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  All characters referenced in this work are fictitious.  Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental. 




  
Chapter 1 (Monday Night - 1st Collection) 




  She is big and beautiful...she's exactly what I need; I really wish I didn't have to kill her. I'm sure I've parked my van in the best location because of my prior surveillance efforts. The street light directly above illuminates my workspace. I take a quick peek around the rear corner of my van; she's almost here. I wipe the sweat off the grip of my suppressed twenty-two caliber semi-automatic pistol on my sleeve one last time and flip the safety off. My pulse is racing; I can hear my heart pounding as I step out onto the sidewalk a few feet ahead of her Doberman pinscher, which surprises the pair. The dog immediately begins barking menacingly and is up on its hind legs as it strains against its leash. I aim at its open mouth and then squeeze the trigger. The dog crumples to the ground after my bullet bores into its brain. I can see the terror on her face as I aim at her. “Sorry.” Her response to my apology is a high pitched shriek as she turns to run. My hesitation allows her to take two strides before I squeeze the trigger. The hollow-point bullet performs its lethal task and immediately shuts down her brain. She collapses face down on the sidewalk just a few feet from her dog. There is no movement from either of them - two perfect shots.  




  I quickly glance around the area; no new porch lights are coming on, and there are no shouts from horrified witnesses. No one heard her, all is as it was. I walk to her prone body and put another bullet into the back of her head. I don’t want her to suffer. This second shot is referred to as 'the double tap' in some movies I've seen. I kneel down next to her and remove a plastic bag from inside my shirt. I place the bag over her head and secure it with a strip of duct tape to prevent blood leakage, which there is very little of due to the small caliber of the bullet. I do the same procedure on the dog, as it's important that I leave no evidence of foul play. I don't have to waste time searching for spent shell casing due to the custom casing catcher I've mounted to my pistol. Until they find her body, they'll have to consider that she may have gone away willingly. 




  In two steps I'm at the sliding side door of my van. I open the door and then return to the woman. She's too heavy to carry, so I work her into a kneeling position in front of me. I place my hands under her arms and then drag her to the van. After a Herculean effort, I'm able to maneuver her into a kneeling position, leaving her about one-third of the way into the van. Her torso is now on the plastic tarp on the van’s floor. I place one end of a heavy duty bungee cord around her neck. The other end of the cord is secured to a hook in the wall on the opposite side of the van. This arrangement will keep her from flopping out of the van as I lift her feet and then swing her ample legs into the van. My first attempt fails as I lose my grip on her ankles. I wipe my sweaty hands on my pants and then try again...success! I join her in the van, closing the door behind me.  




  I'm not concerned about blood, but I am concerned about excrement, and I don't want any tell-tale stains on the carpet, so I take a moment to center her face-down corpse on a waiting tarp. Next, I get the dog and lay it alongside her. I connect the metal eyelets at the corners and sides with short bungee cords. The blue tarp cocoon now effectively hides them from prying eyes. As an added precaution, I place a few large cardboard boxes on top and secure them in place with bungee cords to complete my camouflage job. I grab two-gallon jugs of water, exit the passenger side door, and begin to rinse the sidewalk where the pair lay to remove any tell-tale blood spatter. That final task done, I make my way into the driver's seat and survey the still quiet neighborhood. I open my window and listen for a moment. There are no sounds of police sirens in the distance, only crickets. I take a deep breath and notice the wonderful smell of fresh cut grass. I must have been too nervous to notice it before. 




  As I drive slowly out of the neighborhood, I think about how easy it was to commit my first murder. She made it easy for me. In her defense, I'm sure she thought it was safe to walk these tree-lined streets in this affluent neighborhood full of large, well-maintained homes after sundown, especially being accompanied by that magnificent dog. Of course, she was wrong, but she didn't know that I needed her. It is a shame about the dog, but at least it died a noble death attempting to protect its master. Although my dog is only a small Jack Russell terrier, I know she would do the same for me. 




  I glance at the dash clock; the whole thing took a little over three minutes. I'm going to have to do better than that next time. A thought comes to me as I drive away: The only good thing about my wife’s passing last year is that she’s not alive to see what I’ve become. 




