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PROLOGUE
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Vester Grewg had been an Internet sales associate at Pleasure World: The Ultimate in Sexual Delight and Where All Sexual Fantasies Come to Life. The company sold erotica: straps, rings, ointments, vibrators, whips, DVDs, and many soft-and hard-core devices, as well as erotic clothing and pornographic magazines He had been employed at the company in Texas but had been fired for what his supervisors called erratic behavior and increasing anger that disturbed the other employees. 

He was now in Star City in another state. It was January, bitter cold. He drove the night-time alley ways in his beat-up pea-green sedan. He was going to dumpsters behind hair salons and barber shops. He was collecting the cut hair the employees in the salons and shops had swept and vacuumed up from the head-hair of their customers and tossed into the trash. Grewg wanted as many different cut hairs as he could get. He wanted the variety of different genders, races, and locations. He put the hair into one big plastic bag. 

When he was satisfied he had enough, he drove to his apartment. The streets of Star City were quiet and empty of traffic. He soon arrived at the low-income housing district of Star City University. The district was a collection of run-down houses and dilapidated apartment buildings densely packed together. He pulled into a narrow alley next to a two-story house and a four-story apartment building. He parked next to a chain-link fence and turned off the motor and headlights. He sat for a moment and glanced quickly around. Although the night was late and the tight spaces between the buildings looked deserted, he understood there could be the stray student stumbling about unseen, drunk from a party. Grewg got out of his sedan as he grabbed the large plastic bag filled with hair from the passenger-side seat. He closed and locked the car door with a key -—no modern fancy electrical system with his outdated junkyard vehicle -—and walked up an outside wooden stairway to his second-story apartment. The planks of the stairway were loose; the paint on them and the railing was peeling. The landlords considered this low-income student housing district to be low priority where their investments were concerned. The landlords had much more upscale real estate elsewhere to brown-nose to.

His apartment was above an open garage where others kept their cars and motorcycles. He unlocked the door and went inside. His apartment was small, just one room. Next to the doorway was a medium-sized window. He had almost fallen against the window after having drunk too much vodka a few nights back. He had almost broken the panes and would have fallen out had it not been for the waist-high sill. The fall could have killed him. Against the wall to his left was a small bed. On the wall opposite was a tiny window with a dresser beneath it. On the dresser was a TV he had gotten from dumpster diving in the ally just outside. To his right was a miniature bathroom, the only separate room. Leaning against the same wall was a battered gray gym locker that served as a closet. 

His apartment was as cold as it was outside. There was no built-in heating system; all he had for warmth was a plug-in radiator the size of a small suitcase. He went to the bed and placed the bag of hair on it. He took a small box of sandwich-sized zip-lock bags off the dresser and sat on the bed. For the next hour, he took little handfuls of hair from the large bag and put them into the small bags. He finally had ten bags of hair. 

From beneath the bed, he got a shoebox and opened the lid. A knife with a four-inch blade and his .22 caliber pistol were ready. He had stolen them from the guy he had shared a trailer with in Texas. They had been the guy’s illegal toys. What was the guy gonna do? Place a report with Texas police about weapons he stole were now stolen? Grewg did not think so. 

From the top of his pillow, he took a computer sheet. This had the names, addresses, phone numbers, e-mail information, and credit card numbers of some of the customers who had bought erotica from Pleasure World. He had illegally secured this sheet on the day he was fired from the company. 

Vester Grewg had a grudge against the company, of course. But at the moment, he had a bigger intolerance of customers who had bought erotica from Pleasure World. The computer sheet was but a tiny fraction of the population who did. But it was all he could manage to steal before he was forced to leave the company.

“OK, you sexual perverts.” He glanced at the names. “You wanted erotica. Now, I’m going to give it to you. 
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CHAPTER 1
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Homicide Detective, Gary Blake, and his junior partner, Homicide Detective Julie Nicks cruised the streets of Star City. It was 7:30 am. The temperature was in the upper twenties. The city was preparing for a monster snowstorm due to arrive soon. 

Blake had been with the Star City force for sixteen years. He began his career just after graduating from Star City University. He was thirty-eight years-old, six-feet tall, lean, and physically fit. He had dark brown hair and light brown eyes. 

