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C.I. DEAL

By Tom Kropp

On the last night of her life, Mary Fisher exited her home, locking her door on her way to her night job as a waitress. She was 21 years old and went to college days while working nights. She was short and slim with long dark hair, blue eyes, and a cute face. She glimpsed peripheral movement and tried turning towards it. A tall, dark clothed man with a hat and hood hiding much of his face hopped from her hedges. His knife hilt nailed her noggin and that bop dropped her like a rock. The marauder ducked down, so they were both largely hidden in the hedges. He moved with smooth celerity using cuffs to bind her wrists behind her back. He duct taped her mouth. He pilfered her purse and fished out her keys. He unlocked her door and hauled her inside. He’d watched her routine that week and knew her roommate was at school already. He dumped her stunned shape on the kitchen floor while he carefully made a sweep of the house with his pistol in hand. When he returned, he found her shaking off the cobwebs from that clout to her cranium. He dragged her into the bedroom and threw her on the bed.

Mary became alert again and studied his now visible face. His dark hair was buzzed short and his brown eyes gleamed with sadistic glee. He was average looking, but very well built. Mary had heard about the East side rapist that had been on a rampage raping, torturing, and killing four girls over the past five weeks. Mary had watched the news reports with detached fascination. Now she was his newest victim. Mary had a strong faith in God and her instincts told her all she could expect by cooperating with him was a slow agonizing death. He cut her clothes off with an ominous silent aura. She felt pain and shame at her stripped position. He was pulling his pants down when she made her move.

AS he climbed over her, she knocked his nose with a swift kick. It flung him on the floor bleeding badly. Despite the handcuffs, she bounced off the bed and darted out the door. JB crashed into her back and bore her to the floor. He profusely punched her from waist to face. Then he dragged her back towards the bedroom. As they passed the large picture window, she used her adrenaline to shove the thug into the window. Glass smashed as she stamped his foot and almost pitched him out of her place through the wrecked window. In a burst of rage and might, his knife diced and spiked in a blur of blows that left bloody holes, butchering her body and knifing her neck so deep that she was nearly decapitated. Her killer fumed with frustrated fury at being cheated of torturing and raping her. He noticed a neighbor man gawking over at the smashed glass window. The killer fled the scene.

JB was a 38 year old serial killer. He was a hobbyist of superb skill in weightlifting, boxing, and weaponry. Doctors had recently diagnosed him with a growing brain tumor that would drive him to dementia before likely killing him within the year. Since that news he’d been on a raping and killing spree in the city. He intended to keep going until he was either killed by cops or died otherwise.  

The other night he’d robbed and killed a pair of dope dealers named Deshon and Darnell. JB had frequently bought crack off them. When Darnell opened his backdoor on the chain a few inches to exchange cash for crack through the gap, feathers and fabric fluttered like confetti as JB’s purloined pistol popped through his pocket. The bullet brutally bludgeoned Darnell’s brains, blood, and bone in a deluge of DNA on the hall wall, creating a macabre painting. JB pulled his pistol out, planting a pair of projectiles in the door, whittling through wood to break the chain. JB dived over Darnell’s body to plop prone on the floor. Buckshot hailed the hall from Deshon’s shotgun. It belched buckshot in a pie sized pattern of pellets that peppered the door above JB. JB’s pistol popped a passel of rapid return rounds that railed in a ring churning through Deshon’s chest in a mess. Deshon managed a last blast of buckshot and that spread of lead hurtled like a hive of hornets above JB to drill the door again. Deshon dropped, gurgling grotesquely through the flood of blood in his lacerated lungs and through his throat. JB plugged the thug with a slug that drummed in Deshon’s gut. JB hurried through the house grabbing considerable cash, crack and some guns that he stuffed in a sack.

He was cutting across the back lawn, when someone shouted, “Stop or I’ll shoot!”

JB barely flinched. Death was better than capture. He had a slight side view of a figure hunched over a car hood pointing a pistol at him. The rear porchlight revealed the brothers’ uncle there. JB dropped prone while waving his weapon towards the threat. The uncle’s revolver roared and released a rushed route of rounds that pounded down on the ground near JB. JB’s return vicious volley vectored into the vehicle the uncle was hiding behind and two bullets walloped through the window in a welter of glass to wing the uncle. The uncle was bowled over by the blitz of ballistic bullets breaking his arm and shattering his shoulder. He fell vanquished behind his ventilated vehicle. JB rose and ran from the scene making a clean escape.

*** Tod Krane’s Story ***

I got out of prison after doing a year for beating up my neighbor drug dealer when he came after me with a pair of pipes intending to split my skull. He was just another ex con that considered himself tough, but called the cops to press charges on me after the fight didn’t end like he liked. I’d done several prison bits over punks like him. I was really worn out from hard living. Dying was preferable to me over another prison bit. When all this occurred I was 40 years old and living on parole in a ghetto area of Milwaukee’s South side. I was a short guy, but possessed a powerlifter’s build. My eyes were blue and hair blond. Women often considered me good looking and charming.  I was single and dated a lot.

