
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Make a list of a BDSM sex club, murder after murder, and a killer still on the loose; it takes a special, dangerous Homicide Detective to solve the puzzles,

	 

	 

	One determined Homicide Detective is good at puzzles. That is how he sees each crime as a puzzle to be solved. But this time, he has his work cut out for him. In the puzzle, there is his connection to BDSM life; there are three quick murders, and then he adds more pieces. There are some wealthy widows who have a connection to a special sex club, and so much time is spent chasing down many more leads.

	Until a large tragedy strikes home, this angry detective sets out to solve all the puzzles and take down the killer.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	The sex club was called La Masque, and in the rain of the night, the reflection of the lights from all of the police cars seemed out of place.

	The street police, in their raincoats and plastic wraps on their caps, looked up and then stepped back to allow the tall man in the dark, long leather coat to move through. It was the gold badge that marked him as a detective and gave him the right to go past the crime scene. Following him closely was a short female who wore a similar gold badge and must have been his partner. She was trying to keep the raindrops off her pad as she read something on the screen.

	They both stopped under the long awning and took time to put the blue booties on their wet shoes. Standing, the tall guy pulled out some thin blue rubber gloves and pulled one on, holding the other in his hand. He nodded at the cop at the door and let the man hold the door open for them.

	Stepping into the surreal reception room, they were into an area that would have cost most people ten thousand dollars to stand in this red velvet room with the candles and pale light.

	“Let’s get the lights turned on everywhere.”

	The scene did have a different appearance in the bright white lights. Yet, as they looked around, their first surprise was how clean everything was in this red-paneled room. A policeman stood there with a young man who was dressed in a strange outfit. There was a body of a man on the floor, still dressed as a customer at any good restaurant. He was dead with a large hole in his head.

	The cop spoke first. “I’m patrolman Mosco. I guess you two are the detectives in charge?”

	The tall man nodded. “I’m Detective Reed Bower, this is my partner Detective Roberta Pervis. Where are the scenes of the homicides?”

	Patrolman Mosco turned and motioned to the young man in the strange costume. It was a pair of really tight pants that outlined everything, including his genitals. The pants were red and fitted low on his hips. He also had on a red vest that had only one button that was cut out to show each of his nipples. He was holding a mask in one hand.

	Mosco smiled as he introduced the man. “This is Charlie, who works here. He was in the storage room and has been cleared. The owner has assigned him to escort you through the club.”

	Detective Rob raised her pad and took a picture of Charlie and Patrolman Mosco. Deciding to wait and see the other two bodies, Reed didn’t do much more than see the dead body had been turned over. It was Reed who gave the instructions, crisp and expected to be obeyed.

	“Thanks, Patrolman. Stay here for now. Charlie, let’s go to the first site. We have been notified that three bodies were found here tonight, correct?” Reed looked at Charlie with the last word.

	Charlie looked down and stepped forward, in an action that all three of the police found strange.

	Then Reed nodded as he had been in kink situations before. Charlie had accepted him as a Dom, interesting. “Charlie, no role-playing now. This is real life. Lead us to the murder sites.” Reed spoke in a harsh voice, hoping to break through the youth’s natural submissive nature.

	“Yes, this way M...”

	“Stop,” Reed ordered. “Call me Detective.” He knew the kid was about to call him Master. Damn, he hated these sex clubs.

	“Yes, Detective. Please come this way.” The young man led them past the curved reception desk and down a long hall. The lights here were almost too bright to reflect the polished wood on the walls and the deep red carpeting.

	“What did the original report say, Rob?” Reed asked of his partner.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Rob did some taps on her large pad as she walked with her head tilted to read. “Police called at twelve oh five am that a body had been found. Police reported that upon arriving at the location, there were a lot of people leaving the scene. They called for backup and started to hold people outside the address.”

	“By twelve forty two, with additional officers on the scene, many adults were being held in the backs of official vehicles, and the first officers entered the site to discover more than one deceased adult in separate areas of the address. The final report of three adults dead under unusual conditions and all adults that had been detained were questioned. All officers and adults left the scene to wait for detectives, coroner, and forensic team.”

	By this time, they were at the end of the hall, and in the first room was a bar and several tables. Rob thought it looked like any standard fancy place in town until she saw the first set of handcuffs and chains. “What the hell?” Needless to say, even though she had been on the police department for some time, this was her first introduction to a BDSM club.

	“Hey, Reed. This club has been open for a couple of years, but there has not been a cop call for it in all that time.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Nodding as he listened to Rob, Reed did his usual quick glance and took in small details that most would have missed. There was a half-finished drink on the bar. There was only one shoe, a woman’s, under one table. Most of the handcuffs were closed, but he did see a couple that were open. One chair was turned over. All the furniture in this room was heavy and expensive. The customers here would be comfortable.

	“People left this room in a hurry,” Reed mumbled, and Rob made a note on her pad. “Did the house give a safe word when the first body was found?”

	They were walking through the room, heading for a large exit that led to another area. Reed addressed his question to Charlie.

	“No, Detective. Not until later.”

	As they moved into the next long room, the lights in here seemed to be an insult. Rob moved closer to her partner and tapped him with her pad. “Safe word?”

	Stopping, he looked down at the small woman and knew she could take anything that was thrown at her. This world of BDSM might be new to her, but he had worked with her for enough time to know she had the backbone to handle anything.