Nicks was new to the department. She was thirty years old, five-foot six-inches tall. She had blond hair and green eyes. She attended UCLA, then went on to graduate school. She travelled the country and parts of Europe and South America. After those experiences, she attended Police Academy. In many ways, she was more educated and world-experienced than her partner, Blake. But she was not street-experienced like him. This is why she was in training with him and had been for the past six-months. She had been highly recommended.

Blake was a married man. He had been married to Miriam for nineteen years. They had two children, George, ten-years old, and Ginger, eight-years old. They lived in a modest home, in a cul-de-sac, in a modest neighborhood, paying off a mortgage and living a routine life. As routine as it could be except when Blake had to solve murders. 

Nicks was single. She lived in a nice, well-kept apartment near the art district. Yes, she did want a relationship with someone. At the same time, she wanted her life free to advance in her chosen career in solving homicides. She was ambitious but she also wanted to love and be loved, get married and have children.

Her thinking, however, was blurred on this matter. And she knew she needed discipline to stay focused on her career. The incident that blurred her thinking happened at the end of December. She and Blake had solved the murder of a teenager. A senseless ending of the boy’s life by what turned out to be an employee of a Laundromat. When the employee knew he had been found out, he lunged at Blake with a baseball bat, grazing his head, causing a scratch, with a slight welt of blood. Nicks, standing next to her senior partner, lunged forward, reached out, and grabbed the assailant’s arm, pushing him so he could not take a second swing. She kicked him to the ground and cuffed him so quickly Blake was surprised. They called in back-up. Later, Nicks and Blake got into their SUV. Julie got behind the wheel. 

“Are you all right? She asked gently. “Ok?”

Her green eyes met his light-brown eyes.

“Yeah,” he tried to smile. “You were great. They trained you well at the Academy.” He still held a handkerchief to his head.

And then, to her surprise, she reached over and gently touched the area on his forehead.

His light-brown eyes focused on her green eyes.

To his surprise, she let her do this without comment. Awkward. They leaned closer to each other, inches apart. Their faces tilted in opposite directions to each other about to kiss. 

The hiss of the dispatcher spit out of the speaker. They parted, each leaning into their seat, professionalism prevailing. 

Thereafter, when she was alone, she kept telling herself, “This is not the way to start a career. This is the way to end it.” She also felt being with Blake -—and him with her -—on dangerous streets, watching each other’s backs, there was trust, and the emotions which come with trust. She felt her relationship with him had crossed a line. 

... he’s married ...

From then on, from what had occurred just three weeks ago, she tried to behave as if the moment had not happened. She, Junior Homicide Detective, was determined not to let her private emotions get in the way of her job. She was determined not to have such an intimate moment happen again. But in her mind, Gary Blake was the perfect man. 

... what would he be like in a relationship? ...
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CHAPTER 2
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Brenda Scott was pleased. 

Just that morning, she received the items she had ordered from Pleasure World, a company specializing in erotic sexual products. 

She modeled the lingerie in front of the mirror. The clothing was skimpy, lacy and black, just the thing she hoped would excite her boyfriend. 

She was also pleased with the other items in her order: sex-toys, rings, straps, tubes, and lubricants. She loved ordering online. It was fast and convenient. She could order the sex toys discreetly, practically anonymously. 

She glanced at her lingerie and herself in the mirror again. She felt pretty. She glanced at the sex-toys on the bed and felt naughty. She couldn't wait for her boyfriend. 

Vester Grewg, meanwhile, stood across the street. He had not seen anyone go in or come out of her apartment. He was confident she was alone. He had sat long enough at the corner laundromat with its large windows, watching her place. He crossed the street, slipped on tight fitting latex gloves, and knocked on her door. 

Brenda Scott thought it was her boyfriend. 

“What's he doing here so early?” 

She opened the door, smiling. Her expression changed when she saw the poorly dressed stranger a sweatshirt with a hoodie. Before she could say a word, Grewg pushed his way in, pulled a pistol from his jacket pocket, and held it to her head. He placed his other hand on her mouth. 

"Don't even think about screaming," he whispered. He closed the door. "I know all about you, Brenda. Your lingerie fits you nicely. Your tits and butt tease me. Let's go to the bedroom." 

She moved slowly, weakly. 

Grewg's black eyes glanced at the sex toys on the bed.

"Take off your lingerie."  

Brenda Scott's eyes widened. She froze. She wanted to kick his balls. But that would not help. He could pull the trigger in only a fraction of a second. He pressed the barrel of the gun harder against her head. 

"Take off your lingerie." 

