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On April 20, 1889, inside a very small clinic in the town of Braunau am Inn, Austria (then Austria-Hungary) a male child was born.  The delivery was intensely painful, to the point that the mother of the child hardly knew the child had been born, nor as she had passed out, that a second male child, one she would never meet, was also delivered.

***
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Well over a hundred years later, Kathleen (Kathy) Hogan of the Wentzville, Missouri Police Department was driving on her way to meet her boss, Detective Lieutenant Allen (Al) Felps, when the call that would change several lives came in.  The department dispatcher requested a patrol officer report to a woman who needed assistance at her mother’s home.  After he gave the address, Kathy got on the radio.  She informed the dispatcher that she would take the call, since she was less than two blocks away.

When she arrived, she left her car to meet the lady who was standing outside the home. Kathy could tell she was a bit agitated, so hurried toward the lady.  After introducing herself as a police officer she asked, “What seems to the problem, ma’am?”

“I’ve tried several times to get my mother on the phone, so I came over.  I looked in the garage and saw her car inside.  She doesn’t drive it much anymore anyhow.  The spare key isn’t where it’s supposed to be, so I can’t get inside.  I’m worried about her.  Can you help?”

Kathy told her she would assist her the best she could.  Kathy first tried the door to make certain is was locked.  After looking where the key was supposed to be located, then a few more likely places, Kathy asked, “Do I have your permission to pick the lock?”

“Yes, yes, of course.”

Now inside, Kathy asked the woman to stay behind her while she started searching the home.  The lady agreed, but shouted out for her mother as they started walking toward the living room to the left.  Even when they entered the living room, Kathy could see through a breezeway-type opening leading to the kitchen.  Looking through it into the kitchen, she saw the mother laying on the kitchen floor.  Kathy turned to put her hand on the shoulder of the woman.  “Please stay here...I see your mother on the floor, but need you to hold back for a bit.”

The woman started to burst past her, but Kathy grabbed her.  “Please.”

The woman nodded, as she hung her head just a bit.  She swallowed, so Kathy patted her on the shoulder, before turning back to go investigate the fate of her mother.  Nearly all the way through the breezeway Kathy suddenly stopped.  While she paused to take in what she was seeing it dawned on her what had caused her to stop.  After the slight pause, Kathy continued on until she reached a crumpled throw rug.  There she stopped again to take in the scene.  After just a few moments, she turned back to the woman.

“I need you to go sit down.  I can see from here that your mother is not breathing.  I hate to tell you this but I suspect foul play, so this is now a crime scene.  I know you want to go to your mother, but you will have to wait...please.”

“Crime scene!  What do you mean crime scene?”

“You see the throw rug between me and your mother?”

“Yes, I see that damned thing.  I told mother it was a hazard for someone her age.  It was always slipping and sliding on the floor.  But so what about it?”

“A recent death in town had a throw rug arranged exactly like this one.  Is that where the rug normally is located?”

“No, it’s back here more, just at the edge of the living room.  Can’t I please go to my mother?”

“No, I’m sorry.  Please go sit down while I check your mother’s pulse, to make certain I’m right about her being deceased.  Then I need to get some pictures.  After that, I need to call my boss.  He’s nearby.  I’ll leave it up to him when you can go to your mother.”

Not very happy about it, the woman turned away.  When convinced she was going to do as asked, Kathy went to check for a pulse.  There was none as she suspected.  Then she quickly took a few pictures.  When finished with that, she sent the one of the throw rug to Lieutenant Felps.  Immediately after doing that she called him.  “Al, this is Kathy.  You need to get over to where I’m located ASAP.  Check the photo I just sent you.  Your hunch about something being wrong with the case you’re working on was correct.  We now have a murder to solve...actually two, because I’m just feet away from another one.”

“Hold on while I look at the pic you sent.”

Just a few seconds later, Al told Kathy he’d be on his way as soon as she told him where she was calling from.  She did, then Al made another call to the medical examiner who had handled his case.  He inquired if the body of the man on his case had been picked up, or if he still had it in the morgue.  After being told the body was still with the medical examiner, Al explained, “Okay, we’ve got a new situation.  We are now convinced this was a murder.  We just picked up a second case indicating that to be the case.  Do you have the time to come to the new crime scene, so the two connected murders can be examined at the same time?”

The medical examiner asked for more information, so Al told him what he knew to that point, but stressed the fact of the obviously intentionally arranged throw rugs.  He also gave the address of the scene where Kathy was located, and stated that he was headed there.  He must have told the examiner enough to convince him they were correct in their thoughts, because he agreed to leave immediately to the new crime scene.

