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Prologue
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A dogtrot house consists of two log cabins connected by a breezeway, or ‘dogtrot’, all under a common roof. One cabin is used for cooking and dining while the other is used as a private living space with a parlor and bedrooms. At the turn of the century, they were common in the southeast part of the country and are still found in parts of Kentucky, Tennessee, and Louisiana.

The breezeway through the center of the house is a unique feature with rooms opening into it. The shaded area provides a cooler covered space for sitting. Dogs and cats also find it a pleasant place to lay, hence the name dogtrot.

Now sit back with a snack and a drink and enjoy the second Carter A. Johnson and Kate Menke novel

The Dogtrot Murder
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Chapter 1 – The Crime
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Winter in the heartland; snow is forecasted for well after midnight. The temperature hovers at freezing. A dull, yellow glow from a quarter moon pierces the cold, clear air to light my way. 

Along the edge of the asphalt road, a ribbon of concrete curbing is perfect for my imitation of a teenager walking a railroad track, arms and elbows occasionally flapping for balance. Fear weighs against hatred and revenge causing my gut to wrench and grumble. I know what I'm about to do is morally wrong, but a hateful greed overwhelms me.

My schedule is tight, and outside factors won't dissuade or distract me. The complex plan has evolved over long months in anticipation of the right weather, the right week, and the right night. Tonight, it begins.

Large custom-designed houses surround me. Christmas parties will be in full swing next week; revelers will come and go all evening. Then I might be noticed.

My destination sits two houses ahead. It's an elongated, one- and two-story French Country design. An extravagant place only a multimillionaire could afford to build and own. Negative memories of being an infrequent visitor inside the showplace fuel my hatred.

Thin leather gloves leave my hands cold but will prevent my fingerprints being left behind. Once I leave the sidewalk, everything must go according to plan. After the front door is breached, there can be no retreat, no quarter given, and no remorse. The steps of tonight's mission are reviewed one final time as I cross the driveway. I can't afford to forget any of them. Failure is not an option.

Cars are not moving on the street as I insert the brass key into the lock. A deep breath and a smooth exhale as the key turns without resistance. The oversized, hand carved, solid mahogany door opens soundlessly into the two-story foyer. Quietly I close the thick wood slab until a slight click announces the lock is set. To the left, a nine-foot tall live Christmas tree glistens. Miniature lights sparkle off a multitude of expensive, handblown glass German ornaments. 

Rubber soles carry me silently to the end of the foyer with slight squeaks. Restrained opulence surrounds me. 

There's a familiar right turn into a wide tiled hallway. It leads me past the dining room to a large elaborately equipped home office. I hear fingers clacking away on a computer keyboard. He’s still there. He hasn't heard me.  The glass paned office doors stand open as if to encourage me and beckon me to enter.

At the desk, the large, gray-haired man sits in deep concentration. Accustomed to giving orders and being in complete control, he has no tolerance for failure or weakness. He glances up and gives a quizzical look when he sees me. Then he notices I'm dressed in black from head to toe. He can't imagine why I'm here at this hour uninvited. Surprise shows on my intended victim's face. A welcoming but questioning smile spreads across his features. No doubt, he wonders how I entered past locked doors. 

Crossing the room with long strides, I stop at the executive-sized oak desk. With a nervous jerk, I withdraw my right arm from my jacket pocket, but not to shake hands in friendship. I relish what I'm about to do, but fear of discovery still tugs at my mind. Disbelief freezes on the old man's face at the sight of the gun. He isn't given time to rise, speak, demand, or beg. My first shot hits the target in the chest from less than three feet. I remember to push his chair back from the desk as planned. He's not dead but close to dying. He attempts to raise his right arm, then it drops to his side. His eyes stare at me in astonishment as his life slowly fades away. Shots two through eight are to ensure the victim dies. More importantly, they also create the image of a crime of passion. I smile smugly because there is no remorse in my heart. Since the plot’s inception, I'd known there’d be none. I've waited years in anticipation of this act. Gerhart J. Menke is finally dead. 
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Chapter 2— Incarceration
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Five months later. . . . A van from the Johnson County Sherriff's Department drove through the gates of the Topeka Correctional Facility. It's the State of Kansas’s prison for female inmates. 