I was working full time doing construction and living paycheck to paycheck, like most Americans do. I kept weights in my apartment and went to a local gym to do MMA training, but I couldn’t train as much as I wanted, due to my long and hard work hours. Plus I’d become a drunk. On that night in question I was drunk when Idalia barged in the bar. She was a pretty brunette with big brown eyes and a fantastic figure. We’d dated on and off. She spotted me and ran right over. Her nose and mouth were bleeding and she had scratches on her neck.

“Please protect me from JB and I’ll make it worth your while,” she pleaded while panting and glancing back at the door.

Before I could ask questions, the door flew open and JB bolted in the bar looking mighty mad. I never did like him for a neighbor. Knowing he was after Idalia was enough for me. She hid behind me as JB crowded us closely.

“That bitch sold me soap instead of dope!” JB barked angrily at me.

“And obviously you whipped her ass for it,” I pointed out her injuries. “Let it go now.”

“Stay out of it,” he snarled and the punk shoved me aside.

We collided in combat. His right cross jarred into my jaw, followed by his left uppercut that chipped my chin and made me spin. Being clocked rocked me, but I rallied bouncing off the bar behind me. He thrust a punch, but his fist swished short as my snap kick rammed his ribs and made him hunch up hurt. He looked at me like I’d cheated by kicking. I feinted with my foot to flick a low kick while I went high to chuck a punch that crunched his jaw like a jackhammer. He withstood the wallop and whipped a fist that clipped my chin again. We grappled and fell on the floor in a windmill of limbs lashing in a blur of blows and holds as we rolled. I garroted the guy in a guillotine choke on his throat. Frantically he flailed for freedom less than a minute before going limp in my grip from the lack of blood to his brain, due to his constricted carotid artery. He slipped into slumber and I didn’t harm him further.

The bartender warned me that another patron had called the cops, so Idalia and I left. I didn’t notice my wallet missing until the next morning. My wallet would end a friend’s life.

***
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SURVEILLANCE VIDEO from the neighbor’s building recorded a man that resembled JB entering my apartment the next morning while I was at work. I kept a spare key in my missing wallet. JB must have been laying on my wallet and found it when he woke from my choke. That gave him my key to enter my place. He ambushed Idalia. I came home from work to find a crime scene. The cops immediately arrested me. I spent almost three days in jail before being released, due to my work alibi and the video of the guy entering my place and later leaving it. To seal the deal of my innocence, Idalia put up quite a fight. Instead of submitting, she’d stabbed JB with a pair of my big roofing scissors during their brutal brawl. He left his blood all over the place and since my DNA was already in the CODIS system, it was easy to exclude me. Idalia died like a little fighter, reaching from her grave to exonerate me. The cops looked all over for JB without any luck.

I was wary afterwards because I knew JB was the kind to carry a grudge. One night coming home, I spotted a strange vehicle in my lot by my door. The flash of a lighter inside revealed a familiar face smoking crack. People routinely sold and used drugs in the lot. I crept closer using other cars for cover. I waited and watched. When the lighter flared again I recognized JB. I didn’t use any finesse. I just grabbed a concrete block beside the dumpster. I rushed his window and whipped it in. The big block bashed through glass to smash his skull. The sledge to the head sent him into a bloody bundle senseless on the seat. I used my sleeve to grab the gun next to him and tossed it under the car. 

I couldn’t safely report him because I was drinking, which was a parole violation. Plus I’d done time repeatedly for injuring other thugs. With my luck I’d end up in jail, so I made an anonymous call to the cops about JB. They took their time arriving, and by then he was gone. They found the pistol, but JB had slipped their grip like a ghost.

Worsening matters for me, he seemed to be a ghost with a grudge.

Paulie (chapter 5 of. "Cl Deal"


“Calm down. Paulie's just drunk." I tried to talk to the massive monster looming over me." I'll take him home." I offered.

"l can kick that punk's ass! Let me at him!" Paulie blustered trying to push past me.

Paulie was my buddy, but when he was drunk he sometimes picked fights with guys he couldn't beat. Paulie couldn't fight well while sober, much less while drunk. I'd saved him many times. This time he was messing with a real monster about six foot five and 250 pounds of mainly muscle. That Goliath picked that point to whizz a fist that chopped into my cheek stumbling me sideways to bounce off the wall. He laid another lick with his knuckles that knocked my nose in a burst of blood. I saw darkness filled with glowing spots from that ham sized hand. My legs buckled a bit from it. Then the mongoloid mauled Paulie's mouth and put him down for the count with a clout. The daunting dude raised his foot to stamp Paulie's face, which was already a red ruin from the Bruin's savage swat. My side thrust kick thudded in the thug's waist and I laced his face with a follow up punch. He puffed out air as he was propelled back. But lickety split he hit back, cuffing my cranium as I lowered my head absorbing the impact. That hurt his hand. He rushed after the punch to snatch and dash me down with a body slam beneath him. The massive man mangled my mug more on the floor raining knuckles down. I gouged his groin with a sword hand strike, and that hurt him. Slippery like big pythons, my arms wrapped around his neck. I locked and constricted the Anaconda Jiujutsu choke hold. He was strong enough to rise up, lifting us both before he body slammed us down. He landed a last looping punch that cold cocked me near my ear. I heard ringing from it. Then he got groggy fading out of the fight as his brain was deprived of blood and oxygen. I finally risked releasing him. I was pissed and punted his lower ribs. The kick made a nice crunch as at least one rib was rived. He'd feel that for weeks I figured. I helped Paulie up and out the door.