Al knew the medical examiner was less than happy with this new development, because he had already declared the first case to be a matter of accidental death.  Certain Kathy had now proven that to not be the case, Al drove to her location.  When he arrived, Kathy introduced him to the woman, who by then had calmed down a bit.  But she was still not pleased that Kathy had not let her visit her mother’s body.  Al did his best to explain that she could only do so after the medical examiner had arrived at the scene.  

Al then left the woman sitting in the living room, as he went with Kathy to look the situation over firsthand.  In almost no time he fully agreed with Kathy’s assessment of the scene.  “Good catch, Kathy.  I had the feeling that something wasn’t right about things at the first scene.  It just seemed a bit off to me, but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was.  What made you think you had a murder on your hands?”

“First off, the rug of course.  Even though it is different material, those three humps didn’t seem right.  Then it dawned on me it was exactly the same as the one on your case.”

“Yeah, I always wondered about that darn rug.  Anything else?”

“Yes, the lack of blood.  She had to be already dead when the killer smacked her head on that counter.  Just a bit of blood along with the skin on the edge of the countertop.”

“You hit it.  That is what I missed on the first case.  Damn and damn.  The M.E. missed that, too.  We both should have our butts kicked.”

“You said that, I didn’t.”

“Cute, shrimp, real cute.”

While Kathy was only a tad over 5’5” tall, she didn’t consider herself a “shrimp,” but compared to Al who was a couple inches over six feet, she did realize that to him she was rather small.  Like the other less than flattering nicknames he had come up with for her in a joking manner, she just ignored his comment, though she as a matter of course often called him “monster,” or some other unflattering name for a rather large person.

Seeing he wasn’t going to get a response to his comment about her size, Al jerked his head toward the living room.  “Go hold the daughter’s hand until the M.E. arrives.  You might ask her if she knows of any connection between our two victims.  Also ask for her mother’s phone, and any address book she might have of friends.   I’ve got a couple of calls to make.”

First he called the Wentzville Chief of Police to let him know the situation, then he called a friend of the force by the name of Bob Becker.  Bob was a retired Marine Sergeant Major and Navy SEAL.  He lived in one of four nearly identical two-story homes on his estate with his lawyer wife Michelle.  The estate also had a swimming pool with dressing area abutting it, that was open to all Police Officers of the Wentzville Department.  In addition, it had a landing strip for two planes that shared a hangar.  Two of the other homes were occupied by Bob’s two partners in his detective/protection agency.  The other home was now empty because a former partner and his wife had moved to Alaska.

Bob answered Al’s call, “Hi, Al, what’s up?”

“We’ve got two murders to solve.  Need some help.”

“Sure, shoot.”

Al explained the situation, including the names and addresses of both victims, before he asked, “Will you run their names through that super computer you have available, to see if there is any connection between them?  We’ll work on it also, but I’d bet dollars to donuts you get to home plate before we do.  We come up with anything, I’ll let you know.”

“Be happy to help out, Al.  If I find anything, I’ll give you a fast call.  Um...how about tonight?  Is that still on considering this mess?”

“Oh, yeah.  See you about sixish.”

***
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By the time the medical examiner had come and gone with the body, the daughter had been given a ride to her home, which was only two blocks away (she had walked to her mother’s home).  Leaving the scene, Al returned to the police station with Kathy following behind.  At the station Al made some plans.

First he asked Kathy to start the process of seeing if she could find any connection between the two unfortunate souls who had been murdered.  As she started on that task, Al went in to see the Chief to report what they knew, or really didn’t know, at that point.  When he finished the only thing the Chief asked was, “Are we still on for tonight?”

“I see no reason to cancel...especially with all the people we’ve got coming.”

“Okay, go to work.  Good thought to ask Bob for help.  Certainly glad you’re comfortable enough in your own skin to get outside help...never hurts to have extra eyes and brainpower on a deal like this.  Nice of you to check your ego at the front door...so to speak.”

“The hell with my ego, I just want to solve this thing, before we have another one if this guy is some sort of serial killer.”

With that, Al returned to what he jokingly called the “Detective Bureau,” which was actually only two desks in the main station.  While there were other detectives in the department, Al and Kathy handled serious crimes, such as murder, thus the “Detective Bureau” joke about their two desks.  He walked to Kathy’s desk.  “Have you come up with anything yet?”

“No.  The daughter was no help, as far as them knowing each other.  Nothing of use on her phone, or her address book.  I guess the next step is to check their credit card records to see if they may have met someplace along the line.”

