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Chapter 1

	

	

	Mousetraps. I have a few of them lying around to snatch those vermin. 

	One of these contraptions is on my desk and that one’s not for the mice. That one’s for me. I’ve piled small pieces of cheese on top of it and I try to remove as many of them as I can before it snatches down on my finger. More often than not, I end up with a tinted blue sore finger. 

	A few knocks on my door and I triggered the trap and snatched my finger. 

	Motherfucker. 

	“Yeah,” I yelled while rubbing my finger, “who’s that?”

	“Mr. Bissinger?” a female voice questioned. 

	“Yeah, this is he, do enter.”

	The door creaked open and I saw the finest dame I’ve ever seen. I shit you not. She was fine. Long blonde hair, a bosom and cleavage that seemed to call my name, a face like a doll, and a leaf-green, tight fitting women’s suit and pants, making her voluptuous body even more attention-seeking. To top it off, even a small leaf-green hat. 

	She looked more fancy than most.

	Her appearance surely made male-heads take a double-take wherever she went. Wonder if she ever got tired of that attention? Nah, she loved it. 

	“Not to offend in any way, Lady, but you sure you in the right place? I don’t often get such nice visit.”

	“You are Mr. Bissinger, are you not?”

	“Last I checked, I sure was.”

	“Then I’m in the right place. They say you are the best.”

	“That really depends, best at what and who says so?” I opened my drawer, reached for a cigar, lit it. 

	“The streets mostly, that you are best at solving things that others can’t solve.”

	“Yes, the streets be right on that one. Do come sit,” I gestured at the chair opposite of me. Puffing at my cigar. 

	The about eight steps she had to take to reach the chair were magnificent. Her curves moved like a liquid but firm hourglass and a sexy pear, more hourglass than pear. That’s the color she was wearing, not leaf-green, but pear-green. 

	She eyed my abode as she walked toward me, her eyes darted to the various corners. She didn’t mention the water-stained walls, the fungi or mold stained ceiling or the smell of wetness, humidity… more like the smell of a stale and humid men’s locker room in a swimming pool area. She certainly smelled it, I saw her nose recoil. Anyone entering my apartment smells it, which makes sense. She did mention the mouse-stuff, though.  

	“You have a mouse problem?” she asked as she sat down, and I could only focus on the slight jiggle of her bosom as she did. A firm jiggle. 

	“Mice, plural. Those bastards are everywhere, some of them so big they might be rats. But enough about my vermin. What can I do for you, Miss or Mrs?”

	“Miss Misty, keep it short at Misty,” she said, her face unmoving and quite serious. 

	I nodded at that. Don’t know why. I stood no chance of anything with a woman like her. 

	She leaned forward and took my cigar from my hand and inhaled way longer than I’d ever done. Then blew a thick smoke cloud. All the while I got a sublime look down her cleavage. Tight. 

	“There’s been a string of murders,” she said, “someone has gone on a rather prolific hunt for my prostitutes.”

	I almost choked on the smoke she had blown out, ‘my prostitutes,’ she was a pimp? 

	“Your prostitutes?” I exclaimed, more than I said, I did sound more surprised by it than I had wanted to. 

	“Yes, what, you don’t think a woman can be a pimp?”

	“Never given it much thought to be honest, none actually. But I guess yes, a woman can be a pimp, I don’t see why not.”

	She smiled at that, the first smile I had seen cross her lips. 

	“You are very careful not to offend me,” she said. 

	“Common courtesy, Misty. If I want to offend, sure I can offend. But when I don’t intend to, then yes, I’m careful not to.”

	She handed me back my cigar. 

	“You are thinking of fucking me, aren’t you?” she said, as a teasing sideways smile formed on her perfect face. 

	I had just stuck the cigar in my mouth and was about to inhale, but her straight forward question made me halt it, and my eyes landed on her beautiful green eyes looking back at me. I hadn’t noticed that her eyes matched her outfit until then. 

	I was no liar, usually, and I wasn’t about to start, “Now that you ask, yes. Don’t hate me for it, I think most men are thinking it. We can’t help it, all that biology and evolution and stuff, we are wired that way. Only Mother Nature can be held accountable for that one.”

	She just smiled. A genuine fine smile. 

	“What do you want from me exactly?” I asked, I had to get it back on track for business. 

	“I want you to find proof that Trevor, a rivaling pimp, is the one that’s killing my prostitutes.”

	“If you know it’s him then why not, you know,” I gestured a gunshot to the head.

	“I need photographic proof before I off him, or I’ll have the entire underworld on my ass and my prostitutes out of many jobs. I don’t often take anything in my ass, if you catch my meaning.”

	She was a tease. A fucking cock-tease. 

	“I do, I very much catch that meaning, although I think it’s a shame.”

	“What is?”

	“That you don’t take anything up your ass, Misty.” 

	She was playing me, she liked the sexual attention. I was just playing back. 