The next morning was a rough wake up call. I was 40 and I didn't heal up as quickly as I used to. The other guy was probably near half my age and had landed some solid shots. Had I tried to fairly box him I likely would have lost. Greater height, reach, speed, and size on a younger man makes a big different in a brawl. As a kid I was always short with impressive muscles from some weightlifting and farm work like hay baling and moving field stones. A lot of older, larger guys had tested me as a kid and I didn't tolerate much bullying. I could endure hard hits and keep fighting. My punches were pretty accurate and I learned getting guys in headlocks usually worked well to control them. I won most of my fights and lost a few too. I didn't like losing, so I looked around martial arts dojo's trying to decide on a style to train in. I was disappointed by most of the dojo's I watched operate. Most of what they taught was complicated moves that wouldn't work in a fight unless your opponent was cooperating with you.

I joined a Kenpo karate dojo that had open sparring sessions several times a week. Guys and gals from other martial arts styles showed up to spar with us. We wore gloves, groin cups, mouth guards and foot/shin pads. Our matches lasted three minutes and we used hits and kicks designed to tag each other jarring, but not seriously harming us. We did Jiujutsu grappling moves too. It was an exciting game of tag tussling. It's how modern day MMA fighters train. But back then most dojos only allowed their own style of training in their dojos.


Due to my many real fights I could figure out what moves would work in actual fights. I realized it worked for me to use low kicks to guys' bodies and legs while keeping my hands up to exchange and block blows and use holds and throws. My legs became like jabs jolting into opponent's legs and bodies, banging guys back while my hands worked simultaneously. I quickly realized that the chokes were the most effective means to end one on one battles. I liked the Guillotine, Anaconda and rear naked chokes of Jiujutsu. They didn't work well against multiple assailants though. I did become great at high flying and spinning kicks, but that was stuff I didn't risk using in real fights. The karate tournaments that I won trophies at had two competition events that I entered. I would do katas where I was judged on my form. I would also spar in Kumite. Three black belts would score our three minute matches as we tried tapping each other with padded fists and feet. If 2 of 3 judges called it a point it was a point. Sometimes I didn't get points I thought I should have or got points I shouldn't have, depending on the judge's perspective. I didn't take that too seriously because I was basically playing tag for trophies. I was happy with any awards first through third. It was an exciting hobby where usually you just got some bumps and bruises.

Paulie was feeling beat up like me that morning. He was skilled with auto mechanics and he was putting in a fuel pump for me when disaster struck. He was wrenching on my engine when he slipped and gnashed his knuckle. He hopped with a howl. As he jumped in front of me I heard the unmistakable sound of a 22 rifle cracking.  I’d shot thousands of rounds through my 22 as a kid and knew the noise. That rimfire round's route conked Paulie's cranium instead of mine due to his movement. The bullet chewed a channel through his brains. A second swift shot nipped in his neck. I turned towards the muzzle sounds and spotted a parked car about fifty yards away on the side street under the shadows of an old oak. A barrel was sticking out its window. The 22 spit another shot that bored through Paulie's back instead of me. Paulie's eyes were very wide in awful surprise and confusion. I snatched him like a sack of grain and dashed the twenty feet to my building doorway. The 22 rifle was clearly a semi auto because a couple more bullets batted Paulie as he bounced on my back. I got us inside away from the siege and grabbed my pair of pistol crossbows ready to bury a bolt in someone. I called for EMTs, but I knew he was already dead.

Paulie died with half a dozen 22 bullets burrowed in his body and brains. The cops found the 22 shell casings by the tree. They didn't recover any prints off them or find any witnesses or cameras that caught the shooter. My recent activities as a Cl created a long list of possible perps. All I knew for sure was that Paulie got killed inadvertently blocking me from bullets. Paulie didn't have any close family or friends left in life. When he was younger he was a coke addict that ripped off most folks close to him. They didn't forgive him. He didn't have anything of value really. He lived paycheck to paycheck in a factory. He did have a beautiful dog named Bo. Bo was a mutt that looked like a purebred German Shorthair. I adopted Bo for Paulie's sake. I was left feeling guilty and wondering who held the grudge against me that got Paulie killed.

