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Chapter 1

 


The street lights were on, but it was a dark
night. There were no stars twinkling in the sky. Only a solitary
crescent moon was nested behind a blanket of dark clouds. The wind
was howling and jets of water lashed the pavements.

 


A pudgy man in a green Hi-Vis was clearing
the streets of rubbish, pointing his hose in the direction of the
usual pavement pizza and dirt that seemed to be plastered to the
ground. He had large earphones over his ears. He nodded and moved
the girth of his torso to the beats of a rap song from his iPhone
music selection.

 


"Now I ain't saying she's a gold digger."

"When I'm in need.."

"When I'm in need..," the Chubby-faced street
cleaner sang repeatedly, like a busted karaoke machine.

 


A skinny blonde rushes out of a pub. She
seemed disoriented and stumbled a bit. She held unto a lamp post,
emptying the contents of her bowels unto the pavement, as she did
so. A dark-haired young man rushes out of the pub, holding a cream
coloured overcoat in his hands. He throws it over the blondes
shoulders. Then he gives a coy smile and says:

 


"Looks like someone can't hold a little
drink."

"Shut up Stan!."

"I think my blood is boiling."

"I'm in agony here and you choose the worst
of times to be a child," the slender blonde remarked.

 


There was buzzing in her black handbag.

 


"Aren't you gonna get that?," Stan enquired,
covering his nose with his left hand.

"Give me a fucking minute, okay!."

"Its probably just mum."

"Since when did you start caring about my
phonecalls?, anyway!," the golden haired Lady snapped.

 


She opened her handbag, fishing out a
Motorola smartphone in a red phone casing. The tune from the phone
sounded like a Jim reeves song. The lights on the face of the phone
seemed to fluctuate. There was a vacant gaze on the face of the
blonde. Her eyes were glued to the lights on her phone, like a moth
hovering round a naked flame. She broke into a cold sweat. Then
suddenly there was a thud. Her body dropped to the ground, like a
puppet that just lost all its strings.

 


"Oh my God!.."

"Yvette.., Yvette.."

"Yvette open your eyes.."

"Can you hear me Yvette?," a clearly worried
Stan said, slapping the blondes cheek gently.

 


There was no movement. She seemed to be as
motionless as a wax doll.

Suddenly, there was some movement behind the
emotionally upset dark haired man. He felt a finger tapping on his
shoulder. He raised his head slowly and looked back. His eyes were
met by the bulky frame of a chocolate skinned man in a green
vest.

 


"Don't tell me you guys just fucked up the
pavements again."

"I've just done this stretch of pavement
twice," the street cleaner lamented.

 


"Look man, my girlfriend just passed
out."

"I can't get her to wake up."

"So excuse me if your bloody sidewalk is the
least of my concerns at the moment," Stan ranted, as he got to his
feet, staring the big man in the face, as he did so.

"You don't need to get worked up over
nothing,"

"They do that all the time after one or two
shots," the cleaner teased.

 


There was a heated argument between the two
men. There was a push and a shove. Yvette's eyes started to twitch,
as the noise from the arguing men got louder. Then her eyelids
rolled up suddenly, revealing veiny eyes.

 


"I don't have time for this shit."

"Yvette.., where the hell are you?," Stan
shouted, scanning his surroundings for his blonde girlfriend.

 


"She was right there."

"I left her laying right there."

"Did you do this?."

"Did you move her somehow?," Stan barked,
grabbing the cleaners T-shirt.

"Now, what would I want with her scrawny
little arse?."

"I don't do trashy, mate," the dark-skinned,
pot bellied man replied with a smug grin.

 


Stan was furious at the mans insensitive
comments. He was almost foaming at the mouth with pure rage. He
threw a punch in the direction of the fat man's face. It connected
with his jaw. The bulky man staggered backwards for a few
seconds.

 


Stan ran at him like a crazy person. He was
screaming, as he charged towards the dazed cleaner. The lanky
fellows face met the meaty arm of the portly man. His silver rings
made a bloody imprint above stans eye brow. Blood dripped from the
gash above his eyes.

