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She Grows on You, Sorta Like Fungus

Jack Davis walked the familiar steps of the Station House, his mind on the information he had jotted in his notebook earlier tonight.

He dodged a few passers-by, scribbling mental reminders along the sides of the margins.

The electronic eye swished the doors open a few steps before he entered the building, the din of noise grabbing his attention.

He scowled, taking in the scene.

People filled the lobby area, spilling over into adjacent rooms and corridors. He had stopped, attempting to push through the sea of humanity as he made his way to his office.

It wasn't going to happen for a while, he sensed, having come up against a burly gentleman, who blocked his path.

"I ain't never comin back to this damned place!" The man was saying, rather loudly. "A person can't even have a few drinks with a few friends without you cops bustin in and ruinin the party!"

Davis exchanged beleaguered looks with two of his fellow 'cops'. A few drinks? This guy smelled like a distillery. Jack's eyes were watering from the fumes.

"You're not in Kansas anymore, Toto." A sympathetic voice commiserated from off to his left.

Jack searched the crowd, seeking the source, finding it in a pair of slightly amused, slightly...interested eyes.

Green eyes...lovely eyes...that set well in a pretty face...albeit, a heavily made-up one. Too heavily made up.

The woman did not need the 'assistance' from all the blush and eyeliner in the man's opinion.

"At least, I haven't been bored." She brightened somewhat, as he walked toward her, having nothing better to do until someone cleared a path for him.

"Now..." She motioned for him to 'look'. "That guy over there. The one with the loud tie? The neon green one?" She insisted on catching Davis up on the situation at hand.

"He swears on the Holy Bible that he does not know that girl... Marie? She's the one with the white teddy and pig tails? That's her 'specialty'." She munched from her bag of pretzels, offering Jack one, which he refused politely. "Innocent schoolgirl, slash naughty but willing vixen."

She stopped for breath and to size him up. "What's YOUR preference, hot stuff? I am more than curious."

Before Jack could reply, Tom Harligan shoved through the crowd, catching the older man's attention. "Hey, Captain..."

"Captain." The woman repeated Davis' title, clearly impressed with his rank. "Ohhh."

"Where you want the 'eyewitness'?" Tom had 'quoted' with his fingers, a sure sign to Davis that the person in question was not going to offer much in the way of assistance to anything 'seen'.

"Did you get anything out of him?" Jack ignored the woman, focusing his attention where it needed to be.

"Useful? Well...if we're after Batman? This guy can help. He saw a 'shadowy figure'..." Again the young man 'quoted' with his fingers. "Walking on the roof tops of a couple buildings over on Fremont."

"Was he dressed like a bat?" Davis played along, feeling the weight of the woman's stare, who blatantly listened in on the conversation.

"No, but he had a cape." Tom nodded knowingly, then seemed confused. "You talkin about the 'perp' or the 'eyewitness'?"

The Captain sighed mentally. "Never mind...Room 2...you guys soften him up for me. Who are all these people?" He voiced his curiosity finally, motioning around them.

"There's a convention over at the New York, New York. Things got a little out of hand." Tom supplied the information needed.

"This is Homicide...just how 'out of hand' did things get?" Davis was understandably concerned.

"We are remodeling, Captain...the main areas? We are getting the 'over-flow' and don't think you won't hear about it from Sergeant Weyman." Tom could see the humor of it all, apparently.

Jack glanced behind him...the green eyes still observed him quietly. "...And...the hooker?" he thumbed in her direction.

She made an endearing face. "That's 'lady of the evening' to you, cute guy." She reprimanded scoldingly.

She had also 'quoted' with her fingers, just as Tom Harligan had done earlier to emphasize her point.

"Novak wanted her brought in for questioning. He's on his way." Harligan dismissed the woman. "Don't kill the messenger, Captain."

Carlos Rivera arrived on the scene, having executed a rather descriptive gesture to an annoyed man who had been shoved aside that the detective could reach his destination.

"We got all the particulars, Captain... on the DB. Over off the 'business' district. CSI guys are on it." he handed the folder over to Davis' capable hands.

"What about your case, Captain?" Tom Harligan liked to keep abreast of the latest news. "Inquiring minds want to know."

"Domestic. Apparently, the wife had had it 'up to here'" Jack Davis 'quoted' with his fingers. It seemed to be a trend tonight, after all. "With hubby and decided to cut his 'extra-curricular activities out. Literally."

"Ohhhh." Tom winced with empathy.

"We have her in custody. He didn't survive the 'cut'." Jack made a long story short.

"We can top you." Carlos seemed proud of the fact. "We got a vampire."

"Thought you said it was 'Batman'." Jack was certain that's what they had said.