“About what I had in mind.  I’ll get right on those, while you see if there’s anything on their phone records indicating they had ever contacted each other by phone.  I’ll also ask the county boys (St. Charles County Police) to send their forensics folks in to go over both locations.  Though I’d bet against them coming up with anything.  Since it seems like this guy is taunting us with the rugs, it’s doubtful if he’d do anything like leaving fingerprints behind to help us.”

Kathy just nodded grimly as she started back to work. 

As Al had predicted, Bob Becker was the first one to come up with anything of value.  He called Al.  “Okay, I think we’ve got him...or at least a likely suspect.  I know without asking the name ‘Jimmy Bennet’ will ring a bell with you.  I remember that case, because Michelle told me you  had it all wrapped up with a bow on it for the prosecutor...she also told me the jury set a record for bringing back a guilty verdict, the fastest ever in St. Charles County.”

“Why do you think that punk has anything to do with this?”

“Both of your victims served on the jury that sent him up.  In addition to that, one of the security systems I installed near your first victim has a guy about his height and weight entering then leaving the house at about the right time for the murder to have taken place.  Couldn’t see his face because he was wearing a ski mask, but it could be him.  Didn’t pick up much on his car except a dark sedan...no license plate.  In checking the only car registered to him, he has a dark sedan.  That enough to at least put him at the top of your suspects list?”

“You bet it is.  Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.  Before you ask, I’ve tracked down eight of the other ten members of the jury.  Only one lives here in Wentzville.  One is dead...died before Bennet got out of the joint two years ago.  Three still live in Missouri, but well away from here.  One in Columbia, two near K.C.  Two have moved to the Tucson area, one to Florida.  The other two I haven’t been able to find.”

“Who are they?”

Bob told him, then Al replied, “That lady is now married and living in Colorado...got married out of the country, which is probably why you couldn’t track her down.  I have no idea about the guy.  I only vaguely remember him from the trial.  But, if you can’t find him, I’d bet Bennet can’t either.”

“Okay, we can forget them for now.  The other six—who no longer live here—should be warned, as well as informing their local police.  Our local guy is a retired widower.  Clyde is right now packing up some of our gear, we’ll be heading over to install it at his place.  Might be a good idea for you to meet us there.  My thinking is someone needs to monitor him full-time until we nab this bastard.  We can talk it over when you get there.”

Al agreed to meet him after getting the address.  Before he left, he told Kathy what Bob had found.  He also told her the full details would be coming in on his laptop, which she could access because he had given her his password.

When he arrived, the three men knocked on the door of the man they would be protecting until Jimmy Bennet was captured or killed...assuming he was the killer they sought.  Al explained the situation to the man, then Bob started installing an alarm system with several well hidden cameras.  Before that job was completed, the three men who had arrived at his home, discussed a plan for keeping him under around the clock protection.

Bob agreed someone should be with him all the time, until Bennet was apprehended.  The man questioned the need, at one point getting out his old Army WWII .45.  There were a few pointed comments about that, such as would it fire, and could the man handle it.  He assured them it would and he could, so they let it drop, but finally managed to get him to agree with the idea of someone being with him at all times.  The thought of the three protectors was that one of them, or possibly Bob’s other partner would handle the guard duty.  When that planning was concluded, Al left to return to the police station while, Bob and Clyde continued with the installation of the new security system. 

Back at the station, Kathy greeted him with, “I don’t know how Bob came up with this so fast, but he certainly seems to have hit the nail on the head.  Bennet has to be the killer.  Where do we go from here?”

“First we get on the horn to all the other potential targets, and their local police departments, to give them a heads up.  I want for us to be out of here by five-thirty, because I want to lay all this out over drinks and something to eat.”

“Where do you have in mind to eat and drink while working?”

Al told her, causing Kathy to ask, “Is this some sort of a date or something?  Sort of a working date?”

“Nah.  Bob’s gonna meet us there.  Knowing him he’ll pay for the food and booze.”

“Pity.”

Al gave her a funny look, even as Kathy wondered where that comment came from.  While she wouldn’t mind dating Al, had even thought of it often, but to blurt that out was just a bit embarrassing. 

Al was thinking along the lines of maybe dating Kathy might not be a bad idea.  He knew they got along well, and he had run the idea of asking her out through his mind a few times.  But rather than pursue the matter now, both got to work with the task at hand.  Al then suggested that he follow Kathy home, so she could ride with him to meet Bob.  Kathy found that strange, but agreed...still feeling a bit embarrassed about her brief comment on finding out this wasn’t to be considered a date.
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The fine eating establishment where they went, had a back room where large groups could have privacy.  Al led Kathy to that room.  When they reached it, he opened the door, and a throng of people started clapping, as Al patted her on the back.  “Congratulations, Sergeant.”

