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“You have a visitor,” Kennedy smiled. “Why are you wearing pajamas?”

“I don’t feel well,” Carole snapped, looking up. “It must be my mother’s cooking.”

“Or the six double shots of Cognac you drank last night,” Kennedy said.

“I did no such thing,” Carole huffed. “That was cough medicine. Who is the visitor?”

“Some kid from Montana,” Kennedy said.

“Kid?  How old is she?”

“I didn’t ask,” Kennedy smiled as he unwrapped a hot dog and farted. “She claims to be a cop. You’ll love her,” he said.

“All right, show her in. I don’t need this shit.”

The girl came in and sat down. She was tall and willowy, with long platinum hair. She eyed Carole up and down. She had a very disturbing dead look in her eyes.

“You the Chief of Detectives?” she said.

“Yes, I am,” Carole said.

“Y’all don’t look too good, old timer,” the girl grinned. “You sick or something?”

“I don’t feel well,” Carole said. “And I’m not old. Who are you?”

“I am Jolene Anastasia Barrett.”

“And?”

“And what?” Jolene said.

“Why are you here? If you want to file a complaint, you need to have your parents with you.”

“My parents ain’t here,” Jolene said.

“Where are they?” Carole said.

Jolene pointed up.

“Oh; I’m sorry to hear that. What do you want? Sergeant Kennedy said you claim to be a cop.”

Jolene took out her badge and set it on the desk. “I am a Deputy Sheriff from Big Horn County, Montana. My Aunt is the Sheriff. She will vouch for me.”

“How old are you?” Carole said.

“Twelve.”

“Not again,” Carole sighed. “This is like déjà vu all over again.”

“So I’ve heard. I am here to get me a man.”

“Well, you are a bit young for that sort of thing, aren’t you?” Carole snickered.

“Not in the carnal fashion,” Jolene said. “I do not do that. This man is a killer, and I aim to put him under.”

“Under what?” Carole said. 

“The ground,” Jolene said. “You ain’t too bright, are you?”

“I don’t speak Montana,” Carole said. “Do you know Detective Carla Larsen by any chance?”

“I heard of her,” Jolene said, trying not to laugh.

“I bet you have. You know that you cannot operate as a police officer in my jurisdiction without my permission and supervision, don’t you?”

“Says who?” Jolene said.

“Says me. I am the Chief of Detectives. I make the rules, and I run this department.”

“Oh, I thought it was Mr. Oldies out there dancing to the Beach Boys.”

“Never mind him. I need some paperwork on you. Verification of your status, authentication of your legal ability to conduct police investigations. And a pistol permit if you have a gun. Do you have one?”

“I got one,” Jolene said. “Like I said, call my aunt. I do not travel with a bunch of bullshit paperwork.”

“We shall see about you,” Carole said as she buzzed Kennedy. “Get Carla in here.”

“She’s busy,” Kennedy said. “Getting all her body fluids replaced after celebrating her sixteenth birthday.”

“Have her here in five minutes or you don’t get any more hot dogs,” Carole said.

“Your wish is my command, oh great wizard of the Detective Squad.”

Five minutes later, Carla came in. She high fived Jolene and sat down.

“Oh, so you know this girl, do you?” Carole smirked.

“Who, me?” Carla said. “I ain’t  never seen her before in my life.”

“Lyin’ sack of shit,” Jolene muttered.

“All right, cut the shit, both of you. Miss Montana says she’s a Deputy Sheriff and she’s here to get a man.”

“Can’t say I blame a girl for that,” Carla said, wiping her forehead. “I had me some a week ago when I became of legal age. Set the record, I reckon.”

“I am not a libertine slut,” Jolene said. “I am a Deputy Sheriff from Montana.”

“Well pardon me all to hell,” Carla said. “I am a Marshal in Wichita, Kansas, a De-tective Lieutenant hereabouts, and a Deputy Assistant District Attorney. What you got, girl?”

“Better morals than you,” Jolene smirked.

“Oh, she’s trouble for you,” Carole nodded.

“What else you got besides that high falutin’ I’m better than you bullshit attitude?” Carla said.

“I got this,” Jolene said, pulling a huge pistol.

“Gun!” Carole yelled, and dove under her desk.

“What in the hell is wrong with Grandma?” Jolene said.