 


"And stay down you crazy shit," the fat
cleaner said, kicking Stans leg, as he walked away.

 


He hadn't walked very far, when something
went crack on the back of his head. He fell flat on his face. The
pudgy man groaned in agony. Stan disposed of the broken broom
handle and turned the fat man over. He struck him again and again
with a flurry of punches.

 


"Don't you.."

"Ever.., ever lay those filthy hands on
me."

"You big lump of lard," he snarled, with a
crazed look on his face.

 


All of a sudden, he could hear footsteps
behind him. He ceased his violent outburst and got to his feet.

 


"Yvette!.."

"Where the fuck have you been?."

"You had me worried sick."

 


The blonde walked slowly towards Stan, hiding
one hand behind her. She leaned her head on his chest and whispered
into his ears:

 


"You did this for me?."

"I'm touched."

"I love it when a man goes primal."

 


Seconds later, he feels a sharp pain in his
stomach. He touches his blood drenched long sleeve shirt and looks
his assailant in the face.

 


"What did you do that for babe?," the
bleeding man asks.

"I'm not your babe."

"That bird sailed away weeks ago, mate," the
blonde said with a cold, malicious smile.

 


She walks quickly towards Stan and slashes
his throat with a sharp old fashioned shaving blade. Jets of red
liquid oozed from his jugular. He fell to his knees, holding his
neck and making grunting sounds. His face went pale, as he
struggled to breathe.

 


"I'm sorry hun."

"Are you trying to saying something?."

"Pity, I don't speak squealing," Yvette
teased.

"Try not to drop dead anytime soon."

"I still have one more Piggie to flay," she
added.

 


She walked towards the concussed cleaner.
Then she sat over him, slashing at his flesh with the sharp blade.
She kept going at him with the blade, until her face was covered in
blood spatter. He was to beat down to put up any resistance. When
she was done carving his chest and hands up with the blade, she
grabbed his afro ball of hair with her right hand.

 


"Please, don't hurt me," the fat man
begged.

"You'll make a good cut of meat, fatty," the
bloody faced blonde replied.

 


She savoured the fear on his chubby face for
a few minutes, before choosing to slowly dig the sharp side of the
razor into the tyres of the fat mans short neck.

 


She wiped the blade against the fat mans
clothing and sat on the bonnet of a nearby car. The car alarm went
off, blaring into the air. It was a deafening sound, but the blonde
was unperturbed by the noisy racket. She stared at her feet as if
they were a screen of some sort. Her eyes did not portray remorse
for anything she had just done. Her blood stained hands left
patches of dried up, red clumps on the cars blue paint.

 


"Do you mind moving your behind from my
car?," a curly haired man said, in an Italian accent.

 


She rolled her neck around for a bit, causing
the bones in her neck to make a crunching noise. Then she looked
straight at the tall man with a sun tanned skin.

 


"Piss off, Pavarotti!."

"One more word out of you, grease boy and
you'll be choking on your own balls," the blonde threatened, with a
murderous look in her eyes.

 


The man could see the blood on her hands. He
made himself scarce very quickly, heading back into a house with a
black letter box near the door.

 


Yvette pressed on an icon on the blood
stained screen of the dying fat mans iPhone and closed her eyes, as
classic music filtered from the earphones into her ears.

 


 


It was early hours of the morning. Trickles
of water slid down the flat surface of the other side of the double
glazed window. The window was opened halfway, letting in tiny
droplets of water and gusts of cold air. A middle aged woman was
laying on her side, under layers of furry blankets.

 


She snored and whizzed like a boiling kettle.
There was a buzzing sound. It went from buzzing to an unchained
melody tune. The brown haired woman rolled out of the bed, heading
straight for a pair of navy-blue pants. She put her hands into the
side pocket of the trouser, fetching out a black BlackBerry
handset.

 


On the face of the phone, the name Sergeant
Torres was displayed boldly. She hit the accept icon and a male
voice with a Spanish accent, filtered through.

 


"Sorry to wake you Inspector Bullock.."

"But there has been a serious incident that
may need your personal attendance," Torres intimated.