  

  
Chapter 2 (Friday Afternoon) 




  At four p.m. on Friday afternoon Detective Tom “Brick” Brikler sat in his office on the top floor old an older four-story building in downtown Atlanta that serves as the police headquarters building. He glanced at his watch and smiled; in less than an hour he would be walking out the door and heading north on route 400. His wife Nicki, and his adopted son Eddie, were already on their thirty-foot long houseboat they kept on Lake Lanier. By now the refrigerator would be fully stocked with cold beer, potato salad, and three big porterhouse steaks. As usual, it had been a busy week for the Atlanta Homicide Unit, and he was more than ready for a relaxing weekend. He’d daydreamed numerous times during the day about fishing with Eddie and swimming in the cool lake in some secluded cove they would find to moor the houseboat.  




   




  As part of Brikler's Friday close-to-quitting-time ritual, he began the futile attempt to neaten the many stacks of papers located on any flat surface in his office. His office decor consisted of two beige padded arm chairs for visitors, which each now held a leaning stack of papers. The chairs were hand-me-downs from Chief Daniels's office when his office was remodeled some years ago. The fabric that covered the chairs was worn on the arm rests, but they were still comfortable. The large cherry wood desk next to the window from where he stared out, came to him along with the chairs. Pictures of his wife and son were strategically placed on the desk for unobstructed viewing. The only other picture on his desk was of his other love - a 1957 Chevy Bel Air two-door hardtop which he'd restored to original mint condition.  




  The chairs and desk were by far the nicest pieces of furniture in the room. The credenza, along the right side wall, was low-budget modular furniture that was showing its age, like that in most civil servants’ offices. It had piles of crime scene photos and miscellaneous stacks of paper covering it. Various framed certificates and commendations dotted the wall above it. The standard six-drawer gun-metal gray cabinet sat in one corner of the office. A dry erase board was mounted on the wall next to a smaller cork bulletin board that had a few “Wanted” posters and other notices tacked to it. 




  Brikler shook his head slowly as he surveyed his efforts. Doesn't look any better, but I killed fifteen minutes. Just thirty minutes to go.   He checked his email one last time, responded to a few, and then shut down his computer. Twenty minutes to go. Close enough...I'm out of here! He was almost to the door when the phone on his desk rang. He stopped, glanced at the wall clock, and chewed his lip for a second. Ah, shit! In two steps he was back at his desk. The display told him the duty officer was calling.  He picked up the handset. “Brikler.” 




  “Hey, Brick, I just got a call from the medical examiner.  He's got a floater in the Chattahoochee.” 




  Brikler grabbed a pen and notepad and then exhaled loudly before saying, “Give me the location.” 




   




  Brikler slammed the handset down after the duty officer finished giving him the medical examiner's location. He took out his cell phone and called Nicki. She answered on the second ring. “You're not coming,” she stated matter-of-factly. As a homicide detective in Dekalb County, she was well aware how demanding the job could be. 




  “We've got a floater. If it’s not a homicide, I'll just be a little late, but you guys go ahead and eat those steaks.” 




  “They'll keep until you can get here.” 




  “I might not make it up there at all this weekend if this is a homicide.” 




  “I can freeze them.” 




  “There're better fresh.” 




  “We'll just have the burgers tonight. You know how I like a good burger.” 




  Brikler chuckled, then said, “Yeah, I know, you'd be happy eating burgers every night.” 




  “I'll cook a few extra burgers so you can take them in your lunch next week.” 




  “Great.  Thanks, babe. I've got to get going. I'll call you later.” 




  “Okay, bye.” 




  Brikler ended the call and called his partner, Lew Gordon, as he walked to the garage. “Lew, we've got a floater.”  




  “Great, just another typical Friday night in Atlanta. I hope it's just a suicide.” 




  “That would great. I'm supposed to be on my way to the lake.” 




  “Maybe we'll catch a break.” 




  “Maybe...meet me at the scene,” Brikler said. 




   




  Brikler gave him the location information and ended the call.  