“She ain’t right in the head,” Carla said. “She gets all nervous when she sees a piece. Get up here, Chief. Ain’t nobody gonna do you no harm.”

“What in hell is that cannon?” Carole said as she stuck her head up above the desk.

“Casull .454,” Jolene said. “That’s a rifle cartridge. One of the most powerful revolvers ever made. Cartridges are so big it only takes five in the cylinder.”

“You can’t use that here,” Carole said nervously as she sat down. “You have to turn that in until I find out if you’re even a real cop.”

“I ain’t turning in nothing,” Jolene said. “You want it, you come take it.”

“Go ahead, Pixie,” Carla grinned. “Take it.”

“That isn’t the way we operate here,” Carole said. “We follow the law.”

“Don’t look like you been followin’ shit hereabouts,” Jolene smiled. “Y’all got a criminal on every block. If I was not busy, I would clean this place up for you, Montana style. Then you would have a peaceable place for good people to live.”

“Stratford is a safe community,” Carole snapped.

“For who?” Jolene laughed. “The damn crooks? I bet I can go undercover and buy a pound of cocaine or heroin in an hour anyplace in this damn town, and y’all know it. You have failed to make this town safe, girl. Do not lecture me.”

“You are under my supervision, whether you like it or not. Hand over that weapon.”

“I will be at the Howard Johnson’s,” Jolene said. “You get you a court order if you want my weapon. Have a nice day,” she said as she got up and left.

“Hojo’s,” Carole grinned as Jolene left. “That’s a den of criminal activity. Whores and drug dealers. Let’s see how she makes out there.”

“Y’all be makin’ a mistake, Shorty,” Carla said. “The girl is serious. She means business. Don’t matter how old you be, only matters if you got the calling. She got it. Believe me when I tell you that.”

“How do you know her?”

“We done overlapped at the last orphanage I was in. I was just about to leave to come here, and she was sent in from Montana because they ain’t got shit for orphanages out there. I knew her for about two weeks. Hell on wheels, that one.”

“You keep tabs on her. I don’t need some juvy from out of state who thinks she’s Wyatt Earp shooting up the town.”
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“Room, please,” Jolene said to the sleazy Russian behind the counter.

“Are you prostitute?” Dimitri grinned.

“No, I am not. What in hell kind of thing is that to say to a customer?”

“Just checking,” Dimitri shrugged. “I get twenty five percent from whores. You want porno on TV?”

“No, I do not.”

“Where is your parent?” Dimitri said. “You too young for be alone.”

“They are under six feet of good Montana soil,” Jolene said. “Plane crash. Now give me a room.”

“Have to pay cash,” Dimitri grinned. “Forty dollars a night. How long you stay?”

“Dunno,” Jolene said. “I am a  police officer from Montana. I am after this man,” she said, holding up a photo. You seen him?”

“No,” Dimitri said. “This looks like killer to me.”

“He is. If he comes in here, you let me know. There’s a reward.”

“How much?”

“Two million dollars,” Jolene said.

“This must be very bad man,” Dimitri said as he took the photo and put it in the Xerox machine.

“He is,” Jolene said, looking away. “You got no idea.”

“What is man’s name?”

“He doesn’t have one,” Jolene said. “They never do. They just show up one day and that’s it. Doesn’t matter; he calls himself whatever he likes.”

“What you do, you find this man? You little girl.”

“Kill him,” Jolene said. “Now give me my key. Better be a clean room, too. I catch any disease or get any cooties, you are a dead man.”

“I make sure you have new mattress and sheets,” Dimitri said. “Boris will change. Fifty dollar extra.”

“Fuckin’ crook,” Jolene muttered as she peeled off the cash from a roll of bills. “And don’t get no ideas about settin’ me up for no robbery, neither,” she warned. “Anybody tries, they get dead. I mean business.”
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“Chief O’Neil,” Tracy sighed as she answered the phone.

“It is Dimitri Kolakov, at the hotel.”

“Dimitri?” Tracy laughed. “You still around? I thought we had all you Commie bastards locked up.”

“Dimitri is a businessman, not Communist. I believe in capitalism.”

“Sure you do; takin’ cash from whores and drug dealers.”

“Everybody has to make a living,” Dimitri shrugged. “Why you send this blonde girl here? She is police. This is not good. My customers no like police.”