Tears streamed out of her eyes. A moment later, she was nude. 

"Good girl. Now lay on the bed." 

She sat on the edge of the bed then lay on her back. She wanted to sob in hysteria, but she dared not lose control. Not yet. She needed for him to put the gun down. 

"Turn onto your tummy," he ordered. 

She did as she was told, still thinking furiously about what to do. Then he tied her hands behind her back and then tied those to her ankles, using the playful straps she had received in the mail. 

He slowly used the sex toys on her, inside her. Her genitals grew hot, wet, and hard. Her mind flew into a panic. A shriek rose in her throat, but she suppressed it. She would have to ride this out. Let him get his kicks then find a way to reason with him once he spent himself. What Brenda Scott did not know was he would deplete himself, yes, but then he would also strangle her to death.

>>>  >>>

Vester Grewg was back in his apartment. He was on the phone. 

"Donny, it's me. Would you like to come by? Good. I have some wine for us. See you." He hung up. 

A little while later, Donny was at the door. Grewg let him in and smiled. 

They went to the bed and sat down.

Donny was a head shorter than Grewg. His hair was not stringy and long like Grewg’s; instead, his was a short buzz-cut. His eyes were dark brown. His nose was pudgy. He was a bit over-weight but not too much. 

"Tell me about your day," Grewg asked. 

He poured wine into two glasses. Donny explained his day at work as a clerk at the Crossroads Convenience and Gas Station Store. Grewg, however, was not listening. His thoughts were on Brenda Scott. Nevertheless, he smiled at Donny, as if he were regarding carefully what his sexual lover was saying. 

After more of this idle chitchat and the bottle of wine now emptied, the two young men embraced and gently kissed each other. Donny let his hand casually fall to his friend's lap. Grewg smiled and caressed Donny's face, kissing him more firmly. Within moments, they were completely undressed, stroking each other. Donny never got enough of this lovemaking. Grewg loved his male companion just as passionately and was also excited at the feel of Donny's warm flesh, but for a different reason. When he lovingly held Donny close to him, his real thoughts were on the soft breasts, smooth buttocks, and moist pubic hairs of the late Brenda Scott. 
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CHAPTER 3
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Blake and Nicks arrived at Brenda Scott's apartment within minutes of the 911 call made by her boyfriend. They stood against one wall of Brenda Scott's bedroom while forensics worked the crime scene. 

"Detective Nicks, what do you make of what you see?" Blake asked. 

"No bruises or cuts, no obvious sign of a struggle. This looks like a kinky sex thing that went too far." 

"Who would be the most obvious suspect?" Black asked. 

"The most obvious choice would be her boyfriend. But he claims he was at a friend's house at the time of the murder."

"If his alibi holds," Blake said. "Why would someone kill this young woman?"

"The motive was not robbery," Nicks said authoritatively. "Maybe a drug deal gone bad. We don't know yet. We're still checking up on her background." 

An officer peered through the bedroom door. 

"Detective Blake," he said, "The District Attorney is on his way in." 

Blake nodded. He walked to the living room window and looked outside. Yellow police tape ringed the area. Police cars with lights flashing were parked chaotically. Officers kept back curious onlookers. The media was already there, fielding questions to the DA. He made his way through without looking at them and with his palm held up as if to say he had no comment. 

Bernard Kelly, the District Attorney, was six-foot eight-inches tall and weighed about 320 pounds. He was fifty-seven years old, partly bald, with penetrating gray eyes. His clothing had to be tailor-made. He was not the kind of man who could go to a local men’s department store and pick a coat off the extra big-man's rack. That size would have been too small for him. He also wore heavy jewelry. His silver wristwatch was thick and wide. His cuff links were as large as half-dollars. His tie clasps could pass for money clips. Bernard Kelly may have looked larger than life, but he was no caricature. 

"The press is going crazy with this one," Kelly said. His voice was brusque, surly. "A college kid is murdered in her own apartment. We have families calling us about the safety of their kids. The phones are ringing to no end; the website is almost crashing from social media. We have a PR nightmare."

"We're on top of it, Mr. Kelly," said Nicks. "We have officers questioning her friends, her instructors at class, her coworkers, and family. We're in touch with the phone company to release a list of every call in and out of this apartment during the last several weeks. Forensics is not going to leave a single fiber here unturned." 

When she needed to be, Julie Nicks projected a smooth professionalism that turned the gruff DA into a reluctant listener. This was one of those moments.

