to, for a person to have killed so many times and not mess up once" she shook her head. "It would take a heartless individual with way too much forethought. Like one of those chess masters who know the next twenty moves. This is my worst fear. Most of the time it is best to let a sleeping dog lie." 
"Even if it's a killer, I'd rather have it dead" I reply taking the bag. 
On the back is an address, "should we go or call Booker." 
She sighs, "Booker is working with SWAT rounding up the names we narrowed down last night”
 "how many?" 
"twenty, so yea we have to go. Not that I mind, you have a nice car. I`ll have a squad car meet us." She walks around to the passenger side. 
	I unlock the doors and we both climb in. When the car starts an old Chris Brown song plays. 
Sarah whistles, "that girlfriend getting serious, heard she is to kill for." 
I laugh, "that's probably the best description I can describe her with." 
	The ride across to Irmo is full of idle chit-chat. I find myself liking Sarah despite her being a cop. So we are both smiling when I park outside the apartments. Like she said a squad car is waiting two patrol officers are standing outside. 
"Let’s see what we are supposed to find" Sarah sighs getting out the car. 
"I'm fine as long as there isn't any blood" I say doing the same. 
	The cops walk up to us, I step back and let the three of them talk. I am a little nervous moving this. I still don't like surprises, especially the kind she can conjure up. 
"Let's go, they tried the door no one is home" Sarah waves me to follow as she walks towards the door. 
"Or alive" I reply. 
Sarah stops at the door and draws her glock, "are we legal here, doors open" 
I nod. "As far as I can see the note is enough cause." 
She winks " good stand opposite me, we go in slow on my lead." 
	The cops and I nod in unison my nerves are getting jumpy. I`m twitching when Sarah gently turns the knob pushing the door open. 
"Police, anyone inside we`re coming in!" Sarah yells loud enough to wake the dead. 
	She waits a second before walking in pistol out front. I`m a step behind her. The first thing I notice is the pleasant smell. Like fresh food pasta and tomato`s. Dark curtains dim the sunlight a blessing in my eyes. The furniture is cheap and mismatched in the den. They even own a big T.V. a floor model. Sarah walks towards the kitchen, and gestures for the cops to split up. An ominous feeling is taking over my mind. Something is wrong here. Sarah takes one step into the kitchen and gasp. 
"No, no... no!" She falls on her knees trembling with her gun by her temple. 
	The tone of her voice makes me hesitate but, I know a body is in there. I don't want to look but have to, curiosity winning over. As soon as I move around Sarah I regret it. Not a drop of blood, skin, bones, and organs are spread on the floor. The words leave me alone are spelled out in what is left of a man. A man I recognize making my stomach clench. I vomited up a fountain and flight to keep my balance. The two cops come up both gasp and swear. One calls to Got to help us all. I close my eyes trying not to see the new face of my nightmares. I can't believe she is this crazy. 
"Not Jacob, why Jacob" Sarah mumbles through her tears. 
	I find myself thinking the same thing. Twenty minutes later I'm sitting on the back of an ambulance. An IV is running to my arm replenishing fluids I lost throwing up. Sarah is sitting next to me. Her eyes are still wide and blank. She mumbles Jacobs name every few seconds. The parking lot is full of cops, seems like everyone on duty is here, as they should. One of their own is dead. Victim to a vicious killer. I shudder at Eves audacity. Bookers Crown VIC skids to a stop twenty feet away. 
He gets out moving like a wraith, "where is Jacob!" he yells waving his hands. 
	A cop approaches him and says something I can’t hear but, it sobers Bookers mood. His face pales and he meets my eyes. I relish seeing the pain and fear in his eyes. But, I can't enjoy it, not now. So I get up and walk towards him. Startling me, Booker hugs me once I`m close enough. 
"It's our fault, we provoked him" hey says crying. 
"We couldn`t foresee this, Jacobs was a cop" I reply sincerely. "I should go, Sarah needs you I`m not a cop Booker." 
Booker pulls back nodding, "yea, were going to kill him David, kill him."









Chapter 16 - Third Saturday 11:00 pm My home

	I take a sip from my glass. The wine is sweet, not my favorite but it's doing the trick. I`m still a little shook up. I`d think a day of sex with Eve would calm my nerves. Not saying it didn't help just not enough. A cop is dead, a decorated one to find out. Twenty five years on the force, could`ve been chief personal choice not to be. If our goal was to rattle the nerves of a city it worked ten times over. I`m a victim of it myself. It was a swift act of pure genius, maniacal at that.  My mind is spinning on how to proceed. The next move has to be even bolder than this. I keep seeing Bookers agonized expression in my mind. The idea explodes in to my head like a bomb. This isn't about the city it's about me, me and my unknowing rivals. I want him to pay for disturbing my life, shaking my world. The strings of my unbalanced sanity have been played with. So now I'll return the favor. Gently I slid out of bed careful not to wake Eve up from her slumber. I put on a black jogging outfit. 
"Leaving to jog?" Eve asks through half closed eyes. 
I smile, "have to keep my wind up for you be back in twenty or thirty." 
	She nods laying back down as I walk out. Fifteen minutes later I pull to a stop a block from my destination. It's still dark and these suburban streets are empty. These sub divisions are cramped so close together it's hard to think people pay for the homes. Not my style paned homes one fire away from a complete disaster. Precisely why I`m here, it will work perfectly. I get out and start jogging at a steady pace. I round the corner checking the street making sure I'm in the right place. This is a stupid idea but, stupid enough to work. I cut through someone's yard sprinting. I push over the wooden fence into my destination. I'm a firm believer in guard dogs, luckily they are not. Crouching I move to the back door with a flat knife I open the black door. I pause waiting to hear an alarm. After a few seconds with no reaction I go in. Even in the dark I can see the lack of furniture. The living room and kitchen are one room. But, only the appliances a grey folding table are in it. Booker needs to do a lot better. No taste is just as bad as being tasteless. I walk around into the den. I stop disturbed by its emptiness, only carpet this man is a true bachelor. I didn't want to go up stairs but it's a must now. As I turn the corner a small cabinet almost escapes me. I walk up to it and find what I'm looking for. More than a dozen photos are standing in frames. Most I can tell are old they are Polaroid's. Who frames a Polaroid picture. As I scan the shelves my goal sticks out. It's A picture of Booker and one other person a cute dark skinned woman. I pull out my phone and take a picture of it. I pick it up and check the back, a name is on it. I smile putting it down gently. Might have to break the rules on this one. Thirty minutes later I walk back into my bedroom. Eve is sitting up watching the T.V she doesn't say a word as I strip back to my boxers and slide next to her. All she does is point at the T.V. 
"What" I say turning my attention to the T.V. 
	Of all the faces it's Bookers on the screen. His eyes are still red but he is dressed better. Sadly it`s for Jacobs funeral. A WLTX reporter is interviewing him about the killer. "Are we sure this is connected to the other murders" she asks. 
He nods, "I’m positive, a note was left at a different murder leading us to the body. So yes we are positive." I have a copy of the notes at both locations the first hints at stirring the sleeping beast, the other that says Hades is riding with hell behind him." 
"Can we say these two new murders are in response to your press conference?" 
Booker frowns, "are you blaming me and my colleagues for a cops murder, a serial killers action" he shoves the woman. "Get the hell out of my face!" 
	Eve and I burst out laughing and she turns off the T.V then kisses me. 
"He is losing his mind," she says. 
I smile, "not yet, it's not hot enough yet, I want his thoughts to burn." 
Eve smirks, "how are we going to do that?" 
I lean into her neck, "I'll tell you but first I need your assistance again." I kiss her neck reaching between her legs. 
She moans, "I was waiting."









Chapter 17 - Bookers office 4th Monday  9:15 am

	The mood is intense in Booker's office. Grief mixed in with a large amount of anger. So even with a controlled seventy-two the three of us are sweating. I`m mostly nervous, angry people get me like that. A person consumed with any emotion is hard to predict. A coward will become a warrior if concerned. An angry one can lash out on innocent people. The two in this small office with me are like injured animals, hurt and pissed off about it. So as I pay attention to what we are doing, I`m also watching them. I’m not going to be able to stay here too long. Sadly I really just came in ten minutes ago and this spelling out to be a long meeting. 
Booker leans up in his chair planting both elbows on his desk, "Jacob is gone and, before we move on, no I'm not going to replace him. I like our small circle." 
"You don't replace people like Jacob" Sarah adds. 
I nod "no you can't." 
Booker sits up, "good but, we still have a job to do. Even more so now, somebody broke into my house Saturday night." 
I snap the pencil I’ve been twirling and my eyes get wide, "the hell" is all I can say. 
	Sarah has the most feminine reaction I've witnessed of her. Both hands cover her mouth muffling the gasp. 
"You're lying." Sarah pleads 
Booker is shaking his head, "No, they didn’t take anything that I’m missing but, I think it was more of a statement from the killer."
	 How close can he get to the truth. only slightly wrong, I have to give Booker this much he is smart. 
Sarah turns to disagree, "that's not possible none of our addresses are listed anywhere. Unless they`ve been stalking you" she pauses. "Or one of us!" 
"Not likely, I watch for tails all the time" Booker turns to me. "Anybody following you?" 
"No I'm borderline schizophrenic, plus we practice anti terror tactics. No using the same routes and all of that." 
"So it's a personal thing" Booker says. 
"Not possible, our addresses are only listed in the counties database, you need a password" Sarah stops mid sentence. 
Booker nods, "Unless they worked with us." 
"So you’re trying to say they could be a cop." 
"ADA, public defender, or any county position" Sarah adds. 
	Booker slides two pieces of paper one to each of us. He waits as I scan over the list. There are a few dozen names. A mixture of cops, clerks, judges, me and my co-workers. 
"I'm on the list" I ask defensively. 
"So am I" Sarah spits out obviously defensive. 
Booker laughs, "just for an unbiased look. I`m on it to but, I don't have a bit of suspicion towards you two. Although it has to look this way." 
"Why" I ask. 
"I've convinced a state shrink, Dr. Holmes to evaluate everyone on the list and to compare them to the profile. Thereby narrowing down the list of suspects on the list." 
"It's very obvious, you’ll spook them" Sarah says. 
	I nod already trying to come up with a way to avoid this. It maybe a throw off but, after my name will stay on the list. Damn it I hate this Sob Booker. Always destroying my mood. Even after he was so broke beaten he is bouncing back. The phone rings and Booker answers, his eyes go wide as slams the receiver. He grabs the remote and turns on the T.V. "What`s up" Sarah asks. 
Booker just shakes his head, "the killer is responding." 
"Responding, another murder" I ask. 
	Nope just watch. The T.V is on a local news station, I only know that because of the logo. Everything else is completely black. Then a red silhouette appears, no eyes or disable features visible. All you can tell is that it's a person's head and shoulders. 
"People of Columbia, detective Clarence Booker, Sarah Smith, assistant District attorney David Sims, and the rest of the city county police." The voice is digitally altered sounding garbled and inhuman. 
	Hearing my name like that is chilling. Out of my peripheral I see Sarah stiffen a little. Booker is heavily sweating. 
They continue, "I have a message for you, listen to my words. I have asked to be left at Bet. You can't catch me, won't catch me. Take your colleagues death as a warning. I`m untouchable unlike you and your families but, if you must persist your streets will soak in the blood of victims you have dammed. As for the people of this city, my home, you are privileged to live among me. A deity of death, a gift to you. Follow my methods and become like me. The path to apotheosis is simple coming with death. Detective Booker you want to kill something you can’t reach, can't comprehend. You attack with words but, I reply with actions! 38 Glenrose court." 
	The screen turns white then the news anchors reappear with pale faces. Before I can blink Booker is rushing out of the room, he didn't even bother to grab his pistol or badge. Sarah is confused still stunned at hearing her name on the killers tongue. I have to nudge her. "Let's go something is wrong with Booker" I say. 
"That address is his daughters" oh I think to myself, as we rush after Booker.










Chapter 18 - 138 Glenrose Court 10:30 fourth Monday

	I stop my car at 130 Glenrose Lane, not because I like walking. The road up to the cul-de-sac is jammed packed with cars. News people and nosey civilians. Seems like plenty of people have followed the directions. Just as I thought they would. Sarah and I leap from my car to fight our way through the crowd. It's hard going even with Sarah flashing her badge. One hundred feet and three minutes later we pass Bookers car. Sarah points her pistol to the sky and shoots two shots. 
"Everybody out the way now" she yells. 
	It has an immediate effect. The crowd splits apart letting us rush past. Luckily more cops are already on the scene. A large section is blocked with yellow tape. We spot Booker arguing with an officer by the front door of a small duplex. 
"Let me in this is my daughter's home" Booker yells as we walk up.
 The officer shakes his head, "sorry sir, the scene has been compromised enough already." He looks past Booker at Sarah, "Ma`am could you take care of this for me, I`m just on guard duty." 
Sarah frowns, "I can't tell my superior to stand down, he is my boss." 
The cops eyes widen, "Sorry sir but, I'd advise against going there." 
	Booker is already pushing past him into the house. We follow behind him. I know that she is dead, Sarah does as well. Booker should but like any parent he has to cling to hope. Hope is the worst fate to chase. 
"Anita! Anita!" he yells rushing from room to room. 
	Each time a little less hop in the name. I`m walking slowly not trying to find the body. I feel a little bad about this. But, if I'd known who she was nothing would've changed. Maybe the method, maybe the location but, no it would be the same result. I hear Booker running up the stairs. 
I turn to Sarah, "tell them to arrest everyone who was already here and to get whereabouts of everyone on the list for twenty four hours." 
"What? Why" she asks. 
I frown, "Listen to me, if his daughter is dead up there he is going to lose it. Do what needs to be done, go I`ll be with him." 
She nods "You're right I'm on it." She turns around and leaves. 
	It's right when she is gone that Booker screams. "No! no!" He yells 
	His voice turning into a wail. I rushed up the stairs to find Booker on his knees. He is in the hallway next to a bathroom door. I take a deep breath half knowing what's to find. The bathroom floor is a lake of red blood. No splatter or drops anywhere else. I stop over Booker, he is shaking, every hair on his body trembling. I can hear his rapid short breathes. It sounds like he is on the verge of seizing up, with every good reason to. Anita's body sits naked on the floor in front of the tub but, her head lays by the door eyes wide with a piece of paper in her mouth. It doesn't look real to me, like a staged piece of art. The blood not phasing me, maybe it's because of the sound of Bookers crying. The calm I get knowing he is hurting but, just like the note will tell him. The fault is his own. 
"Booker" I say grabbing him. "Booker don`t look at this" he resists me at first but when I pull harder he just gives up. 
"Not her, anybody else why..." his words are incoherent as I guide him down the steps. 
	I’m crying by the time we are stepping out of the building. My tears of elation, of his devastation.