	“I said, ‘I don’t often.’ I do on occasion take a peek-a-buh,” she said with puckered lips. 

	What a weird way to phrase it. 

	I was about to answer, no idea what I would answer but she beat me to it. 

	“You’re taking the job, right?”

	For a moment there, I was about to follow her meaning that I did catch and say, ‘Sure go ahead and bend over the table, I’ll pull down your pants and have a go at that ass, give you a thorough peek-a-buh. That was the job, right?’

	I didn’t say it, I’m a gentleman, most days, and she was a client, not a prostitute. I think? Maybe both?

	“Yeah, sure I am.”

	“What’s your rate?”

	“10 bucks an hour, double the rate if I solve it, free of charge if I don’t.”

	She thought for a moment, “Doesn’t that render 10 bucks an hour obsolete?”

	“Yeah, it sure does. Just sounds cheaper that way. It’s all in how you phrase things.”

	“Alright, Mr. Bissinger. Get back to me when you have something.”

	“Surely I will, Misty. How do I contact you?”

	“Just ask any stripper downtown, they’ll point you to me.”

	“I thought you worked prostitutes?”

	“I work anything women related that a man would pay for, I wouldn’t want to limit my profits. You can ask a prostitute too, if you prefer that business.”

	“No worries, I’m quite… acclimated in both of those businesses.”

	She got up and wiggled and jiggled her ass out of my office, but stopped in the door before closing it behind her. 

	“Oh and Mr. Bissinger?”

	“You can call me Baird.”

	“Baird, if you find yourself in need of any female companionship do let me know. I’m not meaning myself here, but I have girls that can accommodate most manly needs.”

	“Thank you, Misty, I’ll make sure to remember that.”

	“Is it true, what they say about you?” she asked. 

	“Depends, they say a lot. Most of it sounding more like a fairy tale than reality, but sure, some of it is.”

	She smiled and walked out.

	For a very long moment her ass lingered on my mind. It was a perfect ass. 



	
Chapter 2

	

	

	I took the rest of the day off, hell, it was nine in the morning and I’d already gotten a new client, so I was thinking the rest of the day was better spent planning my next move. 

	Dead prostitutes—murdered prostitutes, there’s an important distinction there. I had my work cut out for me. 

	Whiskey was my best friend, and beer too, almost any bottle of liquor could do it. But whisky always kept that soft spot in my throat just numb enough for me to love it. 

	Whiskey and that mousetrap game of mine could keep me busy for hours, while my mind had time to wander off, where it does the best thinking.  

	My brain works better with whiskey in one hand and the other jammed in a mousetrap. There’s something about that sudden jolt of pain, expected, but not wanted. 

	Tomorrow I was to hit the streets and get a lay of the land. Visit a few prostitute littered streets and possibly a few stripclubs if I was so inclined. 

	I was no stranger to the concept of strippers and prostitutes, I was having ‘em so much that if I got paid I would be rich, not normal rich at that but filthy rich. Instead I’m paying them and I’m piss-poor for it. 



	
Chapter 3

	

	

	Next day arrived and I slept most of that day. When darkness started to show its beautiful well-known face is when I headed out. 

	Crazy Cats, that’s where I was headed. 

	The local and most convenient stripclub. I could see their neon sign flashing in a faint red light into my apartment each night, that’s how close it was. 

	If I threw a stone at it, I might very well hit the neon sign cat that seems to be hollering at another cat. Two cats, a male and a female. Ridiculous sign if anyone asks me. 

	

	I entered the smoke filled entrance with the disco lights playing about and women dancing at the poles, while men threw money at them. 

	The place was packed, the men outnumbering the ladies with about 10 to 1. 

	I’m an avid smoker myself, but the smoke in there made me choke up and the whole establishment seemed fogged up, smoked up?

	“Long time no see, Baird. How are’ya?” It was Ronny, the bouncer and or doorman, almost the same thing but not quite. 

	“Doing just about okay, how about you?” I answered. 

	“Keeping the creeps in line, you know. Getting too friendly with the girls will never go out of fashion.”

	I clapped his shoulder, heavy shoulder. Ronny was a huge man, a colored man which he so often referred to himself as. It was an asset in his job, he told me once. His appearance was a great detergent for anyone trying to start trouble. Not his color necessarily, but his huge build. 

	“Good the girls have you then, keeping ‘em cozy and all.”

	“Someone has to do it, Baird.”

	“Sure do, Ronny.”

	I snaked my way through the oddly placed tables that were designed to make it hard to leave, and with naked women dancing about, leaving wasn’t often on the minds of the men in there.

	I sat down at a small round table in the back, as I saw Cinnamon shake her ass out on stage. God was she a beauty. 

	“What is it I see there?” she teased and cat-crawled toward me, not batting an eye at the other men who already threw money at her. “Isn’t that Baird, oh Baird. I’ve missed you, you know that?”