"We have homicides no less important than this one,” Kelly said. “The difference is this victim was just a kid going to college. Someone minding her own business with no ax to grind."

"We understand, sir," said Blake. 

"And look at that circus outside," said Kelly. "I've got to say something to the news about this. Let's get to work." 

The three went outside. Kelly stood his ground on the sidewalk with cameras and microphones pointed at him. Blake and Nicks stood next to him. Kelly spoke somberly, seriously, as if he had memorized the same statement from the same three-by-five ruled index card from years on the job. He mumbled in a monotone voice.

"This is a continuing investigation. We are still gathering evidence. I want to assure this community whoever committed this heinous act will be caught and brought to justice. I urge everyone to take precautions and report any suspicious activity. We are doing all we can do." Kelly then made his way to a waiting automobile.

Blake and Nicks pushed their way through the crowd to their unmarked car, got in, and slammed the doors shut. Blake slowly drove down the street, careful not to nudge or hit one of the many pedestrians and college students crisscrossing the street to get a better view of what was going on. It was early evening. Lights were on. The January air was cold. 

"Ms. Nicks, this is your third homicide in Star City."  

"Yes, sir, it is. I'm sorry the victim had to be who she was." Nicks looked out the window at the neighborhood. "I know all murders deserve the same degree of attention to get solved, this one included. Yet, I can't help but feel emotionally involved where Brenda Scott is concerned. If the victim had been a drug pusher, a pimp, or a child molester I wouldn't care if they or anyone like them were given the death penalty. But a young woman. This angers me." 

He admired her spirit. He especially liked what she said and privately agreed with her. But he was responsible for her training. He had to go by the letter of the book. Yet, he was also aware she had more formal education than he. Not that it should matter but it did because he was already starting to feel like a dinosaur when they were together, a bit out of date. She had also seen more of the world than he had. Maybe he was a bit jealous of the adventurous side of her. 

"Detective Nicks, first rule is never take your work home with you, especially where the emotions are concerned." 

Her green eyes looked into his light-brown eyes. His light-brown eyes looked into her green eyes.

She turned and stared out of the passenger side window. 

Yeah, right. Don’t take my work or emotions home with me. But it’s all I’ve done for the past three weeks, Gary, ever since we almost made-out in the front seat of this SUV.

He should not have been one to say what he had about emotions. Yes, it was part of the letter of the book of training. But more than once he had taken his work home with him to Miriam and the kids, not fully able to be mentally with family when he knew he should have. 

He glanced at Julie. She was still looking out the side window. He briefly wondered what her apartment was like, how it was decorated, how she kept it. He wanted to question her about it, casually, non-chalantly, as if just making conversation. He had invited Nicks to his home to meet the wife and kids when she came onto the job over six months ago. But he had never been to her place. Curiosity was starting to get the better of him. He bit his tongue and kept driving. 

At the Star City Police department, Blake parked the unmarked car in the rear lot. They got out and went inside to begin typing their reports of their point-of-view of the crime.
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Delaney Ambrosia Parsens admired her reflection in the mirror.

She was nude. 

She fingered herself until the anticipated primal heat burned between her legs. She shuddered with an exquisite orgasm.

She was the wife of a prominent member of the state supreme court. She attended church with her husband every Sunday, minded the kids, and kept the house to appropriate standards of decorum. She was also the perfect hostess, along with the maids, for the social gatherings in her home from the best of Star City society. 

... but I feel like I’m a caged lioness at a zoo ...

The elite of Star City would come and gawk at her public finery and manners as she pranced and stalked back and forth at social gatherings.

She dressed correctly, ate correctly, believed correctly, behaved correctly, followed the rules correctly, and lived correctly. This routine of her public life was as relentless as it was unyielding. 

For these reasons, she felt stifled.

... I’m suffocating in the shadow of my husband ...

Her husband lived by the law, thought the law, and ordered his and her life by the logic and reason of the law. He was not passionate, not ugly. He would never dream of slapping his woman around and arousing a vaginal flow of viscous passion.

Lately, Delaney was not feeling her usual prim and proper self. She felt a need to escape from her tightly regulated life. 

So, she looked at her full nude reflection in the bedroom's wall-to-wall mirror. She wanted to believe at forty-eight years of age she was still pretty. She wondered if she still held allure to men. Could she still beckon a siren's call, mesmerizing to the opposite sex? 