“Gee, I wonder why,” Tracy said. “We ain’t sure about her yet. We’re waitin’ on her paperwork. Don’t fuck with her. She got a revolver that shoots through buildings.”

“This legal?”

“If she’s a cop, the department will issue her a temporary permit. If she ain’t, she’s a collar. You got  a gun, you Russkie son of a bitch?”

“Water pistol,” Dimitri grinned.

“Yeah, sure. I might send some undercover cops in there to fuck with that rat’s nest. We cleaned that shit hole up once, we can do it again. Maybe I’ll come in person and torch the damn dump.”

“We are honest people,” Dimitri huffed. “Who is this man she wants?”

“Dunno. Didn’t ask her. Why?”

“She give me photograph. This man evil. I can tell.”

“Well then, if you see him just play dumb. That shouldn’t be too hard for an asshole like you, because you ain’t that smart to begin with. Then you call us. We’ll fix his ass if he’s wanted.”

“I get reward? She say two million dollar.”

“Sure, you Stalin loving douche bag. I’ll put you in for a medal meself. I don’t know nothin’ about no reward. Kid could be makin’ this shit up for all we know.”

Tracy hung up with Dimitri and took another call. “Chief O’Neil. No, Carole ain’t here right now. I am the Assistant Chief of Detectives. Oh, we were waitin’ to hear from you. Yeah, we got a fax number. Okay, you send all that stuff to me. Yeah, I will do that. Thanks. You too.”

When Carole came back, she stared at the information in disbelief.

“Is this for real?” she said.

“Looks like it,” Tracy shrugged. “Spoke to the Sheriff meself. It’s her Aunt. Said to be real careful dealing with this kid.”

“Cripes, I can see why,” Carole said as she leafed through the pile. “She’s made over a hundred arrests in a year and a half, and was involved in twenty seven police involved shootings. Killed every perp who drew down on her; all clean  shoots. Got a clean bill of  health from the department shrink. She got assigned to this case because nobody else would take it.”

“Who she after?”

“Doesn’t really say,” Carole said. “Looks like a serial killer. No evidence worth a shit at the crime scenes, no prints, nothing. No arrests or even a suspect.”

“She got a picture of him,” Tracy said. “Gave it to Dimitri at the Hojo’s.”

“Oh, that was nice of her,” Carole said. “She gives him a picture, but not us. Why is that creep Dimitri still on the loose?”

“Ain’t been able to get him right,” Tracy said. “We are working on it.”

“Work harder,” Carole said. “Everybody knows what goes on in that place. And you send somebody over there to get that picture.”

Howard Johnson’s Motor Lodge
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“Hi,” Kennedy grinned as he unwrapped a hot dog. “Remember me?”

“Fat Irish cop,” Dimitri scowled. “I would bribe you, but Duchess does not deliver.”

“You call it in and I’ll have a patrolman pick it up,” Kennedy smiled. “What room is Jolene Barrett in?”

“Sixteen. Why? You want new girlfriend?” 

“Nah, I like redheads. I have to get a copy of that picture she showed you.”

“I save you the trouble,” Dimitri said. He ran off another copy of the picture and handed it to Kennedy. “I think she leave anyway. No see her today.”

“Nice girls,” Kennedy said as two young tattooed girls in hot pants and braless tank tops peered through the lobby doors. One of them gave Kennedy the finger, and the other one mooned him. They then ran off. “Just the type you take home to mother.”

“You have mother?” Dimitri snickered. “I thought you born fifty years old in hot dog factory.”

“I wish,” Kennedy sighed. “I bet those girls never used drugs,” Kennedy grinned.

“Dimitri no ask business of customers.”

“Some customers,” Kennedy said. “Who are they, the blowjob twins?”

“Go ask,” Dimitri grinned.

“I would, but I forgot my hazmat suit. I wouldn’t fuck them with your dick. Have a nice day, you creepy Russian piece of shit. We’re watching you.”

“Watch your weight,” Dimitri called out as Kennedy farted and left.

Back at the station, Tracy fed the picture into the NCIC program of her computer. Twenty minutes later, the screen said “Results inconclusive. No match.”

“Great,” she sighed. “The asshole don’t exist. Wonder where she got this picture. You ask her?”

“She wasn’t there, according to that stalwart citizen Dimitri,” Kennedy said.

“I want that asshole locked up. You put some extra people on his ass.”

“Your wish is my command, oh great Wizard of Dublin.”