I am officially a convict. My defense attorney, David Holloway, delivered me to the Sheriff's Office yesterday to begin my sentence. My case has headlined newspapers and TV newscasts nationwide for the past five months. Multiple media crews covered my trial and have eagerly awaited my arrival as they mill outside the gate. They are a loud, obnoxious bunch of vultures.

Weeks before my conviction, David hired a guard from the Missouri penal system and an older recently paroled inmate from the Topeka prison maximum-security section. They taught me, his wealthy client, what to expect in prison. They discussed my daily routine and what I could expect including the sights, sounds, and smells. Both spoke of how I should behave—when to defer to avoid incidents with the inmates as well as the guards. They said I'd be targeted for abuse by some of the other inmates. I had trouble understanding or accepting why I'd be a target. But both insisted my safety would depend on my physical and mental conditioning. 

Four weeks of enhanced martial arts training, four hours a day, taught me self-defense skills and some basic offensive maneuvers. I needed to replace the natural self-protection skills and instincts erased by my social upbringing and society position. Fighting! I couldn't believe my safety could depend on such a barbaric action. The mere thought of physical conflict was alien to me. The same acts I'd been taught to avoid in the proper, upper-class society I was born to were now said to be required for my survival. I had been condemned to a totally new and uncompromising environment for which I was ill prepared. 

"When attacked, retaliate." My slender, dark-skinned martial arts instructor, Ken'ichi Takahashi, taught me in his heavily Japanese accented English. "Jab the soft tissue to inflict pain and then break small bones. Don't go for a blow to the head for a knockout; it only works in the movies. You aren't strong enough and don't have the body mass to do that. You have to hurt them, hurt them, and hurt them until you put them down." The soreness throughout my muscles eventually diminished. He said I was to continue with the exercise routines in my cell. It was to become my new way of life. It was a hard learning experience, but I was a good student because I feared what lay in the dark weeks, months, and years ahead.

I, Katherine M. Menke, had been delivered along with three other new inmates. Two were sentenced to the minimum-security cellblocks; they looked to me like drug addicts, pale and listless with smug, screw you attitudes. The third woman was silent and radiated toughness. I gathered the guards felt the same about her by their actions and the way they watched her closely. She would be housed in the medium security section. Only I was slated for the maximum-security cellblock. The Big House. My conviction was for the first-degree murder of my husband. I've learned it's useless to profess my innocence. I doubt even my defense lawyer believes me. My family has stood by me, and I continually pray they won't abandon me. We've been close, and I'm sure they believe me when I say I'm innocent. I need them; they're all I have left.

Personal ornamentation is discouraged and restricted. Two pairs of earrings and a wristwatch are all that’s allowed. All were bought at Wal-Mart—the first time I'd purchased jewelry there. I could have a religious medallion, but I'm not a practicing Christian. I used to believe in God somewhat, but he wasn't around when I needed him. My own jewelry, crafted of silver, gold, platinum, diamonds, and other precious stones was stored in a safe deposit box in favor of cheap costume jewelry. My expensive jewelry would be considered ostentatious and would likely be stolen. The other personal items I'm allowed include my first pair of plastic shower shoes (flipflops I learned they’re called) and the maximum number of family photos, fifty. They are the remnants of a past, happy, loving relationship.

For initial processing, they took us to the Admitting and Discharge building. When the paperwork was completed, two guards hauled the four of us further into the expansive prison complex to a two-story, tan brick building. I had arrived at TCF-I Cell House; my new home for the foreseeable future.

At the entrance, we were met by two guards who escorted us to the Reception and Diagnostic Unit. I would spend two weeks in RDU being indoctrinated, evaluated, and graded on my mental, physical, and emotional state. Here they measured me for a new uniform wardrobe. I was given a list of what I would receive: 7 shirts, 8 pants, 2 pairs of shorts, 6 panties, 5 bras, 2 nightgowns, 2 thermal tops and bottoms, 6 pairs of socks, a coat, and black, low-top leather work shoes. The shirts and pants are similar to medical scrubs and come in green, blue, or maroon. The old lady underwear is white; no sexy colors are permitted. I avoided thinking of my beautiful stylish clothing hanging in the huge walk-in closet at home. Tears welled in my eyes. My closet is . . .  was across the hall from my precious husband's closet.