***
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JB cursed his luck. He'd done a drive by of Krane's place and had the great luck to spot Krane working on his car with someone else. JB didn't have time to dig out his silencer from the trunk in his work bag. He had his semi auto 22 beside him and stuck it out the window. He'd settled the scope reticle on Krane's forehead and fired. Krane's buddy was beaned through the brains as he bounded before the bullet, blocking Krane. JB then blazed a bastinado of bullets rapping those rounds into Paulie accidentally while trying to hit Krane. He considered going in the building after Krane, but he didn't like his odds of trying that. Krane was likely waiting inside armed. People nearby likely heard him outpouring his avalanche of ammo there. He cursed his luck and drove away. JB didn't believe in any heaven or hell. There wasn't any God, devil or afterlife. Once we died we were just dead meat. Now with the cancerous tumor tunneling between his temples he intended to continue on his rampage like a mad Viking. He would leave a lot of bodies behind as examples of his pain and rage. He had a big grudge against Krane, but once again Krane survived by dumb luck.

Blue was a 42 year old disabled American army veteran that served two tours in Iraq. He was a decent looking black man with close cropped hair and rare green eyes. He was average height, but powerfully built. He'd gone from poverty in the ghetto to becoming an infantry soldier in Iraq at age 18. He came back missing part of his lower leg and bad PTSD. He developed an addiction to painkillers and that addiction led to other drugs and drinking. He became a crack addict. Over the past couple months he was on a roll robbing dope dealers and leaving bodies behind when necessary. Now he was about to rob another, He carried two shopping bags casually as he walked up the sidewalk leading to the dopehouse he'd picked. He put one of the bags by the basement cinderblock window and lit the fuse. Then he put the other bag by the backdoor lighting that fuse. He scrambled behind the neighbor's house and covered his ears.

The dual burgeoning explosions were ear piercing and stunning in sonic and shock forces with flaming fragments flying out. His pipe bomb at the back door sent showers of spikes hurling in the house, 



decapitating a hooker and leaving her looking like a human pincushion. The second bomb at the window raked the room at another angle. Marcus caught the brunt of that blast, so he sprouted nail spikes like a porcupine. The concussion and combustive conditions ripped Marcus to ribbons and left him glowing and smoldering. In the room’s far corner, Rone evaded most of the maelstrom mutilating everyone else. Two nails nestled in his side. He couldn't hear and couldn't see much through the ethereal smoke rolling through the rooms,

Blue was quick coming in wearing a gas mask and carrying a sawed down pump shotgun. He'd been inside before buying dope and had the layout memorized. As he approached, Rone got a glimpse of his silhouette and spewed a slew of shots storming Blue's spot. Blue spotted the muzzle strobes and his shotgun burped buckshot. The Frisbee sized spread of lead pellets boxed Rone's body, chomping a chunk from his chest worse that a Grizzly bear's bite. He died fairly fast. Blue went to the safe and wrenched at it. He used his shotgun to blow a hole through the lock before popping it open with a prybar. He dumped the drugs and money in his sack. He made a quick final walk through before exiting the house believing that he'd made the biggest score of his life. He wondered how much he'd find inside his treasure.

[image: ]17 Days Later **


JB WAS ADMITTED INSIDE Paco's place to buy drugs. Paco knew him from much previous business. But Paco was a vigilant son. Paco had his cousin Nunez watch from the other room with a shotgun in his lap lined up on buyers. Paco faced JB across the table. Paco weighed out the crack in front of JB on a three beam scale. Paco was a short and stocky Latino with a lot of tattoos and a buzzed short haircut. He wore a pistol clipped in easy reach on his belt.


"It's all there." Paco pointed out.

"Cool." JB agreed sliding stacks of cash on the table.

Paco pawed through the bills counting." We're good."Paco nodded satisfied.


JB carefully picked up the dope and put it in his coat pocket. While doing so he grabbed the small, 45 caliber, snub nosed revolver he'd taken from Lamont. He squeezed a shot from his pocket. The 45 thundered loudly in a vortex of force. The bullet busted Paco's breastbone and bulldozed his body back to collide with a cabinet. The slug plunged through the thug like a wrecking ball that broke all the fight and life from him. JB lunged left angling his aim Nunez's way. Nunez's shotgun boomed, rattling the room and riddling the wall with a burst of buckshot. JB's sidestep narrowly saved his life. Nunez shucked his spent shell to chamber a live round with a pump of the gun. JB's return row of rounds pounded and ground through Nunez, clobbering him off the couch to crumple in the corner, crawling and clawing briefly at his bleeding wounds. JB rushed through the room taking both fallen foes' firearms just to be safe. Then he quickly looted the place of money, drugs and guns. He felt elated at his

success and wondered how rich he now was.


Scoundrels. (Chapter 6 of. "Cl Deal")

JB was stepping outside carrying two sacks full of stuff when he was stopped, confronted by Paco's cousin, Diaz. It was night in the Spanish ghetto and the men faced each other under the building's porch light. The gunshots were heard and both men recognized each other at close range. JB knew he wasn't getting through easily because he spotted silhouettes of others a short distance behind Diaz. They'd heard the shooting and come on the run-He was about to be besieged by them.


