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“Joe Cafferty, age thirty eight, white, male,
shaved head. This is the third one this month,” Detective Spaulding
lamented as she scribbled notes down in her little, green
notepad.

 


“Always on the change of the moon’s phase,
last quarter, new, and first quarter. Lord help us at what will
happen during the full moon,” replied Officer Cooper. He leaned in
to blow out the green birthday candle nestled in a cupcake. Always
chocolate with a vanilla swirl, though the color of the candle
changed with each scene. The wax dripped down over the icing, the
Happy Birthday wrapper, and onto the glass desktop.

 


He muttered, “What I just don’t get is the
fucking toy. I mean, they have to know that they’re just making it
easy for us to get the DNA sample off of it.” He gestured towards
the lime green dildo resting upon the table, a slight sheen of
residue upon its silicon material.

 


“Serial killers are like that. They all have
their quirks and for whatever reason, many seem to take great pains
to taunt the police while just making it a bit easier to ensnare
them,” she said matter-of-factly, then sighed, “not that it’s
helped in this case. All of the databases come back negative on DNA
tests. No fingerprints other than the victims found at the scene
either. It’s like the perp never existed, or at least never got
into trouble before starting a killing spree.”

 


Her eyes fell to the victim, still leaned
back in his faux leather office chair, pants around his ankles, his
head hanging loosely to the side. It was his face that drew her
attention, like all of the others it was contorted in a mask of
horror. His computer was signed into a webcam site, though the
particular model they had all been signed into didn’t exist, at
least, not anymore.

 


Det. Spaulding glanced over towards the
coroner and shook her head lightly, flicking the notepad closed.
“Tag ‘em and bag ‘em, we’ve got all we’ll know from here,” she said
grimly, giving one last look at the victim.

 


**********

 


It had started in the beginning of October,
the night of the last quarter of the moon was when forensics had
placed the time of death. The first body hadn’t been discovered
until three days later when a tenant had complained of a rotting
stench permeating the hallways. They’d found Alfred Whitaker
slumped back in his couch, laptop on his discarded slacks and
boxers, his head lolled to the side courtesy of a broken spine.

 


They’d followed up first with the webcam
site, trying to find out who the model was that he’d been signed
into. Rebecca Faith was what his computer said, but the company
said they didn’t have an active model by that name. She'd been dead
for a year, supposedly a suicide, or at least that’s what the
company claimed. Her account since shutdown and link removed from
the records. Without a warrant they couldn’t go any further and so
Detective Karen Spaulding had to cool her heels on that lead while
trying to focus on developing others.

 


The tenants hadn’t noticed anything out of
the ordinary the night that Alfred had expired, the halls had been
quiet save for the occasional sounds of children tearing about. The
lone security camera didn’t record a soul entering or leaving that
wasn’t accounted for. His windows had been locked tight and didn’t
show any signs of tampering.

 


Upon the coffee table they found a chocolate
cupcake with a vanilla swirl of frosting and the remnants of a
burned-out, blue, birthday candle. Next to the cupcake was a Doc
Johnsons blue dildo, still sticky with the residue of cum. They
bagged it, another lead to chase, another lead to fizzle out,
another lead to a glass of black rum on the rocks sipped while
staring at a white board, pondering the connections.

 


The second came during the night of the new
moon, casting a pitch black darkness that fought against the red
and blue lights bathing the city street. Even the street lights in
this corner of the city had faded back over time, beat down by the
relentless black of the night and the occasional gunshot. It was a
working town, one of the few that remained within the confines of
the city and destined soon to be shredded down to make way for new
high rises and pricier rents. It stood in direct contrast to
Alfred’s tidy, upper-middle class apartment. The scene inside
though, was all too familiar to their eyes.

 


Detective Spaulding clasped handkerchief to
her nose, the stench of the body being the least of her concerns.
Between the two jobs that Bruce had held, he obviously hadn’t left
himself much time to tidy up the place. The constant drip of a
leaky pipe in the ceiling probably didn’t help much either.

 


“Ugh, I always somehow block out of my mind
how people can live like this. I’m surprised he even had a smoke
alarm,” complained Officer Joe Cooper, a handkerchief held close to
his nose as well.

 


“Rents been going up since that housing
crash. Ya hear ‘bout that basketball player who can’t afford the
rent?” she asked while digging into her coat pocket for her notepad
and pen.

 


“The one who had to get roommates? Yeah,
crazy ain’t it? Won’t be long before us cops will be doing the
same,” he mused.

 


She grunted in return as she noted the candle
this time was yellow instead of blue and the dildo was flesh
colored. Lightly she tapped the pen to her lips, musing on the
meaning before moving to look over the ancient relic that had been
the man’s computer, wondering if it still somehow ran Windows 95.
Upon the screen was the homepage for Channel Erotica, the same site
that had been displayed upon Alfred’s computer. Karen noted it
down, hoping that perhaps it would help convince Judge Aito that it
would be a wise idea to let her peek behind the scenes at their
webcam girls records.
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