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Blue Meth is a work of fiction. It comes from my
imagination and there is no connection to any person, or place,
living or dead. While some of the titles of people mentioned in
this book exist, there is no attempt to portray them in any manner
and any resemblance to a person is unintended and coincidental. It
is possible that an address used in this book may exist, that is
also unintentional and coincidental. Some of the railroads
mentioned in this book exist, it is not possible to create all so
many fictional Class A railroads. The same is true with some of the
businesses used in this book. However, at no time do I suggest that
those railroads or businesses have or will do anything wrong or
illegal.
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A brief history of Pittsburgh for those who have not
read a Julie Markos book. If you have feel free to skip this and go
straight to the main book with this link. Chapter One

 


In the beginning of the Twenty-first Century,
the country suffered through eight years of Republican control. The
Presidency, Congress and Supreme Court were all controlled by the
Republicans. In those eight years, the deficit skyrocketed, but
there were still tax cuts for the wealthy. Privacy was less
important than national security. The prisons were filling up with
people using recreational drugs, while those that got wealthy in
the illegal drug industry never went to jail. As with Prohibition,
certain people became wealthy dealing in drugs and then went
straight and became respectable. So after eight years of
conservative politics, the people of this country voted Democratic
and liberal in record numbers.

For twelve years, the Democrats and liberals
were in control. Privacy laws were enacted. Privacy became more
important than national security. The police along with their
investigatory and interview techniques became suspect. The courts
decided that it was better for a hundred guilty people to go free
than one innocent person to go to jail. This was both good and bad
for the police. The police had to work harder to get a conviction,
but they became more honest. Also when an arrest was finally made,
it meant that a conviction had a much better chance because the
police could no longer be sloppy and arrest someone that “looked
good for it.”

The defense attorney on the other hand could
easily win a case if they could show that the police might have
planted evidence. Also, a suspect could now say nothing so as not
to incriminate themselves. This made police work harder, but again
it made them more honest.

Along with the liberalism of this country,
there came a relaxation of what had been called victimless crimes.
The courts, the legislature, and police agencies turned their backs
on gambling, prostitution and certain drugs. As a result, the
Congress finally legalized that which was no longer being enforced.
Now they just regulated it.

Medication had made great strides in some
areas. Sexually transmitted diseases were all but a thing of the
past. The newest thing for the man was what had become known as the
“cum pill.” It was a second generation Viagra pill. It allow men to
become erect almost instantly after an orgasm and then orgasm even
quicker the second time. Men could still not have multiple orgasms
as women could, but now they could have a second, third or fourth
orgasm very quickly.

Of course this did nothing for women. Now the
man could have sex with the woman, pop a “cum pill,” get hard and
do it over and over again. If the woman hadn’t orgasmed the first
time, she could, in theory, have another shot at it. However, in
reality, if the man wasn’t able to make the woman orgasm the first
time, he probably wouldn’t do it the second, third or fourth time,
since he had to stop and wait about five minutes before he could
begin again. This was just enough time for the woman to lose some
of her edge. So the time it took for the man to orgasm the second,
third and fourth times was not long enough for the woman to orgasm.
The end result was that men loved the “cum pill,” while women hated
it. But then, the people that invented it and profited from it were
mostly men, so what did they care.

In addition to the cum pill, drug companies
had perfected breasts and penile implants. Women had almost
complete equality with men in this day and age, but men still ruled
the world of fashion. This meant that women believed they needed
breast implants to compete with other women and with men. In the
past, where women wore make up and high heels to make them more
attractive to men, now they felt like they needed big, very big,
breasts as well. It had gotten to the point that the C cup was
considered small. But on the other hand, too big was overboard, at
least for now. Men might change that too.

Thanks to the drug companies, breasts
implants were completely safe. Large breasts today were like high
heels used to be. You had them because they are what women have.
They may not be comfortable or healthy, but they are the trend, so
you had them.

Like everything else, as more and more women
had big, firm breasts, big firm breasts became the standard. What
was considered normal breast size in the twentieth century was out
of style today. Even among lesbians, unnaturally big breasts were
now the norm.