	“Ah, me? Please. But I betcha you missed these.” I pulled out a bundle of a few bucks. Bundled up like that it seemed to be more than it was. All about how you present it. 

	“Well, thank you, Baird,” she grabbed the money and shoved them down her glittering blue bra that matched her glittering blue panties. 

	“Cinnamon, I need to talk to you, can you take a break soon?”

	“Anything for you, Baird. Give me a few or my manager gets pissed off. Say I meet you out front in five?” 

	“Sure thing, thank you.”

	I snaked my way back out, nodding at Ronny on the way. He had just picked up a man like he weighed nothing and was about to show him the exit.

	I stood on the curb, puffing at my cigar when Cinnamon joined me, she was mostly covered by a big feathery jacket.

	“You care to spare one of those?” she asked.

	“Sure thing,” I fished her a cigar from my coat pocket and lit it on mine, before handing it to her. 

	“What you wanna talk about, Baird?”

	“I need to know what you know about these prostitutes that’s been dropping lately.”

	“I knew you hadn’t good news or anything like that.”

	I poked my pocket and found another little bundle of money for her and she took it. She looked around before answering, making sure no one heard. 

	“I don’t know much, but what I know is that only prostitutes are targeted, not any showgirls, not yet that is.”

	“Anything else?”

	She eyed the money bundle, suggesting she wanted more. I pulled another bundle, she took it and talked.

	“All the murdered girls are owned by a Misty, she’s a big name in the city. Owning most of the female focused businesses you know. She doesn’t own Crazy Cats I think, but she does rent out some girls to it. Why you wanna know this anyway?”

	“I’m looking into what’s happening, can’t have my favorite pass-time get all killed on me, can I?”

	“Guess you can’t,” she giggled, “then you would only have me to shake my ass at you, and not anything to fuck,” she winked. 

	“Sure thing, it would be a shame though, the not fucking kind, the ass shaking’s all good,” I smiled. 

	She leaned in, blew smoke in my face and kissed me on the mouth, she tasted of ash and dryness, I did taste the same I suppose. 

	“You can always bring your masturbatory business to one of the backrooms,” she said, “I’d love to do you that way. The all-look-no-touch way, it’s way more popular that anyone would believe. The men get the release and I get paid and no ‘fucking’ done in the process, except for the masturbatory self-fuck they’re enjoying.”

	“I might just hold you to that offer, what’s the coin for it?”

	“A first time for you would be free,” she bobbed my nose, air-kissed and headed in, “I need to get back, hope I see ya around, Baird.”



	
Chapter 4

	

	

	Fish sticks. I like fish sticks and I eat ‘em way too often. I got home that day and devoured twelve of them. They go well with whiskey and I don’t need to do a lot of cooking. I hate cooking. I couldn’t cook to save my life. Does boiling an egg count as cooking? I can boil an egg. 

	

	The city was a fun thing. Day and night were two very different things, felt like two different cities. 

	I hadn’t gotten any groundbreaking news, but it was my first day on the job so I considered that a win. Gotta look at the positives sometimes. 

	I slept late that night but was awakened way too early by a series of rapid knocks on my door.

	Motherfucker. 

	“Hold on,” I yelled. Got up from my bed and got dressed faster than a racehorse on steroids. “Who’s there?”

	“I need to talk to Baird Bissinger,” the male voice said. 

	“Who’s asking?”

	“You come highly recommended, Sir, I have a job for you.”

	That I can work with. Very literally. 

	“Why didn’t you just say that,” I said as I opened the door to let the bastard in. I walked to my desk, lit a cigar, puffed it and sat down. “What can I do for you? Mr?”

	“Puffins.”

	“Puffins? What kind of an odd name is that?”

	“I’m not from the city, Sir.” He recoiled and tried to adjust his nose and whole nose-face area to the smell, like a sneeze had gotten caught in his nose hair. 

	“You don’t say,” sarcasm oozed from me. The bastard was wiry looking, like a confused atheist amongst believers. Hell, the mice in my apartment had bigger balls than this guy. “So, up with it, what can I do for you?”

	The man shuffled down on the chair uncomfortably. He had a nice watch, clean clothes—a suit and a bowler hat. He didn’t seem like the person to wear such fine clothes, which only told me he had enough money for some fancy corporate office job. ‘Cause he sure as hell looked uncomfortable. 

	“They say you find things,” his voice was as wiry as his looks. 

	“I sure do.”

	“I need you to find my briefcase.”

	“Briefcase?”

	“I lost it. I was at a… female establishment two days ago, I was looking at the… goods and when I was about to leave I discovered my briefcase wasn’t there.” 

	I slyly smiled at him. “What genre of establishment, if you don’t mind. The looking-kind or the touching-kind?”

	“The looking-kind,” he confirmed.

	“Which one?”

	“Slacky Seahorse.”