She looked at all the people there and gulped.  She also hit Al on the arm. “You’re sneaky, Lieutenant.”

Attending the congratulation party were the Chief of Police, with his wife, and all the off-duty Wentzville police officers (with mates or dates if they had them).  Also attending were Bob, Clyde, their other partner Bill Hedden and his wife Amanda.  In due time, Bob explained his wife and Clyde’s were not there because they got hung up in Chicago, where they had flown the day before on a shopping trip.  He also explained to Kathy that the man with him and Clyde was the next expected target.

When the party to congratulate Kathy on making sergeant was breaking up, Bob, Clyde and their “ward” spent a few minutes going over immediate plans for keeping the former juror alive.  When she found out someone would be going home with him to spend the night, Kathy volunteered, “Since I’m now a sergeant, I guess I better start earning the big bucks that come with it.  Plus which, in case no one has noticed, I’m smaller and can hide better in the back of his car.”

Clyde joked, “I didn’t have any trouble hiding in it on the way here, but you are a peanut.”

Kathy sighed.  “Okay, guys, I get it...I’m smaller than any of you.”

The former juror piped up, “For my money, ma’am I’d a lot rather have you spending the night with me, than any of these guys.”

Kathy smiled.  “I hope that wasn’t an invitation to share your bed, sir.”

“Well, now that you mention it, I wouldn’t mind that either, but I meant at my house.  By the way, since these guys didn’t mention it, I’m Emil Poepplemeier.  Prior to becoming a target for this fella, I spent more years than a man probably should, in the United States Navy before retiring.”

Kathy joked, “That may explain the strong come on, Emil.  Nice to meet you.  For your info, I’m well versed Navy men, because I did one enlistment there also.  Both being Navy, we should get along well.  Okay, since the plan is for me to hide out in the backseat of your car on the ride to your place, I’m ready.  Who is gonna relieve me in the A.M., fellas?”

Al answered, “We can figure that out in the morning at our favorite eating establishment, if Emil is willing to drive you there, again hidden in his back seat.”

“I am most willing to do so, if someone will tell me where it is.”

Kathy answered, “I’ll fill you in during our drive, or at your place.  We’ll see at least Al in the morning.”

Both Bob and Clyde, knowing the café where several of the police force members often ate, told the others they would be there.  After a short conversation, seven was agreed as the meeting time.  That organized, Emil and Kathy left the restaurant.  From the back seat where she was laying down, Kathy asked, “Hey, Emil, do you have a spare toothbrush for a watchdog?”

“Yep.  You have your weapon with you?”

“I do.  Almost always have it.”

When they reached Emil’s home, he pulled into the garage after opening the door with the remote in his car.  Inside, they entered his home through the door connecting the garage and the house.  It was early December, with a light snow falling as they entered his home.  He took Kathy’s overcoat to hang up with his in a nearby closet just out of the kitchen.  

Kathy was wearing a fashionable pantsuit, the jacket of which covered her shoulder holster and gun.  It was warm in the house, so she took off her jacket.  When she did, Emil asked, “Would you like a nightcap?”

“No thanks.  I’ve had more than enough to drink already.  If the bad guy comes nosing around, I want to be able to shoot straight.”

“How about a tour of the place?”

“That I’d go for.  Be a good idea to get the lay of the land as it were.”

They had entered the house through the kitchen and were now standing just out of it in the living room.  From there Emil led Kathy through the house, showing her a den, a downstairs full bathroom, and a dining room that could be reached by another opening off the kitchen.  Upstairs, were three bedrooms and two bathrooms.  There was also a large linen/storage closet in one corner, next to the master bedroom. 

While up there, Emil asked, “You want to use one of the bedrooms?  Any of the three would be fine.”

“Naughty, naughty.  We already covered the ground of not sharing your bedroom.”

“Never hurts to give a gal a second chance.”

“No it doesn’t, but in spite of missing out on what might be a wonderful experience, I think I’ll sleep on the couch downstairs anyhow.  It has a clear view into the kitchen in case this bozo actually shows up.  Was me with evil in mind, I’d try coming in the back door rather than the front.  I think I’ll grab a comforter and pillow off one of the beds.  You feel like rounding up a toothbrush for me?  A tube of toothpaste would be nice, too, if you have an extra one.”

“Coming right up.”

