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Chapter One

“Third case this week,” Carl said to himself.  He looked at the dead man, a guy well into his forties and dressed in a stately manner.

“Stabbing?” an officer behind Carl asked. “Trail of blood there,” he said pointing to the ground.  

Carl looked over at the patrolman,  noticing the anxiety present on his face.  He nodded his head and followed the trail. There were ten total homicides in the area this month. All of the victims had criminal records of solicitation. 

He followed the blood trail to the entrance of a tall but old building. “Reiner Services,” he muttered. He tried to open the front door but found it locked. 

Carl glanced around, noticing a small window. Taking a rock from the front garden, he hurled at the glass, shattering it. 

He used his gun to move the shards away then climbed inside.  

The dark office looked uncared for. Papers were strewn on the ground and an overturned desk stood in the center. 

Then he heard the girl crying. 

Following the sound, he saw a beautiful blonde girl walk in to the moonlight streaking in from the side window. 

“Leave me alone,” she said.

“Was this your doing?” he asked, pointing at the receding blood trail on the floor. 

“No.  It was her.  They call her Fantasia,” she sobbed again, a crazy look in her eyes. 

Great, another delusional nutcase.  There had to be something around here that could help him determine whether or not this was the girl or not.  The knife was there, the blood dripping from it.

“Did you touch this knife?” he asked.

“Yes.  I carried it from the crime scene.  But I didn’t do it!  It was the  girl, the one who has been killing all those dudes,” she explained.

The girl’s dress was tattered and white.  He looked at her, stepping closer.

“What's your name?” he asked.

The girl looked at him with trembling lips. “Camilla.”

“Camilla, I'm placing you under arrest.”

“I didn't do anything!”

He felt bad, especially since she looked so cute.  She had a youthful face, one that seemed to strike his eye.  Her big blue eyes seemed to almost hypnotize him, and he knew right now exactly why these guys seemed to be practically falling for her.

Carl grabbed her, hoisting her up and away from the scene.  He cuffed her as standard protocol, but he felt almost bad for it.  Was this the right girl?  Or was it someone else? He hated to be so brutal, but duty called.

He grabbed the girl and headed to the station.  He could feel the desire coursing through his body as he looked at Camilla.  She was really pretty, he had to admit.  But he had to stay focused.

“Have a seat,” he said as he ushered her into the cell.

“But I didn’t do it!” she cried out.

“I know you say that, but I can’t believe you.  I know that you work for that escort service.  You’re a suspect in this case.  I mean, I saw you with the knife,” he said.

She started to sob, and Carl almost felt bad.  If she wasn’t going to tell him otherwise, or show him evidence that she didn’t do it, then she would suffer the consequences.

“Whatever, I’m going back to the office,” he said with a sigh.  He walked out of there, feeling a slight pang of guilt for what he was doing.  She was the prime suspect, he knew that.  But he didn’t like feeling like he was doing something wrong.  Was it bad that he felt this weird feeling? Probably so, but what else could he do.

He went to his office, grabbing a cup of coffee.  It would probably be an all-nighter.  He needed to investigate the escort services.

According to the autopsy report. The man was killed about a half hour before he found Camilla.  That would make sense, but why did it take so long to find her?  Why did she stay there?  Most likely it was because of guilt for what she did, but every other murder was hard to tell.  Something was different about this one, and it felt like they messed up something important, whatever reason that may be.

“I don’t even know where to begin,” he told himself.  After mulling over it for a bit, he decided to start with what he needed as background information.  He could then go investigate the escort services, look around, maybe talk to a few of the girls about Camilla, and then head on back to question her.  He felt terrible for subjecting her to this.  She had the face of an angel, but if that was the case she may just have the heart and drive of the devil himself.

He typed in the name of the services in the search bar, pulling up the site.  Apparently it was one of the most successful escort services in the city, and it was run by a man named Christopher Reiner.  He was a young guy, but he had a strange sense of propriety in his picture.  Maybe he was trying to mask that being an escort was really two ticks away from being a prostitute.  Maybe.  As he continued to read up on it, apparently Camilla was one of the most successful girls in the agency, and she was ranked as number one on the page. Camilla could do a lot, but he wasn’t going to risk that sort of thing with her.  However, reading that she knew how to pleasure a man, take it up the ass, and play with herself with a wide array of toys did give him a stiffie.  He had to concentrate tough, because this was an important case, and not some trivial little bullshit thing.