“Hey!"Diaz barked and grabbed at his gun.


JB let the bags drop as he fell flat pulling his firearm. Diaz was quicker getting his gun out with a gout of muzzle fire. Diaz's sally of spouting shots dug in dirt narrowly missing JB with one bullet grazing his face and back as it lashed past. JB's return sortie of shots zinged diagonally upwards to tread over Diaz's chest and neck in a road of rounds that rolled him over. A second gangster busted loose in a bastinade of bullets that swept left of JB due to his low position. He felt a burning where a shot scythed along the skin of his lower leg. He aimed above the puffs of fire and pegged the perp, drumming the dude down with two rounds racking his ribs, making him fall from the fight. The other gangsters scattered because they must not have been armed. JB wasted no time fleeing the scene escaping the battlefield. He drove away in the car of Jazz, the hooker he'd recently killed and disposed of. He felt the blood from his face, back and leg where shots had trenched through flesh, leaving some wounds he couldn't risk getting stitched. He'd have to tend them himself the best he could.

When Carrie burst in the bar looking scared I figured trouble would follow her. Carrie was short, but had a very sexy face and figure with long dark hair and big brown eyes. She was a local stripper/hooker that I'd partied with before. She went to the bar and paid for a beer. Moments later three young thugs entered, along with a blocky bodied, somewhat attractive, blond haired woman. They spotted Carrie and surged over her in a wave. The woman jerked her hair while the men patted her down and felt her up. They took money and dope from her crotch and beneath her bra. When she struggled harder two of the men clubbed and drubbed her with punches. It belted the breath from her.


"That's enough! Let her go!" I ordered stepping over.

"She robbed us! Stay out of it!" One of the punks barked my way. He looked twice at my size.

"Take that trouble outside or I'm calling the cops!" the bartender warned.


Carrie broke into battle kicking, hitting and clawing at the bigger girl holding her hair. I rushed and thrust one foe from me with a powerful push that projected him backwards several steps. Another one slogged my skull from the side. I tripped over the other fella’s feet. The trio tore into me like a tornado of windmilling limbs. I was pummeled by the press and briefly in trouble under all those flailing fists and a few feet trampling over me. I snatched a guy's foot and mangled his ankle, twisting my wrists with a heel hook hold. Something in his ankle popped and he dropped shouting in pain. I tried to nail my knuckles in another's knee as he kicked me. Instead I socked his shinbone and he yelled clutching it. I snatched the last one in a front guillotine chokehold. He frenziedly flung fists that missed or just bunted me slightly as I choked him out. His legs buckled. But his buddies had some time to recover and were moving in. A pool cue swished and snapped on my shoulder instead of my skull as I sidestepped. I used the guy I was garroting like a football dummy by shoving him forward to send him flying amongst his friends. They tangled together. The big girl had her hands locked in Carrie's hair and was hammering her head into the floor. I kicked the big Amazon in the ass, so she fell off Carrie. The big girl turned and snarled at me like a badger about to bite. I was ready to smite the fight from her if she tried anything against me. She looked over at her buddies and realized they were leaving the battle. I could feel some cuts, bruises and welts from the whaling I'd withstood.


"Everybody out or I'm calling the cops!" the bartender shouted. Carrie grabbed my arm." Let's go back to your place. “she suggested.

I agreed.



Once back at my place I commented," Robbing people that want dope is a good way to get mugged."

"l know. I got in a big fight with my boyfriend and wanted to party. I was broke and desperate." she admitted. We were both sporting some superficial injuries from the fisticuffs fracas. We'd both cleaned up and smoked dope. Now we were enjoying the high and feeling comfortable together. Carrie was inspecting my old karate trophies.

"These trophies are really old." she noticed.

"Thanks a lot for calling me old." I groused.

She laughed." I just meant why'd you stop competing so long ago?"

"l only competed for about a year. Then I went to prison for a street fight. I did some years and when I got out I got a job in construction. Construction absorbs a lot of time and energy. I just never competed again. I still train some as a hobby nowadays. I'm not super committed though. I like drinking too much."

"l see you lift weights still." she grunted trying to move one of my 90 pound dumbbells. It was funny watching her wrestle with it. She was a cutie pie with a funny personality

."What the hell do you do with this? “she wondered.

"Bench press and shoulder press mainly." I smiled as she kicked the dumbbell and made a face.

She wandered over to my huge round top oak chest." This is gorgeous. What'd it cost?" 

"l built that."

[image: ]

"Yeah. I built a lot of them. It was a hobby I started in prison.”


"What?" she was surprised.

"Yeah. In prison we used to get a lot of old busted wood pallets. We'd tear them apart and built stuff out of them." I shrugged.