By the time Emil got those two items, Kathy was already downstairs with what she had pulled off one of the beds in a spare bedroom.  She took the offered teeth cleaning gear with thanks.  Next she made certain all the blinds and drapes were tightly closed.  She was happy to see they all were, and also nodded approval that both the front and rear door had dead blots that were locked.

Before Emil headed up the stairs intent on going to bed, Kathy instructed, “Anybody comes banging on the door or ringing your bell, you let me take care of it.  You can bet I’ll do so with my gun in hand.  Actually, I don’t expect he’ll show up tonight if he’s gonna at some point.  There were two days between the first and second murder we think he committed.  So my guess is if he keeps to the same schedule, it’ll more-than-likely be tomorrow night.  Which, now that I think of it, is probably why Al didn’t try to discourage me from being your houseguest for the night.  I bet he insists on being here tomorrow night.”

“Okay, you answer the door, but I’ll have your back.”

Kathy smiled.  “Thanks.”

Kathy waited until Emil disappeared from view after he reached the top of the steps, before she started organizing herself for bed.  She ruffled the comforter into the positon she wanted, tossed the pillow down, took off her jacket, pants, shoes, and socks.  Her next move was to visit the downstairs bathroom where she used the toilet, washed up, brushed her teeth, and returned to the living room.  There she took off her shoulder holster, removed her gun, which went under her pillow, took off her blouse, then paused.  She really didn’t like to sleep with anything on, but decided against stripping all the way down, leaving her bra and panties on.  Satisfied, she turned off the only light still on downstairs, which was on an end table near the sofa.  

After she snuggled down in the comforter, with about half of it under her and the other half covering her, she laid awake for a while before she sighed, sat, removed her bra, tossed it aside, and then tried again to sleep. 

At a bit after two in the morning, Kathy was woken by the sound of a door latch being opened.  Since his release from prison, one of the things Jimmy Bennet worked hard to learn was the art of picking locks.  In his mind it had taken nearly forever to master dead bolts, but he finally reached the point where he was confident of picking any lock he might run into.  He had just picked both locks on the rear door of Emil’s home, and when he turned the door handle, the latch made the slight noise that awoke Kathy.

She wasn’t certain what she had heard, but reached under her pillow for her gun nonetheless.  The alarm system installed by Bob and Clyde had a one minute delay before making any sound.  Kathy was sitting up on the couch, gun in hand, with the safety off when the soft chime of the alarm system announced an intruder...or at least someone entering the home without turning off the system within the allotted minute.  

During that 60 second delay since he pushed the door open, Bennet had made it as far as the opening between the kitchen and the living room.  There was only a small nightlight turned on in the kitchen but it was bright enough to silhouette Bennet as he paused.  When he did that, Kathy rose up from the couch with her weapon pointed at him. “Freeze, police!”

Jimmy Bennet had no intention of giving up so easily.  Kathy barely saw his weapon start to come up in time to dive to her right as she fired a shot at Bennet.  He was hit in his right leg, but still managed to fire back at the flying target.  His shot grazed Kathy in her left side just below the bottom of her ribcage.  

In addition to being hit, Kathy landed hard enough on her right shoulder to jar the gun loose out of her hand.  Bennet might have taken advantage of that, but for the painful realization that there was a bullet lodged in his leg.  This being the case, he spun around and limped out of the house headed toward the street behind Emil’s home.  Survival instinct defeated pain, as Bennett made rather good time crossing Emil’s backyard, then the backyard of the neighbor who lived directly behind him.

Emil, meantime, had been awakened from his sound sleep when the chime went off.  He grabbed his trusty Army .45 and headed down the stairs, wearing nothing but pajama bottoms.  On his way out of his bedroom, he heard the two distinctly different sounding shots.  

When Bennet went out the backdoor he threw it open with enough force for it to clamor against a small porch railing there.  Emil knew what that sound was so he ran through the living room to see Kathy recovering her weapon.  Not knowing she had been hit, he kept right on going to the kitchen.  When he reached the backdoor, Bennet was a step away from being out of view.  That step caused him still more pain because Emil took careful aim with his .45.  Bennet was stepping toward the neighbor’s driveway when Emil shot.  The .45 slug took a nice chunk out of his buttocks.

Before Emil could fire again, he lost sight of Bennet.  He was standing there deciding if he should give chase in the snow with bare feet when he heard a car door slam, followed seconds later by the sound of the car starting.  When it sped past the space between the back neighbor’s home and the home next to it, Emil sighed as he turned around to see Kathy running in his direction with her gun ready, and her phone in the other hand. 

He held up his hand.  “He’s gone...I’m pretty sure he drove off in a sedan...dark, maybe Chevy.  I think I hit him with my shot, though.  How bad I couldn’t tell you.”