In a conference room painted like a green apple, we newbies were told to sit on blue plastic stack chairs with chromed tubular metal legs. A female guard wearing a black, long sleeved button front shirt with tan pants over highly polished black boots stood behind us while a short video played. I'd watched a similar one from the Missouri penal system two weeks earlier. I’d been cautioned the film painted a much better image than the actual conditions would be.

When the film ended, we were ordered to rise and were escorted in a single file to a room with dressing areas where sets of garments were placed for us to change into. The discarded orange jumpsuits provided by the County were left to be gathered for return to the Sherriff's Department. 

After donning panties, bra, and a blue uniform, I put on white cotton socks and black work shoes. I stood and looked at my image in the polished, stainless steel mirror. Stainless steel doesn't break into shards which can be used as weapons, we'd been told. What a stark change I saw from only a week ago. My face was pale, my eyes shallow, and my blonde hair was cut the shortest it had been since I was five years old.

Even with prior tutoring, I wasn't prepared for the cold, indifferent reception from both guards and other inmates. I thought of how my new surroundings shouldn't be a surprise to me; I’d been warned. But reality was yet to set in. 

Before the indoctrination and diagnostic sessions began, we were escorted to the medical department. There I was probed for contraband during a cavity search. Once again, my pre-prison information didn't fully prepare me for the humiliating personal invasiveness of being watched while I stripped naked. Then came the invasive fingers while I was spread, stretched, and bent in a cold, utilitarian environment. I can only hope the person violating me with her fingers found it as distasteful and embarrassing as I did.

Finally, a nurse reviewed my completed medical history forms. She escorted me to an examining station without walls and pulled a curtain around an overhead chrome rail for my privacy. Twenty minutes later, a female doctor gave me a complete examination, then declared I was in excellent health and that was something she didn't often see.

They took blood and urine samples. I would receive the results within two weeks. The state of my physical health upon arrival had been well documented, so I couldn't initiate a phony lawsuit later. After my first prison shower, I toweled my hair dry but didn’t comb it. My skin was clean but without any trace of cosmetics. From there on, I was alone and separated from the other women going to lesser security level cellblocks.

During RDU, prison employees interviewed me and gave tests to determine my intelligence level, skill level, and psychological state of mind. I thought I should have failed the last test but didn’t.

On my last day in RDU, a unit supervisor met me in a small meeting room and summarized the rules of the Maximum-Security Unit. I had already heard them, but her pointed advice was aimed solely at me. 

"Kate, there are currently one hundred ten inmates in maximum security. Fifty-six were convicted of murder. You're one of fifty-four inmates convicted of first-degree murder, the most serious offense. 

"You'll be allowed to leave your cell three hours a day in one-hour increments. Meals are served in the dining hall during those three periods. All maximum-security prisoners will be seen at mealtimes and some occasionally in passing, except for those in isolation. You will have no direct contact with minimum or medium security inmates at any time during your entire sentence." She paused momentarily to study my stoic countenance and then continued.

"You'll live in a two-person cell as long as you earn that privilege. If you prove to be a troublemaker, you'll be segregated to a cell by yourself. The women you are housed with have also been convicted of committing heinous crimes. Many of them are tough and they won't be impressed by your past social standing. The majority of the prisoners tolerate each other without causing problems. We expect you to do the same. Do you have any questions?"

I hesitated, shook my head and kept my lips sealed.  

I would be allowed to take a shower every day, make phone calls, and receive or send e-mails to preapproved relatives during my three hours of daily confined freedom. No personal cell phones were allowed. A traveling phone could be requested to make occasional personal calls. Incoming phone calls were strictly prohibited, and all communications with the world past the razor wire topped fences were monitored. 

If my behavior warrants, I'll be allowed to request permission at some future time to purchase an MP3 player, a radio, or a small TV from the prison store. No items from friends or family are allowed into the prison; they might contain illegal contraband. 

I had unjustly been reduced to the status of a caged animal in the corrections system zoo.

My two weeks in RDU finally passed, and I was transferred to my new maximum-security home. A single guard escorted me through the sterile complex and unlocked the door to my assigned cell. This would be my home for twenty-five years . . . or longer. I walked into a cell painted a medium shade of greenish gray clutching my plastic bags of clothing and personal items. The newest inmate at the Topeka maximum-security cellblock for women had arrived. When the steel door clanged shut isolating me from the world I had known for the past forty-one years, a frigid, dank fear enveloped my body, mind, and soul. A violent shiver ran through me. My life as I had known it was over. My future would be comprised of a narrow, strictly regimented routine. I vaguely heard the key turn before the guard stepped away. 