"Well, our victim seems to be a hooker..." Carlos began the tale only to be interrupted.

"'Lady of the Evening." The woman firmly insisted from behind them.

All three males spared her a glance, summarily dismissing her in the next instance.

"Female...Caucasian, twenty-three...one..." Carlos consulted his note pad. "Margorie Ann Ames, formerly of Sheridon, North Carolina. Novak had her identity before our coffee got cold. Guess he will want to fill you in on the gory details."

"Two puncture wounds to the jugular. Body drained dry." Tom beat Novak to the punch.

"Just like that Night Stalker episode where Kolchak chases the vampire through Vegas...remember?" 'Green Eyes' piped up excitedly. "That one put this city on the map, let me tell ya."

"Two things...one, that was a tv show...and 'b'? Ain't no such thing as 'vampires'." Harligan disdained not only the interruption but the concept.

"You're the one said it was a vampire." She reminded unnecessarily.

"Yeah, well. Who asked you." Davis admired the younger man's witty repartee, narrowing his eyes at the exchange.

"Don't see you solving the case, Geek Boy." She did not seem as impressed with Harligan's abilities as his Captain had.

"It just happened and what would you know about it anyway...street walker woman."

"Hey." Davis felt the need for civility if nothing else, chastising the man with his tone and look.

"'Lady of the freakin evening'" she snapped. "I know this makes three, asshole." She had felt the need to chastise a little herself, apparently.

"..What?" Jack Davis' interest was caught and complete. "What did you say?"

"Nothing." She muttered dejectedly. "I ain't sayin nothin...I want a mouthpiece, Copper."

"And I want people to stop quoting 1940's movie dialog." Davis mentioned in passing. "Where were we?"

He moved the conversation away from prying ears, smiling insincerely to the woman as he took his men to safer arenas.

"Clear a path." he instructed his 'men'.

Carlos was a large man and what Tom Harligan lacked in size, he made up for in 'attitude'.

Jack stopped at the coffee machine, fishing for change in his pocket. "Check for similar deaths, all county...no...broaden the parameters. Anything 'Hinky'. Young women, same age bracket. See what we've missed."

"She said there was three." Carlos had picked up on the information as well. "The 'street' knows shit long before we get a whiff."

The Captain punched his selection. "I want it checked out."

"On it, boss." Harligan left, heading for his desk and a phone.

"No DBs yet." Carlos pointed out the obvious. "Someone dumped them and we are, as always, playing catch up."

"Hey, you wanted to 'Protect and Serve'." Davis shrugged. "Want some?"

"I'm trying to cut back." Carlos looked morose over the decision. "Ah, what the hell...yeah. Black...two sugars."

Davis dug for more change.

"What should I do with the hooker?" The man wanted to know. "Let her cool her six inch stilettoes for a few more hours?"

Davis grinned at the man's words. "I'll interview her."

"You get all the dirty jobs, Captain...why is that?"

Jack handed over the coffee. "Privileges of rank...sergeant...since the rooms seem to be 'booked'...I'll see her in my office."

"I don't have an office. I don't even have a cubicle."

"My heart bleeds." Davis was always there for his men.

He sauntered down the corridor, nodding his acknowledgment to a few acquaintances, his mind on the night ahead.

At least it would not be dull. He liked activity.

It took only minutes before Rivera stuck his head in the opened door of the office, having tapped on the glass to get Davis' attention.

"Here you go, Captain." The man ushered in the woman with all due pomp and ceremony. "Ms. Cherry B. Good."

"The 'e' isn't silent." She corrected the over-sight instantly.

"Excuse me?" Davis queried.

"It's pronounced Goode...the 'e' isn't silent." She smiled pleasantly at both men.

"Have a seat, Ms. Goode" Jack indicated the one in front of his desk.

He threw Rivera a 'gonna be one of those nights' looks. The man grinned in response, taking his leave.

The woman sat, folding her hands primly into her lap.

The man flicked her apparel absently.

The ridiculously short mini skirt, an electric blue metallic top cropped to show off, not only her ample assets but a dangling diamond belly ring.

"You are all shiny." He mentioned as way of an icebreaker. "And...you have a run in your nylons."

She glanced at the large hole someone had deliberately torn in the black stockings. "It's a fashion statement." She explained.

"Yeah? What's it say?" the cop was curious. "I can't afford a good pair of nylons?"

She smiled patiently at him. "It's all Freudian you see. It implies...I have holes in my armor if you're man enough to..."

She leaned provocatively forward, placing her arms along his desktop, showing her cleavage for inspection. "Push your way through."