She fantasized.

For her fantasies, she ordered sex toys from a company called Pleasure World. 

When the fantasies began to wear off, she sought the real thing. 

This is why she went to a bar in an edgy part of town. Her husband would not know. He was at a late-night meeting. The children were with the neighbors.

On the street outside her Victorian-style home, Vester Grewg waited in his car. When he saw Mrs. Parsens leave in her sports car, he followed her. 

They got to a bar. Delaney parked. She smiled confidently.

... no one will recognize me ... 

She wanted to have fun. Naughty wicked fun. 

She sat at the bar, wearing a dark purple conservative blouse, a black skirt, and high heels. Her makeup and perfume were subtle. She wore no jewelry except for a small and stylish wristwatch. Her fingernails were painted with gold-colored polish. 

She did not want to dress like a judge’s wife. Instead, she wanted to look more stylish than the drab conservative he was.

She had ordered a margarita. She noticed a young man staring at her. She glanced up and then down. She sipped her drink. She felt herself getting warm. She was not used to a stranger staring at her that way. She liked it. 

Then swiftly, silently, Grewg sat on the stool next to her. This is what she had been expecting, wanting. She did not resist.

"Let's go to your place," said Vester Grewg, looking into her tired, tender eyes.

She saw he was poorly dressed in a sweatshirt with a hoody. But she felt adventurous. 

Delaney smiled. "Ok." She was feeling dangerous, wanted danger. 

Without hesitation, she climbed off the stool, and walked out of the bar with the stranger.

They drove back to the West Side in her sports car. Delaney played hard rock music she hoped would impress her impromptu male stud. They told jokes in poor taste with plenty of laughter. She thanked her luck the Star City Police did not stop her from driving at 90 miles-per-hour on the freeway. 

About fifteen minutes later, they were in the second-story bedroom of her lavish Victorian-style home.

Delaney did not wait. She unbuckled the pants of her lover and took off his shirt. While he took off the rest of his clothing, she undressed herself. She then took this young man, erect and waiting, into the bed. 

Delaney sheathed her stud with a condom. She lay back and spread her legs. Grewg pushed himself into her. The sexual oils between her legs made his thrusting smooth and deep. A shudder rippled throughout her torso.

She grabbed his back and enjoyed the ride. The flush of erotica was like an electric current through her. She could not believe how wide her legs were spread apart. She had never done it for her husband. 

“Yes, yes, oh, yes!” She moaned. 

Grewg did not stop. 

He put one hand on her throat and squeezed

Delaney could not breathe. And his grip hurt.

Grewg slid his member in and out. He squeezed her throat tighter. 

Delaney got scared. Oddly, she also felt herself explode with the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced. 

The last sexual climax of her life peaked with a muted shriek from her throat. She thrashed her legs desperately and gripped her lover’s wrist. 

Too little, too late. 

He strangled her to death. 

Grewg continued to have sex with her for a minute. Then he got off her and dressed. 

What Delaney failed to notice earlier was Grewg had put on tightly fitting latex gloves. Grewg wanted to leave no fingerprints. Earlier, all through the house, he had not touched anything. He had simply followed Delaney as she opened and closed doors and turned on and off lights. 

Grewg tossed a variety of hair all around on the carpet. He spoke gently to his newest conquest.

"Ms. Parsens, I hope you enjoyed your dildos. I know I enjoyed you. Goodbye."

Grewg left.
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Blake and Nicks walked into the conference room. 

"We’ve got to solve this Brenda Scott case,” Police Chief Al Harrington said to Blake. The Chief was tense, wound up. "We can't have any slip ups." 

Harrington was a short, small man with red wavy hair. When he opened his mouth to speak, however, his voice was loud and commanding. His words pushed you. You were forced to listen. But he was unusually subdued. Maybe Bernard Kelly, the District Attorney, was putting the pressure on him to solve the Scott case and now this one. 

"I've got a daughter at the university,” Harrington continued. “Brenda Scott and she might have passed each other on campus for all I know. We can't have two homicides like this. Media is eating it up and spitting it back at us." He turned to Nicks. "You don't have much experience under your belt, I understand, but you've got to do the best you can with Blake to catch this perpetrator. Blake is our best homicide detective." 

"This is our job," she answered. "Solving crimes is what we're paid to do."