Men now had to have big penises also. They
said it was for women, but it wasn’t. Like big breasts, a big penis
was designed to impress men. Women in general could care less about
a big dick, especially when it was inside her, but men liked
walking around nude in the locker room showing off their outrageous
manhood.

Income tax was eliminated in favor of a
national sales tax. This was originally met with much opposition,
but gradually the people of this country came to like it better.
Yes now everything cost twenty percent more due to the national
sales tax, but now the Federal Government took nothing out of your
pay check. If you worked ten hours overtime, your check included
the money from ten hours overtime. No longer did the government
take half of that, or the interest on the money you saved. Some
States still had an income tax, as did some municipalities, but
even these were becoming less and less.

The national sales tax meant that the IRS was
no longer a threat to the general public. Since there was no income
tax, the IRS now concerned themselves with the Black Marketeers.
There was a big Black Market in the country, people selling goods
without collecting sales tax, but now the IRS went after those
sellers, not the average citizen, the buyer. Now if you were caught
buying something on the black market, the fine was the sales tax
and a fifty percent penalty, nothing else.

Also to be considered wealthy, you needed at
least a billion dollars. In fact this was the first year that
having a billion dollars was not enough to make the top four
hundred richest people in the country. That required at least two
billion. But on the other end of the spectrum, some people made
less than thirty thousand a year. As in the past, the rich got
richer while the poor got poorer.

Marriage both suffered and was aided by this.
Gay marriage was legal in every state. At one time the conservative
Congress attempted to pass an amendment to the Constitution stating
that marriage was between a man and a woman only, but this was
viewed as being prejudice, so it was changed to say it that the
purpose of marriage was for raising children. That created a new
wrinkle the conservatives never thought up. That would mean that
once the woman reached menopause and their children became adults,
they would have to get divorced under the new amendment. After all,
she could no longer bear children and they had no children to
raise, so it would be against the Constitution, and therefore the
law, to be married. If one of the parties in the marriage, the man
or the woman was sterile, or infertile, either naturally or
medically, and they had no children to raise, they could not
legally be married. If a man and a woman wanted to get married, but
not have kids, it would also be illegal. Yet on the other hand, if
a gay or lesbian had a child, they could marry another person of
the same sex because they could show they were raising a child. So
it was quickly pointed out that the amendment would make it easier
for gays and lesbians to marry, but force a man and a woman to get
divorced. In the end, liberal minds prevailed, and marriage became
a legal union between two people for the purpose of raising
children and the division of property and other assets. As it
turned out, in Pennsylvania, all that was necessary was to
eliminate the thinking that marriage was only between a man and a
woman.

On the other end of the spectrum, many
couples decided to just live together instead of getting married.
There was no stigma attached to unmarried mothers, so marriage was
not needed for respectability. But even this had an upside. Dead
beat dads, and moms, were sought after by a new division of the
Treasury Department. Now in an ironic twist of fate, the dead beat
parents didn’t have to worry about the IRS because they weren’t
paying taxes, but they did have to worry if they weren’t paying
child support.

Even that changed. The court took a realistic
look at child support. In the past, the courts charged some dads
almost nothing in terms of support and made raising the child
impossible, while other dads paid so much they couldn’t live while
the mother had more money than she needed. Congress looked into
what it actually cost to raise a child, and that was the minimum
amount of support. It was only raised if the parent paying support
was wealthier than the norm. If that was the case, than a “fair”
increase in support was allowed.

As far as Welfare was concerned, Congress
realized that some people needed to be on Welfare for one reason or
another, but even the liberals came to realize that people on
Welfare needed to work. They also realized that Welfare was not
designed to be a lifestyle.

With gay marriage came the acceptance of
homosexuality and bisexuality. Studies showed that ten to fifteen
percent of the population was homosexual, had been for eons and
would continue to be. People talked that it was against God’s laws
until science finally won that battle. Fifteen hundred different
animal species practice some form of homosexuality, fifteen-hundred
of the animal species that God created. So if God created
unthinking animals that practiced homosexuality, than how could it
be against God’s law?