Kathy nodded as she stopped hurrying.  There was just enough light for Emil to see blood flowing down her side, so he flicked on the kitchen overhead light.  Kathy asked, “Do you think that’s a good idea?”

Emil was tearing off several paper towels from the holder near the sink when he answered, “Yeah, gives me a better look at you...wow!”

Kathy suddenly remembered she was naked except for her panties.  She also saw Emil, who had turned back to her with the wad of paper towels extended toward her, was getting a good look.  Seeing the blood running down her side onto her leg onto the floor, she decided that was a bit more important than modesty.  She was also calling the police station after having put her gun on the table next to her.  “This is Detective...”

Emil over spoke her with, “Detective Sergeant.”

“...Hogan.  I’ve been shot...not too bad but need some help.  Also call Al Felps to let him know.”

Before ending her call, Kathy made certain the on-duty officer had the address correct.  When she put her phone down, Emil suggested, “You do what you can to stop the flow of blood while I get my first aid kit.”

With that Emil was gone as fast as a man of his age could travel.  By the time he returned Kathy had more-or-less stopped the bleeding and was holding a couple of the folded paper towels hard against the wound.

Emil suggested, “Hop up on the table and lay on your other side.”

Since it was obvious Emil was intent on taking charge of the scene, Kathy did as told.  She tried to watch as he worked on her, but being on her side made it difficult so she finally just relaxed until he finished.  At that point he helped her off the table.  “That should hold you until the EMTs get here.  I used three butterfly bandages to close the wound.  It’s not too deep, or very long.  You got lucky.  By the way you must have hit the guy because on my way to the back door I walked through blood, and you weren’t here yet.  You sure are a bloody mess.  Do you want me to get a wash rag and a couple towels to clean you up?”

Kathy who had been watching Emil’s eyes on her as he spoke, answered, “Not until you put away that weapon.”

Emil noticed where Kathy was looking, so he looked down to the fly of his pajamas.  He noticed something was protruding through the fly...something that was attached to him.  He jerked his pajamas to one side, enough for the offending “weapon” to be hidden from view.  “Maybe I better go get something else on.  Be right back.”

Kathy was laughing inside when he hurried off.  She went to the sink, wet the dishcloth there and started cleaning the blood off her the best she could.  She was using more paper towels to dry off when Emil returned.  He now wore a robe and slippers in addition to the pajama bottoms.

Kathy smirked.  “Better.  Come give me a hand.”

“I’ll give you anything you want.  As to what you saw, what did you expect?  You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen, and you were standing there in nothing but blood soaked panties.”

“Thank you for the compliment.  Now, if you think you can behave, I’d like you to help me on with my bra.  I guess any other clothing would be fruitless, because the EMTs would just take off whatever I put on when they arrive.”

In the living room, Kathy slipped the bra on and turned her back to Emil. “I bet you’ve unhooked thousands of these in your lifetime, let’s see if you can hook one.”   

Emil did as asked without comment, but after Kathy thanked him, he asked, “You want me to wash your panties?  If I get them in the washer before the blood dries, they probably won’t stain.”

“Haven’t you already seen enough of me, sir?”

“Nope, but seeing more of you at this point wasn’t my intention.”

“Yeah, I bet.”

Just as she said that, they both could tell the ambulance had arrived because, in spite of the drapes being pulled tight, a bit of the flashing lights shown through at the edges.  Without a word, Emil hurried off to open the front door for the EMTs.

When they came in, Kathy had returned to the kitchen table.  This time she was sitting on one edge of it with her wound facing away from the middle of the table.  One of the EMTs started working on Kathy.  After a few minutes he told her the wound had been well taken care of, so there was little for him to do.  Emil shook his head at that.  “I didn’t do much in the way of sterilizing it.  I figured all the blood pouring out of her would do a good enough job.”

The EMT shrugged as he took out a can of disinfectant spray.  As he was using that on her side, Al hurried in.  He looked at her with a worried expression.  “You okay?”

“Oh, yeah.  Emil took good care of me.”

“What exactly happened?”

Kathy told him how she came to be shot, and stated she knew she had hit the intruder in return.  At that point, Emil interrupted.  “She definitely hit him.  When I came charging in here, I stepped in a bunch of his blood.  Kathy hadn’t been in the kitchen by then.  He was already gone out the back door when I spotted him.  I think I got him too.”

Before Al could respond to that, Bob showed up with Clyde right behind him.  They knew there had been an intruder, because the alarm system was tied into a master electronic board in the homes of all three partners.  After those two were filled in, Al decided to go take a look at where Emil had been pointing when he was talking.  Bob tagged along.  When they reached the front edge of the house behind Emil’s, they saw blood spatter indicating to them that Emil had indeed hit what he shot at. 