"Oh, is that it." He nodded amicably. "So..Ms....Goode. How are you connected with our unfortunate murder victim exactly?"

"Angel Faye." She sighed heavily, sitting back, the game at an end for the time being. "We work the same corner. Well, opposite ends, of course. She was very territorial, you know?"

She wrinkled her cute little nose at him.

"Yeah...I know." Davis wrinkled his nose right back, assuring her, he did, indeed... 'know' the way of things in her world. "Did you work the corner tonight?"

"A girl has to make a living."

"Did you have an opportunity to speak with Ms. Faye at all?"

"She was...busy. But I kinda saw the guy. The one that she left with...before...well, you know. I got an 'impression'."

"You 'kinda' saw him. What's that mean?"

"Tall...six two...dark clothing, good fit. Expensive shoes, gold flashed on his hand when he touched her face." she seemed to be recalling. "Maybe a wedding band." She shrugged.

"They were out of the streetlight, but I got an impression of dark hair. He wore a hat. Fedora style. Stylish jacket cut three quarter's length...soft fabric on that...not leather. Immaculately creased slacks...also dark." the woman sighed heavily.

Davis was impressed. "An 'impression' you say."

"Like I said. No real light. They went into the alley together. I didn't hear a car engine."

"And that was the last time you saw her."

"I saw her dead."

"...You weren't close, I take it, from your rather detached demeanor, I mean." The man smiled to lessen the statement.

"Contrary to the movies. We aren't a close knit, sharing type of community."

"You said...to Detective Harligan. 'I know this makes three.'" he reminded. "What does that mean?"

"Just what it implies. There have been three of us come up dead, just like Angel Faye. In less than two weeks."

"Can you elaborate?"

"I'm not supposed to say anything." She grimaced endearingly.

Rivera reappeared at the door, an unhappy look on his face.

"Captain? Thought you might want to see this." He handed the paper over, casting the woman a nondescript glare as he passed, and another when he left.

Jack perused the report patiently. "...It says here...Ms. Goode." He lifted unamused eyes. "That you are Haley 'Sunshine' Meadows and that you work for...the Federal Bureau of Investigation."

"My mom was a hippie." She nodded happily. "I hate that name."

"You didn't feel the need to confide in me? I'm hurt."

"I like talking to you. If you had all the answers, what would you need me for?" She asked honestly. "I would never intentionally hurt you...unless you're into that sort of thing, of course."

Davis smiled politely. "What are you working on?"

"Ohh, you'd have to torture me for that answer." Her eyes sparked mischievously. "Or...at least spank me real hard."

He remained unmoved.

"It's a need-to-know basis?" She tried again.

"I need to know." His tone said...immediately.

"Now, you're getting cranky." She pouted. "If it's any consolation, my boss will be here any minute, hauling through that door all huffing and puffing and blustery. You two will get along famously! He can tell you anything you want to know! And I won't get into trouble."

She arose gracefully, coming around the desk, parking her ass on the edge. "You know...you're really ...really a very 'hot' man! Has anyone told you that today?"

"The sergeant at the front desk." Davis replied.

"I saw you first...he'll have to take a number." She scolded superficially, once again leaning provocatively, one hand on the back of his chair, one on the arm. "Is there anything else you need though? Anything you...want?"

He lifted his eyes from the plump, inviting sight of her cleavage spilling out over the lace of a pink bra. "Very nice." He kept his smile polite. "But...no, thank you."

"Oh, these old things?" She dismissed modestly. "I've had them for years. Now...don't be hasty with your answer. All work and no play makes one a very cranky individual."

"Get your ass off his desk!"

Davis jerked his head to the new arrival, the masculine voice like a splash of cold water after such a 'warm' moment.

The girl released a disgruntled breath, rolling her eyes expressively but she stood, facing the new arrival with ill-concealed frustration. "Your timing sucks!"

"I'm sorry...eh..." The man looked at the name plate on the desk. "Captain Davis...is it?"

He was older than Jack, grey hair styled without seeming to be so. Well-dressed without the flash and a ready smile that reached the warmth of his steel grey eyes.

He offered his hand which the Captain took after arising from his seated position. "She's not really promiscuous...she just likes to play the part."

"I am too!" The girl barked. Then softened for Davis. "And I'm really...really good at it." She pursed her lips sensually for effect.

"I'm going to be speaking 'adult' for the next few minutes. Go amuse yourself elsewhere. You're beginning to irritate me." The new arrival was clearly the woman's supervisor.

"When do I not..." She wiggled her fingers, palm out. "Do I look like I have a secret hiding place in this outfit? I need chocolate!"

The man sighed heavily, fishing for change which he handed over reluctantly.

"Hello...a coke too??? You cheap ass bastard."