	“Ha, ridiculous name, but I know the place. Not by visitation but by reputation. What’s in the briefcase?” My cigar smoke was making him cough lightly, so these kinds of establishments surely weren’t his most visited places, maybe even a first. 

	“Confidential.”

	“Is the briefcase confidential or its contents?”

	“The contents.”

	“Hm, hell, alright I can have a look at it, but you gonna pay steep for it.”

	“Money is not an issue.”

	Now I started to like the guy, “Can you describe the briefcase? I need something concrete.”

	“It’s burgundy leather, and has a lock mechanism that requires a number combination to open. The handle and the combination area is steel. The briefcase is impenetrable without the code, impossible to open and impossible to destroy.”

	I flicked some cigar ash on the cheese on the mousetrap on my desk. He eyed it but didn’t ask about it. I lifted my cold eyes to his pathetic one’s. 

	“You lost me at burgundy, what the hell’s that?”

	“The color.”

	“Yeah I derived as much, unless the leather came from a fancy burgundy cow or something like that. What color is burgundy?”

	He wasn’t sure if I was kidding or not, I wasn’t. 

	“It’s a… dark reddish purple kind of color.”

	“Wauw, alright then. Good that I’m not colorblind or I stood no chance. You’ll pay the fee, right?”

	“How much?”

	“Sixty bucks a day,” he looked like someone who could afford it. 

	“Yes okay, no problem.”

	“And you pay even if I can’t find it, deal? I can’t guarantee anything for a bur… gundy briefcase.”

	“Yes, it’s a deal,” he assured. 

	“Good.”

	He wrote down his phone number and slipped me the paper, then left the office and I played with the mousetrap. Got a sore finger. 

	

	Hell, one of the mousetraps had caught a mouse. Didn’t see it before. A small mouse. Not one of the rat-sized ones that very well could be a rat. 

	I poured down my whiskey before I went to release the little thing. Release is an inaccurate word. It wasn’t alive. It was dead, bleeding from its mouth as the metal contraption had hit down right on its neck and choked it out I guess. Wonder if it was painful for them to go like that?

	

	Two customers in two days. Good for business. I always set my price based on a person. With the wiry guy, Puffins, he could pay, I might even have gotten more if I asked for it. 

	Miss Misty looked like someone who could pay too, but she was too beautiful to fool with. 

	I was up now anyways. Could do some recon. Which was best done in a bar with whiskey and some beer to flush it down the hatch. Or just cheap beer. 



	
Chapter 5

	

	

	The city was brimming with weird names for weird establishments. My bar of choice was Crooked Crow. A fine establishment if you only care about cheap beer and doesnt give a hooting-fuck as to the decor. 

	Sleazy place. I think this is how my apartment would look like, if my apartment was a bar. That should say enough about the aesthetics of the place. It did smell better than my home, though. Not as musty or humid. 

	Crooked Crow. It’s how I see myself I think. An old worn bird, a frizzled and undone crow, missing feathers, wings of different lengths unfit for flight, and a look that just seems dirty and a demeanor that is crooked. But… with a certain charm to it. 

	“Three whiskeys on the rocks,” I say to the barkeep, standing there polishing a glass way more than it needed. 

	Terry was usually barkeep here, this guy was new. Younger fellow, looking more like a lumberjack than a man serving drinks. His beard longer than I’d ever grown mine and orange, too orange, not natural orange. 

	“You expecting company?”

	“Not at all, they’re for my pleasure only.”

	“Oh, it’s one of ‘em days, eh?”

	“Sure is. Whiskey helps my thinking.”

	“Or so the whiskey would have you believe.” 

	“Either way it helps.”

	“What is it you need help thinking about, if you don’t mind my asking?”

	“I mind very much, don’t mean any offense though.”

	“Me neither, none taken. Cheers.”

	He slid me three whiskeys in rapid succession across the alcohol soaked bar. 

	“You new here?” I asked him. 

	“Yes, how did you know?”

	“You ain’t Terry and Terry wouldn’t hand over this bar for any other reason than death.”

	The barkeep’s face changed, “He is dead,” he confirmed. 

	“What?” Now my face changed, “what happened?”

	“Robbery.”

	“Where?”

	“Here.”

	“And?”

	“And what?”

	“How did Terry die?”

	“Fighting. They shot him in the stomach, but before he went down he grabbed his sawed-off from under here,” he gestured the movement of pulling a weapon from under the bar, “and he killed all three of ‘em.”

	“Sure sounds like Terry. What a shame, he was a close friend.”

	“My condolences. You come here often?”

	“Let me put it this way, it’s my second home. I’m here almost more than I’m home. That should tell something.”

	“You here too often then.”

	“Ha, yes I am.”

	“Here’s another then, consider it from Terry.”

	He slid me another whiskey. 

	I nodded at him and we each poured down a whiskey. 

	

	A woman staggered toward me, clearly having drunk more than I had. “You looking for some fun bad boy?”