Twenty-five years to life the judge had sternly proclaimed at my sentencing. The beginning of a sentence, the end of a life. The husband I had lived for and depended on for sixteen years couldn't help me or comfort me in my extreme time of need. I was on my own, lonely, and dreading the future.

"How long are you gonna stand there with your eyes closed before you say hello to your cellmate?"

The strange voice snatched me out of purgatory and harshly pulled me back down into hell.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be rude. I'm still in a bit of shock." 

"You'll adjust, we all had to." A large woman rolled off the bottom bunk, then stepped to the end of the cell with a slight limp in her left leg. Behind her, a stainless steel hand wash basin was mounted on the wall beside a stainless steel commode bolted to the floor; no wall or door for privacy. A narrow, tall window with frosted glass was embedded in the end wall. I couldn't see out, but a dim glow passed inward. My cellmate was tall, likely six feet, heavyset but not fat at two hundred pounds. The worn maroon clothing had her identifying number and name on a white patch. They looked the same as mine except for past harsh launderings over many, many months. Her black hair was cut short and tight to her head. Brown eyes looked intelligent but tired and beaten. Her facial features were hard. A scar on the left side of her chin started at the juncture of her lips and ended under her chin. Throughout her life, she would have been considered plain and average but never pretty. 

She pointed at a metal locker. "The wardrobe on the right is yours." She seemed curious of me, neither friendly nor unfriendly.

"Please excuse me, I just. . . ." A pained frown overtook my expression as tears ran down my cheeks, falling onto the new blue uniform jumper. I straightened my back and my resolve, exhaled, and walked eight feet to the metal cabinet, faced it, closed my eyes again, bit my lower lip, then stowed the clothing issue and my meager personal items.

Turning slowly, I faced the resident inmate sitting on the lower bunk. "I'm Kate Menke. I thought I was prepared for this place, but I'm not. Please excuse me until I come to grips with it." 

"Merci Jourdain. Welcome to the Topeka Women's Country Club. I saw you on TV a couple times during your trial. Back then your hair was long and styled and you dressed better. We all watched as the media ripped you as a cold-blooded murderer. You don't look like one to me. What's your story?"

I tried to smile. "Do you want the short version or the long version?"

She smiled back, then said, "Lunch will be served in less than fifteen minutes so go for the condensed version. If I believe it, you can tell me the sordid details later."

There was space beside her on the bed so, as I'd been indoctrinated, I motioned I'd like to join her. She nodded permission. I sat beside her, hands in my lap, while I replayed what had consumed my mind since Gerhart's murder. "Last December my husband and I had dinner alone at home before I left for a women’s club meeting. The five officers met to discuss a charity event scheduled for the following April. 

"Several hours later, when I entered our home, I saw a pistol lying in the hallway from the garage into the kitchen. I stepped over it, knowing then something was wrong." I stood and paced in a tight circle. "I called to my husband, but he didn't answer. When I left, he was working in his office. While I walked toward the office, I glanced in adjoining rooms fearful an intruder was still in the house. I found my husband seated at his desk, but his chest was covered in blood. Gerhart was laid back in his chair with his chin on his chest, his arms hanging down over the arms of his chair. I remember kneeling beside his chair. His eyes were still open. I called 911 to report the shooting and asked for an ambulance, but I knew then there was no hope." 

I stopped pacing and faced my cellmate, my hands clasped together, cold and clammy. "Someone entered our home, killed my husband and planted evidence to incriminate me. The house was locked and there’d been no forced entry. Days later, the police found a note on my husband's computer written the week before he was shot stating he suspected I was cheating on him and would file for divorce if it were true. Then pictures the prosecutor claimed were of me with another man mysteriously appeared. Finally, a business partner of my husband's testified he and I had been involved for almost a year. He said the blonde woman in the photos with him was me, but it wasn't. I was convicted and here I am."

Merci stood and squinted thoughtfully as she stared at me. "Girl, you're either one hell of a liar or somebody really hated you and your ole man. I want to hear the full story after we eat, and don't you leave out a damn thing."
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Chapter 3—Declaration

I approached Mattie's cabin as I finished a four-mile run an hour and a half after sunrise. I knew she'd have coffee made, so I stopped to visit. We sat on Adirondack chairs on the back wood deck perched above a forty-foot-high rock outcropping. As the sun rose, shadows emerged, blended, then disappeared as they danced across a panoramic view a mile wide and out to the pristine forest on a ridge far off to the west. 