  

  
Chapter 3 (Friday Afternoon) 




  Brikler and Gordon arrived at scene at the same time. The detectives exited their unmarked, dark blue Ford Crown Victorias, spoke to one another briefly, and then walked towards the river’s embankment. Both men had short, military-style haircuts; the taller of the two had blond hair, the other one, brown. Their dark off-the-rack suit jackets seemed to strain against muscular shoulders. The taller detective, Brick Brikler, was originally from Boston. Brikler had moved from Boston to Atlanta eight years ago after he got an e-mail from Gordon regarding an open Detective Sergeant position in the Atlanta Homicide Unit. Brikler was newly divorced and looking for a fresh start on life, so he applied and was hired. So far, he'd averaged just less than one fatal shooting per year. All seven of his shootings were justified. Many police officers went their entire careers without firing a weapon, yet Brikler had dispatched seven men to that great penitentiary in the sky.   




  He earned the nickname “Brick” early in his enlistment in the Navy. At six-foot-four and two-hundred and twenty-five pounds, he fought in the heavyweight division of the Navy Boxing Team. At the end of Brikler’s first bout, and after his opponent regained consciousness, the first thing the prone opponent said was, “Damn, I swear he's got bricks in his gloves!” Twenty-six subsequent opponents felt the same way, so from that first bout, “Brick” it was. He remained undefeated his entire enlistment. Not only was the nickname descriptive of his devastating right hook, it also doubled as a play on his last name. And thanks to Gordon, the nickname lived on past their military service.  




  Many people had suggested to Brikler that he turn pro after leaving the Navy, but professional boxing seemed like too much of a circus, and it didn’t appeal to him in the least. He didn’t quit boxing entirely, though; he coached children every Saturday morning, when his work schedule allowed, as part of the Atlanta Police Athletic League (PAL) program. Working with less privileged kids in the PAL program was much more rewarding than knocking out opponents in the ring. The nature of his job as a detective gave him plenty of opportunities to knock the shit out of anyone who foolishly resisted arrest, so he was able to keep his pugilist and martial arts skills honed to a fine razor’s edge.  




  Brikler was promoted to the rank of Detective Lieutenant three years ago. His rank made Gordon a subordinate, a fact which Brikler enjoyed reminding Gordon on a regular basis because Gordon had been the senior man in their Navy SEALs platoon during their Desert Storm deployment and now the boot was on the other foot, as they say. 




   




  Detective Sergeant Lew Gordon hailed from South Carolina, and had been in law enforcement for a total of eighteen years, eight of which were with the Atlanta Homicide Unit. He now had four fatal shootings to his credit, all justified as well. 




  Gordon was only slightly smaller than Brikler. He was six-feet-two-and-a-half inches tall and a very trim two-hundred and five pounds. Gordon didn’t box, but thanks to his Navy SEALs training, he could easily kill a man with his bare hands.  




  Gordon didn’t want to return to his small hometown in South Carolina where nothing exciting ever happened, so he joined the Atlanta Police Department as a patrolman right after his Navy service ended. Soon after he was settled in Atlanta, he asked his high school sweetheart, Mary Beth, to marry him. She agreed with one stipulation - that they get married in their hometown so her parents didn’t have to travel. Right after their small wedding reception they drove to Atlanta and honeymooned for three days at a five-star, downtown hotel. One year later, just before the arrival of their first child, the pair moved out of their one-bedroom apartment and into a small two-bedroom ranch house. Soon after the move, their firstborn, Lewis Junior, arrived. Two years later, Aaron was born, which necessitated another move, this time to a three-bedroom home in a nice neighborhood. Two more years passed before Peter was born. Lew and Mary Beth really like their house, so this time they decided to add a bedroom. A week after Peter was born, Lew got a vasectomy. 




  Raising young boys took a lot of energy, money, and time, which were part of the reason it took Lew ten years to earn a B.A. in criminal justice. All three boys were good athletes, so there were many sporting events to attend. They were also actively involved in the Boy Scouts program. Gordon spent a good many fall weekends freezing his ass off in a flimsy tent during their many camping trips. The camping trips were always scheduled in cold weather as a safety precaution, when the poisonous snakes would be hibernating.  