	Bad boy? None had ever called me that ever. Didn’t like it. “No, not really, only looking for some peace and quiet and last time I checked that doesn’t come with a fee.”

	She was a disaster. Makeup painted her face like a road-killed colorful raccoon, and her hair was frizzled and undone. Like I imagine my wings would be if I was a crow. 

	“You getting cocky with me? Badboy.” 

	“Oh no no, I just don’t want any business from you.”

	She wasn’t used to being told ‘no’ it seemed.

	“Hm, you at least buying me a drink?” she said, and put her hand on my shoulder. 

	“Sure, if you promise to leave me alone?”

	“How about a drink and a blowjob for half the price?”

	She was a persistent one. “How much is half the price?”

	“For you I’ll make it lower than half the price, say fifty bucks?” She gestured sucking a cock by bulging her cheek out with her tongue and moaning a bit. Topping it off, she even let some saliva drip down from her lip.

	Truth, I did consider it for just a shimmer of time. Tiny shimmer. I’d never had my instrument played by a colorful-raccoon-looking woman before. 

	“That’s a steep price for a blow to the flute. Are you that good of a cocksucker?”

	“You can try and judge for yourself, no one has complained so far,” she started caressing my shoulder and arm in a weird way. Then she started jerking at my upper arm as if it was a cock. Maybe someone would have liked that, for me, it was a deal breaker. Jerking my arm off… what the fuck. 

	“No I’m sorry, not interested,” I said, looking not at her, but just at the wall behind the bar as I downed a whiskey. 

	“You don’t think I’m pretty?”

	I turned and eyed her up and down. Her body was a killer, face, not so much. She looked like someone who’d already done enough cocksucking for the day. It was way early for already having done enough cocksucking, she seemed a prolific one. Experienced. Maybe she was the best at it, who knows. 

	What I wanted to say, but definitely didn’t say was: 

	“Lady, listen up. I guess that for a washed up, road-killed raccoon that has fallen face-first into a bucket of rainbow paint, then yes, you are pretty. For a woman no, and I have no intention (any longer) of having my cock sucked by a colorful raccoon. And you seem like you have done your sucking for the day.”

	Normally, I’d never insult someone for the sake of insulting, but she was pissing me off so much now, and still she didn’t deserve this, so I didn’t say it, instead I said:

	“You are very pretty, but that doesn’t have anything to do with it. I ain’t interested in having my flute played at the moment. Maybe I’ve already done my masturbatory business, you wouldn’t know.”

	“You are no fun,” she said and crossed her arms in an angry gesture and pouted her face like I’d insulted her. Apparently a ‘no’ was insulting enough. 

	“I’ve been told that before. How about that drink and you leave me alone, hell I’ll make it two drinks. What are you having?”

	She ordered some strawberry-whatever drinks and staggered off until she stumbled upon a new unsuspecting victim. That fella stood no chance to her charms and shortly after they went to the pisser and it wasn’t for pissing purposes. 



	
Chapter 6

	

	

	Where to start with the briefcase case? And how to handle the dead prostitutes? I would have to be involved with the force again.

	Motherfucker. 

	New days always spring new problems. Always on edge. 

	I didn’t read many newspapers. Always bad news. Now I needed bad news, news of dead prostitutes. 

	Back at my office I was flipping the papers and sure, another dead prostitute. A total of eight dead prostitutes, the paper said. It was late and I’d gotten tired, I wanted to sleep. 

	Dealing with deaths again was like having the Grim Reaper himself standing at my door. My partner in the force used to say ‘One for the Grim Reaper,’ we worked homicide. She was fun, I liked Piper a lot, she didn’t take shit from no one. 

	

	I had slept. More passed out than slept I’m sure, the difference didn’t matter much to me. A mixture of insomnia and alcohol kept me in a constant drowsy state. It was my personality now. A state of chronic tiredness. 

	I woke to some knocks at my door, I recognized the knock. Misty. The knocks were followed by a: “Bissinger, I need to talk to you.” Her voice stern, not smooth like the first time we had spoken. 

	I sprang from my bed, “Hold on, give a man a minute, I’m not dressed for visitors this early.”

	“Bissinger, I lost another of my girls, I have a proposal.”

	I had gotten on my feet, thrown on a shirt and pulled on some pants. I still wasn’t dressed for visitors, I looked more sleazy than I wanted to. 

	“I’m coming, hold up.” I unlocked the door and let her in. 

	She wore a tight pantsuit like the last time and the small hat, but this time it was blue, the whole outfit. 

	“Were you sleeping or masturbating?” She asked. “You know it’s one o'clock in the daytime, right?” 

	“Maybe I was both, who are you to judge me?”

	I sat down at the desk and she joined me. I pulled two glasses from a drawer, whiskey from another and filled them up, sliding one to her. 