The money was forthcoming. "Go play in the streets...I don't mean that literally. Just the 'traffic' areas...although, I see you're dressed for the role."

She swept Jack Davis' form intimately. "Will you miss me?"

"I won't...you know why?" The man answered for Jack. "I'm a real good shot."

"I never liked you." She snapped to the man, cutting her eyes to Jack again. She sighed forlornly, taking her leave.

She swished out of the room humming 'Strangers in The Night'.

"She really is a good agent...given what's out there today."

Davis turned his attention to the other occupant of the room.

"Vincent Duvalier...FBI." The introductions began. "I hear we have crossed collective paths. How can I help?"
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It’s the Cape 

Special Agent Haley Sunshine Meadows was doing her duty.

She walked the small area afforded her, the stylish heels she sported hurting her feet, her body chilled slightly from the night wind as the clothes she wore were not exactly designed for warmth.

The young woman glanced at the full moon overlooking the Fremont Section of town. It was beautiful in a spooky sort of way. Taking into account everything that was going down these days.

It was a perfect night...in a literary sense...for a murder.

Haley suppressed a shiver, determinedly focusing on the people on the street. Few though they were.

Not many were courageous enough to venture out. She resisted the urge to tug her skirt down as it continuously snugged to the shape of her ass cheeks.

Part of her job was to sell merchandise and that just happened to be her body in this instance so, she ignored the irritation thinking to herself that she would never wear another thong as long as she lived.

A silver Lexus pulled up to the curb alongside her 'spot'. She sighed loudly, stepping to the car as it stopped completely.

"Move along, hot shot. You couldn't afford my pric..." Haley leaned slightly to make eye contact with the driver in case she had to identify him later on.

She halted her intended rejection. "Ohh...it's you." She purred, her attitude changing for the better.

She made herself comfortable on the rolled down edge of the window. "Well, hello, Mr. Cop Guy...and how are you this fine gothic night?."

"Do you take plastic?" Jack Davis could banter with the best of them if the occasion called for it.

"For you, cupcake?" Haley stated demurely. "I would do a 'freebie." Her eyes swept his form contentedly.

"The pimps are out in force, I see." The man steered the conversation to more acceptable topics. He had noted the men on his drive up the street.

"The 'ladies' are scared shitless." She glanced to his meaning. "For all the good it will do them. This guy is good." She returned her interest to Jack Davis. "Not as good as I imagine you to be, but. That is all speculation up to this point.

Jack remained pointedly silent for a beat to see just how far she would take it.

To his amusement. She waited him out with but one remark... "I get paid by the hour you know."

"Get in." He motioned to the front seat.

"How do I know you're not the vampire guy?"

"Oh, are we calling him a vampire now?" The Captain wasn't getting his memos.

"I am." The agent countered.

"Well, I have been known to suck a few things but I only nibble...and I'm usually the one that gets drained."

"Yummmm!" the girl made an 'approving' face, opening the door, sliding close to him. "You just made me wet."

Her fingertips traced the line of his cheek. "Five o'clock shadow as well." She sighed happily. "...I think I'm in lust."

Davis was having a difficult time keeping his professional demeanor. He found her remarks refreshingly humorous.

He put the car in gear, glancing again at the large man who scowled darkly at him through the windshield. He pulled away from the curb into an almost empty street.

"Nice ride." Haley was noting the interior but quickly returned to her pastime of examining his form in minute detail.

"I'm sure you are, but...we can drop the act. No one can hear us of any import." He reminded himself that she was wired to the tee with the statement.

"I was talking about the Lexus." She grinned for his wit.

"Who was your 'pimp' back there?" Jack asked. "He didn't seem to like me very much."

"Special Agent Randy Eves. I'm not supposed to get into cars that aren't filled with other Special Agents just like Randy...so." She nuzzled his neckline in open affection. "He's a little wary of you right now. You smell sooooo good!"

"So do you which is kinda stupid considering hookers are supposed to smell cheap not like they've stepped out of a Victoria Secret's catalog."

"How do you think I would look in that sweet little number on page forty-six?"

The man sighed lightly, concentrating on his driving for a spell.

"How do you know what hookers are supposed to smell like? You don't strike me as the type of man who pays for...his fun."

"You're wired." He snapped the fact. "Let's keep this professional, shall we?"

"You're angry with me." Haley sulked, moving from him, crossing her arms, preferring to watch the passing scenery outside the car windows. "That sucks."

Davis drew in a calming breath, thinking before he spoke.

"Anything new to report?" he tried another tactic.