"Beautiful work. Hey, can I stay with you a few days? I can warm your bed and provide hot sex. Just don't ask me to cook unless you want to be poisoned." she proposed.

"Well, you'll have to keep another guy happy, too." I warned her.

"What?" she was shocked."l don't like threesomes."

"Well, this isn't negotiable. It’s either both of us or you gotta go."

She looked nervous at that news. I went out on my little upper patio to let my dog Bo in. "Oh. OK!" Carried laughed at the sight of him. She cuddled right up to him. I smiled back. It was as close to normal as I could get back then.

***
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JB was high as a kite on Paco's excellent crack. He heard sounds of movement and knew someone was coming. He was hiding out in a boarded up ghetto building. The sun was setting and some rays of light streamed through a few rooms.

He got his gun ready as the sounds came closer. He was hidden in a shadowy corner closet. He was shocked when Blue stepped into view. Blue had robbed JB at gunpoint about six months ago. Now Blue was coming carrying a couple big bags. JB aimed and fired. The bullet jacked Blue back, chiseling through his chest. He didn't see where it come from. He dropped both bags to nab the gun under his coat. It was an old Uzi machine pistol he'd pilfered from Paco's place. Blue triggered a tumultuous torrent of lead that rattled through three rooms in a riot of reaming rounds. Then he swiveled back again, swinging his cyclone of shots lower hoping to hit the prick that just clipped him from cover 

close by. His chaotic cascade came quite close to killing JB. Blue was hosing a dark house as his blood pulsed out from the fatal bullet. JB was showered by wood and drywall confetti as he laid where he was flat on the floor surrounded by shadows. He feared Blue's swarm of shots might find him, so he risked a second shot that sheared through Blue's stomach. The battering ram round pounded Blue backwards over some lumber. JB sniped another shot in Blue's body and that seemed to truncheon the last life from him. JB carefully rose and drilled the dude a final time just to be sure. Only then he approached. He found Blue dead and patted him down purloining possessions from his pockets. Afterwards he checked Blue's bags and was amazed to find thousands of dollars and a lot of drugs. JB knew all the shooting would likely bring cops there. He gathered his gear and new treasures before leaving the building.

[image: ]5 Days Later **


THE GRUDGE FOR KRANE wouldn't let go of JB. He knew he had to leave the city because there was a grainy photo of him on the news from a surveillance camera outside Paco's place. He was wanted for that triple homicide. He decided to try a final hit on Krane. He still had his ladder tied to his car's roof rack. Or rather Jazz's car. He drove to Krane's and extended the ladder to Krane i s second story window. JB climbed up to the screen. He pried the screen out with little noise and started to enter, He was startled by a big dog that darted from the darkness barking savagely. JB cursed and his gun erupted an enfilade of bullets that buzz sawed in the building. The Uzi chattered and hammered the house, scattering shots that made the dog yip as he was hit. JB zipped through his clip rippling out rounds, which he largely discharged into the darkness. He tried to clumsily eject his spent clip and

slip in a full one. Something swished and thudded, skewering his shoulder. The minor missile made him drop the gun, which clattered on concrete below. He tried to grab the ladder, but another bolt sped to spear in his side. He lost his grip and slipped down the ladder several rungs. He caught himself painfully 

and realized he had two short bolts sticking in his side. Now lights were flipping on all down the street. He had to flee the scene. Some big damn dog had almost bit his face off followed by little pistol crossbow burying bolts in his body. It was infuriating. He'd been thwarted from vengeance yet again.

***
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Bo saved my life that night. Carrie and I didn't hear anything in bed until Bo began barking. Then bullets were whizzing through walls, perforating past drywall and plywood like paper to pommel the place full of holes. I shoved Carrie down on the floor and grabbed my cocked and locked little pistol crossbow. I crawled to the doorway and spotted the silhouette in my window shooting the place to smithereens. I lined my bolt up on center body mass and pulled the trigger. The bowstring thunked casting the shaft that shish kabobbed him. I knew he was wounded, so I reloaded, catapulting another bolt that smote him. Then he fell from view. I reloaded and cautiously approached. My bolts had field tips instead of broadheads, so I doubted I'd killed him when I drilled him. A car squealed out of the lot and I figured it was him. I'd later learn it was JB. Brave Bo needed stitches along his head, neck and shoulder. He survived fine. I keep him well fed and full of activities. He's my best friend.

We go all over the place together. I'm sure Paulie would approve.

Carrie left a day after the shooting. It was too much excitement for her. She went back to her boyfriend. Two weeks later I was surprised to see Carrie on the news. She was shot and killed by her crazy boyfriend who then shot himself dead. It saddened me. My little scoundrel friend was gone.