Herb Storal, Head of Forensics, entered the briefing room. His shirtsleeves were rolled up, no tie. Fat frames rimmed his thick reading glasses. His mustache was large. He grabbed a chair and pulled up to the conference table with everyone else. He placed a large folder stuffed with papers on the table.

"What do we have?" Chief Harrington said, pulling out a cigarette, lighting it, and then smoking it. There were rules and regulations passed by the city against such habits in work environments, but Chief Harrington did not care. 

"We covered every square inch of Brenda Scott’s bedroom,” Storal said. “No prints except for the victim’s and her boyfriend’s." 

"Whoever did it,” said Blake, “could be a registered criminal with prints on file, but maybe he was wearing gloves to cover that up. Or maybe it was her boyfriend who did it."

“He has a solid alibi with ten witnesses,” said Nicks.

“Or,” Storal said, “it could be anyone of twenty people who is responsible.”

“What?” Harrington blurted, taking the cigarette out of his mouth.

“We also found a large sample of hair samples on the carpets and on the bed. Those hair fibers are from a diverse pool of people: blond, black, brown, red. You name it. To track down each individual person could take hours, days, or weeks. Maybe months.”

"Then it leaves us nowhere," said Detective Chris DeBerg sarcastically, who had been observing. He was a portly man with slicked-back black hair and black eyes.

"This is only a preliminary investigation," said Blake tersely to him. "We're establishing the parameters of a physical and psychological profile." 

"Hah, hooey," said DeBerg with the wave of his hand. "Let's stick with hard evidence. If we don't have prints as factual evidence number one, then we go to the next fact. Let's not play a `what if’ or `either or’ scenario."

"Storal," Harrington’s voice sliced through the ice between Blake and DeBerg. "What about body fluids?" 

"This is the interesting part. She was tied up. No blood or semen."

“We did exam the erotic devices in her bedroom,” Storal said, adjusting his large eyeglasses. “The genital fluids on them were the victim’s only. No body fluid or semen from anyone else in her vagina.”

"A lack of semen could point to a woman being the perpetrator," said Nicks, an air of confidence in her gaze at the Chief. 

The men turned to her. None of them had considered this possibility.

"The guy could've put on a condom," said DeBerg derisively. "That's why he didn't leave his juice behind."

Nicks felt the heat rise in her cheeks. Not from embarrassment at DeBerg's attempt to shoot down her theory but because she was angry at his one-track mind.

Harrington regarded Nicks carefully. He liked the way she and Blake worked together. It was multidimensional. He would defend their brainstorming, their mental game of chess, if it meant the perpetrator would be caught. 

"Ok,” the Chief said to Storal. “How can there be hair from so many different people and yet no fingerprints but the victim’s and her boyfriend’s?”

"Flak," Julie Nicks said. "Whoever did it used a technique military aviators use when trying to get rid of a purser, flak." 

The silence around the table deepened. Everyone knew she had gone to a university, then graduate school, and excelled in Police Academy. What everyone knew silently but did not say aloud was her knowledge was fresh from recently published articles on state-of-the-art theories, motives, and profiles. Compared to someone younger than they, they felt ill-at-ease they were out of date. They all continued to regard her and waited. She continued. 

"The perpetrator knew we would be using DNA to check on hair or rug fibers. To throw us off track, he or she sprinkled the scene with the hair of many different individuals. That little action will buy a lot of time for the perpetrator." 

“Are you suggesting this person is a military type?” Harrington asked.

Nicks did not answer. Instead, she continued on a different tack. “We have facial recognition software here. Use any and all video surveillance to catch a glimpse of his or her face. We can then compare them to the national database of driver’s licenses and passport photos.” 

The men at the table were embarrassed they were one-half second away from the same statement about facial recognition, verifying their unwanted thought this young woman was thinking faster than they. Blake was already very pleased Nicks was with him as a junior partner.

Chris DeBerg shook his head wanting to get away from tech talk to more basic analysis.

"C'mon, now, where in the hell is this guy going to round up people to donate hair to help him cover up a murder?" 

"From hair salons and barber shops," Nicks spoke up. "People who style hair cut a variety of hair from dozens of people. After each customer, they sweep the floor and get rid of the cut hair by tossing it into a bin. Anyone can get a supply of hair from dumpster diving." 

They were impressed by what Nicks said, but no one said a word. Even DeBerg was cowed at the brilliance of her logic.

"The person responsible could be a barber or hair stylist?"  Harrington said.

