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CHAPTER 1

Some say finding Love in someone else takes Forever,

And believe that Forever is unreachable.

My Forever is Today,

My Forever is Now,

My Forever is, I do.

Forever is your smile,

The way it brightens my day,

Enhancing the world with brilliance.

Forever is each time I hear your voice,

The sedating calming effect consumes me.

Forever is your embrace,

Tantalizing, engulfing, warming my being.

My Forever is Today,

My Forever is Now,

My Forever is, I will.

Forever is the chance you’ve given me to be

all the things I see in you.

Forever is the peace instilled in me

by the presence of your Love.

Forever is our Love that looked beyond the obvious,

Strong, Relentless … Unyielding.

Forever is God’s blessing of You.

My Forever is Today,

My Forever is Now,

My Forever is, the Truth in our Vows.

JASON AND JULIE

MARCH 26, 1988



Julie Roberts embraces the paper she just read against her chest hoping that the very words that enveloped her on the day she married would ease the pain of her heart. She sits in the middle of her bed rocking endlessly, squeezing herself tightly as if to force the words through her skin, to the heart, to be consumed by her soul. The crackle from her actions awakens her senses. In a panic state her arms fling open, the poem falls to her lap; both hands cover her mouth with the fear of damaging it. She lays the poem on the bed and tries to undo the wrinkles in the paper with her palm before carefully placing it back into her photo album, simultaneously recalling how sentimental Jason’s voice was when he read it to her on their wedding day.

Tears swell in her eyes, and then roll deliberately down her face, induced by the haunting reality of losing her precious Jason. Her saddened expression conceals her model beauty, high cheekbones, petite lips and hazel green eyes. As if she were abruptly snatched from her position, she springs to her feet and rapidly paces the floor, allowing her near-perfect figure to be silhouetted by the sunlight entering through the bedroom window. A troubled voice buried in the deep corners of her mind taunts, “I told you so,” sending a feeling of sorrow throughout her entire being. Years gone by bring on the realization of her life’s greatest mistake of leaving the only man that truly loved her inner-self, not just her outer beauty.

Her body yearns for his gentle touch. One administered so softly and soothing it makes her skin melt uncontrollably. A touch that she remembers being generated by genuine love and not the heavy lustful feel that most men have served since she left Jason. The agony she feels burns deeply inside her, creating turmoil that flows through her veins like poison, making her even more determined to win back his love and affection. Experience through time has proven to her that he is the only man alive that can bring a sense of peace within her.

“I have to let him know exactly how I feel,” she expresses loudly. “This time I’ll get my point across because once he knows that my heart never left him, we’ll be one again. The awful things I did to him won’t matter. I’m sure of it. This is a new me talking. I’ll be the perfect wife, his prized possession.”
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Across the nation for a select few, people’s lives become a possession of another, controlled for the last few moments before their existence terminates. They die ungrateful for the time they did live, but only acknowledging the terror that reaped their hearts and minds during their last minutes of turmoil. Such a thing happens in Virginia City, the most promising city of Virginia. Burglaries and other mayhem run rampant; far too often a rapist that kills his victims and remains anonymous establishes himself as masterful. This one slated by the police as the Invisible Man plays a game of cat and mouse, defying the authorities as they wreck their brains seeking a clue to his identity.

Often, more in recent times, he lies on his bed and acts out his ritual before stalking his prey. He stares at the ceiling until imaginary objects dance in his deranged mind, controlling his every thought. Swiftly his head darts erratically from side to side. With his belt and pants still fastened, he lowers his zipper and works his hand through the slit in his briefs; he pulls the weapon of choice out and fondles it until an erection occurs. Squeezing tight while making up and down motions with one hand, with the other, he pushes the speaker button on the telephone sitting on a nightstand next to the bed. He pushes another button and the telephone dials automatically.

“Hi,” a cheerful voice says, “I’m Candy and I’ve been waiting just for your call. First, I need to tell you that my job is to talk and excite you; all you have to do is enjoy, obey my commands and say nothing. If you understand this, respond with silence. So, for the next few minutes we’re going to have some adult fun. I can tell that I can get nasty with you. Hum, you’re already hard. Great, because I’m soaking wet just thinking about your hard dick. No need to kiss me, give it to me, slide that hard thing into my wet box now. Make me feel like the bitch I am. Oh, yes,” Candy’s voice pants. “I want it all. Deeper, baby, deeper! Fill me with your hard…throbbing cock. Baby, you feel so great, I know you feel my wet pussy all over your hard dick. Harder…yes…push harder. Yes!”

With each of her voice commands, he continues his hand motions while simultaneously moving his weapon forcefully up and down the height of his zipper causing several places to trickle with blood.

“It’s working…I’m coming,” Candy cries. “Yes, harder. I’m coming. Baby, I’m…oh…oh…umm,” Candy pants as she reaches her make-believe ecstasy.

He moans once before his weapon fires, sending several long stringy shots high up over his head which he then attempts to catch with his mouth. He jumps to his feet suddenly, picks up the handset, then repeatedly slams it down, yelling, “Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!” while Candy concludes phone sex. Afterwards, he showers, puts on a change of clothes before setting out to stalk his next prey.

These women walk the red-light district streets. Self-proclaimed professionals in the art of lovemaking. They have willed themselves the masters of men. Women destined to fall short when climbing the ladder of success, yet determined to succeed in their chosen profession. Some wear very short skirts and halter tops while others wear bikini panties, a garter belt with stockings and a lace bra. They all wear high-heeled pumps, strutting to advertise, shaking their goods while propositioning men that pass by them and stopping some cars on the street. Rejections are plentiful, especially for the lone one or two freelance artists working their territory on the opposite side of the street.