I wore a sweatshirt and pants to guard against the early May breeze in Southwestern Oregon. Mattie stood, quietly took my mug, and stepped inside for refills. She was dressed to be warm also. We'd spoken little, both relaxed and absorbed in the natural beauty before us. Our friendship had developed since I'd leased a similar cabin a quarter mile from hers several months earlier. 

I had things to say, but I was hesitant to bring up the subject because of the murky territory it lay in. For two weeks, I'd put it off, but today I was determined to bring it up.

Mattie stopped behind my chair, handed me a fresh hot cup and then leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. "I'm glad you stopped by this morning, Carter. I haven't seen enough of you lately."

It was the opening I needed. I twisted toward her in my chair. "Mattie, we need to talk. I've been thrashing things around for weeks. I don't know any way to say this other than to let it spill out. I like you. I really like you a lot, and I'd like to continue seeing you. But I also want to be upfront with you. I don't want . . . no, I won't have a relationship based on false pretenses where you expect more from me than I'm capable of or willing to give."

Mattie sat in her chair; her body turned to face me. She leaned forward a little but didn't try to interrupt. Her eyes focused intently on my face making my mission harder.

"The work I do is sort of an extension of when I was a cop. I'm gone a lot, often for long periods. The work is sometimes dangerous. Those things aren't good for a stable relationship."

"Okay." Mattie tried to suppress a smile. "I was beginning to think you were gay or not interested." 

Why was she trying not to smile? "Oh, I'm interested, but when I'm gone on a job I live alone and come or go as needed. I'm not used to having another person underfoot all the time. Often, I work long hours or need solitude to think. Those attitudes carry over to when I'm home. I like you and want to spend time with you. I was married for four years, and it didn't work. Since then, I've been single for almost eight years and don't know if I can adjust to living with someone full time again." I shrugged my shoulders and took a drink of the hot, strong, black coffee. I wished I could crawl into it and drown. I had no idea what her reaction would be.

Mattie settled back in her chair and turned her head away from me. It almost sounded as if she was fighting to contain a giggle. Why? What the hell was funny? 

She finally controlled her emotions and turned back toward me now somber. "So, let’s see now, you want in my panties, but you don't think you can stand to live with me?” 

I choked on the coffee and spewed it out on the deck and coughed several times. "No, damn it, I didn't—"

"Carter!" She interrupted me loudly but playfully. "Look at my house. There are girly things all over it, and my bathroom has feminine products scattered everywhere. I like it the way it is. As a writer, I need peace and quiet to create moods, plots, and dialog for the characters in my romance novels. I've been married and mine didn't work either. I don't need or want a big lug flopped on the couch reading Playboy or chasing my ass around the house twice a day. But I do really like you." She stood and walked behind my chair to hug me. She leaned over my shoulder, tilted my head, and kissed me on the lips. "That was sweet. Thank you for being considerate, but it's unnecessary. I don't want you to move in, and I'll not move in with you. Let's just keep things the way they are."

She straightened and walked to the screen door. "I'm afraid I'll have to put your dilemma on hold for a week. I'm leaving in an hour for San Francisco to meet with my publisher. Afterward, I'll visit a friend there for a few days and then stop by my daughter's apartment for a visit. In a week, we'll see how interested you are and if you're up to the task."

Mattie took his cup, gave Carter a hug and a kiss, and he left. She thought about him as she prepared to leave: tall, stocky, brown crew cut, brown eyes, square jaw, a medium tan, muscular. Neither ugly nor pretty boy handsome. Attractive and sensual in a sturdy and self-confident package. He's interesting, oh so interesting. He's gone a lot often for weeks at a time, but I can live with that.
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Chapter 4—Threatened

The outside exercise yard gave our only view of what lay behind the tall razor wire topped cyclone fences. A small scruffy copse lay outside the fence barely fifty feet from the jogging path. The rest of the prison compound was grass mowed short or asphalt roadways and parking lots surrounding other cellblocks, support, and administrative buildings. It was all stark and utilitarian. 

Merci waited while I completed my jog. I stopped beside her, breathing deep but not panting. "Let's go eat. I think it's past time for serving to begin.” 