	“By no means am I judging, just curious,” she smiled. What a cocktease she was. She made me twitch in my pants. 

	“I’ll let you know next time I’ll be having a tugging then, if you want to be the audience.”

	“Please do,” she answered promptly, I don’t think she was joking. “I need him gone,” she continued.

	“Who?”

	“Trevor.”

	“You said you needed proof before you off him, I need more time.”

	“I want to give you more time, but more time will cost me more of my girls. How much if I just want you to off him? I need it to be secure and untraceable to me, you’re perfect for it.”

	“Now hold up, Misty. I’m no contract killer.”

	“You could be, how much? Say a number.”

	“No I mean… I can’t be tied to murder like that. I’m a P.I. people can’t go thinking I’m a murderer.”

	She eyed me intensely, “You have done your fair share of killings, what’s a few more?”

	Killing wasn’t foreign to me as a person, but in this business it was. I was done with all the killings. That was the best thing about leaving the force, I didn’t have to shoot someone and no one was shooting at me. 

	“That was when I worked homicide as a detective. Not a P.I. running around playing hitman. Sorry, I can’t kill for you.”

	“You sure?” She pulled a bundle of money, way more than I’d ever put in a bundle, way more than I’d ever had in my hands at one time. “There’s five grand,” she said, and fondled the bundle around mid air, extending it to me. 

	“You gonna give me five grand for offing that Trevor fella?”

	“Yes.”

	Motherfucker.

	“What if I scare the shit out of him? Maybe shoot him in the leg or something like that?”

	“No, I need him dead.”

	“What if I make him back off and never bother you again?”

	“You don’t know Trevor, he is not someone you talk to or negotiate with. He is ruthless and he, I guarantee you, has killed more people than you ever have even as a detective.” 

	“You sure he’s killing your prostitutes?”

	“Yes.”

	“Why?”

	“I’m his competition, that’s why.”

	I chewed on that for a while. I’m no saint by a long shot but maybe not a sinner either. Maybe some twisted thing between those two. Five grand was a helluva lot money.

	“I’ll tell you what, let me find proof that he’s the one doing the killing, then I’ll off him.”

	“Proper off him?”

	“What do you mean ‘proper’?” 

	“Kill him.”

	“Yes, that’s what offing him means.”

	“Good, I’ll pay you five grand when he’s dead. But seriously be fast about it, my girls are dropping like flies.”

	“Where can I find this Trevor fella?”

	“Hard to. He moves about a lot they say, but no one ever sees him. Supposedly he has a massive red beard.”

	I lit a cigar for myself, then handed one to her and lit it. 

	“You ever see him?” I asked. 

	“No, but I’ve seen plenty of his henchmen and heard the city whisper his name, at least the underworld does.” She looked worried, a specific kind of worried. 

	“Are you okay?” I asked. 

	“Yes,” she said coldly, but she didn’t seem okay. For the first time her shell of stoicism had seemed to falter a bit. 

	“Come on, Misty, tell me.”

	“I’m afraid,” she said matter-of-factly. 

	“Of Trevor?”

	“Yes, I’m his only legit competition and I’m afraid he will kill me, that’s why I need him killed before he gets to me.”

	She was so occupied by this Trevor, she had barely taken any puffs from the cigar—but had downed her whiskey and held her hand up to signal to me not to pour her another. Meanwhile I was blowing clouds, already having reached the butt of it, and was not done with the whiskey. 

	“Okay I see.”

	“I’ll go into hiding, I need to. Ask around for me, when I hear you’re asking, I’ll come to you here when I see fit, okay?”

	“Okay.”

	She got up to leave, leaving the almost unsmoked cigar at the desk. Her voluptuous form moved like sexy waves in that deep blue dress. There was a sound from my kitchen, she turned toward it. 

	“Are we not alone?” she sounded alarmed. 

	“Yes, well no, yes. We are the only people.”

	“What?”

	“I have a pet in the kitchen.”

	“A pet?” She walked to the kitchen door and peeked in and saw the tall cage. “You have a rabbit?”

	“A rabbit? No, do I look like a rabbit guy. No, it’s a mink.”

	“A mink?”

	“Yes, a mink. Elongated furry snake-cat critter with four legs.”

	“Like the ones that get killed and turned into coats?” she exclaimed. 

	“That’s the one, yes.”

	“Don’t hold me to this, I’m not good with animals, but aren’t they predators? Like cats?”

	“They are.”

	“Why don’t you let your mink handle your mouse problem then?”

	I downed my whiskey in one slurp and poured another, which I’d done three or four times since this conversation began. 

	“He would kill them too fast and then be out of food.”

	Misty leaned on the doorframe to the kitchen, making sure to curve her body just right. “So you’re keeping a constant supply of mink food by not letting the mink kill them?”

	“Exactly, the vermin needs to breed.”

	“Okay…” she gave me a weird look, “can I pet him?”

	“No.”