Chapter 19 - Fourth Tuesday 12:00 pm

	Until I actually sit down and reflect I lose track of time. So much happens in a month. I’ve met Eve my beautiful counterpart. Made an enemy and broken that enemy, and an entire city. Its alot for a man, any man to accomplish. Maybe I`m some type of god figure or spirit. The thought makes me abruptly laugh startling my more lively companion, Eve. "What" she asks moving from her task to stand in front of me. 
	I look her up and down. Following the path of the gold zipper. Counting the drops of blood on the black fabric. I see the specs like small glowing stars. Amazing since only a short time ago just one could make me vomit. That's what this woman does for me. A mind that pushes me past previous boundaries. Looking into her bright green eyes I take back my earlier thought. No I correct it to be me more precise. We broke my enemies and shook an entire city. Together we seem to be unstoppable. 
She turns back to our guest, "too close to you?" 
I shake my head, "No not at all, Sean wasn't too much of a friend. Marriage problems, we didn't have similar vices." 
I look Sean in the eyes, his cold blank eyes. The rest of his body is lying a few feet away. 		Blood is spreading across the hardwood floor. I can't say I'm not ashamed of myself this time. 
"I do feel a bit guilty, breach of trust" I reply standing up.
Eve twirls her one blade in one hand, "we can relax now, Booker is mourning, the city is as well" she smiles. “Soon we will be sulking over Sean in Spain, or Brazil.” 
"This shrink. First thing in the morning is my last job. I'm still debating on how I should handle things." 
"Just don`t kill him" she says with a hint of seriousness. 
I yawn, "I don't plan to." 
"go home, get some sleep I'll clean this up," she tells me. 
"See you soon" I reply and leave.
#
The Next morning
	I turn left onto the next street and hit the brakes. Complete chaos has erupted. I`m witnessing a scene soon to be on most shocking news. A group of people are fighting with police and, an opposite group. The letters leave him alone Let us live, kill again are sketched boldly on the riot signs of the people not fighting. The police who keep a good number in the court house. They easily put an end to the chaos. I see twenty people arrested. People who support me whether they realize it or not. I sparks an Idea and I send Eve a quick text message as I pull into my parking spot. I don't get straight out, I smoke a cigarette first. I hate talking to shrinks. I know the game they like to play. To figure things out you don't want people to know. A complete invasion of privacy. I say my personal vices are a step better morally. My personal opinion. So as I walk to my office knowing I'm late. Late to establish my new personality type. As I hoped, the shrink is sitting in the lobby. 
Lucy smiles when she sees me. "Morning David, Dr. Gilmore is here for you" she points to the older man. 
	His hair is white badly reading to be combed. His corduroy vest is well, it`s corduroy worse it is wrinkled like the tan pants. 
"Dr. Gilmore" I say with a smile. "Sorry I'm late." 
He smiles showing bright clean teeth, "I heard about a small bit of commotion outside." "Crazy people in this world" 
He frowns. "Misguided is a better term." 
"Better isn't always right" I reply. 
"That`s a flawed statement" before I can reply Lucy interprets, "have you heard from Sean, his wife called twice." 
I hesitate, "no not since lunch yesterday." 
"Should I call the police" she asks concerned. 
I shake my head, "not yet let his wife figure it out. It's probably nothing though." 
She nods, "your right." 
"Let's get this over with Dr. Gilmore" I say leading the way to my office. 
He follows "You lied to Lucy about Sean." 
I shrug, "why tell her that Sean talked to me about an affair he was having.” I say walking into my office. "With a young college girl, one that might be pregnant." 
Dr. Gilmore sits in the chair opposite my desk. "So you believe lying is justifiable in certain circumstances."
“When a truth will cause more harm than the lie, yes.”
	He writes something down on his small notepad
"So where do you think Sean is?" 
Dead I want to say just to see his reaction but instead I shrug. "Who knows he might be off with another woman. Everybody knows he has marriage issues." 
"So running would be your out in a similar situation?" 
"I can't say that because I don't know all the details. Besides this isn't supposed to be about Sean is it?"
 "It's not." 
"Listen Dr. Gilmore I minored in psychology as I'm sure you know. So stop trying to profile me this way it's aggravating and you know it." 
He shakes his head, "no it isn't, It's just aggravating you, why is that?" 
	I sigh seeing that he has no intention of changing this game. So I switch my own tactic 
"I refuse to use shrinks in my cases almost ninety percent of the time. For the sole reason that it's all guesswork. How many patients can you accurately diagnose out of one hundred, fifty, even ten?" 
"trying to discredit my profession won`t hide your profile from me." 
I shake my head, "I'm not trying to be elusive." 
"Yes you are, that I'm certain of. What is a better question, what do you have to hide Sims." 
I laugh, "nothing of any value." 
"How can you be sure your passive mostly but at the same time can be aggressive, overly. Also your very self-conscious about what others think of you. Still yet have a negative moral standing. Traits that somewhat contradict each other." He twirls his pen, "and there is that thing you`re trying to hide. Maybe you`re a womanizer or even gay?" 
	I shake my head as he speaks, I`m losing my temper. I hate to be categorized like this. By a person who doesn't know me. Then far him to be right makes it so much worse. 
"Leave my office Doctor this meeting was just a formality and it's over." I say as calmly as I can muster. 
	Still my tone betrays me. I almost smile when Gilmore flinches. 
"Don't express your anger against me." He tries to sit back like I didn't see him jump." What is the root of all of this rage." 
I slam my hands on the table, "you are! Now leave before it turns to a physical release!" 
Dr. Gilmore stands up in a flash his hands shaking, "your actions are brutish and highly unprofessional, savage." 
"Leave" I yell. 
	His body jerks and he nearly skips out of my office. I'm sweating and shaking myself. I want to sit down but know it won’t help any. Instead I light a cigarette and pace by the window. As it`s halfway gone I hear my office door open. 
"David put that out and sit down" I turn to see Tom and do as told. 
	He is the boss and likely heard my outburst. I sit exhaling a deep breath. 
"What did you say to make that man run like that. He nearly ran me over." 
I shake my head, "Tom I'm losing it, all this stuff with the task force. He was pushing, probing for stuff." 
Tom nods, "I understand things are getting a little close to home. I've asked for escorts for everyone since Bookers daughters. But, you should get away." 
"Get away, but the investigation" I reply. 
He shakes his head, "Is on hold by the mayor and chief. Seems the feds are suddenly interested. Take a week or two, go to Florida with your new girl.” 
I nod, "sounds like you want me to hide." 
He sighs, "call it how you see it, but I don’t need something happening to you. You and Booker were the faces of the task Force." 
"And I'd be the next logical target if the killer is so bold." 
"Bold" his eyes widen, "they've killed a cop and a cop's daughter." 
"True enough I'm not going to argue with you, in fact I`ll leave now." 
"Good." I stand up and shake Tom`s hand. As I'm walking out my mind is consumed with thoughts of the shrink.









Chapter 20 Fourth Saturday-

	The sun is warm but not too hot just right. My view is beautiful a clear beach with ice blue water. I love the gulf coast the best water in America. I feel good no, great. It’s been awhile since I've really been able to relax. Enjoy the feel of blissful worriless thoughts while seeing similar. What makes it even better I've won. The villain has won the game. I've done what countless fictional does have failed to do. Yes they do have an almighty god figure routing against them. Mine, the god of this real world plays a fair hand. I played a better hand and rightfully I won. I even got the girl in the end. The majestic Eve sitting next to me. Laying on the beach chair in a green two piece sitting next to me. I might just retire and buy a house close by, maybe put a body in the oven. What else do I have to prove. 
"Nothing at all" I say lighting up my cigar full of some Jamaican grass. 
	I inhale and cough stirring Eve out of her trance. I close my eyes tasting the smoke. "The hell" Eve yells! 
	I open my eyes and half to blink, the weed must be laced. I have to be seeing things. There is no way six rifles are hovering over me. Not in the hands of six officers. 
"Don`t move, David Sims you`re under arrest" a familiar voice yells. 
	I turn just enough to see none other than Booker holding a pistol. I freeze dropping the cigar. Raw emotion fills his eyes. He wants to shoot me and a part of me wants him to. Because, if he is here then my triumph is false and just maybe the almighty god doesn't like my arrogance.



Part 2 
Prelude

	My name is Eve Styles, has a ring to it doesn't it. One of those names that makes a man curious and not it's not my birth name. No I have no intention of telling it to you today. As a woman I am entitled to some secrecy. Never tell too much only enough to keep luring them in. With that said it is hard to chose a place to begin. You already know much about me. I`ve read David`s story he painted me in a bright light. Smart, crafty, sneaky and beautiful qualities, I love about myself. But, I`m far deeper than that, an oceans dept. He will find that out soon as will you. I guess I`ve only touched the puddle of his mind too. Strangely I find myself loving him. Maybe it's because of our shared interest. Lavish thing practicing law and, yes murder. But, even then we meet as opposites in those things. Either way the feelings are here and, he isn`t. David needs my help and I`ll be damned if I let him down. But, right now I need a drink.
#
Bar 12:30 am
	The thick haze of smoke hanging is a comfort. Hiding the dull old wooden walls and matching pictures. It's A small bar with regular customers. I know because I`m one of them. Eight of us come here on Thursdays. None of us speak except to the bartender. I could see them on the street and not know them. A good place to relax and think. I like the booth in the far left corner. Its seats are green, the rest are red. The vent pulls out the smell of my weed. Cherry, the bartender places my pint of gin on the table with a glass. As strange of a name cherry fits her perfectly. Short round with a head of red hair. Sadly it's her real name. "Thanks" I say. She smiles, "anytime." 
	Before she can walk away the doors burst open letting in a tall drunk man. His coveralls are dusty and covered in oil. I almost mistake dirt on his face as a beard. He stops looking around until he finds Cherry. 
I see her legs stiffen up. "You know what? I want! Hurry up girl!" He yells with a little too much tone. 
	I want Cherry to send him out but she is moving before I can speak. Oh well it is her situation anyways, besides I have enough to worry about. It's peaceful for a few minutes. Long enough for me to finish my joint. The I see Cherry coming my way with a glass in her hand. Her expression is woeful. She knows I don't accept drinks. 
She leans over to my ear, "I'm sorry but he insisted." 
"Take it back Cherry, not tonight I have too much going on right now" I say loudly enough for him to hear. 
	Cherry sighs and takes the glass back. When she gives it to him he throws it in her face. I flinch and curse under my breath. My damn conscious is picking a fine time to come alive. I owe Cherry for this. I take a long sip from my gin and get up. I straighten my black pants suit and get lick my lips. I leave a not for Cherry on the table, even across. I walk to the bar and put a hand on the man's shoulder. He snaps around frowning then smiles. I feel his eyes undressing me and fight to keep my smile. 
"Change your mind" he slurs. 
I lean into his ear, "I’ve had enough to drink get the tab and come on." I let my hand slide across his chest as I walk off. 
	I purposely stagger a little leaving the bar. The cool fall air greets me outside. Like most Fridays five points is crowded. College students fill the streets with you care free drunkenness. I envy them so. I fumble in my purse as I walk. I hear the door open and close. I keep glancing back to make sure he is following. I keep going passing through the crowd until I reach an empty ally. Half way down I stop behind a dumpster. I set my purse on it just as he comes around. 
"There you are" the steps to me until our chest touch then stops abruptly. 
"Not tonight I'm a classy woman, if you see me again maybe" I say smiling. 
	He grunts and steps back clutching his groin. Blood is starting to soak his pants. A six inch blade protrudes from his groin. He looks at me with surprised eyes. The only way he could ever make me wet. The fool snatches the blade out letting more blood flow. 
"Why d..." he says falling down. 
	I moan watching the blood puddle on the ground. I watch him turn pale then pry the blade from his hand. Not time to enjoy this, I roll him behind the dumpster. Then leave whistling as I put the blade in a zip lock bag.


Chapter 1 - One week ago -

	This isn't supposed to be happening right now, not ever. How when just eight hours ago I was sitting on a beach with my newfound obsession. Now we are in a sixteen by sixteen brick room at a table with a cop and a fed. Where did the weed and wine go? I hate this. The smug look on the feds face, Bookers victorious air. How the two of them are judging me as the only women in the room and, how they have condemned David next to me. Despite my thoughts I`m still smiling at them. At the feds balding head and acne covered face. The lusting look in his eyes like he`d ever stand a chance with me and I remember his daughter's eyes as I look at Booker. I have to remember that regardless I'm in control. I turn to David who looks bad. Shock isn't a good expression for him. Neither is the ragged orange county jumpsuit. Besides his look David is a great client. In the hours it took to drive from Florida he said nothing. He is smart too smart to have common sense. Of all the dirt, death and careful planning he slipped somewhere. Yes it's easy to pass the blame. Us women are guilty of it many times. But, it couldn`t be me or I`d be in cuffs not him. Exactly what is the question that has plagued me since the moment of arrest. 
I lose my smile in a flash. "What's going on" 
Booker frowns" are you sure you want to act as his lawyer?" 
"That's beside the point of this isn't" I reply going into my business mode. I have to keep it that way or it could get bad. 
"Agent Foster is she allowed” Booker shakes his head, “she is romantically involved it could be grounds for a mistrial." 
Foster shakes his head, "Mr. Sims has the right to any council he wants." 
I tap the table, "a right you denied when you refused to let me ride with him from Florida." Foster shrugs, "People lie Ms. Sinclaire, especially scared women, we didn't know."
 "Booker knew and I will bring this up if your charges have any merit." I shake my head, "My client is a loved public figure, Assistant District Attorney this better be good." 
"Your boyfriend is a killer as far as I'm concerned Ms. Sinclaire" Foster says as Booker slides a stack of papers. 
	I bite my lip as my stomach turns. I glance at the papers, warrants. One for his house, phone, cars, and arrest. All in connection with the murder of a Dr. Gilmore. Worse yet I know nothing about this, and I look at David hard. But, his expression is completely blank. I really want to slap the look off his face. Scream at him for being stupid, for being a man. All because I know he did this. He loses control often too often. I have to blink to refocus or I'll lose this at the start.
Booker smirks, "we know you were the last person to have an argument with the doctor David, so tell us where he is." 
"Direct your questions to me officer and, are you sure you should be working considering your recent loss" I add a level of genuine concern. 
Bookers face pales slightly, "leave my daughter out of this." 
Foster sighs, "this is getting nowhere and I don't like wasting time." 
"Neither do I release my client" I state loudly. 
Ben Foster and Booker stand up in unison. "Maybe he'll talk to you and no funny stuff" Foster says as they leave the cell. 
	I hate that man already. To confident and composed, I know how to deal with him. Booker should already be dead, damn myself for that mistake. But, my chief concern is sitting next to me. 
"Just nod after I ask you this" I say aloud then lean to his ear. "Where is the doctor?" 
Instead of listening to me he replies aloud, "I don’t know?" 
I lean back with a disgusted expression, "what do you mean." 
David hits the table, "I don’t know what it is supposed to mean. I don’t know?"  
I suck my teeth and stand up shaking my head, "Get yourself together before the bond hearing I don't have the patience to deal with your attitude and stupidity at the same time." 
	My back is to him before I can see his expression. I slam the cell door behind me startling the guard. 
"Keep him in solitary sir" I say storming down the hall. My mind is spinning all the way to the bar. I`m so out of whack that I'm ignoring the girl standing in front of me. 
"Ma'am are you alright?" I blink back to reality. 
	I size up the thick shaped pale woman. Her blue jeans and white blouse are snug. I glance at her name tag. 
"Is cherry your real name" I ask. 
She smiles twirling her red curls. "Yep they wanted something different but got stripper." 
I laugh, "wow and yes I'm fine" 
	I see the T.V in the corner and my face drops. On the screen is a video of David being walked into jail. That blank face of his looks like guilty. The words ADA arrested for murder of Doctor are in bold. I can't look at it too long my emotions twisting in turmoil. All I can do is bury my face in both hands. 
"Do you know him" Cherry asks. 
I laugh, "boyfriend and my newest client."
She sits down"the cops took my last boyfriend from me. Do you love him?" 
	The question jars me. It's not a thing I've thought to put into context. Love between David and I seems like a distant fantasy. But, it is a fantasy of mine. That's the problem it's a dream of my own design. Not just some lucid desire of fragmented thoughts and worse sculpted character to fall hard and fast. Then why am I even considering it. Sad is what it is. I feel like a middle school kid all over again. Do I like him or not. I wish it could be so simple. Loving David comes with so much more weight than a few sloppy kisses at recess. I’ve known him for all of a month. A month of sex, conspiracy, and murder. Things I love but is David on the list. I look back at the T.V and see a better picture of him. 
"Yes I do unfortunately" I say wiping my face. 
Cherry smiles, "you sound regretful is he guilty?" 
"Doesn't matter I'm good at my job, I’ll take a pint of Gin, Black please" I say smiling. Cherry stands up, "be right back" she leaves to get the drinks. 
	For some reason accepting the feelings is a relief. I can careless if he feels the same relief. I can careless if he feels the same at the moment. He doesn't even need to know. Men act distant about these type of things any ways. I`ll show him with freedom. My mind is bursting with ideas when Cherry returns. One focusing around her in general. 
"Want some company no one else talks much" she asks holding up two glasses. I look around and can barely see the other people. 
"Sure mind a little bit of weed, I love green" I say holding up a joint. 
"Not like I'm working hard, I get paid to drink." 
I light the joint, "so Cherry how does twenty five thousand dollars sound to you" 
	I go for the gusto. Her eyes get wide and I notice her bright green irises for the first time. 
"For one night?" she pauses, "never been with a girl." 
I laugh, "no not that I have a man." I pause, "girls are fun though." 