He stalks these prizes, carefully selecting a woman who might resemble Candy the way he’s envisioned her. Approaching one who is aboveaverage looking, he admires her long sexy legs and large but firm breasts. After a brief conversation they begin the several-block walk toward her pleasure haven. She tries to engage in small talk but he reminds her to save it for later.

“I betcha you want me to talk dirty, don’t cha?” she replies with a Southern accent. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll put some cheer in that voice of yours.”

His expression is empty, cold. It would send chills down the average person’s spine.

“I can tell you’re nervous,” she says while grabbing his rear. “We’ll put a smile on your face.”

They turn into a semi-dark alley and approach a vehicle parked between two dumpsters. It’s a pickup truck with a medium-sized camper in the cargo area. The camper’s interior is basic, containing a fold-down bed, a small refrigerator, a tiny sink in one corner and a trunk with a blouse sleeve hanging out of it. She turns on the lime green-colored bulb hanging inches from the ceiling and lowers the fold-down bed. It occupies most of the camper’s living area, leaving only enough room for them to stand bent over at the waist.

“Now, let’s see what you have for me,” she says, simultaneously grabbing his member. “You’re gonna have to do better than this. We can’t get our cum on without this guy’s cooperation. So, just relax and let me bring him to attention.”

“Talk dirty to me,” he finally states.

“I knew you were that type,” she lies. “The quiet ones always want the nasty talk. Lie down.”

She lowers her miniskirt, leaving her bottom bare. He admires her short but well-groomed bush. Next, she pulls her teddy over her head and tosses it playfully onto his face. Her medium-sized frame boasts large breasts with oddly sized nipples. He picks up the teddy in one hand and rubs the soft silk tainted with her fragrance at his throat. Her eagerness to please him shows as she tackles his belt and unzips his pants. Lowering his garments below the knees, she straddles him just below his semi-loaded weapon. Her body moistens one of his legs.

“Do you feel that? I’m ready,” she says while fondling him. “We’ll fix him right up. He will be standing tall in less than a minute. You just need the touch of an expert. Have you ever had your cock sucked with ice in the woman’s mouth?”

His face continues to be expressionless but his mind reaps excitement with just the thought of it.

“Did my wetness surprise you?” she boasts while rubbing her moneymaker on his leg.

“Do you kiss or talk better?”

“Honey, I fuck much better than I kiss, but my kisses are known to drive men wild.”

She leans forward, determined to make her strange trick’s night one worth living. Instead, she finds herself gasping for breath, fighting to remove the teddy he has clutched around her neck. His powerful grip tightens. She bucks wildly, pounding his face and chest in defense. Her fair skin turns shades of red as she aimlessly tears at the garment, reminiscent of a rodent scratching through a paper cup. Her neck bleeds profusely, torn jagged by her adrenaline-aided strength. His struggle for dominance along with her fight for freedom has them tumbling across the limited space of the bed. The victim’s eyes widen, on the verge of exploding from their sockets. Veins protrude from her face and neck while beads of sweat roll down her face. As life leaves her body, he flips her over, gaining the dominant position. In the process her head hits the light source causing it to swing back and forth, hypnotizing his staring eyes. His mind drifts from its conscious state to la-la land as his imaginary objects crawl inside the camper’s walls. He mounts her motionless body and instantly his weapon loads.

“Bitch, bitch, bitch!” he yells as his weapon fires.

Afterwards, he wraps the teddy around his index finger and shoves it into her moneymaker and writes with her discount mart lipstick, “She wanted it,” across her semi-naked body. Covering his tracks, he uses her skirt to wipe the camper clean of evidence of his existence and escapes unnoticed.

The next morning a huge pale-white trash truck with its metal praying mantis arms suspended and folded over the cabin approaches the pickup truck. While the driver empties both dumpsters he notices that the camper’s door is open. Losing to his unrestrained curiosity, he investigates the camper for signs of trouble.

The police arrive on the scene. The once abandoned alley is alive with vigor. Several police cars block both ends of the alley with other officers securing the immediate area. The coroner, a forensic team and a couple of unmarked cars surround the victim’s pickup truck.

The officer in charge is Captain Frank North. He’s a tall silverhaired man, distinguished-looking with a reputable face. And, he just happened to be in the immediate vicinity when the dispatch for all cars in the area to report to the crime scene was announced, making him the senior officer present. The trash truck driver shares his knowledge of the incident, and then is soon released. The coroner examines the body before Captain North grants its removal. The forensic team dusts for prints but finds no signs of the killer’s true identity. The only incriminating factor is the location of the woman’s teddy. Captain North and police officers from the neighboring precincts recognize this as a trait of the murder-rapist deemed the Invisible Man.

“Bitch, bitch, bitch!” he cries while slamming down the phone on Candy again.

That same morning, before business hours, the killer stalks his next potential kill. His keen eyes watch from the faraway corner of a shopping mall parking lot. The lot is empty except the cars arriving minutes apart, each perceived to be owned by store managers. He spots a prime target turning into the parking lot from the main street. This car satisfies a couple of requirements to strike his next prey: one, it is large enough to hold him and his prey; and two, it contains a woman driver. He would have preferred a van to fuck and kill his victim, but the imaginary objects tell him that the station wagon with dark tinted windows in the rear will do nicely.