“We Irishers got to stick together,” Tracy nodded. “Do yer duty, fat boy.”

“Remarks like that will not get you invited to Christmas dinner,” Kennedy said.

“Christmas were last month, ya hot dog suckin’ slob. Rack up that Russkie. And find that kid. I want to talk to her.”
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“Y’all want to see me?” Jolene said as she sat down.

“Aye, I do,” Tracy nodded. “You fly pretty good for a kid who can’t drive,” she said.

“Who says I can’t drive?” Jolene smiled. “I have a license and a car.”

“Car? What kind of car?”

“The kind y’all can’t outrun. It’s a 1968 Dodge Dart GTS with a 440 Six Pack engine transplant. Wanna run me with your cruiser? Five hundred cash.”

“No, I do not. Maybe screw loose Carla will; she got a Charger, a Chrysler 200, and a 427 Fairlane.”

“Chrysler 300,” Jolene said.

“Whatever. She been before a judge for the way she drives. Don’t you try it, girl. Me cousins Margo and Kathleen will grab you up.”

“They’ll try,” Jolene smiled.

“Cocky little bastard, ain’t ya?” Tracy said. “You listen to me, girl, and you listen good. This is my town. I rule the roost. I go on patrol, I go on cases, and I can kick the shit out of you or anybody else who steps out of line.”

“Is there a point to this here interview? I got shit to do.”

“Who the hell is this?” Tracy said, holding up the photo.

“If I knew that he’d be dead already,” Jolene said. “That came from a home invasions security camera he missed. It’s the only mistake he’s made in five years. Other than having me on his ass, that is. He killed seven people in that house. It took the crime scene guys three days to mop up all the blood and body parts.”

“NCIC says no match.”

“Just means he ain’t never been caught before,” Jolene said.

“We got experience with serial killers. My boss went to high school with a guy who killed half his graduating class. Took her thirty years to catch him.”

“Not very good at her job, is she,” Jolene smiled.

“Some people are harder to catch than others. You got quite a record, kid. Twenty seven notches on that cannon you carry.”

“All clean shoots,” Jolene said.

“Don’t bother you none to put a man down?”

“Nope. It’s me or them, so I choose them. I shot six women, too.”

“Where did  you learn to do this?” Tracy said.

“Here and there. I grew up in law enforcement. I also studied a lot of things.”

“Like what?”

“Try to kick my ass and you’ll find out.”

“How many folks you figure this asshole killed?”

“Hundreds,” Jolene said. “Problem is, he enjoys it. He’ll never stop, even if you lock him up. He’ll figure a way to kill somebody in prison. People like that only deserve one thing; me.”

“Ya talk big for a kid,” Tracy said. “But can ya back it up?”

“Try me,” Jolene said with an expressionless look on her face.

“I ain’t here to fight other coppers. We work together. Don’t be hidin’ shit from us. It could get somebody killed who don’t deserve it.”

“All right, I will keep you informed. But be advised, I work alone. I don’t need no Lone Ranger cowboy asshole partner. This ain’t no Lethal Weapon movie.”

“We got good people here,” Tracy said. “You will work with Carla, or you will not work at all.”

“Okay,” Jolene shrugged. “But be advised, I ain’t much for bringin’ ‘em in alive, and he got no warrants here. He is wanted in Montana, and I will bring him back to Montana. Deader than Elvis.”

“Why you think he’s here?” Tracy said. “This be a long way from Montana.”

“He got the itch. He likes to taste the fish in a different pond. It’s a talent you develop. They all do.”

“Who is they?”

“You don’t know that? Shame on you. These ain’t humans you’re dealing with here. They are something from the dark side, fully formed in human form. My bet is this man has no DNA, no parents or family, and zero history. He just is. It’s my job to make sure he isn’t.”

“You a religious nut like Carla?” Tracy smiled.

“Don’t you ever say that to me again,” Jolene nodded. She got up and left.

“That went well,” Tracy sighed. “Fuckin’ kid got a tumor or somethin’.”
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“Nice place,” Carla said as she flopped down on the bed. “You should get the hell out of here before harm comes to y’all.”

“I intend to,” Jolene said. “I’m gonna clean the slate here first. I already got propositioned by two lesbian hookers, a pimp, and a crack salesman.”

“I sold crack in my day,” Carla grinned. “Not the kind you stick up your nose, though. Where be this drug boy?”