The other thing that science showed was that
sexuality, like eye, hair color, and race were not life choices,
but genetic. Like other genetic factors such as race and sex,
sexual choice was decided at birth as well. Again, if God made
sexual choice genetic like He did hair color, how could it be
wrong. It would be like saying God is condemning you to hell
because you were born a red head.

Now about Pittsburgh. When this country went
completely liberal, Pittsburgh decided the way to revitalize the
City was with sin. Pittsburgh is now the Vegas of the east. It is
sometimes called Sin City East. There are casinos with table games,
and national entertainers. Plus prostitution is legal, but
theoretically, they must be registered and checked by a doctor
regularly. It was a law that wasn’t really enforced since STD’s
were a thing of the past.

In reality no one got busted for prostitution
unless you were soliciting in a public place. Someone walking the
streets selling his or her body would be arrested for prostitution,
but then so will someone turning tricks during a lap dance. The
person must be in a private club or in a private area. The
Pittsburgh Metro Police just didn’t have time to worry about what
people did behind closed doors or in private.

The City has pot, hash and opium bars now
since the Federal Government also allows that. The states regulate
it like they used to regulate alcohol. You can even get cocaine in
some of them legally, but the other drugs, the unnatural, manmade
drugs, are still illegal. Strip clubs show it all and sell liquor,
some are even “smokers.” as they call the pot, hash and opium bars.
Bars must still close, but there are different liquor licenses, so
some bars can open later and stay open longer.

In Allegheny County, the biggest police
department was the Pittsburgh Police, with the Allegheny County
Police second. Soon there were too much duplication of services.
Why have a City SWAT Team and a County one as well. This went
across the board. Then it was decided that the way to go would be a
Pittsburgh Metro Police Department, the same as the Miami Dade
Police Department. This allowed one department to cross
governmental lines within the County.

Like everything new and revolutionary, it was
met with a lot of disdain. There were a lot of small departments,
each having a police chief, a captain, a lieutenant and a sergeant.
When these departments were all swallowed by the Pittsburgh Metro,
many of these people had to take a demotion. Now there might be one
captain for a precinct that had been three or four different
departments, with four chiefs and four captains. But in time,
everyone adjusted and those involved liked it better.

At the end of the Twentieth Century and the
beginning of the Twenty-first Century, Pittsburgh was losing
population, especially young people. It was estimated that just
before the City decided to be the Vegas of the East, the population
of the City was down to two hundred and fifty thousand, the County
was just under a million and the Metro area was about two
million.

Then came the sin. Today, Pittsburgh is over
three million, and growing. Allegheny County is over five million
people and the Metro area close to eight million. Like Pittsburgh,
those areas are both growing at a rate faster than other parts of
the country. That’s good for business, but bad for crime. It does
make for job security within the Police Department.

As for Julie Markos, she is no different than
the other women in Pittsburgh and the USA in general. She is
thirty, which is considered young for a Lieutenant, but then she is
very talented and does well on test. She is one of the most
beautiful and sexy women in Pittsburgh. David has told her many
times that she could have been Miss America. In her modesty, Julie
would tell you she’s not that pretty. Like everyone else, she has
large breasts. One of the main differences thought is that hers are
natural, but she did make them firmer.

Like most women, she doesn’t appear the way a
thirty year old woman would have looked in the past. Instead, she
looks to be about twenty-five, maybe even a little younger.
Medicine and chemistry had made this possible. It’s like big
breast. Big breast were easy to get and safe, and it was easy to
make yourself look younger and more attractive. A fifty year old
woman could easily pass for someone in her early thirties now.

What’s more, pharmaceutical companies had
developed a female version of Viagra. With this pill, women going
through menopause could have the same sexual desires as a women in
her thirties. Also, what the body was doing to itself during
menopause, the pill counteracted. This included hot flashes and
everything else. It was a form of hormone replacement, only without
all the side effects. It became an instant hit with older women,
just like the cum pill was for men.

Again, homosexuality and bisexuality was no
longer thought of as a perversion. In fact nothing between
consenting adults was considered perverse. The main thing is that
everyone must consent. If they don’t, it was a sex crime.