  

  
Chapter 4 (Friday Afternoon) 




  When the two detectives reached the edge of the embankment, they could see the medical examiner, Jerry Sanders; his assistant; and a few firemen standing on the river bank some thirty feet below. Brikler and Gordon, moving tentatively from bush to bush, made their way down the steep embankment to the waiting men. The body of an African-American female was face-down in the water wedged up against a tangle of logs that had accumulated about ten feet from the river's bank. The portion of the body they could see was clothed.   




   “Has anyone touched the body?” Brikler asked the medical examiner. 




  “Those three teenage boys were fishing and saw her body,” Jerry said pointing to a group of boys at the top of the embankment. “They told me they didn't go near it.” 




  “If this is a homicide, this obviously isn't the murder scene,” Brikler said and then turned and faced the firemen. “Go ahead and fish her out, guys,” he ordered. 




   




  The three firemen began rigging a safety rope that would allow them to traverse the log jam and reach the body. The firemen at the top of the ravine started setting up the retrieval ropes, pulleys, and winch that they would need to haul the large corpse out of the ravine. Ten minutes later the body was strapped into the rescue basket and ready to be hauled back to shore. Two of the firemen hoisted the basket and gingerly maneuvered their way to the river bank and the group of waiting men. 




  “You're not going to believe this one,” the fireman at the front end of the rescue basket said. 




  “Yeah, this is a first for me,” said the man carrying the other end of the basket. 




  “What is it?” Jerry asked. 




  “One of her buttocks is gone.” 




  “What...from fish?” Gordon asked. 




  “No, it was cut off,” the fireman said. 




  “Oh, great! There goes my weekend,” Brikler lamented. 




  After setting the basket down, two firemen held up a blue tarp to shield the body from the onlookers who had gathered above them. The third fireman spread another blue tarp on the ground, and then released the basket restraints. With help from the medical examiner’s assistant, the fireman rolled the body out of the basket and placed it face-down onto the tarp. Jerry gave the body a quick inspection. “She doesn't have any identification on her, but I think her approximate age is in the thirty-to-forty-year range. Weight, a little over three hundred pounds.  I'd say she's been dead and in the water for approximately ninety-six hours. The preliminary cause of death is small caliber gunshot wounds to the back of her head.” Jerry pulled her spandex pants down and exposed the bare pelvic bones. “You can see that the removal of her buttock was very neatly done, no jagged cuts in the flesh, and no obvious blade nicks on the bones either.” 




  “Shit! This just keeps getting better by the minute,” Brikler said as he slowly shook his head. “We have a freak running around who shot her in the back of the head and then took the time to cut off her ass cheek as some sort of bizarre souvenir.” 




  “Just like in Vietnam, only back then it was fingers and ears. Hey, maybe the guy's a cannibal,” Gordon said. 




  “Maybe, but it doesn’t make sense that only a relatively small body part was taken. There's too much waste here.”  




  “Did you know that cannibals call humans ‘long pig’?” Gordon asked. 




   “Yes, you’ve mentioned that little fun fact before,” Brikler said resignedly. 




   “I guess they would think of us as ‘the other white meat’,” Gordon added with a smile. 




  Brikler slowly shook his head and turned to Jerry.” Let me know when you've completed your autopsy. I don't care how late it is, call me,” Brikler instructed. 




  “Will do,” Jerry answered. 




  Brikler and Gordon turned and left the medical examiner to finish up with the body. The firemen's haul-out ropes made their climb out of the ravine easier. The two detectives walked to the group of teenagers. “Did anyone touch the body?” Brikler asked. 




  The three boys’ heads shook in unison. “No, once we knew what it was we all ran up here and called 911,” one of the boys said. 




  “Did you happen to notice if the same car has been driving up and down this road?” 




  “No, we weren't really watching the cars, we were looking down there,” another boy said as he pointed down to the river's edge. 




  Brikler turned to the first officer on the scene. “Did you get all their contact information?” 