When they returned, the EMT was finished with Kathy, who insisted she wasn’t going to “Any damned hospital” so they were getting ready to leave.  

Al looked at the EMT.  “Doesn’t she need any shots or anything?”

“No, sir.  She told me her tetanus is up to date, and I doubt if there is much chance of infection.  The butterflies this gentlemen used should be good enough...will be good enough.  Sergeant Hogan has made it very clear she that has no intention of going to the hospital for further care or attention.
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Though Kathy didn’t need further care, Jimmy Bennet certainly did.  While in prison he had made friends with another con who had given him the name of a doctor to feel safe in using, if he ever needed the very type of attention he now needed.  In his careful planning he had contacted the doctor (actually a defrocked one who no longer had a license to practice medicine).  He had pre-paid for any work needed to be done in the case of ever getting shot, or needing other medical assistance.  On his way to see the doctor, he called ahead.  The former doctor was none too pleased to be awakened, but agreed to see Bennet.

When he arrived, he was let in.  Emil’s shot had taken a rather large chunk out of his left buttocks, while Kathy’s had hit him a few inches above his right knee.  The medico grunted.  “You must have gotten into some shootout.”

Kathy’s bullet was still in his leg, so it was dealt with first.  In spite of the pain shot given him, Bennet nearly passed out in pain when the bullet was extracted.  When he finished his work the former doctor suggested, “I’ve got a spare cane.  You better use it for a few days.  Come back in about five days, so I can make certain you aren’t getting infected.  Take it easy until then, obviously.”

Bennet thanked him and started hobbling out using the cane.  He was about halfway to his car when another car pulled up behind his.  Both men did a double take as they met—with one leaving, the other one arriving, for the same type of medical attention needed.  The other man asked, “Do I know you?”

Bennet thought about that a few seconds, before he replied, “Yeah, maybe.  You do any time in Jeff City (Jefferson City Correctional Center)?”

“Yes, that’s it.  I’m Fateen Bassam...you?”

“Jimmy Bennet.  You get shot too?”

“Yes, and the Feds are after me.”

“You don’t look shot.”

“The back of my right shoulder.”

“Oh.  Well, good luck.  I may have the local...Wentzville, cops after me.  Probably do already, since they were waiting for me in ambush at my last stop.  If not yet, I no doubt left enough blood behind for them to run DNA, which as you probably know, they have on everyone who has been in the joint.”

“Look, I really have to get rid of my car since, there is probably an alert out to look for it.  Maybe we could team up for a while...sorta help each other out.  What I mean is work together trying to keep from getting arrested.”

Bennet though about that for a few seconds, before he responded, “Yeah, maybe that’s a good idea.  I’ll wait...out here, until you get patched up.  Then we can dump your car.  After that I need to change cars, too.  I’ve got one they don’t know I have.  Set it up in another name, the one I’ll have to use now that they’re on to me.”

“Good.  I’ll be out as soon as the doc takes care of me.”

Both men were thinking the same thing:  “Work with this guy until he is no longer of use to me.”

When Bassam headed toward the door, Bennet hobbled to his car to wait.  After Bassam was attended to, he came out.  The two agreed that Bassam would follow Bennet to a likely place to dump the car, then go on from there for Bennet to exchange vehicles.  The nearest place to get rid of Bassam’s car without the likelihood of anyone noticing, was a shopping center’s parking lot.  

Bassam just left the keys in his car, hoping someone would steal it before the authorities found it.  At the site where Bennet’s second car waited, they got into it, leaving his car behind as well.  Bennet drove to a small house, really not much more than a cabin, he had north of the Interstate.  It was near a small stream in a heavily wooded area.  He had purchased it from the proceeds of a robbery he had pulled off, with two men he had been working with to raise additional capital.  

Those three had agreed that they would have one last, major, robbery before splitting up to go their separate ways.  By the time he pulled up in front of the cabin, Bennet had already come up with an idea of how to best use Bassam.  During the drive, Bassam had told him he had been planning a major terrorist attack when the FBI raided his apartment.  During that raid, he had shot two agents, been wounded himself, and lost two of his co-conspirators with all his explosives.

Bennet could care less about the fact he was working with a terrorist, but that was what gave him the idea he had come up with.  When they went inside, Bennet asked, “Do you drink, if so would you like one?”