Private clubs allowed open sex acts, and they
could sell liquor and food. They had become popular. Private clubs
had replaced what used to be bars. In the past, what would have
been a lesbian bar was today a private club for lesbians. The same
was true for gay bars, straight bars and pickup bars, if any of
those bars still existed in Pittsburgh in the mid twenty-first
century.

Today with the relaxed attitude about sex,
the public bars gave way to private clubs. Some public bars still
existed, because many people don’t want to go into a bar or club
for a drink and see people having sex. Also many private clubs had
a public bar in the front and then the private club in the back.
That allowed someone to go in and get a drink and then if they
wanted, they can go and enjoy semipublic sex.

That is a brief history of Pittsburgh and the
USA. I hope you enjoy this book.

 


 


Methamphetamine or Meth: A potent drug that is
mainly used as a recreational drug with an extremely long lasting
and powerful high

 


Nazi Method: Cooks ephedrine in anhydrous
ammonia with a heavy metal, usual lithium. It is then passed
through camping fuel, and ether and strained through hydrochloric
acid

 


 


History is indeed little more than the register of
the crimes,

follies and misfortunes of mankind/

 


Edward Gibbon (1737 - 1794

 


 


 


A Hero is no braver than an ordinary man

but he is braver five minutes longer.

 


Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)

 


 


 


Though the vicious can sometimes pour affliction
upon the good,

their power is transient and their punishment
certain:

and that innocence, though oppressed by injustice
shall,

supported by patience, finally triumph over
misfortune!

 


 


Ann Radcliffe (1764 – 1823)

The Mysteries of Udolpho 1764

 


 


 


 


 


 








Chapter One

Christmas
time in Pittsburgh can be very pretty. All the stores were
decorated. There were Christmas trees in all the casinos, strip
clubs, sex clubs, gay bars, lesbian bars, bisexual bars, BDSM bars
and the normal bars, if a normal bar existed anymore in Sin City
East. There was even a couple inches of snow on the ground. Enough
to cover everything up and make driving a real bitch.

The City was surprisingly clean. Tom Drysen,
the Mayor was doing a good job keeping the trash off the streets.
Even here in Aspinwall, were Bill Freeman was Mayor, the streets
and sidewalks were litter free. Aspinwall had no casinos, and only
a few sex clubs. But then sex clubs in Allegheny County were like
bars used to be, they were everywhere.

They didn’t advertise that they were a sex
club or what they catered to. A BDSM club might have a name like
Adam’s Knot, but that would be the extent of it. There would be no
pictures of women in bondage or men in leather with the cod piece
removed. That way a family could walk down the street and past a
sex club and the parents wouldn’t have to worry about what the
little kids saw or questions they might ask. It also meant that if
you were offended by sexually explicit material, then you could
walk by and now have to worry.

If you thought that Adam’s Knot was a store
specializing in ropes and climbing equipment, than once inside the
front door, a doorman would ask to see your membership. If you
still thought the place was a private club for climbers, he would
discreetly tell you otherwise. It was a liberal climate, and as far
as the country was concerned what happened in private was fine, but
the liberals also knew that some people didn’t like the trend the
country had headed in. That was fine and they had their right to
believe that, so no one was going to shove sex in anyone’s
face.

Sex wasn’t the only vice that was legal, all
vice was, including the natural drugs, those found in nature, like
pot, hash, opium, and in some smokers, even heroin and cocaine. The
designer drugs were still illegal. That meant that there were
always people out there willing to buy and sell designer drugs, not
because they were better, but because they were illegal, and
illegal meant you could charge more for something you couldn’t get
legally. That meant more money for anyone will to risk life and
freedom to sell them.

Here in Aspinwall, on a Sunday morning, in
the height of the Christmas season, everything was festive,
colorful and this morning, white.

“I’ve decided what to get you for Christmas,
Julie,” Dana said. “Well, I’m getting you more than one thing, but
I have one present in particular in mind.”

“Dana, please don’t,” Julie protested. “I
can’t compete. What can I get you? I make about a hundred and a
quarter a year ($125,000) and you probably make that in interest in
one hour. What can I give you that you don’t already have? Giving
is what it is all about, not receiving.”

“And that’s why I’m giving, Julie,” she
said.