"CSI says there is nothing on the bodies. They hypothesize that this guy actually bathes the Vics after the deed. Novak says the hair is washed and combed. Makeup removed. We got nothing to go on here...nothing!" there was an edge to his voice, reminding her, just how serious this topic was.

She remained pointedly silent.

"The Profiler tells us he is sexually attracted to the girls but there is no semen...no DNA. He leaves nothing behind."

"He leaves the bruises." Haley reminded softly. "Your Doctor Parker picked that up, didn't he? He bops them...repeatedly. He keeps them around until he finds a replacement."

"That's what they think, yeah." He took heart she was speaking again. "The bruises suggest he holds them...holds the legs...the upper thighs."

"It's in the book." the agent nodded.

"What ...book?" It was the first Davis had heard of any book.

"It's my own personal take. There is a best seller out ...the Moonlight series?" She glanced at him then right back to the passing scenery.

"In the book, the vampire holds his females for a specific time...seducing them...making love to them. Before he does the final bite thing."

Davis had no clue as to what she meant.

"That's how we knew to look in Seattle. The books are set there...well, the first one. The second is...here. In Vegas." She finished.

Jack pulled the car over to the side of the street, turning the engine off. "I'm listening."

"We had a call from the cops in a town outside Seattle. Burien. First victim." Haley turned slightly. "Then the guy moves into the city for the next six. Just like the book says."

She shrugged. "I never would have caught the similarities, but I was called off vacation. Moonlight Madness was my 'escape' novel. I was reading it at the time."

"So, Duvalier knew he would hit here next?"

"We didn't know anything for sure. The guy follows no patterns. Different ages, sizes, race, tall, short, brunette, blondes. The only thing in common is...the vocation of the women."

"You could have asked us for assistance."

"Not my call." She shrugged again.

"None of that shit is in the reports I got from your boss."

"That's because he's embarrassed to put it in. But I think it's a viable conclusion."

"I assume you have this book? I need to read it."

"It's a 'chick' book."

"I'm not reading it for its esthetic value." Jack reminded, a little sarcastically cause that was his forte.

"...Oh." She went back to her sulking.

Davis found her attitude change bothersome. He didn't know why he did...he just did. "...Turn the mike off."

Those green eyes looked at him.

Haley rolled them expressively then, reached into her bra, holding her hand over the receiver. "What?" She snapped. "I stopped with the 'come on'...I'm being professional. Now, a lecture too?"

"First and foremost. People are dying out there right now. That alone calls for professionalism on our parts." He stated his point of view. "But no...no 'lecture'...just an explanation." Davis needed the air cleared.

"I don't mind on the job 'fun'...never have, never will. It's just that..." He stopped, not sure he wanted to get into it.

"You're still involved with the Weena chick." She held up a hand with his look of astonishment. "I get that...not asking for a commitment. Just a few hours of your precious time. Or...I was."

She cast him a dark glance. "I have a 'background' too, you know. You didn't bother to check it, I see. Fine and dandy. But...next time. Wait to be officially asked before you jump to conclusions."

"And I do my job. I do it damned well. I don't need you telling me women are dying." those emerald eyes flashed their temper.

"I liked Angel Faye. I know I let her down. I did everything I could to see that didn't happen. But I screwed the hell up somewhere. Yeah, I KNOW.... I don't intend to let anyone else die. Just saying." the woman sat back for a millisecond.

Davis felt like he was finally seeing the real Haley Meadows. He relaxed.

The woman reached for the door handle which automatically locked when she closed the door. "Unlock this damned thing!"

"Why?" Davis questioned.

"Because I want the hell out. I'll walk back, thank you!"

"That is the most stupid thing I have ever heard. And from a grown woman at that." Jack shook his head. "Did you forget there is a vampire killer out there on the loose?"

"Yeah?" She glared at the man, the green eyes sparking the fire of battle. "Let the fucker try me right now...let's see who comes off the victor."

"Why are you so pissed? Because you think I wounded your feminine pride? I think you're hot as hell...never said I didn't."

Haley Meadows calmed. "... .... ... What?" She demanded he explain.

She hastily grabbed the mike again. "What???"

"I ..can't get Weena out of my mind. I know it's over. I know she's gone." The guy told the truth, more comfortable with it now. "It's been six months. But...I feel kinda like I'm cheating or something still. That's it in a nutshell."

The Captain was winding down, as was his emotional state. "She...meant something to me. Still does."

Haley settled into the seat, clearly thinking things over.

Out of the silence came a hesitant. "I...I get that...really." She assured him with her look. "I understand that but." She searched for the words.

She cut him a sullen look then. "Had you bothered to check. You would have known..." The woman seemed to rethink whatever she had meant to entail.