	“Why not?”

	“I suppose you don’t want to lose a finger to a mink, that’s why,” I smiled and she gave a slight giggle. 

	“Fair enough, what’s his name?”

	“Mink.”

	“You called your mink, Mink?”

	“Yes.”

	“It’s weird.”

	“It’s correct and precise.”

	“Okay then,” she laughed. “Why didn’t you tell me you have a mink?”

	“Why would I? You expect that I randomly blurt out, ‘oh and Misty by the way, there’s a mink in my kitchen, it’s my pet mink,’ that would be weird.”

	She looked at me weird, “Okay, when you put it like that. Why a mink? Why not a cat or a dog? Like a normal person? You look like a dog person.”

	I had lit another cigar and was halfway done with it. 

	“I’m not a normal person by a long shot. You can see him eat?”

	“Sure.”

	I took a dead mouse from one of the traps, held it in its tail, the neck seemed broken, the whole spine seemed broken. Mink got a whiff of it as I walked to his cage, started speeding around knowing it was feeding time. I opened the cage a tiny bit and quickly threw the mouse in there, I wanted to keep my fingers. 

	Mink closed its teeth on it almost as soon as it hit the cage bottom, then chewed it down quickly, every bite crushing and crunching the mouse’s small bones. Like a snap of a small dried twig, or the crunch of stepping on gravel. 

	“Barbaric,” Misty said, but didn’t once avert her eyes from it. 

	“That’s nothing. Mink hunting them down alive, that’s close to barbaric, but I call it nature.”

	“See you soon, Baird. I hope. I need this problem gone.”

	With that, she made her way out of my office. Clearly my eyes were pinned on her ass for that full moment. She knew it and gave a sultry wink before she disappeared. 



	
Chapter 7

	

	

	It was only a Wednesday I think, and I felt ready for the weekend already. Barely made a difference really. I worked when I had work. 

	There was something about a saturday or a sunday that felt different than the other days. 

	It had been years since I killed people. I didn’t mind it, not really. I didn’t find it particularly fun either. It was a thing that was sometimes better done than not done. Some people just deserve a bullet in the brain so the rest of us can live better lives. 

	

	Darkness enveloped the city and I headed out to do some recon. Needed to find this Trevor. 

	Crazy Cats was the place to begin, again. As I approached, Ronny threw a guy out. Literally. He had picked him up as easily as if he was a puppy and threw him in the gutter in the alley, the guy’s back slamming on a dumpster before slapping down in the watery gutter. 

	The guy seemed too drunk to notice, he just mumbled some profanities at Ronny while waving a finger. 

	“You back Baird?” Ronny smiled broadly. 

	“Yes, I need some info actually.” I looked around making sure no one could hear me ask. “Ronny, I need this to stay right here in this tight space between us, alright? I’m serious.”

	Ronny knew I wasn’t messing around. “Are you working again?” he asked. 

	“Yes.”

	“Okay, what is it? You know I ain’t no blabbermouth.”

	I knew that. Ronny was in a non-official manner a close friend. By nature I don’t trust many people, but I do trust Ronny. 

	“I need to find a Trevor.”

	“A Trevor?”

	“Yes. You heard about the dead prostitutes I take it, the murdered prostitutes?”

	“Yes of course, the whole city has. All working girls are on edge. That’s what you’re working?”

	“A client hired me to find out who kills them. And I have reason to believe this Trevor fella is behind it all.” 

	“Oh.”

	“Oh, what?”

	Ronny looked around, the street was mostly empty. By now most people of the night had found their way into their desired establishment, and only the occasional straggler walked by, more intoxicated than a person forced to participate in AA meetings. Been there and done that. 

	Not willingly mind you. The force forced me to do it after an… incident at work that made me hit the whiskey bottle more often than not.

	Ronny whispered, “Misty hired you, didn’t she? Don’t answer, I’ll know.”

	I didn’t answer, I might have given a slight nod. 

	“Oh okay,” Ronny said, “then I know what Trevor you’re looking for. But that guy is a ghost.”

	“A real ghost or a legend of a ghost?” I asked. 

	“Tell me the difference and maybe I’ll know.”

	“Real ghost, he’s a person. Legend ghost, he doesn’t exist.”

	“A real ghost then,” Ronny looked around, making sure no one was around to hear any of this. “I haven’t seen the guy, but I’ve heard of him many times. My best guess is that he’s very much a person.”

	“Good,” I pulled a cigar for Ronny and lit it, then took a sip from my hip flask and extended it to Ronny, he sipped and gave it back. I pocketed it in my chest coat pocket. “Anything you can tell me, anything. I’m running on fumes here.”

	“Only about a big red beard.”

	“That’s the only thing I’ve gathered so far. And his position in the underworld.”

	A crash and a bang came from inside the club. 

	“Give me a moment, Baird.”