  “Yes, sir,” he said and then removed a sheet of paper from his clip board. “Here's the list,” he added. 




  “Thanks,” Brikler said then turned to Gordon. “Let's go back to headquarters and see if we can get a match on this MO and check the missing person reports.” 




  “Hey, I'm starving, let's stop at that Chinese place down the street and get some take-out.” 




  “Now that you mention it, I'm pretty hungry too.” 




  

  
Chapter 5 (Friday Evening) 




  As Brikler drove to the restaurant he called Nicki. “Hey babe, bad news, it wasn't suicide, I won't be able to make it up there,” he said. 




  “How?” She asked, her detective's curiosity kicking in immediately. 




  “Shot in the back of the head.” 




  “Drugs?” 




  “Don't think so, because her ass was cut off.” 




  “Her ass! No way!” she blurted. 




  “Well, it wasn't her whole ass, just the right cheek.” 




  “How come you always get the weird ones?” she said, then chuckled. 




  “Just lucky, I guess.” 




  “We'll have to try to get you out here next weekend.” 




  “Maybe, if this nut-job doesn't go on another scavenger hunt. What did you guys do today?” 




  “I read a book while Eddie fished off the dock.” 




  “How'd he do?” 




  “He caught a nice striper.” 




  “How big?” 




  “He says about ten pounds; he let it go, so I didn't see it.” 




  “Damn, I wish I were there.” 




  “He knows,” she said softly. 




  “I miss too many days like this. Eddie's growing up fast.”  




  “There'll be plenty of more days,” she said encouragingly, followed by a long moment of silence. 




  Brikler exhaled loudly before saying, “Yeah, I guess. Tell Eddie 'good job' catching the big striper.” 




  “I will. Call me. Love you.” 




  “Love you, too.” He ended the call, leaned back in his chair, and stared at the ceiling. Shit! Shit! Shit! I should have gone to law school.  




   




  Forty minutes later, Brikler was back at his office checking the missing person’s reports. He alternated between forkfuls of chicken and mouse clicks until he found what he was looking for and then called Gordon’s office. “I've got a tentative ID on our floater. We received a missing person report Monday night on a Kiara Washington. She never came home from walking her dog in the Northwood subdivision and the description fits, too,” Brikler said. 




  “Sounds good; that fits with the medical examiner’s estimate,” Gordon said. 




  “Did you have any luck with a similar M.O?” Brikler asked. 




  “Zilch on ass-cheek collectors. I'd bet a week's salary that we’re going to have another one of these soon.” 




  “I won't take that bet; I also think this is just the beginning. It's going to be interesting to see if he sticks with butts or expands his collection.” 




  Gordon chuckled and then said, “I'm more of a breast man myself, but I guess an ass cheek would make a great conversation piece if he had it mounted and put up on his living room wall - like some kind of bizarre trophy.” 




  “He might have a tough time at a cocktail party explaining how he bagged it though,” mused Brick. 




  “Yeah, I suppose confessing to a murder at a party would be a real buzz killer.” Gordon. 




  “Maybe not, I guess it would depend on the company you keep,” added Brikler. 




  “True. Freaks of a feather flock together, I always say,” Gordon said and then chuckled. 




  “It's time for the shitty part; we need to tell Mr. Washington the bad news. Let's take a ride.”  




  “I'll drive,” Gordon said and then the line went dead. 




  The detectives pulled up in front of the Washingtons’ house a little before eight p.m. 




  A few moments later, Brikler rang the doorbell. The pair didn't have to wait long. They heard footsteps coming rapidly towards the door. A second later, the door opened revealing a tall, slender man. 




  “Mr. Washington, I'm detective Brikler with the Atlanta Homicide Unit...” 




  “Oh, no! Don't you say it! Don't you tell me she's dead! No! No! No!” 




  “I'm sorry to have to tell you this, but we found a body that matches the description of your wife.” 




  He shook his head from side to side.” It's not her; I would know if she was dead. It must be someone else,” DeAndre Washington pleaded. 




  “Was your wife wearing a purple shirt and black spandex pants?” 