He walks toward the vehicle as it turns into a parking space. The woman notices his approach from across the parking lot but brushes off any thoughts of trouble based on his appearance. A clean shaven, welldressed man in a fitting two-piece suit arrives simultaneously as the woman exits her car. She is Mrs. Juanita Smith, a very short petite woman in her mid-twenties with short dark hair, pleasant features and wears a blouse and a flowing skirt with many pleats.

He clears his voice, preparing to falsify his tone, “Excuse me, Miss, I’m Stephen Day,” he lies. “I hate to trouble you but may I borrow your tire iron? I have a flat tire on the other side of the mall. Unfortunately, mine can’t be located. I searched but it’s nowhere to be found.”

“Murphy’s Law,” the woman jokes attempting to ease his stress.

“That’s right. Wouldn’t you know it, I’m going to be late on my first day of work.”

“I’m not sure I have one,” she replies while heading to the rear of the vehicle. “Which store do you work in?”

“Oh, Hecht’s,” he responds quickly, choosing a name at random.

She raises the back glass and lowers the rear door, then folds down the seat allowing her access to the cargo area. She begins to open the trunk compartment when suddenly, he grabs her with one hand covering her mouth, and the other with a knife pointing at her throat. Immediately, fear consumes her igniting an instant tremble throughout her body.

“Listen, bitch,” he directs using a new tone. “If you want to survive, don’t fucking fight me. Don’t yell, don’t make a fucking sound. Just crawl into the back and you’ll live through this.”

Initially, she resists his forceful effort to guide her into the cargo area of the vehicle, but she is quickly reminded of the seriousness of her dilemma when he seizes a hand full of hair, pulls her head back and uses the pointed end of the knife to make a tiny puncture at her throat. As blood fills the cut, she surrenders to his wishes and begins to crawl into his temporary haven with him following closely behind.

The thought of her demise reaps her mind like a raging storm bringing on more frantic trembles, extreme fear and strong survival instincts. Before he gets the majority of his weight into the car, she swiftly kicks one leg backward—reminiscent of a donkey’s kick—connecting the spiked end of her shoe’s heel into his chest. The impact of the well-timed maneuver sends him flying to the pavement gasping for air. The bewildered woman exits the car and races frantically toward the mall’s entrance. In a short moment, he gathers his breath and composure, rumbles through the contents of her purse and flees in the opposite direction holding his throbbing chest.

Inside the safety of her workplace, she telephones the police and tries to relax from her hysterical state. When the police arrive, two rookie officers question her and gather the information on the incident. Their persuasion tactics fail with Mrs. Smith refusing to come to the station to look at their photo books of known criminals. The officers leave with only her statement and a clouded description of her attacker.






CHAPTER 2

The two officers report directly to Captain North with their findings. Captain North listens carefully, trying to decide if this assault relates to the Invisible Man’s attack last night. The less than perfect description they received is well short of being enough to send a sketch artist to Mrs. Smith’s home to compile a rendering of her attacker. Captain North ponders his next move knowing that two attacks within his jurisdiction in less than twenty-four hours dictates assigning this case to one of his already overworked men. Adding more pressure to his departmental investigation is his superior and a call from the District Attorney’s office. Both parties stress a need for immediate action; their lingering words plague his mind heavily. He rears back in his chair and taps his middle finger on his desk, thinking.

“Troubled?” one of the officers questions.

“Yeah, this person has moved into our territory, thus putting pressure on us to stop this lunatic. I need someone to investigate…no, catch this asshole.”

“I will volunteer my services…I’m not working on anything too important.”

“You are so young,” Captain North interjects, very concerned with his officer’s comment. “Heed these words: Everything you work on while you wear that uniform is important. Besides, no slam against your abilities, but I need someone with more experience to handle a case like this. The question is who? We are so understaffed.”

“Give it to the Boy Wonder,” he replies jokingly.

“Don’t make fun of people…actually,” he states as an afterthought. “That’s not too bad of an idea. Your misplaced humor may be the answer I need. Go, both of you. Let me think about this.”

The officers turn, snickering to themselves about the Boy Wonder nickname floating around the station, while Captain North dials one of his officer’s extensions.

“Sixteenth Precinct, Austin.”

“Kevin,” Captain North states. “Is Jerrard in yet?”

“No, not yet.”

“Send his ass to me the moment he arrives.”

“Thank you,” Sgt. Austin replies with gratifying enthusiasm.

“Thanks, for what?”

“Oh nothing, I’ll send him to you.”
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Jason Jerrard drives the streets of his country surroundings on a beautiful spring day observing the relaxed atmosphere. The birds are chirping; some animals are mating; all flowers are in bloom. The southerly breeze seems to be perfect, blowing nature’s way. Tall trees bowing in the wind are almost life-like with color. The acres of open fields project a perfect picture any artist would love. There are clothes hanging on the line being wind-dried. Suburban people sit on their porches engaging in afternoon chats, seemingly carefree with no worries in life. Children play in the grass; the older ones gather around a checkerboard giving one the sense of security and serenity.

A short ride later, most times too short for Jason’s liking, exists another world. Side-by-side with the country but opposites in almost every way lies the contrasting city limits. Wall-to-wall cars decorate the city streets, tall buildings replace tall trees and mostly, the only birds seen are pigeons that pollute the city streets in their quest for scraps of food from the human counterparts. The few trees are landscaped by man, stuck in the middle of the sidewalk virtually unnoticeable to the passing humans.

The children play chase with policemen and make trouble with the pedestrians as their form of entertainment. The older ones, commonly referred to as the working class, are so busy making a living, they have forgotten how to have a life as they ride and walk down the busy streets oblivious to most dangers that surround them.