Chapter 2 - Back to the present -9:30 am

	Too many people. I`m not shy at all. I enjoy attention crave it as much as any woman. My light blue skirt suit is good at drawing it. It's my job to keep the attention on me during court. Not a problem today. The old wooden pews behind me are crammed. Reporters fill most of the seats on both sides of the aisle. There are a lot of police as well. As customary supporters behind the prosecutor. I'm surprised to see cops on both sides. I look over to my opposition with a little pity. The two stooges are present of course. Foster is looking back at me with a lustful glint in his eyes. Booker is biting his tongue. I find myself acquiring a similar distaste for him as David does. But, I can`t pity them, not yet at least. It`s my old dorm sister Lucy acting as a prosecutor. Her dull grey suit only makes her look old and her makeup can't hide the new stress lines. Not that I can blame her. David is a friend of hers, a good one. Not as good as Kristen was, I hope not. I can hold Lucy against him. Shy rough looking Lucy but, an angel on the inside. Worse yet she knows she can`t, won`t and never has beaten me in a courtroom. A bailiff  walks out from behind the judge's bench. 
"Rise for the honorable Judge Simmons" he addresses the entire room. 
	I stand helping David beside me. Neglecting to mention him is not an accident. Even though this entire thing is about him. He isn't a concern of mine at the moment. At the moment he is just another client. Judge Simmons steps in wearing the normal black robe. His expression isn't any better than Lucy`s. Hopefully it's because they both care so much about David. 
"Please be seated I want this matter over with quickly so let's proceed" he says. "This is a bond hearing for David Sims in regards to case number 35240007 murder in the first degree" he pauses and looks David in the eye then at me. 
	I see regret there. 
"Defense speak first and be brief Ms. Sinclaire." I stand up, "I will your honor" I lose my smile. "Your honor I'm requesting a bond for my client of a realist number. He is a decent productive member of society as we all know. These charges are ludicrous and scandalous. Being an ADA of this county, jail can be hazardous to his well being. I hope you will consider these things when setting the bond. That will be all" I sit down knowing it's a long shot.
 Simmons nods, "Prosecution." 
Lucy stands up slowly sighing, "your honor we request that no" she clears her throat. "Bond be set." 
	Not a surprise to me. 
"Mr. Sims is a very wealthy man, access to various offshore accounts we can't freeze and the accused crime is heinous to allow him to walk amongst society, he is a villain" she pauses. "A danger to our city and its people. We also have more warrants pending of a similar nature. That is all you honor" she sits down and looks at David with guilty eyes. 
	She needs to do better. This isn't personal and I'd do the same. I'd love to have Lucy on the other side through all of this. 
"I don't need much time to consider this ladies and gentlemen" Simmons says. "No bond will be set Mr. Sims is an obvious flight risk. Also I'm ordering for this case to be relocated. Mr. Sims has too strong of a tie in this system. A fair trial is not possible here. This isn't a new subject to my colleagues. A destination has been set." 
	It's a surprise to me. The defense is the last one to find out stuff like this. Not that it matters. Unless it`s Texas I have a Bar certification in twelve states. 
"The rest of the proceedings involving this case will be held in Atlanta, Georgia court is dismissed" Simmons slams his gavel. 
	I don't even pay David any mind as they usher him out of the courtroom. The cameras are flashing snapping pictures and I'm smiling showing every tooth I can. Atlanta is my own personal web. I have to send Simmons something for the next holiday. This has just become so much better. I have those other warrants to wait for but, who knew I'd be back in Atlanta so soon. It seems like the entire courtroom gasps going silent. I look to see Lucy hugging David. Booker looks disgusted as he pulls her away and for the first time some life returns to David's eyes. I`m watching with an open mouth. The noon news is going to be crazy today.








Chapter 3 - First Friday 2:30 pm

	I’m especially happy about this meeting. Even if it is with not just two but now three people I loathe. The nosy Booker boo hoo, the inept Ben Foster, and well Kieth Grossem. He is competition, I like to win. The three of them sit in that order across the bare wooden desk. Nothing but bookcases line the walls. The only window offers a dull view of downtown Columbia. The inept and Mr. Boo hoo are giving me dirty looks of opposite types. I'm sure the flood of positive stories about my client are to blame. Not me, thank Lucy`s bizarre hug. I couldn't put something like that together. I would love to stay in Columbia for this but, Atlanta is just fine. The door opens and a young blonde secretary walks in. She smiles dropping a stack of brown envelopes on the table.
"Why so many copies" I ask. 
Keith straightens his blue tie, "that’s only one copy Ms. Sinclaire." 
I laugh "don't be so formal Kieth, how many times have you beat me twice?" 
He smirks, "your keeping score not me." 
"I wouldn't remember two out of fifteen either." 
	Kieth`s blue eyes flash with hate. I had fun ruining his great name in Atlanta. Five blatantly guilty drug dealers a few killers and robbers. All let free because of his lack of killer instinct. I know this man with the low blonde hair and college look. The black Hugo boss suit probably a gift from his self for beating me. 
Ben clears his throat and scratches it at the same time, "can we get this over with I have a date." 
I smile, "how is Kristen taking this whole ordeal about David. They were great......friends" he is trying to dissect my words for hidden meanings. When I’m sure the rest get it. "Don`t worry about it Foster, are you in a rush to detective" I say turning to Booker. 
"I want her off this case Kieth" his voice is almost a snarl. 
"Nothing wrong with that, "I say looking Booker in the eyes then switch to Kieth. "A lot of people want things they can’t have" I switch to Ben. "It becomes a problem when they try to force it." Ben shifts in his chair
 Kieth`s eyes flash again and Booker is biting his bottom lip. "It would only get messy forcing her off this Booker" Kieth says. "But, maybe the pressure will get her to back off. We have thirty six charges of murder in the first degree." 
"Seriously" I say un-believing the statement and, I feel stupid thinking this was just about the doctor. 
"We can connect your client to thirty five cold cases as you`ll see when you read this discovery" Kieth says sliding the papers across the table. "We have been watching him for quite some time these charges aren’t just coming out of the blue," Ben says. 
Booker smiles, "bringing him into the task force was just a ploy to get closer and to wait for him to slip up. I'm confident he is the serial killer." 
	I swallow the words. It's bad news. If they have really been watching him. But, it can’t be completely true or I would be cuffed as well. Or they can be waiting to arrest me. No it's a bluff to try to unnerve me. Time to end this meeting. 
"Your opinion is not enough detective, nor is yours Ben." I say leaning back. "And Kieth thirty five semi cold cases at once is a stretch isn’t it." 
"I'm confident in the evidence and those who helped obtain it" Kieth replies smugly. 
"Booker is a deranged man with a one track mind and, Ben is on his way to joining my client with a scandal of his own." 
	What is the unison response, all of them look confused. I love being able to do this. Attention all on me. Three strong men on the whim of my words. 
"Ben an interesting thing came up last night as I talked to my bartender" I hesitate to see if he flinches and he doesn't. 
"Cherry" he shifts in his seat grabbing his neck Kieth and Booker are watching him now. "She told me how some guy, she thinks he is a cop. Well anyways she says he is kind of cute. Her words not mine." I smirk, "so he hits on her hard real hard. Cherry isn`t that interested, not in sex at least" I lose my smile and look Ben in the eyes. 
	I picture myself stabbing two red hot picks in both eyes. I see the blood cauterizing into black globs. His face locked in an agonized wail. 
Ben shakes his head looking away from me, "this, my dealings with some young women has nothing to do with this case Ms. Sinclaire" his voice is shaky and he stands up. "I'm leaving!"
 I look at Booker, "don't let him leave detective" I start yelling. "He followed Cherry Mx Grey to her car and raped her. She has filed charges this morning a warrant should be out right now!" 
Bens face is bright red, "I didn`t rape that stupid whore she was begging for it just like all the rest of them" he yells. 
	Booker and Kieth are speechless, even I can't reply to the harsh words. Luckily I don't have to someone knocks on the door. Ben snatches the door open. Waiting on the other side are two uniformed cops. 
"Are you Ben Foster" one asks. 
	I smile then something I`d never expect happens. Ben slugs the officer in the face, knocking him back. I leap back against a bookcase clutching my purse. Ben shoves the second cop to the ground and turns around. 
"You did this Bitch , didn't you" he yells and charges at me. 
	I`m shocked but have my hand on a plastic blade in my purse. As much as I want to cut him open. This isn't the way to do it. He is a step from me when Booker tackles him to the ground. The other two cops rejoin the fight. They have Been cuffed in a matter of seconds. 
"I'll get you" Ben yells as the three cops usher him out the room. I straighten out my clothes and hair, "wow, I think that ends our meeting, see you in Atlanta Keith." I hurry out carrying the discovery out before he can reply.
#
Apartment later that evening -
"It was crazy Mary I thought Booker was going to let him beat me" I say loud enough so my phone can pick up my voice on the bathroom sink. 
"Sis you need to find another job, did he really rape her" Mary asks seriously. 
	I lean back in the half full tub playing in my guest hair it soft, wet, and a pretty brown. 
“I don’t know and it doesn’t really matter, he’s is a pig anyway." 
Mary laughs, "that's how you feel about all of them." 
"Not true there are a few exceptions" I say playfully. 
"What about David is he guilty?" I laugh and my guest stirs a little and I tighten my legs a little. I lean to their ear, "calm down I will be with you in a minute she is more important than you" I whisper to them. "He is mine that's all that matters, you’ll meet him one day." 
Mary gasps, "oh really is he ready to meet your crazy little sister." 
"More than ready Mary, I'm more worried about you" I reply playfully my guest stirs again and starts to moan. I frown, "Mary I have to go, I do have company." 
"You did say that, talk to you later love you" Mary says.
 "Love you too bye." 
	I hear the phone click off and turn my attention to my guest. The warm water in the tube feels good against my bare skin. The strawberry scented bubbles smell great spread over the water. I lean their head to the side and trace my finger. Trace it over her jugular vein down between her medium bust and back up to her lips. I look into her gorgeous light green eyes. Touched eyes she is high on my drugs, coming down a little though. It's not exactly what it seems. Us naked in a bathtub. I don't indulge in woman, regularly. I’m going to touch her body make cry out and release fluids, and I'll cum if it's good enough. But, if everyone has sex like this the population be meek. 
"I'm sorry Beth family is important to me," I tell her softly. 
	Her eyes register hearing my voice but she can't say anything. 
"You don't have to talk your body will do it for you." I lean in and gently kiss her lips. 
	I pick up my scalpel looking her into the eyes. I touch it under her left eye and drag it down her cheek. She shudders with me as a thin line of blood forms behind the tool. I move it down under her chin and down her neck making her twitch. 
"Calm down Beth" I say cutting over her breast. 
	I lift the blade and stare at the bloody line licking my lips. I start over under her right eye stopping at the same spot. I trace circles around her chest then up her chest plate stopping under her lips. I stop to look at my work, the blood is covering her exposed skin like a crimson layer of skin. She is groaning and it makes me moan. I grind against her back as I lock my fingers in hers. I start at her thumb and drag the scalpel to the base of her ear and do the same on each finger. I switch to the opposite hand and cum as the blade touches her.
 "Keep going Beth" I moan tightening my legs around her abdomen. "I love this Beth." 
	The bath water is completely red. I can feel the blood in it. I lean her head back grabbing two small nails off the tub. Beth`s eyes are barely open I know she is almost gone but it's too soon, always is. I stab a nail in her eye, then the other. Her body jerks each time as bloody tears pour out. I tilt my head as I`m rocked in ecstasy again. I fumble for the scalpel and cut her throat open. Her gargle pushes me all the way over the edge, making me scream. I just lay with her stiff body between my legs in a tub of blood. I`m already love sick. I miss Beth already but, I find myself thinking about David tears coming from my eyes.