MALICE. (CHAPTER 7 of. "Cl Deal) 

Jay Booth moved through the Pacific ocean carefully as he covertly crept closer to his prey. His bare feet felt the sand as his hands held two knives. His gun was in a waterproof bag for back up. His targets were close now. Three long haired surfers were moving in the moonlight. All were well built and heavily tattooed. Days ago he'd crashed their beach side bonfire. The trio told him to leave. Shoves ensued and they concussed in combat, unleashing exchanges of fists and feet. The pack's jingoistic attacks jarred and harmed him in a blender of blows. He bowled a burly bully over by kicking and sticking his boot in one's snoot. He bobbed back from the other pair of pugnacious pugilists pelting him. He delivered a clout breaking one's snout with an audible grunt and crunch from the punch. Bloody DNA debris spattered from the maimed man's busted nose. The triad tried to snag Booth in holds and bung him with blows. He was flattened on his back from the impact as two tormentors tackled him. Finally fed up from the unfair fight, Booth's knife swiped, stabbing a shoulder and hacking a hand. The mob of manic men scattered from his steel gleaming and streaking at them. He spat out a chip from one back tooth that was split from a hit. The party people called the cops and he had to flee the fray without delay.

[image: ]
Tonight was payback. One of the surfers nearby didn't see him until Booth transfixed his torso to the board with a smooth stab that lacerated his liver. Booth's other blade jabbed through his jugular and that throat stroke pumped blood in great gouts into the ocean. Booth cruised like a shark after his next target paddling on a board. Booth's knife spiked through his target's back, pinning him to the board. Booth's other blade needled the man's neck, cleaving the carotid artery. The dying man made ghastly gurgles while his blood flooded out into the ocean. His third foe detected the threat and madly paddled toward shore. The guy reached shallow water and got off his board, but got hung up on his board line around his ankle. Booth procured his pistol from his pouch and poked it
after the man's back. He tapped the trigger twice. One bullet belted the guy's back shoulder and floored him facedown. He rolled over looking up in Booth's barrel.

"l can pay you thousands of dollars and a bunch of dope! Just don't kill me! I'm a dealer and I won't go to the cops!" the surfer pleaded for his life.

"Go on." Booth encouraged him.

"l live less than a mile up the beach and have at least six grand in cash there and a bunch of coke, heroin, and pot. It's all yours if you let me live." he offered urgently.


"How many roommates do you have?"

"One. He's dead out there. You just killed him." the guy looked ready to cry." No one's there now."

"OK. Get up and walk." Booth gestured with his gun.

The guy got up and hobbled ahead. He moved good for a guy with a 22 round rived in his back shoulder. Silently they hiked until he stopped in the sand pointing at his place." There it is."

"Move." Booth ordered." Pull out your keys." Booth frowned at the dark house with all the shades drawn to hide its inside.


The guy unzipped his short's pocket pulling out his keys. Near his backdoor he fished out his house key. Booth smacked the back of his skull, staving him senseless. Booth grabbed the keys. There were only a few to choose from. He softly tried two before the third unlocked the deadbolt and he entered. There was only faint visibility from a bathroom nightlight down the hall. A blur of low movement occurred as a pit bull chomped into his ankle while savagely shaking its huge head. He was yanked down and he shot several times, burying bullets in its blocky body. It yipped and fell over dying. Pounding feet on floorboards flew in as a guy with a gun sprung into the kitchen. Booth's prone position saved him from the shower of blooming buckshot pellets that pulverized plaster and plywood above him. Booth's 22 cracked sharply several times tracing and lacing the gunner's silhouette. One rimfire round found his heart and others lambasted his lungs. He dropped dying.


Limping on his injured ankle, Booth rapidly ransacked the residence. He found the cash and dope. He heard sirens and split the slaughter scene. When he ran back in the sand he found the fellow he'd drubbed down gone.




Booth smiled at the irony. He told the guy that he'd let him live for the money and drugs. He'd told the truth without meaning to.

[image: ]

8 Days Later[image: ]

In Tijuana, Mexico, Booth's world rained fire.

A rocket jetted and detonated, trashing a drug filled truck in an inferno. Shrapnel slashed past Booth to rip open another man. Another rocket sailed on a fiery tail to tank another truck in a conflagration cloud that clubbed more men and made one madly thrash as he danced dying on fire. AK-47s chattered and bullets battered bodies, lashed limbs, and hewed heads. Deep in a ditch, Booth aimed through his scope. His crosshairs covered culprits as he repeatedly squeezed short sprays from his rattling rifle. He picked and pinned people and kept lowering the rifle after its rises from recoil. His salvoes were superb three round spurts. Bullets tore turf as they carved too close to him from one shooter. Booth rolled over and scanned the slope through his scope. Dust stirred as Booth shredded the shooter's skull in an extended outflow of ammo. A RPG plunged on plumes and found ground behind him to hurl high two of his teammates torn asunder. Booth spotted the RPG user on the forest hill behind a tree tracking and trouncing targets. Booth's scope reticle touched the target's tree and he broadcasted a buzzsaw of bullets tearing through the tree to tag and body bag the guy behind it. That seemed to turn the tide of battle. The enemy was running behind the ridge back into the denser forest foliage. Booth waited awhile before he joined the others milling about. He approached Danny. Danny was a good looking Latino that used to visit

Chicago to see his mom from the time he was a kid until she died. Booth and him had remained buddies since childhood.