"I...I am not a....I've been with a man. Not by choice." She cast him a 'you better wait' look. "...I've not been exactly enamored of your specie because of the fact. I've put my career first and moved on with my life but..."

"You were..." Something in her manner stopped Davis from finishing the remark. "I'm...sorry."

"Don't need your sympathy." 'Sunshine' grumbled her annoyance. "Not telling you for that. When I saw you...for the first time in forever..." her tone softened. "I...didn't 'not like' men anymore. There was something about you that screamed...stable."

She scowled hard. "I...liked...you."

Davis digested the words. "...I am deeply flattered." And he was.

"It's just sexual. Don't get maudlin on me." She made a face waving the issue aside.

"So...you see. You have nothing to feel guilty about. I just wanted to experience you then maybe catch a movie...or not." the agent was flexible.

"I don't...date. I've never dated. Ewwww. But the other? With...you?" the slender shoulders shrugged. "The thought wasn't repugnant."

The woman looked at him closely for a long moment. "I am attracted to you physically. You are an Alpha but. You also have this...other side. Life has shit on you but. You didn't let it ...change you...did you."

"I don't know." Davis half-laughed. "Maybe I did."

"Well. Just know." She nodded slightly. "I will...stop the crap. I'll be professional from now on. I won't give you any lip...okay?"

"...That would be good." Jack stated.

The blonde nodded again. "Well. Your time is up. Better take me back to the old stomping grounds."

"You didn't even blow me."

Her head jerked up, and she...laughed musically, the sound not unpleasant at all to Jack Davis' ears. "Yeah, well...you didn't pay me, did you."

"Oh, I never pay for it." The Captain mused openly. "I'm above such things."

"If you want me to 'go down'. You'll 'rise above' the money thing...I'm cheap and I can be had but a blow is a blow. I have to report to Agent Eves, remember...he will want his cut."

"Again...do you take plastic?" Jack reissued the offer.

Haley grinned at him and shook her head. "There is hope for you yet, Captain Jack Davis. There is hope for you yet."
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When In Doubt 

"We can speak in here, Detective." Davis was ushered into a less austere room, lined with shelves of books. "I find these old chairs to be most comfortable."

The man was in his late forties but held his age well. He had greying hair, but clear, intelligent eyes.

He wore a simple blue shirt, open at the neck suggesting he preferred a casual look to what the estate would indicate, brown slacks and scuffed shoes.

"This is my sanctuary. My wife's tastes are impeccable." He smiled, having motioned Jack to a seat.

"I hail from a small town outside Seattle. All this glitz and glitter leaves me a bit befuddled at times." He smiled to lessen the words. "It makes Alicia happy, so it is a small price to pay."

"You have a very nice home, sir." Davis observed the amenities.

"Will you join me in a ..." The man had started to arise, then settled. "Oh, you are on duty. How remiss of me." He shook his head woefully. "I usually have a scotch along about now, but..."

"Please. Don't let me stop you."

"Yes, the place is nice, isn't it. The literary world has been good to me." He resumed the interrupted conversation.

"But here I am rattling on about stuff and nonsense. You have come to discuss a most serious matter, have you not." The guy poured his drink, hurrying back to the subject at hand.

Jack fished his notebook from inside his jacket pocket, and the pen from his shirt. "This is just procedure. I won't take much of your time. It is just a theory we are working on at present."

"Whatever you need."

"It has come to our attention, unfortunately...that it may well be. Your novels are being used as a prototype for a series of murders of young women." Davis began without preamble. "Anything you could tell us might help us discover who is doing this thing."

"My God..." The man turned sickly pale. "I could not live with myself if I thought I...in some way, contributed to the death of another human being."

"You aren't responsible, sir...for another's actions." Jack hastily stated. "It's a sad fact, there are a lot of sick people in the world."

"You never know what might set a certain personality off. And as I said...our theory may be entirely wrong. We have to cover all bases." Davis remembered to smile cordially.

"I am ...shocked." And he appeared to be so. "I am..." The author seemed to search for the word. "Stunned. Stricken!" He arose, too nervous to remain seated.

"As the author, you would know your storyline far better than anyone else. Perhaps there is something we are missing." Davis set the scene." And... there are other factors, of course."

"Such as?" The man stopped pacing, to ask the question.

"We ran the timeline, and the crimes began about a month before the release of your first novel."

"How is that possible? No one knew the details of the story but me."

"You might be surprised. Are you certain, sir?" It was Davis' job to navigate through these waters. "Your publisher...his assistant...newly hired employees, say..." Davis shrugged. "How many see the actual finished product, really?"

"My publisher is a woman, as is her assistant. I assume you are searching for a male?"