  DeAndre gasped, buried his face in his hands, and began crying. 




  The detectives looked down at the door step and waited. 




   Through his sobs DeAndre managed to answer, “Yes...yes, she was wearing that outfit Monday. We had just come back from eating out downtown and she went to walk the dog. Now she’s gone forever.” 




  “We need to you come down to the morgue now for a positive ID.  Is there someone who can drive you down?” 




  “My neighbor will drive me,” he managed to choke out.” Tell me, did she suffer?” 




  “We don't have the autopsy report yet, but the medical examiner's initial belief is that she died instantly from a gunshot wound.” 




  DeAndre took his hands away from his tear-covered face. “Thank the Lord for that,” he said in a whisper. 




  “We're sorry for your loss,” Brikler said. 




  DeAndre nodded, then took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his face. The detectives turned and made their way down the walkway and back to their car. DeAndre was still silhouetted in the doorway as they drove away. 




   




  As the detectives drove to the morgue they discussed their meeting with DeAndre Washington. 




  “What's your take on his reaction?” Gordon asked. 




  “He seemed genuinely upset, but we'll still take a closer look at him.” 




  “A guy would really have to hate his wife to be able to hack off one of her cheeks.” 




  Brikler nodded slowly. “That's for damn sure.”  




   




  There was silence for the remainder of their drive as they contemplated man's inhumanity to man. 




  

  
Chapter 6 (Friday Evening) 




  Thirty minutes later, Brikler, Gordon, a morgue attendant, and DeAndre Washington were at the morgue and gathered around a sheet-covered gurney on which the remains of Kiara Washington rested. This was their second attempt at the official identification; the first attempted ended before the sheet was even removed with DeAndre bent over a nearby waste basket heaving his stomach contents into it. After cleaning up, DeAndre said he was ready to try again. The attendant reached for the sheet. “Are you ready, Mr. Washington?” he asked. 




  DeAndre nodded and then closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The attendant removed the sheet exposing Kiara's face. The group looked at DeAndre and waited, but his eyes were still tightly closed. Brikler put his hand on DeAndre's shoulder. “Mr. Washington, we know this is hard for you, but we need your help now. The sooner we can identify her, the sooner we can start looking for the evidence we need to catch her killer,” Brikler said. 




  DeAndre's shoulders dropped as he opened his eyes. He stared down at the bloated and lifeless body of his wife and began trembling. Tears started streaming down his cheeks seconds before he ran to the garbage can again. The group patiently waited for DeAndre to finish retching. When finished, he swabbed his face with his handkerchief, turned away from the group, and remained silent. 




  “Mr. Washington, can you identify her as your wife?” Brikler asked. 




  DeAndre nodded. “We need you to say it for us please,” Brikler said. 




  “It's...that's her. She's my wife,” he managed to say. “When can I take her?” 




  “The medical examiner will need to perform an autopsy, so it will be a couple of days before she can be moved to a funeral home. We'll call you when she's ready,” the attendant said. 




  DeAndre nodded slowly and took his wife's cold, stiff hand in his and held it for moment, “Is that it? Can I go now?” he asked. 




  “That's all for now,” Brikler said. 




  DeAndre gently lowered his wife's hand and shuffled out of the room without another word, leaving the three men behind. The attendant covered Kiara and rolled her gurney out of the room and into the hallway that led back to the autopsy room. Brikler and Gordon discussed DeAndre's performance as they walked down the hall towards the front door of the morgue. “That was a mighty convincing reaction from Washington,” Brikler said. 




  Gordon nodded in agreement and tasked, “Are we going to Northwood now?” 




  “Yeah, let's talk to her neighbors.” 




   




  An hour and a half later they knew no more about Kiara Washington's murder than when they had started interviewing her neighbors. No one had seen any suspicious vehicles or people and no one heard any gunshots. The two detectives met back at their vehicles.”The guy must have used a suppressor,” Brikler stated. 




  Gordon nodded, “Yeah, too well planned. I've got a bad feeling about this one.” 