Jason Jerrard, known to everyone simply as Jason, except the small few who’d like to make him superhuman, is a tall handsome man, medium build, in his early forties. He is often accused by his peers of selecting the wrong profession because of his exquisite taste in clothes and a body that complements the garments he wears, making him a perfect candidate for a male model. He rides through the city streets observing, more alert than most, aware of all activities that surround him. He is trapped between both worlds. He loves the freshness and peace of the country but equally craves the thrills and danger of the city. The always-present, high-strung action motivates his character in ways he has difficulties understanding.

Jason parks his car on police grounds in a space marked DET. JERRARD. Stepping out of the car, he reflects on his earlier days on the force, thinking back to the times when he didn’t have to worry about what to wear being a cop in uniform. His pride shows as he walks confidently, bordering on cockiness, up to the station. He reads, “Virginia City Police Precinct No. Sixteen,” and as always acknowledges the pictures of his predecessors hanging on the wall.

“One day,” Jason thinks. “I’ll be up there. My picture will hang before all who enter.”

A heavy voice interrupts his thoughts. “Daydreaming again, Detective?”

“Hello, Kevin. What’s new?”

“Nada,” he replies.

Sgt. Austin is a husky balding officer, so unlike Jason when he was at that rank. His attitude toward his work is different from Jason’s. He has already given up, settled for and become complacent with his rank, letting it show in the way he speaks.

“Jason, Captain North wants to see you immediately. He asked me to have you see him the moment you arrived. I have to tell you, I didn’t like the sound of it. His tone was stern and reprimanding. Frankly,” he replies in a jealous tone, “it serves you right. I hope your ass hangs for using police vehicles for your personal use. Why don’t you use that expensive BMW of yours? This is a police station, not a rental car place. It’s about time you were caught.”

“Yeah, thanks for those encouraging words,” Jason says while picking up his nameplate. “You see this—it reads Detective Sergeant Jason Jerrard.” He pauses for effect. “I made detective in less than half the years you have been on the force. I,” Jason’s voice rises as he thumps his chest twice with his palm, “accomplished this through hard work but mostly through taking chances. I do the things that most of you wouldn’t dare. I’m not trying to say that I’m better than you. No man should be judged over another by the position he holds in life—but, I am saying it makes me a little smarter.”

“Oh, you’re a big shot now,” responds Sgt. Austin as he abruptly walks away.

Jason shakes his head and commences to complete the report in front of him when the telephone rings. “Sixteenth Precinct, Detective Jerrard speaking…right away, Sir.”

Jason heads toward Captain North’s office with no suspicions, no inhibitions over the things that Sgt. Austin expressed but admittedly, Captain’s urgency puzzles him as he knocks on the door. A deep voice from within instructs him to enter.

Inside the Captain’s office is a wall filled with many plaques. Other certificates and forms of recognition hang behind him. His desk is neat and organized. The antique chair Jason sits in blends perfectly with the matching desk of deep mahogany. The only thing representing a modern era in the entire room is a folding lamp sitting oddly on the desk.

“You wanted to see me, Sir?”

“Jason, call me Frank, please. I’ve told you more than once to cut out the ‘Sir’ bullshit. We try to be on a first-name basis around here. What are you trying to do, make me feel old or something?”

“It’s just my upbringing. My parents stressed respecting elders. However, I will try to remember not to call you ‘Sir.’”

“Do that. Now, are you familiar with the serial rapist that’s stalking the streets?”

“The Invisible Man, are you referring to him?”

“Yes. He’s terrorizing this city, committing his acts in the most unlikely places. He never leaves a trace, no incriminating clues, nothing to identify him. The few surviving victims are never able to give us an accurate description of this man. We believe he’s responsible for several rapes and deaths within our city limits alone. I saw his handiwork yesterday, and my instincts tell me that he had the audacity to attack someone in broad daylight at the mall this morning.”

“You’ve had a report today, already?” Jason sounds surprised.

“Yes, that location falls under our jurisdiction and already the District Attorney is applying lots of pressure to find this person. That’s why I’m turning the case over to you.”

“Me, Sir, uh, Frank? You just said that there are no clues at all. How do you expect me to find him?” Jason questions, almost unable to contain his laughter.

“The word around here is that you use some rather unorthodox methods in your police work. I don’t always approve of your ways, but they produce results. Take this folder. It has all the information we’ve gathered on this serial rapist. Study it carefully and good luck. The bottom line is, we need an arrest, something to ease the public’s fear.”

“I’ll get right on it,” Jason replies confidently, befitting of his manner.

Leaving the captain’s office, Jason wonders where to start on a case that seemingly has no beginning. Back at his desk, Jason studies the files intently, nearly unaware of Sgt. Austin approaching with a cup of coffee in one hand and a doughnut in the other with a huge bite missing from it.

“Jas, I’m sorry I acted the way I did,” Sgt. Austin says while attempting to swallow a dry mouthful of a doughnut. “I’ve watched you shoot up the ranks like a rocket. Truth is, I wasn’t willing to understand how or why you progressed the way you did. It’s jealousy, I imagine. While getting my coffee, I realized I didn’t have the courage to be more like you.”

“Like me?”

“Yes, this lack of courage made me give up the dream of ever being more than an average cop. Shit!” he says after white powdered sugar falls on his jacket with his next bite. “Through the years I’ve progressed average. I’ve produced average results, average arrests, and because of that, I’ve been promoted average. Unlike you, I have a fear of stretching my authority and living on the edge. After awhile, I lost sight of being more than what I am.”

Sgt. Austin sits and the chair squeaks loudly.