Merci was stooped over, breathing hard, her arms extended so her palms rested on her knees. "You're in better shape than me, but I'm gonna get there if it don't kill me." We talked as we walked back to our cell block under the constant monitoring of security cameras. I'm still not accustomed to the lack of privacy, especially in the shared areas.

Meals were served in a common area in the center of the building on the first floor designated a day room. Cells surrounded the perimeter. Serving had started before we reached the back of the line. I glanced around the greenish gray room decorated with occasional splashes of yellow paint. An inmate near the serving window was turned toward us staring intently. The medium height, overweight Latino gave me a harsh look, bordering on a sneer. Then she turned away to accept the tray with her allotted portions.

Merci saw the unfriendly stares. "Stay clear of the one throwin you the evil eye. She's Angel Castillo. Thinks she's a badass and causes lots a trouble. The bitch has a real bad attitude problem and a big, loudmouth goes with it. Her and her old man delivered some drugs over to Missouri. Goin back south, they held up a tavern in West Kansas, and he killed the bartender. He's a lifer in Leavenworth and she's here. Lucky us. There ain't no gang problems here yet, but she's trying to gather some followers. She's got two. She'll try to intimidate you in front of the rest of the girls at some point."

"Why would she bother with me when she doesn't even know me? I've done nothing to her."

Merci laughed. "Hell, everybody in here knows you. I toll you before, you been the main topic of conversation for the past couple months. Especially after you was convicted. Word spread from anybody with a TV or radio or any other news source from the outside." 

"But why do they care? What am I to them?"

"You're the beautiful, slender, shapely, blonde, blue-eyed rich bitch they'd all like to be. Troublemakers like Angel assume you're meek and mild-mannered. Makes you an easy target. She gets her jollies intimidating people. I'll help when she lays into you. The bitch hasn't messed with me so far."

I hesitated while I thought about it. "If she comes for me, stay out of it. I have to prove myself, or people like her won't leave me alone until I do. I've been told I have to put a stop to it the first time or accept being intimidated and abused as long as I'm here."

"Whoever toll you that toll you right. It's your call, but I don't like the idea of you facing her alone. She's tough and fights dirty. Be warned those other two will have her back."

"I'll keep that in mind. Maybe she's bluffing and won't bother me."

"Don't bet on it. She'll come for you. You can make book on it."
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Chapter 5—Lovers

I panted for breath with Mattie collapsed on top of me. She inhaled loudly. "Holy shit, I've never had so many orgasms one after the other in my life. Have you not had sex for ten years, or is this what I can expect every time?"

I was breathing heavily, too, and slapped her weakly on the butt. "Get used to it."

"Wow." She grabbed a handful of tissues before she rolled away to lie beside me with her head on my chest. "The only complaint I have is, I could have had this a month ago if it wasn't for you being so damned chivalrous." She laughed then bit me playfully on the left nipple. 

I flinched, then hesitated before slowly pushing her nibbling teeth away. "I need a beer, how about you?"

"Yes. Then you can tell me about each one of those knife and bullet scars all over your body. You look like one of those badassed kung fu guys in the movies. On second thought, the way you're shot and cut up, maybe the other guys were the badasses." 

I ran through her secluded cabin bare-assed to the kitchen for the beers, then flopped on the bed again. We sat side-by-side, still naked, drinking beer. She pulled a sheet over her legs and covered her breast. I told her about the first three times I'd been shot and about both knifings. She asked more questions than a homicide interrogator trying to pry out every detail about how it happened and how it felt both physically and emotionally. I suspected some of my comments would wind up in one of her books. Finally, I showed her the most recent scar.

"I took a bullet back here almost two and a half months ago." I rolled over to show her the small scar on the back of my right thigh. 

"Two months? We met about then."

"Yeah, we did. I was approaching what I suspected might be an ambush and sure enough, it was. The guy I was meeting started shooting when I was about forty feet away. He was a poor shot. It was a wonder he hit me from there. I shot him in the chest before he tried to run me down with his car. The car hit the trash barrel I was behind but missed me. I emptied my gun at his rear window and hit him in the shoulder."

"You were alone? Where was your back up? You could have been killed!"  

"I work alone, no backup."

Mattie's mouth hung open, the beer in her hand forgotten.