 Chapter 5 Visitation First Sunday 12:37pm

	I’m looking as mad as I can make myself. Standing at a tall wooden desk in jail dorm. The room is a large rectangle of white center blocks. Blue cell doors are spaced around it. Two T.V`s hang at the opposite end. But, all eyes are on me in my short red sleeveless dress and black heels. I even did my hair up in a bun today. The result is obvious. Vulgar cat - calls and gestures. Even the young guard is gawking. I understand why, what I don’t is why David is in a general population dorm. Luckily he won't be in this broke down county jail too long. Atlanta treats my clients very well. I watch him walk from his cell with a smile on his face. The entire dorm goes silent realizing who I`m here to see. 
"Hello Ms. Sinclaire" David says reaching the desk holding his copy of his discovery. 
"Good afternoon Mr. Sims." 
The guard comes around, "Come this way." 
	I let David go first and follow to a small room with two chairs and a plastic table. "Does this door shut" I ask. 
"Yes ma'am" he looks confused I don't like unearned stupidity, "then closes it I`m not afraid of my client and our visits should be as private as possible, the warden assured me of this. I hope it isn't a problem." 
The guard stiffens, "No ma'am" he says and slams the door stepping out. 
	I smile at him as I close the blinds. By the time I turn around my smile is gone. I slap David across the face with all my strength. 
"Damn" he says holding his cheek. 
	I sit in the plastic chair and cross my legs. With that bit of personal business out of the way it's time for business. 
"You should sit down David" I gesture to the chair across the table. 
"Of course" he takes his seat. 
	I take a moment to really look at him. He looks bad, tired, exhausted and worn out all at the same time. I want to just grab him and hold him. Damn I have it bad. 
Instead I clear my throat, "first we need to discuss my fee." 
He laughs, "I didn't think I would literally have to pay my girlfriend for this." 
"Girlfriend?" I say with an attitude, "right now I`m a lawyer and I normally charge sixty thousand for a single murder, you have thirty-five." I twirl my pen, "how does an even million sound?" 
"Do I have a choice" he asks seeming a little unconcerned with the money. 
I shake my head, "not if you want to get off." 
"You make it sound like I'm already guilty." 
I smile, "David let's not be coy about this. You`ve worked on the other side for a while. All that innocent until proven is a load of hot shit. So we can move past all that. Are you interested in any plea deal." 
He frowns, "no and stop playing this cold business crap with me Eve. My life is in the balance here..... help me Eve." The raw need in his voice makes my heart skip. 
	Skip in a way only my sister can do. I hate him for it. Does he know that I love him. I`ve already fulfilled the bulk of the contract everything but dying and having kids. I need to stop thinking like this. I mean now. 
I talk slowly, "I`m here to help you David, haven't I always that's how we met in the first place.” I’m smiling now his expression relaxes and a ton of weight leaves his eyes. 
"Thank you, and you can have your million." 
I laugh, "good now onto this stack of nothing" I hold up the discovery. 
He nods, "that it is, just a lot of gruesome pictures of the victims, nothing really tying me to them or the crime scenes." 
I shake my head, "nothing but, your cell phone signal putting you within a mile. A coincidence if it wasn’t at twenty five of the scenes, the rest someone of your description was seen nearby, like Jeff."
 He squints, "seems like Jeff is the cause of all of this and Ben Foster." 
"Ben and Jeff are both old news. Jeff`s dead and Ben is a rapist." 
"Kristen" he says fast.
 My face instantly balls up," she is fine, a bartender.”
“Oh." 
I need to switch subjects, "we need a reason for you being near them any Ideas I come up blank her." 
He scratches his rough beard, "my notes might be able to help there, get my case notes on the initial reports also... he pauses Kristen has the case notes the rest are at home." 
I sigh, "where at home." 
"I have a compartment built into the baseboard on the left side of the bathroom door. Flick the light switch exactly four times then wait a second and do it again." 
I nod, "alright anything I need to know about the shrink?" 
He shakes his head, "nothing." 
"Okay, then we don't have anything left to discuss today." I close my notebook and stand up. "What about Atlanta" he asks. 
I keep moving towards the door but stop next to him. "Don't worry about Atlanta that's my city." 
	I can't help myself and lean down and kiss him. It's a long passionate kiss that makes me want so much more. When he grabs my ass I almost lose control. I push away just before things go too far. 
I lick my lips, "see you in Atlanta I….." 
	I almost say it but hurry out the door instead. I stop to fix my clothes and catch my breath. The guard averts his stare when I notice him. I force a smile to return and leave as fast as possible.
#
County parking lot 6:30pm

	Alicia Keys voice fills my ears. She has been my only company for the past hour. Her voice almost four joint four because the last is almost gone. I'm leaning back in my jaguar in the DA's office parking lot. Waiting for David`s "Friend" and smoking my sorrows away but, just like the hanging smoke they linger in my mind. Finally I see Kristen stepping out of the elevator. I almost spray some perfume but decide I don`t care. I get out and quickly shut the door on my sorrows. 
"Kristen!" I call out waving with a smile walking closer.
 She turns moving hair from her face,and  squints to recognizes my face, "Eve?" 
I stop at arm's reach, "thought I'd missed you." 
"Just a lot of work without..."she pauses. 
"David" I fill in her blank.
 She nods with hurt in her eyes, "we had...."
 "I know already Kristen it's alright and, I know it's not getting easier for you. And Ben being a rapist I just saw the girls interview he did it I'm positive" 
her mouth opens in an ‘O’ “I’m sorry. I heard about his out-burst." 
"I've dealt with worse but, what about David" I ask. 
"What do you mean about him?" 
"Do you think he did it?" She sighs, "no but, that's my heart talking. I couldn't imagine having been sleeping with a killer for five years. It would mean  I’m crazy." 
"Then help me clear his name. David said you have these case notes" I extend a piece of paper. 
She hesitates, "First Lucy now you, she demanded that I act as an alibi for him." 
I shake my head, "that would be illegal, he just wants his notes out of the ones he gave you." She bites her lip and takes the paper, "I'll drop them in your mailbox text me your address."








Chapter 6 A Following - First Saturday

	I stop my car on the curb. I take a second to look at David`s house, his three cars. The yellow tape perimeter and two cops outside the door. It reminds me of exactly how little time I've spent here. Dozens of nights of sex but, never just relaxing. Maybe I`m just a tool. My dozen nights can`t equal out to five years regardless of its greatness. I`m not stupid either no one has sex for five years if it`s not great. This little bit of info is going to plague me. I can`t help but seeing her sucking, fucking, and him licking and sticking. Not that I view Kristen as a dirty slut. I`m just nervous, she's had something that belongs to me now. I will discuss this with David at some point. A five year open relationship, it speaks volumes on both of their moral stations. I see the clock is fifteen minutes later. I do have a purpose of being here. So I get out of my car trying to smile. The two cops stare at me as I walk up. It's annoying and I should've changed clothes. 
"Hello officers I`m Ms. Sinclaire, David Sims lawyer I need to get inside." 
"Go ahead Ma'am" he lifts the tape. 
"Thank you" I say walking under. 
	I make it to the door when it opens, of all the people to come out Booker. I didn't bother to see who else was here. The creep is probably just lounging in the house. 
"Eve" he says. 
	I try to bypass him but he stays still blocking the doorway. 
"Excuse you detective" I say impatiently. 
"Sorry about earlier my mind went blank for a second" he says genuinely. 
I ignore the apology, "are you going to move. I have to get ready to leave for Atlanta.”
 He sighs,"why are you trying to help a serial killer, he must get off on killing. You could`ve been next." 
"Why" because I love him I want to say but, it would be to cliché. I want it to sting, "because the person who killed your daughter is still free" it's true. 
	My words knock the fight and color from his face. He doesn't speak again. He just moves out of the way. I walk in smiling. He is such a gentleman even closing the door behind me. I want to kill him so bad. I lock the door. I have to stop once I notice the houses condition. A thick layer of chalk dust covers nearly everything. Furniture is scattered and overturned. Hundreds of foot prints and markers cover the floor. The place is a wreck. Sections of some walls are cut out. They have made it look like a war was fought here. Exitus Acta Probat, I try not to look at it the way I remember it. I shouldn't even be sad, it's not my home. I force myself to remember that as I carefully tip-toe up to the master bedroom. It's the area I'm most familiar with. Sadly they went as far as cutting open the mattress. You`d think if David had anything incriminating it was found. I`ve seen drug searches more subtle than this. Makes me wonder what he keeps in the stash spot. I flick the switch like he said and a loud click is my reward. Across the room the side baseboard slides open. I go to it finding a black safe deposit box. Luckily I brought my big purse it fits evenly. The box isn't all inside. A stack of pictures rest below it. Nosy me picks them up and shut the compartment. I know looking at them is a privacy issue he didn't tell me to. But, what women would not in my shoes. The first couple are of a young David and two people who look like him. An older man and women. The next are of the same people with a different boy and a girl. Most of the next are of the same people his family. It reminds me of how little I know about David. He never talked about a family. Who am I to blame. How many people know I have a sister, maybe three. I`m still mad, I can have secrets not him. What it`s a women's right. The family pictures end switching to some landscapes. I`m flipping slowly awaiting a scandalous shot of Kristen. I see her face and close my eyes. I open them slowly thankfully it`s a group photo with all the co-workers. More landscapes follow until the last. My heart skips a beat looking at myself asleep. I should be creeped out but the place of my picture must mean something to him. Just maybe my feelings aren't in vain. I tuck the pictures and make my way out. When I step out the air is more refreshing or I`m coming down. Still I scan the cul-de-sac for Bookers car. thankfully it is gone. It's not empty though, far from it actually. Almost two dozen men and women crowd around a single candle. I guess it's some type of vigil for one of David`s victims. So I lower my head and speed to my car. I could become a victim myself, so my hand is in my purse clutching pepper spray. I duck under the tape my gentleman conveniently absent and, I'm a handful of steps from the car when I hear steps behind me. I sigh knowing this might end up bad. 
"Are you Ms. Styles, lawyer for the great one" a deep manly voice says. 
I turn around confused, "the great one?" 
He nods, "sorry I mean David Sims, we are a small group of his followers." 
	Followers, I look at the man who is really a teenager maybe twenty. His hair is in a black ponytail and his brown skin a bit rough for my taste. He doesn't look high but, kids these days. His clothes are black, looking past him all of their clothes are. Some are a lot older than him too. 
"Explain what you people are." 
He smiles, "we are devotees of ZA, god of deliverance and death and his reincarnated David Sims. This group" he turns to the others, "is only a small portion of a thousand more are in the city and more are coming." 
	What the hell? These people are crazy did David know about this. 
"Our leaders are desperate to make contact with you. We want the great one free, at any cost."
I let go of my spray and grab a card, "tell them to call me before tomorrow morning, I`ll meet them." 
He smiles brightly, "May ZA bless you" he rushes off. 
"I'm sure he will" 
	These people are crazy. But, I can't be far from them, I guess I still have work to do tonight.









Chapter 7 - First Saturday - 12:38 A.M

	Yes I`m crazy or just plain stupid. Pretty women don't do this kind of stuff. Wait until the early morning to stroll around in the dark. Trying to locate a empty warehouse, rape or murder. I can see my picture on the news now. What makes it worse I'm meeting a group of crazies. Za, the great one, David, God of death a murderer but I'm not.... I`m not like them okay. I even changed clothes. A plain green sweat suit and sneakers. I`d never leave the house like this. But, I have a thirty-eight inside my coat another thing I don't normally do. I`m not anti-gun or anything. Just to many things can go wrong with them. I stop in front of a large bay door, thirty six is painted on it. It's the one I'm looking for. All of the windows are painted black and no sound is coming out. I put my ear to the door only for it to be snatched open. 
"Ms. Sinclaire" the bare chest man at the door says. 
	His skin is too pale to have seen any light. His face is painted black with red tear lines and purple letters of some gibberish language. I don't have a reply ready for the sight of him. Luckily he turns and walks gesturing for me to follow. reluctantly I do just that. The doors slam behind me. I brace myself expecting it to be pitch black. Instead numerous black lights illuminate a bizarre place. Path through the open warehouse, on both sides are numerous small groups of people. All form a group of at least ten huddled around a single person. They are dressed similar to the man, even the women. As I look harder I realize some are having sex as the others watch, or waiting I don`t know. It's still completely quiet despite, that`s what is unnerving me. He takes me up a flight of stairs leading to what once was an office. What they call it I don't want to know. H steps at the door and opens it for me. Bright white light burst out and the warehouse gasps. I rush into a welcome thing startled by the outburst. I pause taking in the room. The carpet is blood red matching the wallpaper. A purple couch surrounded the wall corner to corner. A small black stage sits in the middle of the floor. Two men sit next to other. Both have on bright red Armani suits but blank purple masks shield their identities from me. One stands up well over six feet tall, the other just five. 
"Welcome Ms.Sinclaire to the room of Deliverance" the taller man says. "My name is Devaux." 
"I`m Bryan." 
"Masks" I ask. "You could be anybody a name is nothing without a face." 
"True" Devaux says. "But we are both prominent business people. The names are true I guarantee that." 
"It's just if people can connect us to the followers of ZA our livelihood will suffer tremendously." 
"That's understandable but this cult isn’t" I say bluntly. 
Bryan nods, "please sit down so I can explain what we are" he points to a seat next to him. 
	I move and sit down keeping my purse in good reach. 
"I'll be Frank I know you are preparing to leave for Atlanta" Bryan starts. "We believe in an ancient deity called ZA. A small population in Africa started worshiping him in old times. ZA offered them a path to peace and paradise through sacrifice." 
"He killed them" I add. 
Devaux nods, "yes but that sounds crude, ZA gave a gift only few would offer. But, people left his following as Islam spread. Without followers he died." 
"Not before promising to return in a later time. A time that has come finally come with David." 
	These people are crazy. I can tell by their tone that they believe they are the best kind of people for what I need. 
"So how are you sure it is David" I ask. 
"Because all of our signs line up with him. ZA told of a reincarnate. One that will rise and reshape our religion but,they will prosecute him first" Devaux says. "Our job is to help him through any trials." 
"How exactly. David`s well being is my chief concern" I tell them. 
Both nod, "we can see that and, your record speaks volumes. But, there is also the fact that you like us." 
"Like you in what way" I say interested. 
	I love when a man claims to know me. Especially when they have no clue. 
Bryan laughs “I can see your skepticism but, we have been watching the two of you." 
"And my job is to find worthy members, a scout of sorts." Devaux leans forward “Every member of the ZA cult are put under incredible scrutiny and, everyone must deliver a soul. You have the look of a master in your eyes Ms. Sinclaire" 
	I shift in the seat. He has read me true. That's not my concern though. The fact of being in building full of killers does. It's kind of ironic I know but, think clearly because I am. Killers a dangerous a fanatic one so much more. The fact of them watching me is void.
 "I’m not here to tell about myself, a woman has her rights doesn’t she?" 
"True to a since Ms. Sinclaire, so let's get on to business then." 
"A million dollars can be in your account tomorrow?" I try not to be shocked
"David is already paying me. Money isn't going to help any more. I need a different kind of help, but I need to know I can count on you." 
	Devaux leans into Bryan`s ear and they exchange words. Devaux stands up and moves behind Bryan and removes his mask. His face is slightly square. His beard is short and grey. A seeming permanent serious expression is showing. But, it's the look in his eyes is what grabs me. Not the fact that I recognize the publishing mogul. He looks like they look right before. Devaux pulls out a knife and slits O`Bryan`s throat open. Blood spurts out into the carpet. Devaux lifts his head back opening the wound further. I shift nervously in my seat watching the steady blood flow. Bryan is dying like the best no panicking unnecessary noises. I can't do that well and bite down a moan. When Bryan does start to convulse Devaux lays the body down. 
He looks at me. "This is how dedicated we are Ms. Sinclaire."
 I smile, "Eve works just fine, just fine."