“He’s outside,” Jolene smiled. “He hangs out by that big tree yonder, near the road. People pull over, and he makes the sale. I got the solution for his ass,” she nodded. “Y’all wanna see?”

“By all means,” Carla said.  

Jolene went to the closet, where she had installed a padlock. She took out a Uberti Arms replica of the 1860 Henry Rifle.

“Damn, that do shine,” Carla said.

“.44-40 caliber, 185 grain hollow points. 1150 feet per second.”

“That’ll ruin your day,” Carla said.

“I aim to terminate them drug sales,” Jolene grinned. “That boy be getting’ away with too much shit.” She took out a monstrous silencer and attached it to the big rifle. “You can watch. He’s out there right now.”

“You can’t kill the bastard with me here,” Carla said.

“I ain’t gonna kill him; just wing his ass somewhat. That’ll put him out of business for a spell, and we can collar him in the hospital.”

Jolene slid the window open and got down in front of it. She fiddled with the sight as the young black dealer paced back and forth. Suddenly he stopped, and stood very close to the tree. He unzipped and took it out.

“Damn,” Carla said. “That boy be packin’ a dangerous weapon. He got a wang on ‘im like a baby mule.”

“Not for long,” Jolene grinned as she sighted in. She fired, and the dealer jumped visibly. He grabbed his groin and started screaming. Jolene started laughing and wheezing to the point where she fell over.

“Damn girl, you shot the thing clean off!” Carla screeched.

“It won’t be long now,” Jolene gasped. “Call a bus for him and let’s get the hell out of here.”
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“You know anything about this, Dead Eye?” Carole said, holding up the report on the dealer. 

“Nope,” Jolene said, trying not to laugh. Carole looked at Carla.

“Waste of time asking you anything,” she sighed. “Gerald Collins, twenty four years old. He won’t be having any kids,” she smiled. “Somebody shot off his penis by Honeyspot Road. They’re still looking for the slug.”

“Should be lookin’ for the penis,” Carla muttered. “Boy had a big one. Or so I heard.”

“Where were you when this went down?” Carole said.

“Stratford,” Carla grinned. “And I bet it went down, all right. Getting’ dick shot ain’t no fun.”

“And you?” Carole said to Jolene.

“I do not recall. I been runnin’ a lot of errands. Besides, I ain’t that good a shot.”

“They found enough crack cocaine on this asshole to get him twenty years. Go pop him in the hospital. They took him to Bridgeport.”

“You got it,” Carla nodded. “Boy be a danger to so-ciety,” she huffed. “Somebody done un-capacitated his ass. Prob’ly a rival dealer. They do shit like that. You gonna call Salerno’s? Shootin’ off dicks I mean arrestin’ dealers makes a gal hungry.”

“They are on the way,” Carole grinned. “What do you want to eat, Skinny Minnie?” she said to Jolene. “A Pop Tart?”

“Watch it,” Carla said. “Orphanage gals kin eat.”

“She doesn’t have any place to put it,” Carole said. “What do you weigh, ninety pounds?”

“Hunnert and ten,” Jolene said. “You?”

“Never mind me. I’m the right weight for my height.”

“So is a hippopotamus,” Jolene smiled.

“She gets on the scale and the little card comes out,” Carla grinned. “It says One at a Time!”

“Very funny,” Carole said. “And stop propositioning Salerno’s delivery boys.”

“Why? I be of legal age, and them boys is fair game. They deliver the pepperoni, and I do not mean pizza.”

“It is against department regulations. The town does business with Salerno’s.”

“Bet the town be sorry they made that deal,” Carla grinned. “We about broke the place with them food orders.”

“Too bad,” Carole huffed. “We’re girls. We need more food than men.”

“From the looks of you, I’d say you need more food than the average buffalo,” Jolene smiled.

“Would you like me to paraffin test you for gunshot residue?” Carole smiled.

“Rifles don’t leave no residue,” Jolene smiled. “Or so I hear.”

“You have a rifle, too?” Carole said.

“I got a lot of things. What you got?”

“.45 semi auto,” Carole said.

“Rusted shut from not bein’ used, most likely,” Jolene said.

“Carole can’t shoot worth a shit,” Carla said. “I whooped her ass at the po-lice range so bad they tried to revoke her permit.”