“What do I give back to you?”

“You have credit cards,” she reminded
her.

“And the bills go to you. So I’m buying you a
present with your own money. Anyway, what does one buy a six-foot
two inch Amazon with big firm tits, a beautiful face, and a sexy
body that actually enjoys wear five and six inch stiletto heels to
tower over other men and women, and who has somewhere in the range
of six to ten billion dollars or more?”

“Shoes, garter belts, nylons, nipple clamps
that I can put on you. A nice feather…...”

“Oh no,” Julie replied, “no feathers. You get
me tied up and then you use those fucking feathers on me. I’d be
climbing the walls for release except you’ve tied my arms and legs.
No, you can buy your own damn feathers.” Then she added with a
wicked smile, “maybe some nipple clamps, for you to wear.”

“Yes,” Dana added dreamily. “And you know
you’re the only one I allow to put nipple clamps on me. I’m the
dominatrix, not the submissive, but with you, Julie, I like to be
both, and I like it when we play no sex games at all.”

“Me too,” Julie said, and smiled at her.

Then changing the subject, Dana said, “so
where is David this morning. His car was missing from the garage
when I got up?”

“It’s Sunday, Dana, he’s at an indoor golf
course, where do you think he is.”

“Sometimes I think he loves golf more than he
loves you, Julie.”

“He wants to play in the Senior PGA
tournament, so he need to practice. Besides Dana, I think you love
going to the Amazon Club to play dominatrix with willing
submissives more than you love me,” Julie added.

Dana smiled. “Well, we all have to have a
hobby. Except since I’ve been committed to you, there are less and
less submissives that want to play.”

“Poor, Dana,” Julie said in mock sympathy.
“So now the only submissive women that you get to whip while they
lick your pussy are the ones that want to be submissives. The ones
that were hoping to hook up with your billions have learned that
isn’t going to happen.”

“Yes,” Dana agreed, feigning being hurt.
“Those were fun women to dominate. I could really have some fun
with them and they wouldn’t say their safe words because they were
hoping I’d rent them. But now they know I’m not looking to rent, or
buy, only dominate.”

“But you still manage to go to the Amazon
Club several times a week?”

“Jealous?” she asked, touching Julie’s hand.
Dana couldn’t believe that the woman sitting across from her in the
restaurant eating breakfast in a low-cut blouse that showcased her
ample cleavage, a short skirt and five inch heels was the most
beautiful and sexy woman in all of Pittsburgh and she was her
lover. Well, hers and David’s, she reminded herself. Julie’s
problem was she couldn’t commit to just one of them. Julie loved
both David and Dana.

Julie was with David when she met Dana as a
suspect in the Whip Coven case. The case in which it turned out
that former Police Chief, Rosemary Finn was the Grand Mistress of
the secret BDSM society called Whip Coven or Coven of the Whip.
Dana was a suspect, but once Dana showed Julie her unbreakable
alibi, and Julie arrested former Police Chief in charge of
Intelligence, Richard Bonniger, for the murder, Julie discovered
she wanted to explore her feelings for Dana. So now, less than a
year later, she founded she loved David and Dana.

Julie had the perfect solution, David should
live in one wing of Dana’s mansion, and Julie could live in
another. To her surprise, and pleasure, they both agreed to it.
There was even the occasion threesome with Julie, Dana and David.
Dana was only slightly bi, so Dana rarely wanted anything to do
with dicks. But when she did, it would probably be David’s that she
would use.

David adored Julie, and for a long time
refused to see others, even though Julie told him to. Then finally
during the case were Senator Richard Farrell was torturing and
killing beautiful woman, David needed an escort to an affair that
Julie had to go to with Farrell. David called an old flame that
just happened to be in the FBI. To David’s surprise, he discovered
that Julie was right, he needed to see others, just like Julie and
Dana did. It kept the relationship fresh because than Julie
couldn’t take David’s always being there for granted. Now if
anything, her love for both of them was stronger than ever.

“So, is David inviting over one of his
“friends?” Dana asked.

“Why, looking for another woman? Getting
tired of me?”