Chapter 8 - Me time first Sunday 8:00 am

	I`m disappointed, most women will understand this. He finished too fast, didn't get me there. I`m having trouble getting rid of him. Maybe it was the whole first time jitters. But, with me one chance is all you get. I lean my head back and tie my hair in a ponytail. he is kind of cut a bad performer but cute. I slide on a pair of latex gloves and pick up my knife. I sigh looking at the kitchen floor. Yes we did it in the kitchen don`t judge me. Looking at the terrible mess I regret it. Maybe I did get a little wild. His face is still frozen in shock. Yes I blame myself I was too much for him. Shit he squirted on the counter tops. Most of the juice is in a puddle below us. The red contrast the white tile perfectly though. I slide my hands over his face feeling each cut my knife left. I smile feeling the gash in his neck. It makes me shudder. You didn`t think I had sex with him? Did you? I did take his heart though it`s resting by my knee. I guess that's when I got out of hand. Yes that's it. I don't know what came over me. Yes I do, he looks like Booker, slightly. Seeing Bryan die got me hot. What? I never said I didn't have triggers. Mine isn't stress related like loves. If I see too much blood it just takes me there. I love it there. I need to stop some weak minded man could get an erection. I slam the cleaver on his wrist taking the hand off. The trick to downsizing a corpse is not. Aiming too high, start small. No use in chopping off whole arms or legs. Arms and legs in three`s, one head. The rest is just water really. Besides the acid tank can't fit so much anyway. Most of my partners are not found unless I want them. It makes me wonder what Devaux is doing with Bryan`s body. Not everyone is as careful as me. The ZA`s seem organized though. Capable as well. I drop the hand in the smoking steel canister. A rank smoke puffs out as I watch the hand dissolve. I wish all of my problems could vanish like this. Death is easy why is life so hard. Love is even worse. Damn you David why me. I can only blame myself I came looking for you. Yep and now look at the mess. He is lucky I came when I did isn't he. It is done but, what is about to happen? This is my show isn’t, sorry no spoilers.









Chapter 9 - Second Monday - Atlanta

	Wow I love this city. I didn't know I missed it so much. I guess it's like that with all things. You really want it once it is gone what, it's been two weeks since I was last here. No Atlanta isn't my hometown. I just made it here. Like I said this is my city. Things happen at my pace no surprises. Should have brought David here it's not like I couldn't have manipulated him. Theses eyes work wonders. I let the top down on my new Lexus, guess the color. As I turn down the streets to Fulton County courthouse I can't help but smile. Today is David`s preliminary and the city knows it. The steps are crowded with reporters. Atlanta`s own and Columbia`s. I park a ways off watching Booker and Kieth giving an interview. Someone had to give Booker the navy blue Armani suit. Kieth has one on too, a good neutral look not too flashy. I`m not as humble, it's my return after all. I step from my car in a spotless white pants suit. Gucci with faint gold lines. My hair jet black curls hanging on my shoulders but, no makeup. The reporters must hear my white heels click on the pavement. They turn before I hit the steps. I watch the oppositions eyes one is mad. One is biting his lip, the crowd's attention has rightfully shifted. A better option available what do you expect. 
"Ms.Sinclaire did you plan this, coming back to Atlanta?" 
"Is your client really your lover?"
 "Ms. Sinclaire blah blah this?"
 "Blah blah that?"
	 The questions come rapidly, I just show my pearly whites and climb the steps. There is no point in answering they are piranhas always hungry. 
"Do you think you can win against Grossem after your last defeat? Some think he has your card?" 
That makes me pause. "Please get all your facts next time I`ve lost to him two out of fifteen cases. Who do you think is worried" I laugh. "Besides we might not even go to trial this is the weakest case I’ve seen in a long time." 
	I leave them with that and enter the court house. I pause seeing the renovations. Plush black carpet covers the floors and bare limestone walls decorate the lobby. Pictures of the circuit judges change across the doors. I see the opposition again and smirk even blowing a kiss. The courtroom is not guarded as well. The pews have that new hardwood glow with plush navy seats. My table has a black granite top matching the judges. Even the flags and bailiffs clothes are stunning. I like the atmosphere and a window is casting light right on me, the star, and yes can`t forget David. In a fresh black Hugo, I specifically told him to shy from dark colors, stubborn. Judge Williams looks like the KFC's famous colonel. I like him though he is fair but hard, and he is the judge I won most of my cases with. 
"All rise for a moment,”his voice is raspy an old smoker. 
The entire courtroom does as told me included. Unlike last time no cops fill the pews. These are reporters. 
"This is just a preliminary trial but, I feel the need to handle this like a true trial. Solicitor Grossem, Attorney Sinclaire your both vividly familiar with how I like things done. By the book no antics or emotional displays. Your rivals I understand but leave personal vendettas out of my courtroom." 
	I nod as he speaks like we are about to box this thing out. 
"Good Grossem proceed, court in session" Williams says and everyone sits down. 
Grossem stays up, "Your honor we are seeking to try the defendant with thirty six first degree murders. Officer Booker will take the stand to present evidence" he gestures to Booker. Williams nods, "come forward officer." 
	Booker stands up and walks to the stand to be sworn in. I`m ignoring the process writing on a green post - it - note. We are going to lose this, I write and slide the not to David. 
"Detective Booker of Richland county sheriff's department. Please read your reports" Kieth says. 
"A series of murders sparked an investigation squad to be formed. David Sims was assigned, not long after a witness gave a similar description to his." 
"His, please be specific" Kieth says. 
"David Sims" Booker leans closer to the microphone. 
I stand up, "objection, your honor we are here for a brief rundown not a full testimony." "Sustained" Williams nods, 
"be brief detective" 
Booker nods. "Sims phone records place him in the victims location of thirty five different murders and, after an argument a state shrink has vanished" he looks over at us with pure hate and a hint of joy. "Sims also fits the FBI’s profile of the killer." 
"Objection, all of this is circumstantial evidence your honor." 
"Overturned  I’m allowing it for know" I sit down trying to appear frustrated. 
"That is all you honor" Booker says. 
Williams nods, "take your seat detective, anymore witnesses Grossem." 
He shakes his head, "that is all your honor." 
"Ms. Sinclaire does the defense have anything to counter with?"
 "No sir." 
"Good I'm sending this to general sessions court" Williams says raising his gavel. 
I stand up raising a hand, "I do have a request your honor?" 
Williams frowns impatiently, "make it quick." 
I smile, "Yes your honor, my client is requesting a speedy trial." 
	The entire courtroom erupts in a roar of whispers. Even Williams mumbles to himself. He regains composure and smacks his gavel. 
"Calm down! Everyone quite!" He yells silencing the roar, "the request is granted, court dismissed. 
I lean into David`s ear, " see you in the morning alright." 
"Hurry" he replies.
 As I lean up Kieth is at the table. "You`re a fool Eve I`m going to kill you this time want to make a bet" he says smiling. 
I laugh, "you don't have anything I want to take Kieth and, a fool's idea can be as dangerous as a generous fumble." 
He laughs, "stupid is just stupid no matter how you dress it" he looks at David. "Hope you like tans buddy."









Chapter 10 Second Tuesday - Fulton County Jail - 10:30 A.M

	Things are taking too long, but it's no use in trying to rush. The justice system is a slow moving beast. Push too hard and it will turn on you with vengeance. Even in this completely private cell I can't stand to see David, not like this. His eyes are swollen a little and his lip is busted open. A smile is on his face, I can't help myself. I lean over and kiss him trying not to show him how badly I miss him. 
"Miss me much" he says as I lean back. 
I smile, "not much I have a few friends to keep me company. Looks like you do too." 
"Yea there is always that one who need to be shown not told" he shrugs. 
"I guess, good news trial is set for a month." 
"A month" he says impatiently. 
"Act like you know it's a miracle it could have easily been three. Do you know anything about ZA?"
 "ZA?"  I briefly explain about the cult and Devaux. 
"They`re crazy" he smiles mockingly. "Me a god who would think?" 
"Shut up, you`ll have to handle them when you`re out." I get serious, "remember anything about the shrink yet" 
He frowns. "Nothing." 
I sigh, "oh well everything else is looking good. Are you going to testify?" 
	I know putting him up there is risky. David is exactly what a lawyer hates. Calm and in control as long as the pressure isn't bad. If it is he will burst. I can see him screaming on the stand right now. 
"How good is Kieth" he asks. 
I sigh, "know I talk down about him but, he is good really great at pushing buttons. Getting a rise out of a person." 
"Then no" he smirks. "Wouldn't want to steal any of your shine anyway." 
I laugh, "they say people chase dreams while in jail" I sit back in the chair and pull my skirt up. "Come here." 








Chapter 11 - second Friday Fulton County Courthouse

	Don`t judge me for this sometimes things cost, especially favors. The trick is knowing the price to pay. Even if it means doing something a little wrong. A little wrong to get a lot of rights is okay with me. I can careless if you disagree. I look in the rear view putting on a fresh layer of green lipstick. It matches my wavy green and yellow sundress and yellow heels. I pluck my lips and get out putting on my shades. My heels click on the pavement all the way inside the courthouse. As I  round the corner I spot my friend Brianne. She is sitting behind a glass busy servicing line of people. Working on the clerk's office is a busy job. So instead of cutting line to get her attention I just get in and wait patiently. Popping in a fresh piece of gum. Twenty minutes and eight people later I approach the counter. I have to say Brianne looks good. Her blonde hair tied in a bun and her blue eyes still sparkling. She has a narrow face with full lips. I always teased that she is a short model. 
"How can I help you today ma`am" she says without really looking at me. 
I pop my gum, "I need a favor, a friend tells me this is a great place." 
Her face balls up and her southern accent flares, " Ma`am you need to leave if you don't have a serious...." 
I lift my shades showing my face, "still a little thug like Bree." 
She shakes her head, "not funny Eve" she looks past me. "Give me a few minutes to finish we can have lunch?" 
I nod, "sounds good to me I'm parked out front" I say walking away. 
	Exactly ten minutes later I see Bree. She steps outside the door and adjust her grey pants suit and hair. She spots me sitting on the hood waving. 
"So Ms. Sinclaire has returned I told you it wouldn't be long" she says walking up. 
"Not for good" I stand up. 
"Here for a friend." Bree laughs, "you do know I have a T.V and a job in the courthouse" rolling her eyes. 
I sigh, "Unfortunately, so since you know so much let`s go talk." 
"About David Sims" she rolls her eyes. 
I roll mine back. "In a sense" I open the car door. 
"Should have known" she gets in the passenger seat. 
	I drive towards the interstate and light a long joint. 
"So how you been" I ask. 
Bree sighs, "bored really not much different going on. I'm getting tired of Atlanta." 
I exhale and pass her the joint, "I’d been trying to tell you to move for a while." 
"Where" she coughs. "Columbia and find a murderous boyfriend I'll pass." 
"That stings a little" I say taking the blunt. 
	I like Bree or I'd kick her out, or worse. 
She shrugs, "too bad." 
"Now you sound bitter and, he is innocent as far as I'm concerned. You're just mad that I left you down here." 
She sucks her teeth, "Just a little bit but, like I said I knew you'd be back." She exhales, "besides I can't afford to just up and leave, I`m a state employee." She passes the joint, 
I take it smiling, "that’s what friends are for" I turn on to I-20. 
"Is a good friend going to buy me a house, car, and find me a job" Bree asks sarcastically. 
I toss the little bit of joint out the window. "A great one will and put some cash in your pocket." 
Her eyes widen, "so what exactly do want Eve." 
I laugh, "am I that obvious." 
"No but I’ve known you for a while, so what is it?" 
	I reach in my bag and pass her folded sheet of paper. She takes it and gasps before refolding it. She is about to put it in her pocket, but instead throws it out the window. 
"So I must have a great friend for that" Bree`s face is bright red."Pull over." 
"We're on the interstate" I say bluntly. 
She shakes her head, "so, do it, I can't think while I'm scared you're going to kill us." 
I laugh pulling the car over, "do I drive that bad?" 
"No, just reckless" she wipes both hands on her face “you get me high then throw that in my lap. I hate you." 
"Look" I turn so my body faces hers, "a house in my new neighborhood, brand new BMW, you love those, and 250,000 dollars cash. I love him Bree." 
	She doesn't respond and pulls a cigarette out. She lights it and rolls down all the windows. I know I`m slightly wrong for this. Bree doesn't respond well to pressure, it is her biggest fault. I being her best friend has just offered all of her dreams and fantasies. It's risky but I don't have much choice. I wait five full minutes watching Bree fidget and smoke. 
"You ask it like you can't win" Bree finally asks. "Is he..." 
	I sigh but want to slap her. Like always she has put all the pressure in my lap. See Bree knows everything about me, everything just not everyone. It's how we meet but, that's another story my apologies. 
I nod, "yes he is like us." 
She sighs, "I don`t understand you after all of these years. I doubt I want to.”She shakes her head, "I want all of it and you’ll still owe me." 
I smile as I feel the weight of the world lift off my mind, "thank you." 
	Bree leans over and kisses me, I respond with compliance leaning my seat all the way back. She climbs on top of me our lips still locked passionately as we slide into the back seat. Bree`s hands are moving up my legs. I grab them and pull away. 
"I knew I could count on you for this" I say. 
Bree smiles licking her lips, "just part of the deal." 
"always" I say leaning my head back. 
	Bree starts sucking on my neck as I let go of her hand. I gasp she is playing how and what to do. It drives me wild, with her free hand she pushes my dress up. I help and pull it all the way off. I`m completely naked underneath and Bree wastes no time capitalizing. She drags her tongue down my neck to my breasts. Two fingers pinch a nipple while teeth nibble the other. I let out a load moan playing in my own hair. Her bit and grips grow harder and harder without me having to ask. Not that I can, air is escaping me. She abandons my chest planting kisses down my stomach. I grab what she has left, pinching my fully erect nipples.
 "Do you miss this" she asks kissing the inside of my thighs. 
"I miss it every..." I start to say when she flicks her tongue over my clitoris making me moan.
	 My body clinches as I climax for the first time. Bree is only starting, her tongue is dancing on my sensitive lips. Saliva and my own juices cover my thighs. I fight keep still in vain. Moans and curses leap out of my mouth. All I can do is grip Bree`s bun with both hands. Just slides two fingers in my sex, stroking hard. I feel a warm sensation up the crack of ass. Her tongue circles the hole. I gasp stretching both hands out the window gripping the door. I start sliding away when Bree grabs hold keeping me in place. Not a second later I cum screaming, someone passes by honking a horn. For a few, almost thirty seconds I lose all thoughts as pleasure rocks my body in waves. I open my eyes to see Bree kissing my thigh. With no hesitation I pull my legs up. Bree is ready for me as I climb on to her. 
"Do you have something for me" she asks as I suck on her neck.
	 I pull away and reach for my purse on the floor. I find it and retrieve a solid black strap-on dildo. Bree is pulling off her pants and green thong. As I put on the belt I`m fingering her wet sex. 
"I got this just for you baby”I tease her smacking the dildo on her clit. 
"Give it to me" she moans. 
	I turn her over roughly and smack her ass hard. My handprint glows red on her nice round behind. I wait for her to poke it up. I love the way her white ass spreads for me. Slowly I slide the tip inside of her ready sex. Bree moans as it reaches half way. Then I pull it out only to slam the whole thing in. She cries out nearly falling onto her stomach. I grab her ass in both hands. I`m stroking her hard and fast hitting a different spot each time. Still yet she is begging for more of each. I grab her hair loosening the bun. I wrap her hair around my fist yanking her head back. She starts bucking against my strokes rhythmically. I can hear her cum as liquid gushes loudly like a sponge. Once I feel she is getting to comfortable I pull the dildo out. Without warning I flip her on her side. Bree looks up at me wanting more. Sweat covering both of our bodies, I push her leg up into the back windshield. I slid the dildo back into her drenched sex. This time I flip the little switch. The dildo roars to life vibrating like a hummingbird. The sensation rocks both of us, my clit and her insides. We moan in unison as I fuck her with no regard. I rip open her shirt and grip both of her breast. I fuck her like this until we both cum too hard to breath. I must have blacked out, when I come to I'm laying on Bree`s stomach she is staring out the window. 
"That was fun" I say sitting up. 
She smiles, "it always is, and" she holds up her torn shirt, "you owe me a shirt too."