“I was sick,” Carole snapped. “You got lucky. I bet I can outshoot the Kid,” she smiled at Jolene, sitting back in her chair. She sat back too far and fell on the floor.

“Asshole,” Carla giggled.

“It’s those cheap fucking chairs from China Capri orders,” Carole snapped as she got back up.

“They ain’t meant to hold that much weight,” Carla said. “Chinks ain’t that big.”

“And you cannot outshoot me, outfight me, outthink me, or out eat me,” Jolene said, the dead look coming over her face. “Don’t even bother trying.”

“I bet this big skank can eat more than you,” Carole smiled, nodding at Carla.

“Skank?” Carla exclaimed. “I am right insulted that you would call me that, you bow-legged frustrated nobody wants to hump me half bald midget.”

“I’ll put  five hundred dollars on you,” Carole said.

“Why, I must have been thinking of somebody else when I threw them insults at y’all,” Carla said. “You be a goddess of the pizza parlor.”

“Do we have a contest? You beat Kennedy. That alone is worth a bet.”

“I will take on the child,” Carla smiled, kicking Jolene.

“You kick me again and you’ll be picking that size fourteen foot out of your ass,” Jolene said.

“I got small feet,” Carla snapped.

“Sure you do,” Jolene smirked. “You could water ski with those things.”

“The the fight is on. We’ll do it one of these days at Collici’s in Bridgeport.”
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“Gerald Collins,” Carla said as she stood in front of the green haired, tattooed receptionist.

“Are you his relative?” the girl smirked. “You don’t look like him.”

“No, I am not. We are cops.”

“Prove it,” the girl said. Carla held up her badge.

“Room number, you  punk rock douche bag. We are here to arrest this boy. You fuck around with us and I will add you to the list.”

“What did you call me?” the girl bristled. “Those are fighting words.”

“And I am a fighting person,” Carla grinned. “Want some?”

“Outside, asshole. I’m gonna kick your ass,” the girl nodded.

“Be right back,” Carla smiled at Jolene. She went outside with the girl. Five minutes later, she came back in wearing the girl’s uniform.  She sat down at the desk. “Can I help you, Miss?” she smiled.

“You stay here,” Jolene said. “What room is he in?”

“326. Be gentle,” Carla grinned as she fiddled with the computer and accidentally shut off all the lights.

“Hey!” a handsome young intern yelled. “What happened?”

“Act of God,” Carla said as she popped a few buttons on her new uniform. “I reckon we can fix that, though. Just takes some lookin’ around. Come with me.”

Jolene followed the yellow line and found Collins’ room. He was bandaged below the waist and had all kinds of medical equipment hooked up to him. Jolene held up her badge as the floor nurse approached.

“Police,” she said. She held up the warrant. “Can the boy talk?”

“Yes,” the nurse said.

Jolene went into the room and jammed the door shut with a chair. She sat down on Collins’ bed.

“Remember me, asshole?” she smiled. “You tried to sell me dope at the Hojo’s.”

“So what,” Collins whispered through a haze of pain killers. “You didn’t buy nothing.”

“No,  I did not,” Jolene smiled. “Now I am here to arrest you. You have the right to remain a girl, and you can have a lawyer. Considering how many times you been arrested, you know your rights, don’t you?”

“I want a lawyer,” Collins said.

“You’ll get one,” Jolene said as she handcuffed him to the bed. “But I want some information first. I want to know who your supplier is. If you cooperate, I’ll put in a good word for you with the D.A.”

“I ain’t talking,” Collins said.

“Oh, what a shame,” Jolene said as she reached over and shut off the morphine drip. “Is this good pain killer? Let’s find out.” She reached down and grabbed a handful of what was left of Collins’ genitals. She began to squeeze. “Talk, motherfucker,” she nodded. “Or else.”

Collins tried to scream, but Jolene clamped a strong hand over his mouth.

“You don’t seem to understand,” she grinned. “There ain’t no option A, option B shit here. Only option you got is to spill your guts,” she said as she squeezed harder. “Or I will keep squeezing until you die of shock, you piece of shit. Give it up, boy.”

Collins mumbled a name and passed out.

“Good boy,” Jolene said. She turned on the morphine drip and left. “He’s a collar,” she said to the floor nurse. “We’ll send some cops over to stand guard outside his door. He is to have no contact of any kind with the outside world unless you clear it with Chief Larsen in Stratford. You got me?”