 


"I'll be there shortly."

"Just give me some time to make alternative
arrangements for my daughter," Bullock replied.

"Okay Inspector, we will brief you when
you're on site," the Sergeant said.

 


The dial tone went dead on the other side of
the phone. Bullock put away her BlackBerry phone and walked into
the bathroom. She took off her pantie and black T-shirt, revealing
a pair of drooping bosoms and curvy hips. She stepped into the
shower and pushed a button, letting out jets of warm water.

 


She ran her hands through her short, spiky
brown hair, spreading lather all over it. She rubbed the soap
against her chest and then against her thighs. In a few minutes she
was done with the cleansing ritual. She was wiping her face when
she felt a warm hand on her right arm. She was taken aback by this.
She grabbed the hand with a vice grip, as if to subdue an
assailant.

 


"Mummy let go."

"You're hurting me," the brown-haired little
girl cried.

 


When Bullock realised it was only her little
girl, she loosened her grip and gave her a hug.

 


"I'm sorry, Maggie."

"I didn't mean to be rough with you."

"Mummy was just a bit scared."

"Don't you creep up on me like that again,
young lady," Bullock said, staring the little girl in the face.

"I didn't mean to do that mummy."

"I heard music and voices."

 


"So I woke up and wanted to find you," Maggie
explained.

"Its okay sweetie.."

"Mummy has to work now."

"You know what that means," Bullock
enquired.

"I get to stay with dad," the little girl
replies.

"Yeah kid."

"You get to horse around with your dad and
eat lots of chocolate."

"Now go get all cleaned up and I'll drop you
off," the child's mum urges her.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Inspector Bullock slipped into her pants and
put on a matching navy-blue jacket over a silky blouse with a
leopard spot design. She wasn't fond of looking into mirrors. She
was always a sort of tomboy, sporting a spiky, short lawn of hair.
Her selection of clothing was simple and adequate, but never cheap.
She never wore any jewellery. She didn't own stilettos either.

 


The inspectors attention was drawn to low
pitched voices coming from downstairs. The brown-haired woman
walked down the stairs slowly without making a sound. The floor
boards did not squeak. She found her daughter facing the window.
There was a man in a greasy, grey face cap at the window. His hands
were both on the face of the window. His face was slightly obscured
by condensation on the window in front of him.

 


The inspector pulled out her gun from its
holster and ran out the front door.

 


"Stay right here, Maggie," the protective
mother said to her daughter, as she exited the back door in pursuit
of the stranger.

 


Bullock shut the door behind her and ran into
the street. She looked to her right and then to the left. There was
no sign of the creepy peeping tom. It was as if the intruder had
somehow manage to vanish as mysteriously as he appeared.

 


She walked round a couple of nearby parked
cars, looking inside and around them. She found nothing, but her
own reflection staring back at her in the window of the cars she
searched. She kicked a rock in anger and headed back for her
house.

 


As she walked away, a curtain opens slightly
and a clean shaven man in a grey face cap, stares through the gap
in the curtain. He takes a sip from a bottle of rum and grits his
teeth.

She had a look round the garden, walking
slowly and carefully. There was no one to be found. There was some
rumblings near the bin. The Inspector tightened her grip on the
gun, placing her finger more firmly on the trigger.

 


Her heart raced a bit faster. It wasn't fear.
It was pure adrenaline. She would go to any length to keep her
offspring from harm. Suddenly the bin flew open. Out came a big
bobcat. It sprang into the air, almost hitting the detective in the
face.

 


Its meowing was like amplifying the
screeching of a dozen parrots.

 


"Crazy fur ball," Bullock remarked, as she
holstered her weapon.

 


When she turned back, Maggie was stood in
front of her.

 


"Don't do that.."

"I keep telling you not to creep up on me,"
the jolted brown haired woman said.

"So did you find him?," the brown-haired girl
asked.

"No joy there kiddo," her mum replied

 


The detective lowered herself down to face
her daughter. The squatting lady gazed into her daughters eyes,
rolling her eye balls as if to scan for any shred of
insincerity.
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