Chapter 12 - 11:46 P.M - Third Wednesday - warehouse

	Devaux is just walking into the dim room. Dark purple lights flicker on and off. Illuminating the stage. A nearly naked woman is dancing to the blaring music. I`m just sipping on a strong gin and juice observing. Meeting at this small truck stop strip joint was his idea and of all the people he is here over dressed. A royal purple Gucci suit with an opera mask. If any of the few customers were suspicious of me. Well it`ll be confirmed once he joins me. Next time I'll pick the meeting place. I let him drift around before waving to him. I`m anxious to leave. I can't lie and say women's bodies don't capture my attention. I don't care for strip clubs. A room full of hard dicks makes any women but a whore nervous. I down the rest of my drink and light up a new joint and stop judging me, everyone has a habit. 
"Ms. Sinclaire" Devaux says reaching my small booth. 
I exhale a big trial of smoke, "Eve, Devaux and hello to you sit down." 
He does, " I apologize this isn't my nicest establishment but everyone here are ZA`s. I'm sure privacy is a concern of yours." 
I nod relaxing a bit at that news, or maybe it's the chronic “even the strippers?"
 "Need a demonstration" he asks? 
"No" I shake my head sitting up a little, "last time you" I slice a finger across my throat."Bryan." 
"For the cause of our leader." 
"Of course." 
Devaux flicks his hand towards one of the roaming waitresses. "Everything in Columbia is done, just waiting for you word." 
"Who are you, I mean the real Devaux" I ask since my curiosity is peaking. 
	The gin is also taking effect. 
He laughs, "the last person you'd expect or find." 
"You own this club?"
	 The waitress comes over placing four cups, one with ice, a gin, a brown liquor, and a dark rum. He slides me the gin and pours the others into the ice. I'm watching his hands. Big gold rings cover eight fingers, nice rings engraved in some gibberish. 
He sips his drink, "in everything but name. Maybe David will expose my identity to you." 
I laugh "I`ll never find out if it is up to him, here" 
	I pass him a thick brown envelope. Then a piece of paper covered in writing. Things are slowing down a bit he reads the paper as I finish my joint and start the gin. I watch him tense a little and I smile. 
"This requires a little more talent than you last request." 
"Too much" my words are slurring a little more. 
He laughs, "Not at all, it will take a couple of weeks." 
Damn that`ll be fast, "you have a whole month until the trial." 
"Is this it?" he asks. 
I stand up a little wobbly, "I need someone to drive me home" smiling. 
	He glances around gesturing for the same waitress to come over. This time I pay attention to her switch over. She has nice brown skin and stark white curls. Thin but I like her. 
"she might not come back," I tell him.
 The waitress answers, "Use me as you see fit Ms. Sinclaire ZA is my way."
 Devaux laughs, "until next time Eve." 
	I wrap an arm over her neck and we walk out the club.


Chapter 13 - 2:37 pm - Third Friday

	Finding me like this is probably becoming cliché. So be it if so, I shift the woman's head and start shaving the other half. The woman was fun in many ways. Lived for two days a record. Her willing participation made it so much better. No drugging or fighting. She laid down for me. Yes I`m at Bree`s tiny apartment. She is asleep in her room. Yes blood covers her kitchen floor. Bree indulges in her own way, it's not my business to tell. She might tell you on her own time. Like I said earlier this is my story. You get me like this so often because I`m calm. This is my most relaxed moment. Evaluating  my newest victim. Tracing my fingers over hundreds of razor cuts. Doodling in the fresh blood redesigning the loose organs. Looking into lifeless eyes. Don't knock it if you haven't tried it. The peace in her eyes draw me closer to it. In this sense I understand the ZA`s. Death  is the passage to a burden less existence. So maybe I`m a advent disciple, no I shouldn't say that. The ZA`s are crazy, I`m not crazy. I drop her head into the barrel. I`m almost sad watching the last piece of her dissolve in the acid. She`ll be the last for a while. At least until David`s trial is over. Till then I have to focus. I`ve set some things in motion but who knows what's going to happen. I can influence the future, not control it. I think like a philosopher luring times like this. I start cleaning up the blood. Bleach then armonia scents fill the kitchen as I mop and scrub. I`m on my hands and knees, I hate tile floors. I wonder what David is doing, probably asleep. I should go see him soon, no I can't that would break my routine. I purge my system before trial. No meat, drugs, sex or murder a full body cleanse. It's A superstition of mine, a healthy body creates a healthy mind and thoughts. 
Bree comes into the kitchen in a t-shirt and sighs, "I'll get you a bath going." 
"Thank you." 
"Just clean my floor up, you look good down there" she says closing the refrigerator. 
I splash some dirty water on her back, "Whoops." 
	She takes off the shirt throwing it in my face. She is gone by the time I move it. Thirty minutes later I'm soaking in the tub. The smell of Jasmine, vanilla, and vinegar are strong. Warm water feels good on my skin. Pulling the dirt out my skin. Meanwhile I'm watching the news. The main headline is a shocker. Is fresh bodies in the Columbia metropolitan area. Now that's my type of news. I let myself fall under the water.








Chapter 14 - Seventh Monday - 
9:36 am Fulton County Courthouse 
A month later

			It all starts now. I`m standing outside courtroom C, my hand on the door knob. Both eyes are closed as I take a few deep breaths. I`m as prepared as I can get. I just have to push the last jitters out. My black pants suit is fresh out the cleaners my hair straightened and now my mind clear. I open the door looking all business. Strutting down the aisle past the potential jurors. I hear a few mumbled comments but don't respond. Kieth and Booker are waiting at their bench. Only a bailiff with them. I don`t speak to either of them. I place my briefcase on my wooden desk and sit down. As I`am arranging my paperwork someone speaks. 
"Good morning Ms. Sinclaire" Kieth says. 
I look up to see him standing over me. His navy blue Armani suit is brand new. "New suit Kieth" I say surprised. "You do realize you`ll get fired if you lose this, hope you can take it back." 
He smiles, "so cocky, I forgot how you get when things get rolling. I heard Mr. Sims isn't going to be present." 
"No he isn't my choice, like most of my clients he believes in me. Take my advice for what it's worth." I push my hair behind my left ear, "you should too, drop the case." 
He laughs, "It's only funny because you're serious." 
"Your loss then, can we start this thing." 
"Yes we can, your show today" he says leaving. 
I stand up, "It's always my show, remember that Kieth" I whisper loud enough to catch his ear and the bailiff laughs covering his mouth. 
	I take a moment to look at the potential jurors. It's a mixed group of one hundred and twenty men and women. Young, old, black, white, Hispanic, Asian and other. I have a ranking order. An "A" grade is the best person, a D is the worst. Picking a good twelve is the key to winning a trial. You can have the best argument but, if no one is listening it's pointless.
 "Ladies and gentlemen I'm sure you all understand what we are here for today. Still I have to ask, is everyone aware of what's going on today." 
	I put on my bright smile as all of them nod. 
"Good, now under each of the seats is a survey of questions I`m going to ask. First does anyone have a medical condition limiting how long they sit or an ADHD disorder. If so raise your hand now. Like the letter you received stated we need paperwork signed by a doctor." 		Twenty people raise their hands. I quickly count five white females, six black women, and eight white males. The rest are black males. 
"Please come forward and hand you papers to our Bailiff.” 
	As they come I check off their numbers. I feel like I`m losing your attention, selections is a boring yet tedious process. I hate doing it, most defense lawyers pawn it on an aide. I can't trust someone to do that. I firmly believe if you want it done right do it yourself. Reading people is something I'm good at. Listen to what I just said re-read it. I'm good at it, not I think or feel, I know I`m good at it. Maybe it's my smile, bright eyes that can melt a man. My hard piercing look shattering a woman's walls. Either way I can figure a person out. I don't have a template juror. I`ve learned things go bad like that. Never presume a middle aged black man is going to sympathize against police. Or a young woman with another woman. I don’t know these people. 
"I'm sure by seeing me you know what case your here to preside on. "I say smiling" Sims vs. the state of South Carolina thirty six first degree murders." 
	A few of them shift, fidgeting in their seats I mentally remember the numbers. 
"Bare with me we only need fourteen people. Anyone have ties to Richland county, or any law enforcement that could influence your decision, if so bring forward you papers. your dismissed." 
	Only five people come forward, one is Judge Williams niece. Another a State's Attorney's  daughter Georgia. The rest I don`t recognize. Ninety five left, this is going to be a long day. I`ll fast forward a little bit. An hour and a half later there are thirty six people left. All the workers, pregnant college kids and racists are gone. Even the creative excuses are gone. Now the real selections are starting. I have four strikes. So does Kieth, Judge Williams has entered the courtroom. He will be the voice of reason if we argue. I have a list of my favorite and four alternates. 
I turn to Kieth, "First pick on you" he stands up, "73." 
	I’m not going to tell you about each of the jurors. How they look is not so important. I need at least six of my, "A" grades on the team, anything less is uncivilized. 
"16" I chose then we start going back and forth. 
"44, 12, 53." 
"Strike your honor." 
Judge Simmons nods, "granted Ms. Sinclaire choose again." 
"Yes your honor, number 91." 
"5" Kieth starts again looking over, expecting me to strike his pick. 
Not today I smile back, "7." 
He smirks, "9."
 "28"
 Kieth shakes his head, "Strike your honor." 
"Granted, choose again Ms. Sinclaire" Williams says. 
"66" I say frowning I liked number 28, oh well. 
"20, 37, 111, 99." 
"Strike your honor." Williams nods yawning, "Granted." 
I shake my head, "okay." I take a deep breath, 
"39."
	 Kieth is smiling and should be he has five of his picks on the bench. 
"20" he says smiling looking at me waiting for a strike. 
	I don't use one and that is all of them. Kieth looks confident, I can't hide a little distress. I got my choices but he got all of his. My fault so I have to deal with it. 
"The rest of you are dismissed." Simmons starts, "The remaining will be the Jury. I`m sorry for this but because of the high publicity of this case, you will be sequester." 
	A few of them moan in dismay. I seen this coming so I'm numb to it. 
"Please understand the necessity of this. You will be put up in a modest dwelling. You have two hours to report back to this room for transportation. Failure to do so will result in an arrest warrant. Have a nice day, court dismissed." He hits the gavel. 
	The selected slowly leave the courtroom. I'm packing up my paperwork. Kieth and Booker come over beaming mocking smiles. 
"I've seen lawyers get fired for blowing that bad" Kieth says.
 I feint a laugh, "I think I did alright." 
"Bull shit Eve and you know it" he replies. 
I finish with my papers, "Even if I did blow it, I`m still better than you any day. I talk better, present better and for all of our sakes I hope I blow better but who knows you do have a petty mouth." 
His face is beat red and he snaps the pen in his hand. "Then make the bet twenty five thousand." 
I laugh, "that would be very unethical a crime if I'm wrong and in front of the police." I look at Booker, "am I correct detective in thinking good boy Kieth is trying to get me in trouble" I wink at him. 
Booker smiles, "leave it alone Ms. Sinclaire, I’ll be happy once that bastard is doing thirty six life sentences." 
I shake my head, "not likely I'm aiming at a full acquittal actually." 
	They both laugh but I keep a serious expression. 
"Your serious, it's a shame" Kieth says. 
"You're smarter than that Eve" Booker says. 
I smirk, "I'm surprised you're still in town, Columbia seems to be very busy these days. How many twelve or fifteen murders in the past month" I stab at him. 
	Bookers face balls up, Kieth is playing by the second. 
Now I twist, "seems like your brilliant mind is wasted down here. Go home to catch the real killer and leave old Kieth to blow by himself, It's really something to do alone." 
	I lick my lip very sexy like before walking off feeling like I won. Thirty minutes later I'm in my car, parked in a alley, yes. Smoking pot isn't legal. Three good joints and my eyes are barely open but, Im calm. My nerves we’re on the edge. I could go cut somebody but that would be cheating solace. This phone call I'm about to make, I dial the number and let it ring. "Hello" a female voice answers after the second ring. 
"Eve calling" I say as I was told. 
"Great I`ve been waiting for you, all is well but he isn't here." 
I sigh, "thank you I'll call back" and hang up. 
	I lean my seat back trying to hold in my emotions. It's impossible to do it. I`m crying hysterically in a matter of minutes. Weed isn't going to be enough and I dial Bree`s number.