“Got you,” the nurse nodded.

Jolene went down to the lobby; Carla was sitting at the reception desk, a dazed look on her face.

“Let’s go,” Jolene said.

“Huh?” Carla grinned as she mopped her forehead.

“What in hell were you doing?” Jolene said.

“Gettin’ a flu shot,” Carla said as she got to her feet. “Or some kind of in-jection. Beef injection, I think. You pop him?”

“Yeah. He gave up the name of his supplier.”

“Uh oh, somebody is in for a bad day.”

“You smell funny,” Jolene said. “Why are you all sweaty?”

“Hot in January,” Carla grinned. “Never mind me. Who be the supplier?”

“Some clown name of Vito Antonelli.”

“You been had, girl. Not as good as I was just had, but that be a different story. Vito Antonelli is a Captain in our department.”

“Maybe there’s more than one,” Jolene said. “We will investigate. That boy upstairs is gonna be here for a few weeks while  they design him a pussy. Gonna call him Geraldine now,” she grinned.
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“Meet Vito Antonelli,” Carla grinned. “Hold yer nose.”

“Who’s the kid?” Vito said.

“Your next nightmare,” Carla said. “She’s a juvy cop from Montana, Jolene Barrett.  Drug dealer just gave you up as his supplier.”

“Yeah, right,” Vito laughed. “I got ten keys of coke stashed in my locker. Who’s the dealer?”

“Gerald Collins,” Carla said.

“Geraldine now,” Jolene smiled.

“Boy been pecker shot,” Carla nodded. “You sure he ain’t telllin’ the truth? You always looked dirty to me. Don’t smell too good, neither.”

“We been after that skel for six months,” Vito said. “Youse shot him in the schwantz?”

“Not us,” Carla huffed.

“There any other Vito Antonellis about?” Jolene said. “Boy were somewhat under duress when he gave it up,” she grinned.

“Yeah, and I bet youse douche bags had somethin’ to do with that. What is this, a friggin’ day care center? Every time I come in here there’s some new girly teeny bopper with a badge to break my balls. That ain’t right. There ain’t one real Italian man cop here other than me.”

“Answer the question, Captain,” Jolene said in a dead voice.

“I got no other guy with my name who got a sheet. And don’t order me around, girly. I outrank you.”

“I don’t work here. I am a Deputy Sheriff. Where I come from, Sheriffs outrank Captains.”

“This ain’t where you come from,” Vito nodded. “Youse got no stroke here. I don’t take orders from no kid. I bet you ain’t even got your exclamation point yet.”

“Period,” Carla giggled.

“Whatever. I knew it had something to do with that shit they teach you in school. I had them classes.”

“Didn’t take,” Carla grinned.

“Youse shaddup, Popsicle Patty. I’ll see if there’s another Vito.  Hasta Las Vegas, assholes,” he grinned.

“He’s a cop?” Jolene sighed. “Really?”

“Hard to believe, ain’t it,” Carla said.
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“Carole talk to you two maniacs about that drug dealer?” Tracy said.

“Yep,” Carla grinned. “What about him? You want a date or somethin’? You are gonna be real disappointed when it comes time to play hump the redhead.”

“Yeah,” Jolene smiled. “He’s gonna be pissing in a bag the rest of his life.”

“You shut up,” Tracy said, pointing her pen at Jolene. 

“Screw you, Gawky,” Jolene muttered.

“What did you say to me?” Tracy shrieked.

“Nothing. Are you related to Conan O’Brien?”

“No, I am not. You got a rifle we don’t know about?”

“If you don’t know about it, I ain’t got it,” Jolene said.

“The forensics guys found the bullet in that tree the fella were pissing on. I got the report right here.”

“Yeah, but you ain’t got no rifle to match it up with,” Carla grinned. She took the report. “Just what I figgered. Bullet is all de-formed and ain’t got no ballistics. Couldn’t match this to nothin’.”

“You’d be surprised what I can match,” Tracy said.

“My ass and your face would be a good starter,” Jolene mumbled.

“You best keep a civil tongue with me,” Tracy said. “I ain’t above tunin’ up the band on your ass.”

“You ain’t capable,” Jolene smiled.

“Don’t bet on it, girly. I were trained as a wrestler and a kickboxer in Ireland. I got the scars to prove it, too.”