	“Everyone has a safe word that means stop. A club like this also has a master safe word that it probably hopes it never has to use, to ask everyone to stop immediately what they are doing.”

	Now they went ahead and entered the place where the unusual but interesting activity took place in this sex club. All the hidden ceiling lights revealed what Rob obviously thought looked like a torture chamber.

	One dead man was hanging on a standard X platform, tied in soft cotton ropes at arms and heels. But usually, the sub would be smiling at his Master. This one’s head was down, and there was a bloody hole in the chest. Below, stretched out in her pool of blood, was a naked young woman holding a small gun in one hand.

	Pulling on the second tight, thin blue glove, Bower went down on a heel next to the girl, looking at the gun and the bloody mess in her shoulder. Reed had played this game for a long time and still hated the rules. He swallowed to keep his stomach calm, after all, it wouldn’t look good to the guys in blue for a gold shield to throw up. No, he smiled to himself as he thought of what it took to reach this position and how he hated all of it.

	This was the Homicide Division, and inside, the tall, handsome detective with the gold shield was all bluff. He knew he was in the business of stopping the bad guys, but why couldn’t he stop them before they produced these types of scenes?

	This was what he was and what he did as he looked at the red spreading across the floor, reminding him of the time he dropped the full V-8 juice on the kitchen tile. Red on white was never appealing, but for a pretty young woman, it was just wrong.

	Being careful not to move anything, he checked the neck of the girl, knowing she was dead, but to see if she was cold. There was still some warmth to her skin through the thin gloves on his fingers. This close, he got a good look at the small weapon in her hand.

	“So, she killed him?” It was Rob who was standing back and taking photos with her big tablet.

	Without looking over his shoulder, he continued to look at the area, letting his mind search for anything that was out of place. “Not with this small twenty-two.”

	Staring across the body, Bower finally saw what he was looking for, and the chairs had been moved out of the way. Not as if patrons had jumped up to run for the front exit. No, several pushed away in the same direction as someone was making their way out toward the back. Someone who had put the big holes, one each, in these two people.

	“Reed, Forensics is here and is asking to come inside.” Rob, as usual, had full attention to the guys in blue and the rest of the team. She was good at her job, which was as his partner, and did not ask him too many personal questions. She was married with one kid, so she never flirted with him like the other women in the precinct.

	They had been together for only three months, but Bower had decided it was a permanent arrangement. His last partner had been shot and was on assigned desk duty due to a spine injury.

	“Let them in. I want their opinion on the caliber of the weapon.” Getting up, Bower carefully moved around the body to follow the path of moved chairs.

	From his experience in such clubs, the chairs and any place for the Dom were very comfortable, so these chairs had deep cushions and padded backs. On the other hand, where the subs would be placed on the floor, it was polished hardwood with no rugs or carpets.

	After the second chair, he saw a small triangle of blood, probably made by the toe of a shoe. He had not seen any mark in the blood around the woman, no it wouldn’t be that easy. This small mark was not enough to trace to someone’s shoe. It did confirm his hunch that the killer left in the rear direction.

	Following the fading trail of marks, he was soon heading down a hallway that led to the kitchen. Pushing through the swinging doors, he was in a large modern cooking area with half-made platters deserted on counters. Everyone had fled at the first warning of shots or panic. They left through the back doors, and no cops had been in that area to stop or question anyone.

	By the time Bower made his way to the back door and through it, there were a couple of black and whites with lights blazing and cops walking around, but no kitchen help in sight.

	Feeling like he was in one of those high school tests that he always failed, he didn’t even take time to talk to the blues, he just shook his head and returned inside. Joining Rob all the way back to the first body, the people all in white were doing their job. Cameras flashed, cases were open, and lines were being drawn.

	“Sir, you need to step outside.” A person that was probably a Chief in the probing CSI group peeked out of his white hoodie at Bower.

	Showing his gold shield on his belt, Bower did stay back out of the way. “I only need a guess of the size of the weapon that killed our vics?”

	“Well,” said a man kneeling but unidentifiable due to the all-white suit. I haven’t taken a good look at the other two, but my guess and it’s only a guess, I would say from my experience, it was a forty-five.”

	“Hey.” It was the Chief, about to throw his weight around. “There is no way we can confirm anything yet. Ignore what that man said.”

	Holding up his hands, Bower began to back away. “Easy, I was only asking. By the way, how long has he been on the job?” One of Bower’s long fingers pointed at the man kneeling who had made the intelligent guess.

	“You don’t have to worry. We are all well-trained professionals.” The Chief proffered with a huff. “He has been on the job for over ten years.”

	“Great, and when did you get your deserved promotion?” Bower asked from the door as he was leaving.

	“I was promoted three months ago.”

	Before there was any more conversation, Bower was gone and back in the big room. Charlie was standing like a statue, waiting for orders, with tears on his cheeks. This was one of the things that had turned him away from these games. Bower understood that all the players had feelings and that what happened to their mental make-up was going downhill in these games.

	Although Bower had never been to this particular club, they all had the same layout. He shook his head as he ran through the numbers that were not in the paycheck of a detective. Ten thousand memberships to get through that front door unless you had a special invitation. At two clubs, Bower had invitations that he no longer used.
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