Chapter 15 - Trial day 1 - 8:30 am - 8th Monday

I’m early like always, the courtroom is empty. Even the clerks aren't in yet, nor the bailiffs. It's A ritual of mine, I`m not superstitious. One thing my father always told me was to be first. Yes I have a family, distant but a family, I take those words to heart in everyday of trial. I plan to show out early. Normally the prosecution is first to arrive. It unnerves them to see me sitting here. The doors open letting in the news crews. They are setting up their cameras and lights. A few gestures at me but I wave them off. As much as I like spotlight, no interviews today. The bailiffs are next. They patrol the doors letting the allotted amount of spectators in. Lucy, Tom and Kristen sneak into the back. I smile seeing them but, it's quickly taken away when Kieth and Booker come in. Sadly they are wearing the same black suits.
 "Good morning Eve" Kieth says at his table. 
"For a winner it is" I reply. "Learned how to blow yet?" 
	His face turns red, before he can reply David is being ushered in. He has on the grey Armani suit I sent. His hair is freshly out. I have to say he looks great. Like a prosecutor, not a killer. The guards lead him to me and let him go. 
"Good morning Mr. Sims" I say pulling out the chair for him. 
"I hope it becomes a good day" he replies. 
"Not if you keep eye fucking the pretty clerk, " I whisper sitting down. 
"Just look sad, not remorseful just hurt by the situation, no smiling." 
He shakes his head, "I'm a friendly person." 
I suck my teeth and let it go. "Please stand for the honorable judge Williams" the chief bailiff yells. 
	We all stand for the judge as he takes his place. 
"You may be seated and bring in the jury please" Williams says. 
	A bailiff goes out a door she returns with the jury. Four middle aged white women, two black males, three white males. The rest black females. They all lock deathly serious taking their seats. I smile at all of them. 
"We are here to try the case Sims versus the state of South Carolina the media has been allowed access in a limited faculty. No live cameras, this will be a professional hearing." 
	I zone out as Judge Williams lays down his law. I`m going over my opening arguments first impressions are only tested by a final one. I don't have any notes. I like to freestyle these. Ride the wave kind of thing. I see Kieth stand up and start paying attention.
 He adjust his tie, "Ladies and Gentlemen of the Jury. I come to you today as a servant of the state. A job that I take seriously and, I will prove that" he turns to David. "This man used the title of civil servant to allude and mislead an entire city. All the while committing the vilest act a human being can commit. I will prove he is a cruel demented individual " he turns back to the jury. "The once, twice, or thrice; once is bad, twice horrible but, thirty six times so inconceivably heinous" he pauses to exaggerate a sigh. "That is what I'm going to show you. That, that man." He points back in David's direction, "is a plague we call a serial killer" he nods and struts to his seat. 
	I expected that kind of statement, slander my client try to paint a bad image. Kieth is very predictable. So I'm up walking to the jury, my happy to see you smile glowing. 
"Good morning ladies and Gentlemen." I let my eyes drift over the twelve, "we’ve all heard crazy things in our times but, a prosecutor Assistant District attorney a serial killer." I give them my crazy look. "Is by far the most outrages, the things of movies. An ironic twist to make you turn in a seat." I turn serious seeing a few smiles, "not real life. The Burden of proof , you heard the Judge. It's his job to supply you all with convincing evidence. Something the state will show a lack of during this trial. They need you to do the job where they were supposed to do. Don't be a pawn. See through their deception and lift these charges from a good man." I turn and stare Kieth down taking my seat. 
Kieth stands up. "I'll call forensic agent Dillian Smith to the stand." 
	A middle aged white man in a clean rack suit moves to the witness box. A bailiff places a bible on the stand. 
"Dillian Smith do you swear to tell the whole truth" the bailiff asks with his right hand on the bible. 
"Yes I do" as the bailiff is swearing him in, a projector is being set up. I cringe a little knowing what's coming next. Pictures, the angle of questioning is a dark spot but, if I know Kieth it`ll be direct and damming. 
"Hello, Mr. Smith you work for Richland county" Kieth asks pacing back and forth. 
"I`m a forensic scientist" his voice is high for his large size. 
"Explain your work briefly for the jury" 
He clears his throat. "I evaluate crime scenes, collect physical evidence fingerprints, blood and photos." 
	Kieth smiles at the clean answer, I hate Dillian already he is a good witness, Offering nothing extra. 
Kieth continues, "So you pick up the pieces so to speak. Don't answer that,” he goes to his desk picking up a stack of papers. He goes to the jury, "this is a list of  all thirty seven victims" he hands them enough to pass around then gives one to Dillian. 
"Look at the names did you work these cases?" 
Dillian reads the list to himself, "Yes sir all of them." 
"Mr. Sims is a prosecutor with Richland county. He is pretty hands on with a lot of his cases." "Explain hands on" 
Dillian nods, "He looks over the evidence with us, comes to the crime scenes." 
"Is that normal, I mean I don’t do it, neither do any of my colleagues." 
I stand up, "objection, leading the jury." 
Judge Williams nods, "Sustained, we aren't here for your opinion Mr. Grossem."
 "Yes sir" Kieth starts pacing again, "let's move forward, I have the photos of the crime scenes. Can you explain them to the Jury?" 
"Yes I can" 
Kieth nods. "I will apologize before we begin. These photos are horrific but, you need to see them" he stops facing the jury “now could we dim the lights for exhibits 002-137b." 
	The lights dim enough to see the projector clearly. I look at my watch 9:45 am. Three hours later and nearly asleep the lights finally brighten. Dillian has given a brief description of each murder. The pictures were horrible and grotesque even for my taste. Worse yet I can't really argue any of it. Not and do any real damage. 
"Thank you Mr. Smith I'm done" Kieth turns. 
"Your witness" he winks at me. 
I sigh and stand up, "Hello Mr. Smith." 
"Ms. Sinclaire" he replies. 
"You know my client, how do you describe his character"
	I ask confidently but, shivering on the inside. His opinion can be negative it's a wild shot. 
"Well, Mr. Sims is a hard but honest person. Dedicated to his work, a kind man." He hesitates, "I admired his resolve." 
"Thank you" I scream yes on the inside. “In all of this evidence is there anything tying him physically to these crime scenes in any volume" 
he shakes his head. "No ma'am" 
I open my eyes, "a hair, nail nothing." 
"Nothing, we found" he adds. 
I frown turning to the jury, "You`re telling me that in all thirty seven murders nothing of my clients is present. That is strange, did my client ever give you an impression he was there to cover up a crime." 
	I`m walking a dangerous line. 
"Never." 
"Could it be possible for him to tamper with these cases anyway" 
he shakes his head. "No,” he pauses biting his lip “he doesn't have the necessary access to the gathered samples only photos and documents. 
I nod, "that is all Mr. Smith" I turn walking to my desk. 
	I fight not to smile seeing Kieth`s pale face.
 Judge Williams hits his gavel, "I`m ordering a thirty minute recess court will resume at one fifty five, dismissed." 
	As the jury and spectators move out I lean back. Kieth can't even look my way. 
"I'd kill you if I was Kieth" David says with a slight smile. 
I laugh covering my mouth, "I took a chance there. You should of told me the CSI guys like you." 
He shrugs, "didn't know, we never talk much except about work stuff. I`m just naturally charismatic." 
"I guess so let's hope the jury gets the memo, but he isn't what I’m worried about. The phone guy is next" I say. 
David looks surprised, "he is calling his best guys first that`s is weird." 
I shrug, "Kieth thinks he can hit hard at the beginning and knock the fight out of a defense. It's A good tactic for this case though." 
"How?" 
"Well the bulk of the witnesses are character not too strong but, the scenes and pictures have a lasting effect. Let the jury dwell on them. For the rest of the trial." 
"I understand" he says reluctantly. 
"Good now leave me alone I need to sort out how to handle this phone tech." 
	Exactly thirty minutes later the jury is taking their seats. Judge Williams returns court to operations. 
"I'll call Dequan Yoemen to the stand" he says standing up. 
	Yoemen is a badge skinned man with a thick black beard. He walks lazily to the stand to swear in. 
Kieth is pacing again, "what do you do Mr. Yoemen." 
"I work at Verizon wireless, a tech expert we monitor signals and locations of our satellite towers." 
Keith nods, "sounds like a fun job can you explain about the signals in relation to the towers."
"Yes" Yoemen smiles. "Each of our phones wireless links to a satellite, which in turn beams to a tower. With it we can determine a phones location." 
"How accurate is this" Kieth waves his hands. "Let's say to a mile." 
"2.5 miles or a city block." 
"Thank you, now will the court pay attention to exhibits 138A through 150A" Kieth points to the projector screen as the lights dim. 
	I fidget in my chair holding my breath. A map of the city of Columbia appears. 
"This is Columbia, the map is provided by Verizon wireless" Kieth says. "Next slide please"
	 Thirty seven black dots appear on the map in a random pattern. 
"These are the locations of each murder, please pay attention. Where was Mr. Sims phone on the following dates" he lists off the dates in correlation to the times of death. 
	 I cringe inside as a red circle appears. Each time it engulfs a black dot. It looks bad on paper even worse on a diagram. 
"I’m right to say these locations are correct to the given dates. Do you track these yourself?" "No sir" Yoemen says. "A computer automatically records this data." 
"Is it ever wrong" Kieth asks stopping close to the jury. 
Yoemen shakes his head “never we have back-ups checking it constantly." 
"Thank you Mr. Yoemen that is all. Your witness" Kieth walks to his seat with a confident mug on his face. 
	I try to stand up with a similar aura but, I know my face isn't in it. 
"Mr. Yemen's is it possible to say exactly where my client was when the signals link" I ask like I`m accusing him of something. 
"To a city block, yes." 
"Not an address." 
"No." I step closer to him staring into his eyes, "could he have been driving and pinged at these locations." 
He blinks thinking over the question, "I’m not exactly sure." 
Gotcha, "so you’re not an expert in this matter. So why are you?” 
“Objection! badgering the witness" Kieth yells. 
"Sustained, Ms. Sinclaire" Williams says. 
I ignore them both and keep at Yoemen “playing with a man’s life over data you can`t comp…” 
Judge Williams is slamming his gavel, 
“ comprehend clearly wasting the courts time" I yell finishing what I have to say. 
	Kieth is bright red and so is the Judge. The spectators are in turmoil. Judge Williams is screaming order, 
"Order in the court, Ms. Sinclaire if you deliberately ignore me again you will be charged in contempt. Court is adjourned for today. See you all tomorrow morning at 9:00 am" he slams his gavel shaking the courtroom and storms off. 
	I keep my act going and match his performance. I don't even speak to David and storm out of the courtroom. That's how you move a jury learn from me and be a headline. If that doesn't make the headlines well. I really don't care. If I can't beat them I'll make them forget them. Because, if not, I have already lost this one. That's why I'm sitting in my car crying with my head on the wheel. It would be stupid to discount the weight of Yoemen`s testimony. Once is a coincidence, thirty seven a pattern. The weight of what I stand to lose is so much greater, too much.


Eve - Chapter 16 Trial day 2 - 9:00 am 8th Tuesday

	My dress is the same only red. After yesterday I feel like being flamboyant. Keep the attention on me. Show more leg, more cleavage. Put on a pair of taller heels. The whole works. It has worked on David so far. He hasn't said a word to me, I'm irresistible. Nah he is probably still mad at me. I`ve seen people fired for blowing it as bad as me. Ironically most girls keep a job doing just that. He`ll just have to deal with his emotions. Get out of his feelings . Who likes an emotional man anyways, not me. 
"All stand for Judge Williams" the bailiff yells. He comes in still mad. His face balled in a frown. 
	Guess he is emotional too. I want to scold both of their soft asses. 
"Before we begin I`m going to address an issue." He is staring at me, I try to appear remorseful. "Ms. Sinclaire your actions yesterday were intolerable. If you step close to that point again I will charge you in contempt and end this trail." He pauses, "and seek to have you disbarred! do you understand me!" 
"Yes sir" I lower my head humbly. "Let me publicly apologize to the court for my unbecoming actions."
 "Now let's begin, will the state continue" Judge Williams says sighing. 
Kieth stands up, "yes your honor will Sara please take the stand." 
I have to say, her black pants suit is making me curious. Even more than whatever she has to say. 
I whisper to David as she is sworn in, "stop watching her ass." 
	All he can do is shake his head. 
Kieth starts, "You're a detective in Richland county." 
"Yes I am." 
"How long if you mind me asking?" Kieth starts pacing again. 
"Three years seven months" she replies proudly. 
"What department?" 
"Homicide division." 
He nods, "Ever deal with the defendant." 
She shakes her head, "I deal with a lot of cases but never directly with him, no." 
"A simple no will suffice but, thank you" Kieth stops. "You`re a member of the task force created to catch the defendant." 
"Objection" I stand up yelling, "he is leading the jury." 
"Continue Mr. Grossem I'll allow it" Judge Williams says calmly. 
	I can't believe it. He is being spiteful. Well two can play at that, I sit plotting.
 "So explain your role in the task force?" 
Sara nods, "I'm tasked with surveillance of any potential suspects." 
Kieth shakes his head, "sounds time consuming, how many people are you following?" 
She looks up at the ceiling, "Around seven at first then just one. The defendant."
 Kieth nods, "see anything disturbing." 
I don't even bother objecting. She nods, "during my observations, the defendant left a park early one evening. I followed him home when I got a call. A body was found in the men's room a plumber." 
"Victim thirteen" Kieth asks. 
"Yes Sir." 
Kieth shakes his head, "so you saw the defendant at this park, only a corpse to be discovered." 
	I ball up my fists nearly cutting my nails into my palm. This is bad, very bad. I can feel the color draining out my face. David must be equally shocked. I can feel how stiff he went. They`ve been following him that long. Old fears are starting to resurface. 
"That's how it happened" Sara says as if her words didn’t just freeze the room.
 Kieth nods, "That is all, your witness." 
	I sigh trying to get my bearings right. I can handle Sara. I have to or it can get ugly. I walk to the middle of the floor. 
"Explain what evidence besides being at the park you have connecting my client to victim number thirteen?" 
"Nothing" she looks away. 
"Why wasn't he arrested that night if not for anything but a precaution." 
Sara looks down, "I was told not to, I wanted to." 
"Where is the warrant for the surveillance" I hold up my hands. "I never received one in the discovery." 
She pales and bites her lip. "There isn't one." 
I turn to the Jury, "it was an illegal act, that's why you didn't arrest him, am I correct." 
Sara still can't look at me but still answers. "Yes." 
I got what I wanted, "that is all." 
	I feel so good walking back that I don't hear the next witness. It's not until I spot Booker walking to the stand. I fight not to ball my face up. David grabs my hand under the table. I snatch it away. I’m not even focusing on Kieth`s initial questions. This is the one testimony I`ve been nervous about. After the phone tech, he can be the most damning. Depending on how vindictive Kieth wants to be. 
"So detective you worked with David Sims during the entire investigation. What is your impression of him." 
Booker nods, "Sims is a very cautious but determined man. If he is doing anything it`ll be done correctly. But, I could always sense an underlying personality lurking. It flares up in small doses. I could see it in him." 
"See what in him" Kieth asks. 
"A rage" Booker says quietly, looking at David. 
"What made you first suspect him" Kieth asks. 
"During the investigation of Jeffry Calhon a witness gave a description similar to Mr. Sims" Booker replies. 
Kieth nods, "a lot of people could fit the defendants description let’s be honest. Do you agree?" 
"Yes" Booker nods. "That's why I ignored it. Until the witness died. To many coincidences occurred." 
"Explain those for us Detective." 
"Upon review notes we found Mr. Sims name on the warrant for a prostitutes arrest. The same house where the first victim was found." 
Kieth is pondering rubbing his chin, "did this spark your interest in the defendant." 
Booker shrugs, "yes but I sort of pushed it away. He is a prosecutor. Didn’t think he did things like that." 
"Understandable so when did you authorize the illegal surveillance" Kieth asks. 
	I`m caught off guard by the question. He is admitting to an illegal act, why? 
"I did after the FBI analyst came into the picture. I talked to special agent Ben Foster over the phone. I got a brief profile from him." 
"Describe it for us please" Kieth stops by the jury. 
"A smart individual, OCD qualities, passive aggressive with an addictive personality likely a man middle aged." 
Kieth nods. "And this fit Mr. Sims in your opinion." 
"Yes it did" Booker nods twice. 
"Let me state that I became aware of the illegal surveillance not long after being assigned." Kieth looks at the judge, "and no evidence gathered during is being used." 
Judge Williams nods, "noted." 
Kieth butts his arm behind him. "Let's continue. If you suspected him why didn't you have Mr. Sims arrested lives could have been saved." 
"We didn't really have anything strong, I wanted to but legally it was impossible." Booker shakes his head"I wanted to." 
Kieth starts pacing again, "but he is here facing charges what prompted the arrest?" 
"I figured I needed to trap him in some way. Get him to confess. So I arranged Dr. Gilmore to evaluate him. He exploded on the doctor who later vanished, presumed dead." 
"Objection, that is speculating your honor" I yell standing up. "We have no evidence Dr. Gilmore is dead." 
"Scratch that statement from the record" Williams calmly states. 
Kieth stops in front of his desk resting on it. "Has any info of the doctors whereabouts surfaced." 
"None." 
"And it has been a few months." 
"Yes." 
"Okay" Kieth stands. "In your history as a detective how often is the person last involved in an argument is the victim..K...reason for disappearance." 
"Seventy percent to eighty percent." 
"That is all, your witness." 
	I take a deep breath before standing up. I hate this man with as much passion as I love David. So I slowly walk to the witness stand. I want to be close to him for this. See his iris, count his lashes. It's only weird if you don't understand my hate. Odi Et Amo I'm a woman.
 Let’s stab him early, "I’ve looked over the victims one is a Miranda Booker any relation to you." 
His eyes flash full of hurt, then anger. "Yes she was my daughter." 
Twist it a little. "Do you believe my client killed her and the rest of those people?" 
"Yes, he did it I'm sure." 
"I’ll l ignore that statement for a moment." I turn and walk away, "why would the killer of your daughter in your opinion." 
Booker frowns, "to get me to back off, maybe he felt us getting closer. Maybe." He pauses, "he thought I wasn't strong enough to deal." 
"So your saying they had knowledge of your family" I take a step closer. 
He nods, "Yes, she was my last family" his eyes are starting to water. 
"So my client had knowledge of you family life?" 
"in some capacity I believe so." 
I shake my head, "that is not good enough, did he or didn't he detective" I yell. 
Judge Williams slams his gavel, "be careful of how your questioning the witness." 
"I'm sorry your honor" I tell the judge then look back at Booker. 
"Did you and my client ever talk about families?" 
"Not that I can recall, no" he replies. 
I’m leaning on the stand, "so how could he have gotten her address to cut off her head?" Booker flinches as Kieth is yelling behind us. "Your honor she is harassing my witness intentionally." 
I shake my head, "I’m doing no more than the state did displaying her picture." 
Judge Williams hesitates, "answer the question detective." 
	Yes I scream on the inside. 
"I don`t know? Booker says his voice quivering. 
"How many people know this information?" 
Booker shakes his head, "a handful at most none of my co-workers. But, it's nothing for a prosecutor to find." 
"That`s speculating, A far reach, why are you dead set on pinning all of this on my client. Your daughter, your partner. People connected to you targeted. I would assume someone is intentionally trying to hurt you.” I leave the stand, "why are you fixated on my client?" 
"I’m not, he was a suspect." 
I frown, "illegal surveillance, set ups, trying to lure confessions. That spells a fixation to me detective." I roll my eyes. 
He frowns. "I don't care what the hell you can spell. David is a killer" he stands up hitting the stand. "He killed my partner and my daughter and deserves to die!" 
	I flinch and back away, I didn't see this outburst coming. But, the result is lovely.
 "Remove this man from my court immediately" Judge Williams yells. 
	The bailiff snatches Booker up and escorts him out. His eyes show a rage I didn't think he had inside. The jury is open-mouthed and the news people are loving it. After a few minutes everything calms down. 
"Is that your case Grossem" Judge Williams asks tiredly. "Then court is concluded for the day, we will resume with the defense tomorrow at ten thirty am." He hits the gavel, "court dismissed."