“Yes.  I am Muslim, but don’t always behave as one.  When I went to prison I wasn’t inclined to terrorism, but I guess the authorities would say I was radicalized when there.  That aside, I still drink.  I also love bacon.”

“Other than your name, I would not have guessed you are Muslim.  What I mean is you speak English much as I do, with some of the same slang.”

“I was born here, my parents are immigrants.  I must admit I wasn’t ever a very good Muslim, though I did attend services with my father.  I now go to a different mosque.  The imam there is connected with the imam from prison, who led me to terrorism.  My father’s imam is for more peaceful means to eventually take over America.  You know, like was done in Lebanon and is presently well underway in Europe...most notably in France and England.  The idea being to just out produce, children wise, other religions.  The liberals in those nations make it easy.  Abortion is a big asset.  You may not be aware of it, but abortion is considered a major sin in my religion.  But, for some, now like me I suppose, the wait for that to take effect is too long-term. Actually, I think that is the likely way to proceed, but in the meantime, terrorism helps reduce the numbers of non-believers while causing angst amongst them.  I hope that doesn’t concern you too much.”

“Nah, as long as I’m not included in your plans as far as eliminating us non-believers.  With luck, I’ll be long gone before any such change comes about.  My long-term plans call for evening some scores, then settling in some nice place like South or Central America.  I’ve been working with a couple of other guys to get a nice nest egg built up, then splitting.  As it is, I may not be able to settle all the scores I wanted to take care of...namely killing all the damned jury members who sent me up...and taking out the stinking cop who busted me.  Now I may have to settle for just the cop.  Well, also the lady cop who shot me.”

While the two had been talking, Bennet had poured them both a liberal amount of vodka (his favorite drink). He handed one glass to Bassam, clinked his glass to the other man’s then offered a toast.  “To a successful partnership.”

After they both drank some of their drink, Bassam asked, “Any way you can help me get some more explosives?  My imam will help, of course, but contacting him might be dangerous.  At least until the heat settles down.  My hope is the Feds will consider the possibility that I have fled the country, after not being able to find me for several days.”

“Yeah, I can help you out.  In fact, I’ve got an idea how we can work together.  My two partners and I have a big deal in the works.  It would be nice to have a major distraction...like a terrorist event, to keep the cops busy while we do our thing.”

“That sounds like a very good plan.  I’ll make a list of the things I need.  At some point I’ll also have to contact some associates, to help me carry out an event you will find satisfactory.  With this deal I was just involved in, I’ll have to find another target because too much of what I was planning was left behind when I got away.”

“Good.  We’ll work together trying to find a good spot for your attack.  Question...does your planning include some sort of suicide deal?”  

“Hell no.  At least not my suicide.  But I am in touch with a couple of not-very-good-Muslim idiots I met in the joint, who will carry satchel bombs into any place in exchange for a nice payday...though, in addition to the money, they do like the idea of messing with the law.  Of course, the bombs will be detonated by remote...a remote I have control of.”

“I like it.  Let’s move on for a bit.  We both need to change our appearances.  You need to lose the beard, I need to add one.  I’ve got a large kit that we can use, to do what we need to avoid easy identification.  I have papers to go with the look I’ll use.  We’ll have to be careful with you though, since I doubt you have a set of papers that will match the look I think you should use.”

“You’re right on that score.  I have no other IDs, but can get them fixed up through my imam.  However, as I said, I best not try to contact him for several days.  When do you plan on this big score of yours?”

“My partners are still working out the details.  We can ask them when they show up here.  After the cops put out the word they’re after me, they’ll know to come here.  They are the only ones who know about this place.  I bought it in my alias.  I wonder if the news is carrying anything about one or both of us yet.  Let’s see if we can find out.”

The news about Bassam’s event was all over the media by that time.  It, of course, showed various pictures of him, but none were clean shaven.  Nothing was being broadcast on Bennet, but that was soon to change.  

In Emil’s home, Bob was playing back various camera shots on Bennet as he entered the house.  When he had come through the rear door, he had removed the ski mask he wore.  He wanted Emil to see who was about to kill him, as he had done with the first two victims of his revenge campaign.  Depending on the camera, various angles of the shootout were being shown.  More than one very good picture of Bennet was shown.  Bob dryly commented on one of those.  “Little doubt who shot you, Kathy.”

Kathy joked, “I like the one of him limping out of the house, better than the one of me getting shot with next to nothing on.”

Emil disagreed.  “Other than the fact that you got shot, I rather like that one.  As I told you before...wow!” 

“Thank you, sir...even if I get the feeling you’re still trying to bed me.  But, if you keep on, and I don’t get any action before long, I might just take you up on your repeated offer.”
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