He then read that it was growing faster than any other service out there.  He questioned that, but after reading some of the facts he immediately knew why.  These girls were trained, and there had been reports on other pages about something awry in the place. What it was, they didn’t say.  None of the girls would speak, but it was obvious that there was something up about hat place.  He also learned that apparently Reiner was a very successful businessman before this, and he had almost a sort of pyramid scheme business, where he would make the other money at the expense of these girls. Some criticized it, but he said he was following the law.  This whole thing seemed shady, and when Carl closed his computer, he sighed.

“This is going to be quite the mess,” he said.

He decided to go to bed.  He would head there in the morning to question them, and then to go see Camilla.  He would also investigate the crime scene as well.  

Chapter Two

That morning, he woke up with a headache.  He did only sleep about four hours, but it was obvious that he would have to just deal with it.  He went over to the address of the escort services place. It looked about as open as it did last night, but when he opened the door, it worked this time.  He stepped inside, and a bubbly secretary looked at him.

“Hello there how can I help you?” she asked.

Carl flashed his badge at the receptionist, who became uneasy.

“Detective Carl Sanders here.  I need to speak with your boss.  It’s about one of his girls,” he stated.

She grew nervous, but she immediately pressed the button.

“Uhh sir, you have a visitor,” she said.

“I know.  Let him in. we do have to talk,” the voice said.  It was a deep baritone, and Carl wondered just who the hell this guy was.

He walked over to the office, opening the door.  There were two people in there, a guy with beady eyes and an impeccable suit that looked like it cost a fortune, and a woman next to him in a low-cut dress. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, and for a moment, Carl thought that he was seeing double.

“Hello there, detective.  I heard about the murder last night.  I’m glad you found the culprit,” he said.

“Yes, I’m glad too.  But I wanted to talk with you.  Is it okay if I come in?” he asked.

“Oh that’s fine.  I want my girl Candice to stick around here though.  She’s very important to the business,” he explained.

“Fine by me,” the detective said.  He sat down, staring at the man with a smile.

“So, do you know why Camilla did what she did?” Reiner asked.

“I was about to ask you that.  All traces have pointed to her, but it seems strange.  She was here last night, and I apprehended her. She was crying, begging for me not to take her. Quite the actress,” he said.

“That she is.  Well, Camilla and Candice here have had a little rivalry, and I’m sure the reason for all of this was because of Camilla’s intent to make Candice look bad,” he said with a smile.

“True.  They do look like sister,” Carl mused.  But Camilla was so much prettier.  Candice did have a bit of the washed-out whore look to her, and her makeup was gaudier.

“Well, I do like twins, and sometimes we tell the clients that if they want twins, we can provide that.  Of course, those two don’t play very well together,” he said with a purr.

“I can imagine,” the detective replied.

“Yeah.  I’m happy that little skank got what she deserved.  She was taking business, and she was ruining us,” Candice chimed in.

Carl turned to her, studying her face.  Her body language screamed that she wanted to be the dominant one, and it was obvious what she was thinking.

“So Candice, how long as Camilla worked here?” he asked.

“About two years.  She was one of the original girls, just like me,” she explained.

“Ahh, that’s interesting. W ell I researched you guys, and apparently you’re quite successful Reiner,” Carl said with a straight face.

“That we are. We take pride in ensuring our clients are happy.  If they’re happy, we’re very happy,” he replied.

Carl jotted that down mentally.  This place seemed almost too perfect.

“Well do you guys have any financial issues going on?” he asked.

“What do you mean?  You read online that were the most successful agency out there” he said with a look.

“I know, I’m just wondering if there has been anything that’s been going awry with you. I don’t want to make it seem like an accusation, just standard protocol,” he explained.

“Nope, not at all.  We just know what clients like, we have ten girls with a wide array of talents, and I make sure that everything is run smoothly as the manager of this place.  It’s a simple business, we just had a bad apple come into the fray.  Tis a shame about Camilla, but she can get replaced.  I’m sure Candice can take over her clients, and we can split the profits in a better way,” he explained.

Carl looked at him with a confused look.  “I thought the profits were split evenly?” he asked.

“That they are, but we can have more of a share now.  It’s only natural to want to have to worry about this sort of thing.  I mean, I’m only running a business here my friend,” he said.

“I’m not your friend,” Carl replied.

“Well we can be.  You should think about it,” he said with a smile.  He gave Carl a card, and he looked up at him.

“If you ever need a girl, I have you covered,” the man said.

“I could have you arrested for this shit,” he said.

“Oh
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