Chapter 17 trail day 3, Ten thirty am 8th Tuesday 

	I only have one witness Ms. Kristen Styles, 
"I say and turn around. Kristen stands up wearing a nice classy white pants suit. I'm slightly upset because it looks just like mine. We do have similar tastes. She looks well though. I need her to, as my witness. Without any physical evidence I don't have to involve any specialist to counter the states. It just puts a lot of inference on my cross examinations. I did alright considering, battling a conspiracy can be very difficult. You have to punch as many holes as possible that's what Kristen is for. 
"Good morning Ms.Styles" I say leaning on my table. 
She smiles, "good morning. Kristen is alright." 
"Okay Kristen." I return her smile. "I`m not going to make this a grill session. The state has done enough of that." I stand, "how do you know my client?" 
Kristen smiles a little harder, "David and I are co-workers with the state." 
"How long" I ask. 
"Five years" 
I nod. "So it is safe to say you know him pretty well or is it just a work relationship." 
"We have a bit more than that" Kristen says looking away. 
I feel bad about doing this, "explain it a bit more for the court please." 
Kristen starts twirling her hair "we were involved physically for five years until just recently."
 "Oh" I feint surprise. "Then you know him very well." 
"Objection" Kieth yells. 
"Speculation!" 
I roll my eyes, "your honor knowing a person for five years and also sleeping with them aligns with my statement. Sleeping with them implies knowing them to some degree. Five years only amplifies it" I state agitated. 
"I'll allow it" Judge Williams says. 
"Thank you" I turn back to Kristen. "sorry for airing your business Kristen, I needed to help you credibility. Tell me about David." 
Kristen nods smiling a little, "He is a determined man for you if you deserve it, loving when you don`t. He is honest always putting everything on the table. I loved him." 
I twitch slightly, "It`s amazing your description is vastly different than the previous witnesses. Any reason why you would lie for him." 
She frowns, "no I wouldn`t, if I could believe any of this he deserves to die but, it's not true." "Thank you Kristen I’m done" 
	I return to my seat smiling as Kieth stands up.
 "Hello Ms.Style  any of your time knowing the defendant has he ever displayed any fits of emotion?"
 She nods, "he reacts badly to stress." 
"Hostile?" 
"He just" she sighs. "Goes into a cave of sort just vanishes off the grid for a while. Then comes back fine like nothing ever happened" she shrugs. 
"It’s why I never took the next step."
 Kieth nods, "thank you that will be all." 
	Kristen steps down. I didn’t like that answer on bit. 
"I only have one more witness but, because of a pending legal investigation I have to ask Ms.Styles to exit the court so Special Agent Ben Foster can enter." 
Judge Williams nods, "Ms. Styles could you please step outside." 
	She stands up and leaves, as the doors close two officers usher Ben to the witness stand. He is in a blue jail jumpsuit. His face is balled up and he stares at me with hate. I ignore his emotions, not caring how he feels. I only need him for a little while. 
"I`ll be quick agent" I say walking towards the stand. "When did you first meet the defendant?" 
He just stares at me coldly then speaks, "I came back from vacation, it was at his office with detective Booker." 
"Was this the point when you matched him with your killers profile?" 
"No."
 "Then when?" 
"I never matched him Booker came up with it. I never believed in the serial killer option." 
I smile, "that is all" I say walking to my seat.
 Kieth stands, "is your observation one hundred percent correct all the time." 
He shakes his head, "no sir, no one's always right." 
Kieth nods, "that is all." 
	They usher Ben out. I feel his eyes on me. He will be a problem after the twenty years for rape. 
"Is that all Ms.Sinclaire" Judge Williams asks I nod. "Then the court will recess, to give you both time to present your final arguments, dismissed." 
	I watch the jury leave then turn to my notes. I zone into them. Closing is easier than opening. I have points I can hit. Easy ones being the weak spots in Kieth's case. But, at the same time can`t be repetitive. No one likes to be hammered with the same thing. I can`t lie, I feel a sour bile in my stomach. A feeling I get when I lose. I keep swallowing trying to get rid of the taste. Then before I realize it thirty minutes are gone and Williams is calling my name. 
I stand up fast, "I'm ready your honor." 
	He rolls his hand for me to continue. I walk right in front of the jury. 
"Ladies and gentlemen of the jury. The burden of proof can you believe my client is a savage killer. I can`t not with the Evidence presented. What is happening here is a brutal targeting by the Columbia police" I make sure to look at Booker before returning to the jury. "With no other options they chase a vindictive mans hunch. At first illegally and still got nothing concrete. Now they want you to do something they can't. They want you to do their job in the same way they do. Act without any evidence. Don’t be like them that’s all I ask. Find my client my client not guilty." I lower my head walking to my seat. 
	Kieth stands and starts to pace, "people of the jury please don`t be manipulated by the defense. Their job is to sway you from what is plain. A coincidence happens once" he holds up his finger. "Maybe twice, anything more becomes a pattern. People don't die places a person visits without arousing some suspicion. This man is one with that kind of pattern. Don't let him free to kill again. Thirty seven families are putting justice in your hands. Find him guilty for them. The mothers, fathers, and children" he walks back to his seat. 
Judge Williams nods and give the jury their orders. "Court is dismissed." 
	As everyone starts moving I grab David`s hand and force a smile, He does the same. 









Eve - Chapter 18 verdict - 1:00 pm 10th Thursday

"Thank you for everything Eve" David says to me. 
I grab his hand under the table, "don't thank me yet. You might be going to prison." 
He shakes his head, "doesn`t matter. Either way I need to tell..." 
"Ssshhh" I tell him as the jury starts to walk into the courtroom. 
	They pick a good time to come. I`m glad though, the last twenty four hours has been stressful. Haven`t found a strand of weed yet that erases it. The jitters of waiting for a decision to come back. You'd think after days of boring testimony and evidence they`d be quick. I need to look at the silver lining. Twenty four hours isn't that bad, not for thirty seven homicides. I`ve waited weeks for one murder. But, then I didn't love my client either. Yet again my feelings complicate life for me. Is this my personal problem, female thing or does everyone have these. What would I do if he actually goes to prison. Let's not go there yet. I glance over at the overconfident Kieth. He is leaning in the chair looking cool. Booker is right behind him sweating and looking anxious. I`m trying to appear as calm as David is but, end up biting my lip, and glancing around. Kristen and Sara are here. Neither are looking anywhere but the floor. All of the reporters are staring at the jury not wanting to miss a second. Even Bree is in the back row appearing nervous but, in a bright school girl way. I notice famous Oscar winner Dex Williams sitting next to her. Maybe he is searching for the role of David. He would be too dark but, T.V is T.V. Oh! I realize as the jury stands up. 
Judge Williams nods, "Have you reached a decision." 
The head juror a small white woman nods, "Yes we have your honor." 
"Proceed." 
She nods again, "We the jury." 
	I`m squeezing David`s hand with all my strength and hear her words in slow motion.
"Have come to a unanimous decision. We find the defendant not guilty on all charges." 
	The entire courtroom erupts in an uproar. People yelling and cameras flashing. I`m up hugging David tighter than I need to. I pull away and kiss him passionately. I open my eyes to see Kieth`s awestruck face and Booker pale wide eyes. I`ll remember them forever. 
Judge Williams slams his gavel down hard, "order in my court." 
	Nobody is paying him any attention. That is until I’m shoved on the ground. I look up to see Booker punching David in the face. All I can do is join in on the unified gasp as everyone goes quiet. David stumbles backwards holding his jaw. Two of the Bailiffs pounce on Booker and have him handcuffed in a matter of seconds. 
"He is the killer" Booker yells. "He killed my daughter, he did it." 
	He is crying by the time he is carried out the courtroom. I move to stand up and fix my dress. Bree and David standing ready to help if need be. I`m alright though. Even better I won, David is free. I`ve done my part and I`m tired of talking to you all. It was fun but stressful. Getting the right tone, didn't want to scare anybody, hurt any feelings. Next time I'll be blunt. See you soon I have to bask in this. 









David Chapter 19 One week later 11:55pm

	It's strange looking at my own room. After being in that cell for so long. Everything seems surreal. Laying her with Eve eating when I want, what I want. Doesn`t make any sense not the way the trial went. Eve knows more than she has let on. Not that we had time to talk much. Just a lot of sex. I've avoided the news so far. I don't even know the whole story. 
"How did you do it" I say looking at Eve knowing she is awake. 
She groans, "read the story, I`m just that good."
 "You were a little nervous."
 She sits up and pulls the sheet up to her neck looking aggravated. "Fine" she sighs. 
"Devaux helped me with the man power but it's my idea." 
"Man power?" 
"I took things to a new degree, we swapped out every potential juror, all three hundred of them were killed and replaced kids, mothers, fathers, sisters, and brothers. The Eraser." "Eraser?" I can't form a complete question. 
	I’m trying to roughly estimate how many people died. 
She shrugs, "some guy in SKA`s he is good specializes in erasing entire families, hint the name." 
	Before I can speak the bedroom door bursts open. All I see is the gun a big black forty five caliber. I shove Eve off the bed making her scream. A gunshot sounds and I feel pain explode in my shoulder. I cry out as the man snatches me out the bed. I hit the floor hard. My head bounces as the pistol hits me. 
"Why did you do it" the man yells. 
"Booker" I mumble squinting my eyes trying to focus on his face. 
	His eyes are bloodshot red and he looks mad. 
"You killed all those people, my daughter why" he hits me again. 
	I can't think past the pain. All I can think is not like this. Not by his hands. 
"She didn't deserve to die like that!" He swings the pistol again but something cracks over his head dazing him. 
	I muster all of my strength and leap up on him. I get my hands on the gun. We crash into the dresser and the gun goes flying. Booker growls and punches my wounded shoulder. I gasp in pain as he shoves me back on the bed. Eve is moving towards the gun. Booker kicks her in the face and pulls out another gun. I'm staring at Eves limp body. 
"The bitch deserves worse, I knew she cheated" he takes a deep breath blood trickling down his face. He touches the blood. "The whole jury pool though, your idea I bet." 
"Think about what you're doing Booker you’re a cop" I say as calmly as possible. 
He laughs, "What should I do, arrest you they’ve let you go we can't prosecute anymore." He frowns, "The avenue is gone, a killer, you are free untouchable." 
"You`re deranged, think clearly." 
"I am David, I am." He laughs, "a life for a life, you killed my daughter" he aims the revolver. 
	All I can do is stare down the barrel. It's over after all of this. To go out like this. Naked in my own house. Can't say I don't deserve this. In a way I knew it would be like this. But, even a random thought couldn't prepare me for the actual event. 
"June 1, 1996 I killed my first man, strangled him in an alley. I start two months later, I drowned another in a toilet. It was the first time I blacked out." I laugh, "that is when I knew I needed it. Had to see that final look of desperation." 
"What" Booker lowers the gun. 
"Let me tell you who I am, yes I kill people. Killed so many names are blurs. All I remember is that look in their eyes. It's what I chase worse than any fiend. I'm an addict. I don’t know why, I just need it. It calms me, brings me ease the way no drug or woman can.” I stare into his eyes “so damn me for doing what nature has desired. Play judge and jury because nothing can make me stop, I love it too much. Call me sick, insane or anything to categorize me. I don’t care but, if I live. Know so many more will die at my hands, you included.” 
He lifts the pistol, "shut up!" 
"I killed her" Eve yells. 
	Bookers eyes go wide hearing the words. Then a gun fires. Blood splatters on my face. Booker drops his gun holding the gaping hole in his chest. He falls to his knees gasping for breath. Another shot rings out, Eve is standing behind him holding the forty five. 
"Call the police" I say and pass out. 
	It was tense, thought I`d be gone forever. Still I look back at it all in awe. So much happened back then. All of this could have been an unattainable dream. My beautiful wife laying next to me. The small blue crib next to the bed. I love this woman. She has saved my life three times. Literally, that trial was a mess and Booker had it coming anyways. Hope he found some peace, dying and all. A lot has happened these past years as well. But that`s is for another time. My other  roommates can tell that one, maybe. No one can tell my story better than me, can they. We’ve moved into an estate. For the one and only SKA prophet Za. Talk about from rags to riches, from a cell to Olympus. It has been a rough year I`ll tell you about it sometime. Just wait for it until then. An addict.        
       
                                                 
                                                           
               		
		                
            