	I nodded to him and he hurried his big frame inside to handle whatever commotion it was. He made the doorframe look small when he went through, almost having to squish himself in. 

	I dug into my pocket. Pulled a cigar. Lit it with a match. Puffed it and exhaled the smoke from my nostrils. 

	The neon sign annoyed me a lot with its constant blinking. The nightlife in this city was intense. So many things happening all over. I used to be an avid enjoyer of the nightly establishments and services. Lately I hadn’t, not like I used to. I should have invested in some blackout curtains, but I never got around to it. 

	My money-pocket had run low, only having had a few small cases lately, until this one. This one could be a big payment. Yes, soon I’d need to pull myself from this weird slump of prostitute-less existence and get back on track. I needed to support the nightlife businesses again. 

	I hadn’t been the same since I left the force and started working as a P.I. 

	I heard some shouting from the Crazy Cats, male shouting, then a man was thrown out one of the windows, scaring the fuck out of me in the process. 

	Ronny stepped out over the now broken door-sized window, stepping on the broken glass while making his way to the guy sprawled on the sidewalk. 

	“You fucking!” Ronny said and kicked the guy in the ribs. 

	Good that wasn’t me, being kicked by Ronny must be like getting hit by a tree trunk.

	The guy grabbed at his ribs and tried to get up. Ronny delivered another kick to the guy’s chest area, sending him flying longer than I’d imagine a person could be kicked. The guy got up on wobbly legs and ran away, like a confused deer having survived getting hit by a car. 

	“Sorry about that, Baird.” Ronny said and stood like nothing had just happened. 

	“You ain’t gotta say sorry to me, I’m sure he deserved it.”

	“He did, he got handsy with one of the girls. The kind of handsy you only get with a prostitute, and not a stripper. Why these idiots never seem to understand that the girls here are strippers and not prostitutes, I’ll never understand.”

	“The man’s reptile brain is only fueled by lust, and lust is a bad fuel,” I said. 

	“Ha, good one, Baird, good one. Where were we before I had to kick his ass?”

	“That Trevor fella.”

	“Oh yeah, that’s right.” 

	One of the bouncers was already boarding up the broken window frame with plywood. Broken windows in a stripclub was a weekly occurrence. 

	Ronny said, “Misty is Trevor’s biggest competition. Would make awful lotta sense if he was the one killing her girls.”

	“Slightest idea where I can find the guy? Or someone who knows about him?” 

	“I don’t think no one does, but I can’t be sure. There’s this place called the Cricki Club, heard of it?”

	“Does ring a faint bell.”

	“It’s down near the Plaza area, stripclub.”

	“Ah yes,” I remembered. “That’s the front, the stripclub. The real Cricki Club is the messed up place behind, right?”

	“Yes, it’s a hell of a wrong things going on there. The elite having a go at their fantasies,” Ronny confirmed. “Be careful there, Baird.”

	“Thank you, Ronny.”

	“What you gonna do if you find him?”

	I answered with just a look, to which Ronny answered with just a nod. 



	
Chapter 8

	

	

	I tried to keep my wits. My sanity. Having seen what I’ve… it’s hard. That’s where the whiskey comes in. To numb my mind. Sadly, when I had cases like this I couldn’t exactly indulge in oceans of whiskey. Had to keep it clean. Almost. For a while I hadn’t worked with murders, I thought I’d seen enough of it to fill my lifetime and make it overflow. 

	

	I flagged down a taxi. 

	“Plaza,” I told him. 

	He gave a thumbs up and started driving. 

	“So what’s the occasion?” The driver asked. 

	Oh great, a talker. 

	The plaza area is a generally rich area and I don’t look like someone worth shit, that’s why the driver was curious. 

	“Just going for a stroll, change of scenery.”

	“You and the missus had a fight?”

	“What? No. I have no missus, not that it matters to you.”

	I have an ex-wife, but I’m not the sharing kind when it comes to my taxi drivers. I hate small talk for the sake of small talk. I’ve met enough chattery fucks, so I’ve gotten used to it.

	“Didn’t mean to pull your leg about anything,” the driver sort of excused himself. 

	“Good.”

	“You are going to that stripclub though, aren’t you?”

	“Which one?” 

	“The, eh, what’s the name, the fancy place, Cricki club?”

	“Do I look like I can afford that?”

	He eyed me in the rearview mirror. Squinting his eyes at me. 

	“Honestly?” he asked. 

	“Yes, honestly. I asked, you answer.”

	“No Sir you do not, meaning no offense.”

	“Exactly.”

	“Just a stroll then?”

	“Just a stroll.”

	“Hmm, peculiar place for just a stroll,” he continued. 

	What a hell of an obnoxious motherfucker. Should be illegal to be this curious about someone else’s business. 

	I didn’t answer that and I only got about five seconds worth of silence before he talked again. 

	“What are you working with?”

	Not many things are more infuriating than a chattery motherfucker. 
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