“I got no scars,” Jolene grinned. “I never got my ass kicked like you did, loser.”

“Oh, you think you’re tough, do you? Get on me bad side and we’ll see about that some day. But for now, we got copper work to do. I want that shit hole hotel cleaned out and shut down. For good this time. You two assholes got the job.”

“Y’all mind tellin’ us how we go about that?” Carla said, tobacco juice running down her chin.

“Don’t do nothin’ stupid. If you got to shoot somebody, you know what to do,” Tracy nodded.

“Make it look like self de-fense,” Carla grinned.

“Hold on, Big Red,” Jolene said. “I am not here to mop up after your incompetent Too Tall Jones ass. I am not a member of this here department.”

“Yeah,” Carla grinned. “Pecker shootin’ be her limit.”

“You want to be a member here?” Tracy said, leaning back. “Or do you like shoveling cow shit in Montana when it be fifty below?”

“Ain’t bad here,” Jolene shrugged. “My Aunt can always get another psycho to take my place.”

“Then raise yer paw,” Tracy said. Jolene stuck her hand in the air, and Tracy swore her in. She tossed a gold shield onto the desk. “Congratulations, you are now a temporary Detective. And I want that pistol you pack. That’s overkill.”

“I ain’t givin’ up my hog leg,” Jolene said. “Boys we got to deal with wear body armor.”

“You miss with that thing and you could kill an innocent bystander half a mile away.”

“Then I will have to make sure I do not miss. I never have; I ain’t about to start now.”

“I think maybe I’ll git me one of them guns,” Carla said. “Shoots through a car door, it do.”

“You never mind that. You get into enough trouble with what you already got. Now beat it, the both of you. Get that hotel straightened out.”

Two days later, Tracy sat bolt upright in bed at six A.M.; a tremendous cracking noise shook the ground, followed by distant sirens. When she came to work, the Fire Chief was waiting for her.

“There ain’t no more Hojo’s,” he grinned. “Gas explosion. There ain’t nothing left but a smoking hole in the ground. No casualties; the place was empty. I’ll file my report this afternoon. Have a nice day.”

Half an hour later, Tracy heard a commotion outside. “Get in there, damn it!” Carla yelled as she shoved a half naked girl with purple hair into the lobby. She was followed by three other girls Jolene was escorting at gunpoint, a Spanish dude, and finally Dimitri. Three uniform cops followed with big plastic containers.

“What’s in the containers?” Kennedy said.

“Ain’t food, if that’s what you’re hopin’ for,” Carla said. “This here be evy-dence. Drugs, guns, all kinds of shit. Evy-dence of prostitution. I kept the rubbers, though,” she grinned.

“What a surprise. Who are these fine upstanding young ladies?” Kennedy smiled as the purple haired girl tried to wriggle out of her handcuffs.

“Hey,” Jolene said, tapping the girl on the shoulder. Kennedy stared in disbelief at what happened next; Jolene moved so fast it was only a blur. Next thing he knew, purple hair was unconscious on the floor.

“This here be Bambi, Bubbles, and Slut Puppy, although I do not think that be their real names,” Carla said.  That be Chloe Blowie on the floor. She be ornery. The Spanish Dude be Ricky the Dicky Ricardo, which may be an alias. He runs the whores. Y’all know Dimitri,” she grinned. Dimitri was all beat to hell and could barely stand. “Boy went a couple of rounds with Jolene. That ain’t a wise move.”

“Get Margo in here to pat them down,” Kennedy smiled. “Unless you want  me to do it.”

“You ain’t doin’ shit,” Jolene said. “These here are women and you will not touch ‘em.”

“Sounds like what the priest told me at my wedding,” Kennedy said.

Tracy came out and looked around. “What happened to her?” she said, pointing at purple hair.

“Tried to git away,” Carla grinned.

“My office; both of you.” They sat down and Tracy told them what the Fire Chief had said. “You two morons responsible for that?” she smiled.

“I get a raise if we were?” Carla said.

“No, you do not. Answer the damn question.”

“Place be old,” Carla said. “Old gas lines, bad wiring, you name it. Dimitri were makin’ Borscht or some Polack  shit on the stove. I figger the flame went out after we made our arrests and skedaddled on out of there, and the gas filled the fuckin’ place up. Them whores yonder had candles in their rooms to cover up the tuna smell. Boom
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