"No overzealous fan mail? Someone that sticks out in your mind right off the bat?" Davis did not answer the question. "Your staff...how well do you know them?"

"I hire the 'fan' thing out." He walked, retrieving a card from his desk. "These people handle it for me." he watched Davis take the card.

"My staff has been with us since we moved here about a year and a half ago. Mostly older individuals. They are very loyal and most discrete."

Davis pocketed the card, having read it quickly. "Thank you. Your wife's employer is based in Vegas, correct?" He had done his leg work.

"I teach at the University. I have a class schedule to maintain. Alicia is a publisher in her own right." He felt more comfortable with such subjects, clearly. "Worldwide, Incorporated, yes...it's offices are here."

"I imagine your students are quite impressed having a famous author for their instructor." Jack tried another route, hoping for a lead.

"Oh no." he chuckled. "Only a few select friends and colleagues are aware that I write let alone...am published. My students are blissfully ignorant of the fact, thankfully."

"I noted...no photo on the back cover of the novels." Davis nodded. "And of course. The pseudonym."

"At first the publisher was dead set against my provision to remain anonymous but then she said it would lend an air of mystery to the author himself." It was sighed.

"It means no interviews for me, which I would absolutely dread and of course...my life remains relatively my own."

"Well, I won't take up anymore of your time." Davis put his notebook away, clicking his pen shut.

He offered his hand which was instantly taken. "Here's my card, sir. If you think of anything...even if it seems insignificant."

"Yes, of course." The man looked at the card, then at Davis. "This is most distressing, I can tell you." He shook his head.

"Our wedding anniversary is this Friday. I won't be able to enjoy the festivities knowing some helpless woman is in danger because of..."

"We will get the guy. It's only a matter of time. Just go about your day as usual. Let us do what we do best." Jack smiled. "I'm sorry if this troubles you. I'll try not to bother you again."

"No, of course not. Anything I can do...and I mean that sincerely. Please feel free to call upon me."



"I want to see the Star Trek thingy!" Haley Meadows was excited, Davis could tell by her animated mannerisms. "Would that be cool or what??"

"People are being murdered!" Vincent Duvalier had other priorities this fine day. "I think that trumps Captain James T. Kirk, dumb ass."

"I like Spock." Dumb ass rolled her eyes expressively for such a stupid remark. "Except if Shatner is playing Denny Crane, of course."

"Go home. Get some sleep. You're going out tonight as usual and you better be bright and bushy tailed or at least coherent for a change. That's all I'm saying on the matter." the bossman made his call.

Jack Davis exchanged looks with William Novak who he had invited to the meeting for an update on the 'Vampire' case.

"I haven't had a vacation in three years!" The girl presented her side of the issue in no uncertain terms. "All's I'm asking is one lousy night off."

"What about those three weeks in New York last year?" It was caustically reminded.

"Oh! You mean the three weeks you had me babysitting the teenager from Hell? Satan's Spawn?" Haley's eyes were big as saucers, her manner verging on incredulous.

"She was a sweet kid..." Duvalier say the incident differently.

"She was the 'Demon Seed'." Haley disagreed. "The little cretin wrecked her daddy's 'beamer' with me in it! I was in the hospital for weeks!"

"You were in overnight and it was just a fender bender. Don't be so dramatic."

Novak's scowl was increasing exponentially with each minute spent with these new people, Davis noted with amusement.

"She totaled the car! I still have scars and all because YOUR old friend.,.the Governor asked a little favor of you which you pawned off on ME!" Haley stated her side of the story in rather succinct terms.

"Yeah...whatever." Vincent sighed heavily. "You can see the Vulcan after we close this case."

"I'm not sure?" Davis felt he should intervene at this point. "I think the 'ride' has been shut down. It's no longer here."

The news seemed to devastate the woman. "...What???" 'Sunshine' looked like she was going to cry.

"Yeah...pretty sure of those facts." Jack hated to be the bearer of bad tidings.

"But...I haven't seen it yet."

"Well, there you have it then." Duvalier took the news much better than his underling. "Moving on..."

"No...there's no 'moving on'...I want to see Spock! I was going to buy an outfit and dress up and everything!" Haley objected. "The blue one...the Science slash Medical one. I look good in blue! And now I can't do it and it's all your fault!"

"How is it my fault? I didn't close the damned thing down." Vincent wanted to know.

"I don't know...but it is. I could have come here a year ago but no...I was babysitting the reincarnation of Genghis Khan so I couldn't make it!" She turned on Davis. "Was it opened a year ago...I bet it was...it was, wasn't it! Tell the truth!"

"...Eh...maybe...I don't.." He sought assistance from Novak who just scowled even more so. "Sure...why not." Jack was game.