Nicks shook her head slightly with pursed lips as if to say maybe. 

"I'm convinced," Harrington said. "Expand our search and questioning to include every barber shop and hair stylist. Secure all video feeds at sources leading up to the crime scenes. And keep a serious eye on the victim's girlfriends, not just the guys, in case Detective Nicks is right. In this day and age, it’s very possible for a female to be stronger than a man due to training and diet." 

Nicks felt a satisfying vindication over DeBerg. She relished the moment by smiling to herself. She hoped DeBerg saw her gloating. 

"What about the reports from the telephone company?” the Chief asked Blake. “And are we checking up on the information from each victim’s electronic devices? 

“We began that at the start of the Brenda Scott case,” Nicks said, as if implying she and her partner, Blake, were way beyond the curve. 

Chief of Police, Al Harrington, took the cigarette from his mouth without taking his eyes off of Julie Nicks. There was no doubt with everyone at the conference table he was completely impressed by her. He nodded slowly at Nicks and Blake. 

“Ok,” Harrington said. “Let’s get to work and solve these murders.”
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CHAPTER 6
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Vester Grewg paced in his apartment. 

He smoked a cigarette and drank whiskey. 

The late-night TV news was on. The newscast reported the crimes he had committed. It showed `file’ photos of the victims. Grewg stood mesmerized at the images of his victims. He also stared at newspaper clippings spread on his bed. He also used his phone to check the reports.

Grewg had a list of victims. They were all different from various walks of life. One thing they had in common, however, was they lived in Star City and patronized a company called Pleasure World. 

He hated those who were sexually weak or inert, those who had to rely on the erotic products from Pleasure World. 

“Those sexual perverts.”

>>>  >>>

He had a severely rigorous religious upbringing. In Alabama. Going to church three times a week, being forced to read the Bible and memorizing phrases; or having the Bible read to him. And for all of the piety of his father. His father molested him when he was eight years old. The Old Man used straps on his son to hold him down and still, so he could not move even an inch in any direction, while the Old Man used sexual devices and sexual paraphernalia on Grewg’s genitals and asshole. 

If Grewg, once he had been untied, had any intention of telling anyone, the Old Man made sure he would not. The Old Man used his belt, the special belt that was thick and wide, made more for a horse than a human, and whipped him until the welts reappeared. And the Old Man made sure his son would not scream by putting a metal spoon between his teeth and taping his mouth shut with duct tape. 

Grewg never knew what a normal average sex drive was, how it could be the basis for normal average relationships with the opposite sex. So, it should have come as no surprise when he turned nine years-old, he found his Old Man asleep on the couch, snoring, belching from a heavy night of drinking. He did what he only knew what to do. He bound the hands and feet of his father. Then he used scissors to cut off all the clothing the drunk had on. He took the big wide fat belt the Old Man had used to whip his young skin and put it around his father’s throat. He got up onto the couch, spread his legs so he would not fall, and pulled as hard as he could. His little hands held tight, his face a grimace of hate, anger, hurt, and revenge. Oh, yes, the Old Man awoke but all he had left was spittle as he tossed and struggled. Young Grewg pulled and pulled until the Old Man did not move any more. 

Grewg called the police, crying and blubbering on the phone. When the authorities arrived, they found the bound naked body of the Old Man and Grewg still crying curled up in the corner. As much as the authorities questioned him about what had happened, and later the social workers who tried to cajole answers about what had happened, Grewg never spoke after the strangulation. The police did not suspect a nine-year-old could have committed such a murder and their investigations went elsewhere to eventual dead-ends. 

The social workers sent him from one orphanage to another hoping someone would adopt the silent child. But no one ever did. He was released from the orphanage system when he was eighteen years old. But he might as well have been a prisoner released from prison with no real education, no social skills, no knowledge of how to even begin a normal average relationship with anyone. He was simply let go into the wider world to fend for himself. He became one of the homeless. 

It was only then he began to talk again. 

He didn’t know about how to apply for a job. He had no skills anyway. So he got involved with petty crime, robbing random people, breaking into stores. Saving all the money he stole. He got into drugs and drug-running and made bigger sums of money. Oddly, he had never been caught. 

But the memories of his so-called religious upbringing at the hands of his incestuous Old Man kept coming back in daytime wide-awake nightmares. Even when he slept, he could not rid himself of those memories. And there was also his life after leaving the orphanage system and being
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