"l knew you'd earn your money." Danny praised him.

"So that's the rival cartels soldiers trying to take over your uncle's territory?" Booth asked.

"Yep." Danny agreed." Someone on our side is tipping them off because not many knew about this big shipment. You'll be we'll rewarded my friend. I saw your shooting."

"They weren't so tough." Booth scoffed. Danny was a buddy that he'd called out of desperation. Danny offered him a job as a bodyguard working for his cartel boss uncle's drug trafficking operation near Tijuana, Mexico. Danny laughed. "We're gonna party tonight. Hookers and drinks are on me."

"I'm there." Booth agreed.

***
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My buddy Jack hit it rich at the casino. He wanted to go to Tijuana, Mexico because a bunch of college girls were gathering there for spring break. Jack was a short and slim, decent looking white guy. He was nervous about going alone. He offered to fund our fun and it was an offer I couldn't refuse. I found a dog sitter for Bo and went to Mexico. It was actually a blast. I hooked up with a couple different very hot college girls with daddy issues that made my age work in my favor. Jack and I hit all the parties we could manage. He scored several times with some very fine, drunk, frisky females.

It was my first night in that Tijuana club when Booth crossed my path. It was like karma brought us together. At close range we recognized each other instantly. We were both briefly startled. Then he smiled maliciously and pulled a pistol from the small of his back. I skipped in and smashed my glass pitcher in his face. Diamond like fragments flew everywhere. Jagged shards shaved his face into a red ruin. I grabbed his gun before it leveled on me. I used the glass handle still in my hand, glittering with edges, to flay his forearm open. Blood and the gun fell on the floor as his fingers lost feeling from severed nerves and tendons. He was bloody blind when my fist jumped in his jaw, followed by a foot I stuck in his stomach. He landed on his ass, looking confused as he tried mopping blood from his eyes.


TWO ARMED BOUNCERS bulled into our bout with guns out. I put my hands up. Booth tried to rise and dive at one for his gun. The other bouncer's gun banged a batch of GSR out as the shot clocked Booth's shoulder, spilling him over. My buddy Jack rushed in and used his smooth Spanish to tell the bouncers who and what Booth was. Jack insisted I was innocent and legit, but they weren't buying it. They called for cops and an ambulance. I sat down to wait it out because the armed bouncers weren't letting Booth or me go. Booth made two more attempts to jump up and was whacked back down both times from gun butts conking his head horribly hard. He was bleeding like a scarlet sieve from scalp to chin from the glass gashes I gave him.

Cops and medics arrived timely to everyone's surprise. The cops took our word about Booth being wanted for many murders in America. They cuffed him up and put him in the squad car. They did record runs on Booth, Jack and me. Jack and I were fine. But they found a grainy photo of Booth with prints and DNA in the international computer system believed to be his from multiple murder scenes in Illinois, Wisconsin and Michigan. Booth had gotten around even more than I knew. The cops insisted we accompany them for a full check and to give them reports. We couldn't argue about our American legal rights in Mexico.

At the station they took our prints and did DNA swabs. After about three hours the cops released us. Booth was kept cuffed with multiple cops watching him as he went from surgery to a recovery room and eventually to jail. I had trouble enjoying the rest of my vacation. I was deeply impressed at the way fate had flung me into Booth's

path in another country. He was returned to Illinois to face his slew of homicides and rapes charges, He made an odd request through his lawyer. He was willing to plead out to most of the charges if I would speak with him. The DA's office approached me through my last lawyer. I really didn't want to do it. I hated the freak for murdering

Paulie. Idalia, and others. Not to mention shooting my dog Bo and trying to kill me. My lawyer convinced me to do it by pointing out someone like me could benefit by being in the good graces of the DA's office and that I could use it to write a book about the whole experience. I agreed and went to see him. We visited through a Plexiglas over a phone. The wounds on his face from my glass slash looked horrendous.


"You look scarier." I blurted.

"Thanks to you." he grumbled.

"Why'd you want to see me?" I asked simply[image: ]

"How’d you find me in Mexico?" he wanted to know


"Bad luck. I went there for spring break with my buddy to pick up chicks. What the hell were you doing there?" I frowned.

"l took a job as a bodyguard for my buddy Danny there. His uncle is a cartel boss. We came to party with the drunk college girls. So you and I both met up while we were partying and after pussy?" he seemed in disbelief.


"Yep. Small world. "l mused.

"That night that you threw a block through my car window, how'd you know I was in that vehicle?"

"You were taking hits of crack while waiting. Your lighter flashes revealed you." I explained.

"Damn." he ruefully cursed.

"Why'd you kill Paulie?" I wondered.

"l was trying to kill you. He stepped in the way."

"Why'd you kill Idalia?"

"Bitch ripped me off and you weren't home
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