“Listen to that, I started gaining weight because I didn’t really care. That’s why I look lousy from the neck down. You always take chances. You take matters into your hands. Your methods are unusual at times but effective. The rumor around here is you’re some sort of boy wonder, a super cop.”

“Wait a minute, super cop!” Jason says laughing. “That’s a fanny one. I’m no more a super cop than anyone else. Sure, I take chances. I take many, possibly stretching the line at times, but these are only human abilities. Super cop, nope, just a man who will do anything short of breaking the law to get results. My philosophy is to observe the masses and do the opposite. This way of thinking gets people talking about me. However, when they talk I know I’m doing something—enough of this, okay? No harm done?”

“Naw,” Sgt. Austin replies shamefully.

“Well, put down that vending machine coffee. Let’s go get a real cup of coffee.”

“I’m right behind you…where are we going?”

“To a sandwich shop not far from here.” Jason diverts his attention to the other officers. “Hold down the fort until we get back. If any of my stockbrokers call, take a message for me.”

“Stockbrokers, huh? So that’s what you call women in this day and time.”

“Stockbrokers are a better name for them. We invest our time and money into them, hoping for a positive return.”

“That’s a chauvinistic view.”

“I’m just kidding, joke, ha-ha, forget it…are you coming with me?”






CHAPTER 3

They select a table overlooking the street. Sgt. Austin ’s face reveals a curiosity similar to a child puzzled by the unknown. Sitting, he waits impatiently for Jason’s return.

“Two cups of coffee, one black, the other…one second,” Jason yells across the room, “how do you like your coffee?”

Kevin barely turns his head to reply, “Black with sugar,” immediately diverting his attention elsewhere. Jason returns with the coffee and is intrigued by Kevin’s mood swing.

“Okay, I give up. What is it now?”

“Jas, do you mind if I bring up a sour subject?”

“Not about me borrowing police cars again?” Jason sighs.

“Not that. I’m curious to know what’s it like to be on the edge, always making judgments on your gut feelings?”

“With that look on your face, I thought you had something real heavy. Can I be frank?”

“Please do.”

“I can be honest, if you prefer,” he says jokingly.

“I’m serious, Jas.”

“To be honest, it’s not easy. It’s scary all the time, but you must not let the fear keep you from second-guessing or going with your gut feeling. The best method I’ve found is to do things that hopefully will make the receiving party uncertain of what to do next. Dangerous as it may be, I live for it…tell me, would you really like to know how it feels?”

Kevin nods “yes.”

“Okay, I’ll set up the scene … you follow with your natural instincts.”

“What are you up to?”

“Just listen and keep your eyes open. We’ll leave this fabulous coffee and stage a fake quarrel. Yell at me about fooling around with your wife or something.”

“Huh?” he questions.

“Listen, will you? Throw me out the door, pull your gun and back me across the street. I’ll follow along with the wife thing. Just get us across the street.”

“But why?” he says filled with anxiety. “I can’t think of anything to say.”

“Don’t think, react!” Jason yells.

Suddenly, Sgt. Austin cuffs Jason in his collar pulling him into his face, replying, “Enough is enough, I’ve followed you and my wife for months, from one hotel to another. The shit’s gonna stop. It’s gonna stop right fucking now! If she won’t leave you alone, I’ll make you leave her ass.”

He opens the door and tosses Jason into the street. Jason, like any good actor, stumbles, nearly falling to the street but catches himself with a three-point stance.

“If you were taking care of home like you should, you wouldn’t have to worry about me fucking her,” Jason boasts. “She tells me you don’t know how to fuck, says you don’t have any strength in bed. You can’t blame me for fulfilling a desiring woman’s needs, ‘cause I fuck her real good.”

A crowd gathers at the sound of all the commotion. They assemble as if they were watching a circus sideshow with Sgt. Austin pulling his revolver, threatening Jason.

“You want fucking strength. This is my strength, asshole! Come on, big shot, you and your fancy clothes. Let’s see you make her feel real good now. I’ll blow the damn thing off before I let you fuck her again.”

Jason backs across the street, disrupting traffic as they fake out the crowd. He fumbles, falls and pleads for mercy while drawing the spectators deeper into their unfolding drama.

“Easy, man, take it easy! I’ll leave her alone. The whole thing was just for kicks. I don’t care for her.”

“That’s worse!” Sgt. Austin yells forcefully. “You used her for a piece of ass while toying with her emotions all this time. I should blow a hole right through your fucking chest. Animals like you deserve to die!”

Unaware of Jason’s intentions, he follows along playing with the scene they’ve created until he notices he has crossed the street and stepped inside the doorway of Billings Pawn Shop.

“I told you, I’ll leave your wife alone,” pleads Jason.

To Sgt. Austin’s surprise, a heavyset man dressed in military fatigues with camouflage paint concealing most of his facial features is holding the owner of the shop at gunpoint. The proprietor is nervously emptying money from the register into a brown paper bag.

Disturbed by the excitement, the gunman yells, “What the fuck is this? This job’s mine!”

“I’m not trying to take your money,” replies Jason. “This maniac thinks I’m fucking his wife. I have my own life to worry about.”

The gunman, nervous and fearful, points his gun back and forth between the shop owner and Sgt. Austin while Jason backs away virtually unnoticed.

“Freeze! Police. You’re under arrest,” Sgt. Austin instructs.

“Damn, I knew you were a bastard cop,” the robber responds wryly.