"There. You see? I missed it because of YOU!" The female agent was adamant on the subject. "I hate you!"

"Get in line." Duvalier advised curtly. "Did you or did you not get anything out of Susie Wong last night?"

The woman plopped her ass down on a convenient desktop, folding her arms across her chest. "I'm not speaking to you!"

"Why not. I'm all ears. Much as your Vulcan friend, I should imagine." Vincent held his amusement, smirking for his 'wit'.

"I got that one." Novak seemed proud of the fact.

Davis held his tongue.

"You just better not keep reminding me of him!" Haley fumed loudly.

"Give me your report, damn it...and do it yesterday!"

"I don't want to tell you anything on account of ...you're an asshole!" the supervisor was thusly advised of the way of things as they now stood.

"...Then tell...him." Duvalier knew how to get around the woman's moods.

Haley followed the man's pointed finger. She...settled, having locked eyes with...Jack Davis. "Oh."

"Yeah..." Duvalier crooned sympathetically. "How about that."

Haley smiled brightly at Davis.

"What's with you and the chicks?" Tom Harligan had sat quietly for once throughout the entire fiasco. He could simply no longer contain himself. "You got some secret cologne or something we other poor slobs don't know about that attracts em?"

Novak glanced to the man in question, his own brows lifted in a similar state of inquiry.

"Discretion, lad." Carlos Rivera headed off any would-be confrontation which might have ensued. "There is a time and place. Neither of which...is here...or now."

Jack Davis felt Novak's stare more than the others. He ignored them all.

"I'm getting grey hair just standing here waiting." Vincent Duvalier was not a patient man.

"You can't blame that on me...you were always old!" The woman disgusted.

"So..." Jack jumped in hastily. "Who is this Susie Wong woman, gang? A person of interest?"

Haley was more than happy to be the center of Jack's attention. "The Chinese chick. We had a little girl session last night."

"Translation. She got her drunk." Tom knew that one.

Novak finally...smiled. Davis knew it signified. The man was beginning to like these people.

"There's this John that all the girls are avoiding at all costs. He's a talker. And time is money, but he pays...he always pays. No hassle there. He just freaks them out." Haley began.

"He fits the bill. Tall, six feet, about one eighty. Weird eyes. That's what Susie said...weird." She stopped for breath.

Davis was taking it all down. "Talker?"

"He asks questions. Personal ones. Not about sexual things...about their lives." Haley explained.

"Get to the good stuff...this isn't Oprah." Vincent motioned with his hands to 'hurry it up'.

"Did you realize your initials are V.D.??" The woman smiled sweetly at her boss.

"Anything else?" Davis kept things on track.

Novak had downed his head, grinning for the exchange, however.

"He loves wine. Very much into 'fancy'. The rooms are top quality...upscale." Haley continued with but one glare to her supervisor. Who flipped her off. She considered the source, moving on. "...He has a tat. Right biceps, looks like a coat of arms or something similar. That's the closest she could come to details."

"He hasn't hurt any of them. Nothing physical at all?" Novak was interested now. Davis took heart. Things would begin to happen soon.

"He fondles a bit...he pays...they go."

"Do you know if Angel Faye had any contact with the guy?" Davis asked.

"She did." Haley nodded, "but it was a couple weeks ago, according to 'Susie'."

"Could she 'composite'?" Vincent wanted to know. "Susie?"

"She could...whether she will, is another question." Haley knew.

"He's looking for something." Davis conferred with Novak on his theory. "His...type? He's interviewing them."

"We need to find out what questions he asks." William concurred. "It is important."

"Carlos...bring the ladies in." Davis gave the 'go ahead.'

"You got it, Captain." The man moved off his comfortable perch by the coffee machine. "Come on...Geek Boy." He tugged his partner along on his way out the door.

"Now can I go see Star Trek?" Haley wanted to know, her tone an earnest one.

"It's NOT here!" Vincent exasperated. "Did you not hear that part??"

"Oh...yeah." The depression descended yet again on the woman's pretty head.

Novak drew in a cleansing breath, shaking his head minutely in response to Davis' shift of the eyes.

"We have roller coasters that hang off the sides of buildings." Novak offered what he thought might be of interest to someone of Haley's age bracket.

"I'm not Cat Woman...just saying." She didn't seem to like that suggestion.

"White tigers?" Novak tried again.

"No...I think they're gay." She seemed pretty sure of that fact.

"So what?" Vincent challenged the statement and his 'man'.

"I don't want to see gay tigers, that's all...leave me alone!" Haley snapped, then turned her ire on Jack Davis. "Aren't you EVER going to ask me out on a date??"
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