"The next day the guy was found with my three bullets in him, plus six more in his chest and head. The killer I was after didn't appreciate him screwing up."

"Oh my God, Carter, what is it you do? You said you're not a policeman anymore, so why are people shooting at you? You aren't into something illegal, are you?"

"No, I'm definitely not a bad guy." Then I lied to her. "I hire out to local, state or federal police agencies to do undercover work to gather evidence to put the bad guys in jail."

"Undercover work! Oh my God, that's the most dangerous part of police work."

"Only if you're caught. Now do you understand why I waited before we became involved? I'd appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone, and I mean no one, the details of what I do. I tell folks I'm a consultant on police procedures to various departments across the country."

I didn't dare tell her, or anyone else, the truth. Who would understand or accept my working with a group of people who'd grown tired of seeing criminals escape the justice system. They swore to impose double jeopardy on criminals their investigations determined to be guilty. In reality, I'm a vigilante. 

She slipped her right arm around my neck, pulled me close, and kissed me. "Please be careful and take care of yourself. I like you and don't want to lose you."

After she left the bed, she walked to the bathroom then turned back to me. "Carter, what's your middle name? What does the A stand for? Allen, Arthur, Adolph?"

"And, A-N-D."

"Carter AND Johnson?"

"Right." I shrugged. "When I was conceived my mother was dating two men. She wasn't sure which one fathered me, so she named me after William Carter AND Joshua Johnson. She said I was almost Joshua A. Williams, but she liked Carter for a first name."

"Well, it's certainly different. It sounds like your mother was several decades ahead of her time." She laughed and continued to the bathroom while knowing I was staring. 

Yeah, Mom was ahead of her time. My eyes watched Mattie's trim figure until she disappeared. Then I closed my eyes while my head rolled back against the headboard. Mattie Bowker was quite the find, medium height, shoulder length brown hair, brown eyes, slender, and pretty. A solid woman a man can touch and be happy around. She's intelligent with great legs and boobs. Oh yeah! Great looking arms, legs, boobs, neck, and face. Oh, yeah, and intelligent too!
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Chapter 6—Angel Castillo
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One month in my prison cell, a milestone. Before, when there was an anniversary of any significance, Gerhart and I would celebrate at a great restaurant to make it a wonderful, memorable occasion. Sometimes we'd fly to another city for the evening or a weekend. Now I'd eat whatever was being served regardless of how it tasted or was presented.

I was on the top bunk. I leaned over and spoke to Merci. "Earlier you said you killed the man you lived with. Why?"

She lay on her bunk reading a love story. She laid the open book on her stomach. "My life's not been a storybook tale like yours. I grew up in the slums and was abused since I can remember. I met Donny Schultz when I was twenty-nine; he was thirty-five. I'd been married and divorced twice. Donnie was a big decent looking blond guy. We drank a lot and did some drugs. We didn't have much, but he'd always have money for the important things. Donnie liked to fight, and he usually won. He was a big, tough bastard with big muscles and fists three times the size of mine. Trouble was, when he was drunk, he got mean. He liked to knock me around before he'd rape me." She put the book on the floor and shifted position to look up at me. "While he was doing me, he'd try new ways to hurt me, real bad pain. You can't even imagine how bad it hurt. The bastard would laugh about it while I cried and screamed.” 

I climbed down, Merci moved over, and I sat beside her and placed my hand on her knee. "Why didn't you leave him?"

"Huh, shows what you know. Honey, you don't walk out on guys like Donny. He threatened to kill me if I went to the police or ran away. I got my nerve up and walked out on him once, but only once. He found me and beat the shit out of me. Liked to have killed the guy I was with. I was only in the hospital for five days, but every inch of me was bruised and I had internal bleeding. Only two ribs and my right arm were broken, but I couldn't move anything without pain, terrible, intense pain."

I sat silenced. I had never experienced a situation similar to what she had endured. Truthfully, I'd never even thought about such inhumane living conditions.

Merci was silent for a short time. Tears ran down her cheek, and she wiped them away with her sleeve. I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her close and held her against me. "The physical pain was bad, but a shrink here said the emotional abuse left the longest lasting scars. So one night after a particularly violent rape and beating, I waited until he passed out. He was in bed, and I stood beside him real close and pointed a gun at his head. I















































[image: ]






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Carter A. Johnson
& Kate Menke Thriller

MURDER

Robert Schobernd






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