The dark paint underneath and surrounding the gunman’s eyes fails to conceal the anxiety that’s overwhelming him caused by Sgt. Austin’s threatening gun. With death hanging a mere few feet away, their faces intensify. A cold silence takes place with sweat beginning to form on their foreheads. Sgt. Austin stares directly into the robber’s eyes, all along telling himself he must keep his interior calm even though his underarms and back are rapidly becoming drenched with sweat. He knows he must hold his ground until his. point man reveals himself.

“Drop your gun and nobody will get hurt,” instructs Sgt. Austin.

“Fuck you, man. I won’t go down alone.”

“But you will go down … let’s die together,” suggests Sgt. Austin, unsure what the robber’s response might be. “Or you can drop your gun, I’ll cuff you and …”

The sound of Jason’s automatic pistol being cocked breaks the conversation and echoes between their ears. It symbolizes a sign of relief for Sgt. Austin but proves to be more turmoil for the robber.

“Maybe this will uneven the odds. Drop your fucking gun … NOW!” Jason instructs, emphasizing the word “now” through his diaphragm, startling both Sgt. Austin and the robber.

“This way,” Jason says amusingly, “you won’t leave here in a body bag.”

The robber’s gun falls to the floor. His hands fly up as if he’s trying to rebound a basketball. Sgt. Austin handcuffs him and begins reading him his rights. Jason darts for the door. Outside he stands against the building casually waiting.

Seconds later, a late-model Chevy arrives slowly in front of the pawnshop. The driver leans from the steering wheel to look out of the passenger window, notices his partner’s apprehension and proceeds to flee the scene.

“This is the police,” Jason yells. “Stop the car!”

Hearing Jason’s demands, the second assailant pulls off in a fury. Clouds of white smoke rise from the spinning wheels with the rear of the vehicle fanning like a fish out of water. Two gunshots are fired absently toward Jason. Only a kneel down is required to elude harm’s way, which Jason does instinctively before returning two shots at the rear window of the fleeing car. The engine roars louder with a sudden burst of energy, then the vehicle travels straight, running uncontrolled into a corner drugstore. It destroys doors, windows, and takes a huge chunk of wall with it as it stalls three-quarters inside the building before bursting into flames. Jason checks the accident scene to see if the assailant survived the crash and determines it would be an impossible feat based on the amount of debris and flames entertaining the car. He returns to the pawnshop to call the fire department.

Puzzled by the turn of events, Sgt. Austin questions, “Jas, how did you know there was a robbery in progress?”

“I didn’t. I assumed it was going to take place.”

“But how?”

“Well, the burning torch down the street was parked in front of the building when we arrived for coffee. While ordering our coffee, it circled the block twice. Each time, the driver stopped to look inside the pawnshop’s window. I guessed, took a chance if you will, and assumed something was going down. So,” pauses Jason, noticing Sgt. Austin’s mood change again, “when the car left to go around the block again, we put on our act and foiled the robbery attempt.”

Outside, many policemen are now present. Sgt. Austin places the gunman in the custody of an officer.

“Lock him up on attempted robbery and assaulting an officer with a weapon. I’ll fill out the report when I get back to the station,” says Sgt. Austin.

“What about that cup of coffee?” Jason asks.

“You mean now?”

“Why not? The situation is out of our control at this point. The fire-fighters have the blaze contained. One suspect has a one-way ticket to the morgue and you arrested the gunman. We might as well get what we came down here for.” Turning his attention to the pawnshop’s owner, he says, “We’ll need a statement from you. When can you go to the station?”

“I can leave now. I want to get this ordeal over.”

“Fine, we’ll see you there.”

Back at the table, they sip on a fresh cup of coffee with Sgt. Austin’s adrenaline running high.

“I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t had a part in it,” Sgt. Austin says amazed. “You really are aware of what’s going on around you. I’ve heard you tell officers, myself included, to be aware of most things, if not all things around you. It’s probably one of those things that makes you a better cop. I’m learning, Jas, I’m learning, but don’t you think it would have been easier to tell me what was happening?”

Jason pauses, smiles and continues to drink his coffee before replying, “Aren’t you going to drink your coffee?”

“Answer me,” Sgt. Austin replies wryly.

“Well,” Jason replies between sips, “I didn’t want you to react like a cop. If I’d told you what was happening, you might have charged across the street and alarmed the gunman. There could have been a hostage situation, stand-off or more shooting.”

“That’s great, but I am a cop; acting like one is what I do. One of these days taking matters into your own hands will lead to serious trouble.”

“My, what a different tune you have from a few sentences ago,” Jason jokes.

“The proper procedure would have been to tell me and call for back-up …”

Jason interrupts, “Is this turning into a lecture on proper police procedures? I get enough of those from Captain North.”

“No, I worry about you because one of these chances of yours will eventually backfire.”

“At that point I’ll be ready for the consequences.”

“How can you be so sure? Confidence can’t defer Murphy’s law.”

“I always ask myself, am I going to regret this action? If I even think the negative, I don’t do it,” Jason responds positively.

“Yeah, but you can’t predict the future.”

“True, I can’t. I’ll just do it anyway, then live with the results.”

“You’re one crazy cop.”

“Thanks, I know.”

Sgt. Austin’s mood changes once more as he becomes more relaxed and content with what happened. In turn, he changes the tone of the conversation.

“Jas, let me ask you something.”

“What?”

“Something personal.”

“Can I be frank?”

“Fuck you. This is really serious.”

“Okay, okay.”

“I’ve been thinking about getting a hair piece. There’s no hiding that I’m rapidly going bald. I thought this way I could get back some of my looks. I’d like to believe that I was a looker back in my day, but …” Sgt. Austin pauses somewhat ashamed. “I’m not sure of how people would react. You know how the guys at the station are.”