  “You and me both,” Brikler agreed and then began playing the theme from the old Quincy, M.E., television show. “Hey Brick, I've got your bullet, or what's left of it. The shooter used a hollow point bullet, so all I have are fragments,” Jerry said. 




  “Any big ones?” Brikler asked. 




  “Nothing we can work with.” 




  “What about the cause of death?” 




  “There wasn't any water in her lungs, so the gunshot wounds were the cause of death. She died instantly from massive brain injury. I estimate she died Monday night.” 




  “You nailed it. We were able to ID the victim. She disappeared Monday night. Can you tell me anymore about the mutilation?” Brikler asked. 




  “I can confirm my initial observations; whoever cut off her buttock knows how to use a knife. There were no nicks in her pelvic bones and the cuts in the surrounding tissue were very clean. Our cutter is left handed, by the way.” 




  “Are we talking surgeon level?” 




  “It's possible; this guy is that good.” 




  “Where were you between nine and ten p.m. Monday night?” Brikler asked with a chuckle. 




  “Ha, ha, very funny. Anyway, I'll finish the rest of her autopsy in the morning. I'll call you when I'm done.” 




  “Thanks for working on her tonight,” Brikler said. 




  “No problem. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Bye.” The line went dead. 




  Brikler put his phone in his pocket and turned to Gordon, “The head shot killed her instantly. He used a hollow point, so all we have are fragments. Jerry says none of them are big enough for our lab guys to work with,” he said. 




  “Hollow point, huh? Maybe this was a hit,” Gordon suggested. 




  “Could be; the missing buttock could be sending some sort of message. Let's go back to headquarters and see what we can dig up on the Washingtons.” 




   




  An hour later the two detectives had found nothing of real interest regarding the Washingtons’ background. Kiara had a few parking tickets that were paid on time and DeAndre had a couple of speeding tickets a few years before. The two men agreed to meet first thing in the morning and plan their next move. 




  

  
Chapter 7 (Saturday Morning) 




  The next morning, after each man had downed a couple of cups of coffee at headquarters, they headed back to the Washingtons’ neighborhood to talk with the people who weren't home the night before. The results of those conversations were no different than Friday night's results. No one had heard or seen anything. The two detectives stopped for a quick lunch at a diner on Peachtree Street before returning to headquarters. Just as Brikler got back to his office, he got a call from the medical examiner. 




  “Hey, Jerry, any luck?” Brikler asked. 




  “Not much, I'm afraid. No fibers or foreign hair; the river took care of that, of course. There was nothing under her nails, either. Other than being shot in the head she was in pretty good physical condition.” Jerry explained. 




  “Shit.” 




  “I'll let you know the toxicology results as soon as I get them.” 




  “Thanks Jerry. Bye.” Brikler ended the call and telephoned Gordon. 




  “Lew, I just talked to Jerry. We've got zilch.” 




  “Wonderful. I guess we have to wait for the next one.” 




  “I'm going to have to let the captain know we're at a dead-end.” 




  “Better you than me. I haven't seen Daniels, is he in today?” Gordon asked. 




  “Yeah, he's in, I just got an email from him. He wants a status update in half an hour.” 




  “He must smell a possible serial killer at work, too.” 




  “Yep, and you know how much he loves serial killings.” 




   




  Twenty-five minutes later Brikler walked down to the other end of the hallway where Captain Daniels's office was located. Daniels was on the phone, as usual, and he waved Brikler into a chair near his large desk. The desk always smelled of furniture polish and was meticulously maintained - not a sign of clutter to be seen. Brikler noticed there was a new bronze sculpture of an eagle in flight on the desk joining the other four sculptures - a buffalo, a wolf, a mountain lion, and a rainbow trout - which left no doubt in a visitor's mind that the captain was a fan of wildlife art. The man sitting across from Brikler was a twenty-one-year veteran with the Atlanta Homicide Unit and had the distinction of being the first African-American to achieve the rank of captain. He ran his unit by the book and was well respected by the men and women under his command. His many years behind a desk were reflected in his ample mid-section. The stresses of command were reflected in his close-cropped, snow-white hair. 
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