“I can’t make that decision for you. Surely, that’s a decision that clearly falls on your shoulders only. However, may I add my own personal thoughts?” questions Jason sincerely.

“Sure, by all means.”

“One, never let what people might say influence your decisions. People are going to talk about you one way or the other, good or bad. It’s just human nature. Two, never let these words leave you. God made only a few good heads in this world. All the others he covered with hair.”

Staring blankly for a brief moment, Sgt. Austin gains some comfort after contemplating Jason’s words before they burst into ridiculous laughter.

“Let’s get back,” Jason says.

Back at the station, Captain North is on the rampage. Jason’s constant inability to follow standard operating procedures is wearing him thin. Not following them is one thing but to back that up with gunfire is unheard of in his mind. Jason, expecting small glory, receives bitter anguish from Captain North.

“Damn it, Jason. Did you have to fire your gun in public like that?”

“I only fired my weapon after being fired upon,” Jason replies in his , defense. “Besides, the suspect was getting away. It was a matter of action-reaction. I yelled for him to stop. He acted by firing and trying to flee. I reacted with return gunfire. Surely, I can’t run a car down.”

“Action-reaction, my ass. You may have cost the city tens of thousands of dollars in damages. We’ll end up paying for that corner drugstore, and let’s not forget the seriousness of the person dying.”

“I’m sure that their insurance will cover the damages and repair of the store,” Jason interjects. “But in retrospect, the driver decided his fate when he fired his weapon.”

“Should I mention the innocent bystanders that could have gotten hurt or worse, killed? You are extremely lucky that the store was closed, and let me remind you that you don’t own this town, you know.”

“Sir, I don’t claim to. I only claim to do my work to the best of my ability. When that falls short, I’m to blame. Don’t hang me on the line because I reacted the best way I saw fit. If the situation presented itself again, I would react the same.”

“Yeah, I’d be on your ass again, too. Listen, it’s okay police work in detecting the crime but try not to be so trigger-happy next time. The commissioner will be on my ass about this.”

“There aren’t any guarantees, but I’ll try to evaluate the situation differently next time.”

Jason, turning to leave the office, stops to hear Captain North’s last comment. “Jason, correction, damn good police work in detecting the crime. If you tell anyone I said that I’ll deny it wholeheartedly, because I think you’re two fries short of a Happy Meal.”

Jason smiles and returns to his desk. A loud voice echoing through the halls belongs to Sgt. Austin. He’s boasting to his fellow officers on how he and Jason stopped the robbery.

“I didn’t know what to expect when he said create a scene. I yelled, screamed, and waved my gun at him. The next thing I knew, the robber and I were at point-blank range. It was the wildest thing I’ve ever done.”

One officer at Jason’s desk says, “Detective Jerrard, that was one crazy stunt you dreamed up.”

“I’m crazy. I keep trying to tell you that, but none of you realize this is why I’m so good.”

“He doesn’t have a modest bone in his body,” says Sgt. Austin.

“Okay, enough. I have these files to study,” Jason responds. “Kevin, you’ll file the incident report, right?”

“My pleasure. I shall take great joy writing this one.”

Jason transforms into another person, totally consumed by the information presented to him. Determined to find some clue, he sits for hours scanning the photos taken at the crime scenes with a magnifying glass. He studies hair samples retrieved by some victims, searching for anything that could lead to the identity of the unknown murderer-rapist. Filled with purpose, he reads the statements of the surviving victims, studying them so hard a pounding headache develops, then intensifies to the point where he has difficulty keeping his eyes open. He leans back in his chair, rubs his eyes and looks at the clock above him.

“I haven’t eaten anything since this morning. Some runny eggs would be fine about now. Twenty minutes to get across town to Rosalina’s. I’d better get a move-on.”

He places the files in his drawer, grabs his jacket and almost makes it away from his desk when the telephone rings.

“Sixteenth Precinct, Detective Jerrard.”

“Hello, hunk, you don’t have to be formal with me. After all we once shared the same bed.”

These words, spoken in a soft sultry voice, are unique and unmistakably Julie.

“Hi, Julie. What’s up?”

“Do you have time to talk?”

“Well, I was on my way to get something to eat. I can call you later.”

“Are you going …?” Julie pauses seeing a window of opportunity. “Yes, please call me later. Goodbye.”

“Fine, I’ll talk to you later. Goodbye.”






CHAPTER 4

Rosalina’s restaurant is no fancy place. Located in the heart of the city, the older brick building looks quite odd compared to the modern sculptures that are erected around it. Inside, the decor is basic with no gimmicks or elegant fixtures standing out as a main attraction. Booths on one side, tables on the other. Burnt-orange walls downplay the red-and-white checkered tablecloths covering the square tables. One would wonder why every evening, people wait in line sometimes hours to be seated.

The restaurant’s best delicacies are authentic Italian foods that rank second to none to the hierarchy, the “who’s who” in Virginia City and surrounding areas. On any given night, this plain unattractive restaurant enchants this type of clientele as well as common folk. The Italian foods attract them, but for Jason, breakfast is the main attraction.

The maitred’, Alfredo, a tall, skinny aging Italian man with deep eyes and a thin mustache, is everyone’s favorite as well as Jason’s close personal friend. He is always kind, polite and extremely helpful while making sure you feel special with his charismatic ways.

“Ah … Jason, nice to see you again,” Alfredo greets. “Are you dining alone tonight?”

“Yes, unfortunately,” replies Jason with a half-smile. “A fine evening to you.”

“Same to you, Sir. I guess you’ll want your usual seating?”

“Please.”

“Right this way, Sir.”

Several people speak to Jason as he walks to his booth; being a regular customer at Rosalina’s has its benefits. Alfredo tells the cook Jason has arrived and without an order, they prepare his favorite meal of three runny scrambled eggs, hash brown potatoes, three strips of bacon, toast, orange juice, coffee and a side order of corned beef hash. He receives a coffeepot placed on his table, whereas the other customers get one cup at a time. In addition, he’s the only person the establishment allows to run a tab. Furthermore, they permit him inside when the restaurant has reached its capacity or when there’s a line waiting to enter.

“Your meal will be ready momentarily,” states Alfredo.

“As always, thank you very much. How’s the family?”

“The Madam is quite well, thank you. Even though, she and I are no longer acquainted as a couple.”

“You do talk with her regularly, right?”

“Not as often as I used to, but we communicate from time to time.”

“I’m sure that one day, you two lovebirds will get back together.”

Alfredo’s response is an acknowledging nod before he turns and walks away.

The location of Jason’s booth is in the rear near a window. To him it’s cozier and most romantic sitting inside. In the daytime the sunlight shines through the window, bouncing off the glass salt and pepper shakers, sending colorful beams of light throughout the restaurant. At night, the dim light hanging above creates a softness only motion pictures can duplicate. The shadows coming from the rear fall diagonally across half the booth. A person, could sit back in the shadows, concealing himself or lean forward to be visible to all. He likes to sit in the shadows to observe his surroundings. Jason watches the waiters caught half in an Egyptian dance, wondering when they will get that operation to remove the round thing that lays flat on their palm. He snickers. “It can’t be too bad; it’s great for carrying food and drinks.”

The waiters dash in and around the tables with precision—no mishaps, no collisions. It’s like watching an instrument, individual yet creating total harmony with the whole. The people here gobble down their food as if it were their last meal. When food is on the table, the spoken words come few and far between. They chew, nod and smile. Soon the main course disappears from their plates. Next, they lean back in the chairs and talk, one table after another until the conversation magnifies to a point resembling a break at a convention.

This place also breeds romance. Young couples sit across from each other holding hands, exerting youthful charm, gazing eye-to-eye, making each other’s heart glow. An older man on a mission to impress his female companion helps her with her coat and pulls out her chair. He presents her with a rose as she closes her eyes to receive a special gift. Opening her eyes to the sight of a diamond solitaire, she jumps with amazement to give a big hug of approval. Rosalina’s proves to be a proper setting for the rituals of love to be acted out.

Alfredo walks to Jason with a smile on his face. “I have something unusual for you.”

“Nothing can be unusual in this place.”

“This may very well be.”

“What is it?”

“This.”

He hands Jason a folded note. It reads, “May I come sit with you?”

“Who gave you this?”

“The madam sitting there,” Alfredo states while pointing across the room.

“May I borrow your pen?”

“Surely.”

Jason writes with heavy bold strokes, “With a penmanship as lovely as yours, it would be my pleasure.” Handing Alfredo his pen and the note, Jason asks, “Do you mind delivering my reply?”

“Not at all, Sir.”

After reading Jason’s response, the woman stands. Her cream-colored blouse matches well with her navy-blue, two-piece suit. The briefcase in her hand gives her a professional appearance. She’s an average-looking woman with curves that would make any woman proud. Her styled hair adds a nice touch to her overall look.

“Hi, my name is Leah, and you are?”

“Jason Jerrard,” he says, standing to show proper manners. “Please sit. Your last name is?”

“Davis, I’m Leah Davis.”

“Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise.”

“Tell me, Leah, do you often send strange men notes?”

Her embarrassment begins to show. “You might not believe this, but this is totally uncharacteristic of me,” she states, stumbling through her reply. “Normally, I’m too shy to do something as bold as this.”

“So what prompted you this time?”

“I’m intrigued.”

“Intrigued … why?”

“This happens to be my third time here, and each time you’ve been here in the same booth, doing the same thing. Curiosity got the best of me.”

“I see.”

“Besides, each time you’ve been alone.”

“Are you saying I’m alone or lonely?” Jason says, interjecting his immediate thought.

“Neither. Just thought two single individuals who are possibly in denial about their loneliness might want to engage in simple conversation.”

“Interesting proposal.”

“And,” she adds inquisitively, “there is something more that I’ve watched you do that also interests me.”

“Oh? What’s that?”

“It’s intriguing to me the way you sit here and observe people.”

“How so?”

“You ask many questions, but anyway, I would like to know what you notice when you’re watching people.”

“Little things about them.”

“What kinds of things?”

“Things like, the way you talk out of the corner of your mouth on certain words.”

“I do? I never knew that. Is it really that noticeable?”

“Don’t be alarmed. I’m a cop, a detective actually. It’s a hard habit to break.”

“A detective, interesting. I’m a writer for the Sun.”

“Any further ambitions?”

“I’m hoping to become a true journalist someday.”

The placing of Jason’s food on the table widens his eyes with great expectation. “Forgive my manners. I’m so busy gloating over my food. Would you like coffee or something?”

“Yes, coffee, and please bring my food to this table.” The waiter turns to walk away. “And bring him a straw for his eggs. How can you eat them like that? That’s disgusting!”

Jason smiles. “It isn’t hard. It’s a matter of developing a taste for them.”

“When you can arguably have the best Italian food in the city, why order breakfast?”

“I guess I’m a little strange.”

“I think you’re right.”

“Excuse me while I dance.”

“Dance … what does that mean?”

“Nothing, it’s a phrase I use for many things. This time I mean eating.”
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