“Well, Julie,” she answered, “I have been
with you a long time. Fabulous tits, a beautiful face, and a nice
pussy to whip only appeals to me for so long. So it’s nice to know
that David is a source for new babes for me to whip as they service
me.”

“You wish,” Julie said, knowing Dana wasn’t
serious. “David learned his lesson last time. You think he wants to
share another of his bimbos with you.”

“True, you are the only bimbo he is willing
to share with me now.”

Julie hit her. Then she smiled at her. “Okay,
I guess he is sharing his current bimbo with you. Anyway, David’s
next outing is a camping trip with Frank LaDuke and Frank’s
friends.”

Dana smiled at that. “And does David go
camping with Frank and his friends often?”

“No,” Julie answered, “about once every three
months. That’s about all the camping David wants or needs.”

Dana was seated with her back to the door and
Julie was seated facing it. After her last statement, she removed
her cell phone and gave it to Dana. “Dana, listen to me and do as I
tell you,” she said. “Hit number seven on speed dial. That is
dispatch and tell them who you are and that you are calling from my
phone. Tell them where we are and that three men are about to rob
the place and send backup. Tell him I’m going to try and prevent it
so don’t shoot me. Then get on the floor.”

Julie pulled her gun from her purse and
managed to quickly and expertly remove her bra from under her
blouse and unbuttoned three of the four buttons on that blouse, to
provide her with a diversion. She was just about to hide her gun
behind her in the elastic of her skirt and causally strolled toward
the front door when the first guy opened up with his shot gun. It
was point blank range at the cashier. The other two had their guns
still pointed to the ceiling.

“No one moves and no one else gets hurt,” the
man that did the shooting said. Julie knew that was not the case
now. They killed a defenseless woman before she could do anything.
They didn’t care about the others.

Julie, sitting in her seat, took aim and
shot. The bullet hit the gunman in the center of his forehead,
dropping him where he stood.

“Police,” she yelled and stood. “Drop your
weapons and you will walk out of here. Try and shoot anyone else,
and you end up like your buddy.”

“That bitch shot Billy,” one of them said,
and turned his gun toward her.

By now, everyone was screaming and on the
floor. “Lower that gun,” Julie said, “or you join your friend, the
one on the floor.”

That bought her some time. They left their
weapons pointed at the ceiling. Julie walked toward them.

“Pete,” one of them said, “that bitch has
some nice tits.”

“That’s true, Jimmy,” the other agreed,
“maybe we could take her with us. We could use a

nice hostage. If you know what I mean.”

Well, Julie thought, at least
they’re distracted by my tits. Now if I can just take control of
this situation.

Jimmy looked at her. “Yeah, I think you’re
right. Maybe we can take the bitch to Blue. Blue would like a bitch
like this. I bet Blue would give us each ten pops for this
bitch.”

“Yeah,” the other said.

“So bitch, here’s the deal, drop your gun and
come with us. We trade you to Blue for ten pops each and we forget
about everyone else and what you did to Billy.”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Now drop your
guns, get on the floor and don’t move. It’s that or you two can
have adjoining slabs in the Coroner’s freezer with Billy.”

“Fucking bitch,” Jimmy said and started to
lower his shot gun.

“I won’t do that,” Julie said. “There are
other officers on the way, you can’t get away, so drop your guns,
and lie on the floor, face down with your arms spread.”

Both could see that she had the advantage on
them. But there was two of them and only one of her. “Pete,” Jimmy
said, “there’s two of us. We can take her. She isn’t fast enough to
get us both, besides, she’s just a fucking bitch.”

Julie could see Pete thinking about it. She
could also hear sirens in the distance. “Maybe,”

Julie said, “but my gun is out and I don’t
miss, as Billy found out the hard way. That means one of you will
die. Pete, you will be first. So if you want to live, do as I
said.”

Pete was in the process of doing that, when a
woman walked into the restaurant. She didn’t realize what was going
on. “Leave,” Julie told her, “I’m arresting these men for armed
robbery.”

But the woman was also distracted by Julie’s
almost naked breasts. She was wondering why she was showing so much
flesh in a public place. She was also seeing a most beautiful and
sexy woman standing there. She didn’t see any guns, just two almost
naked breasts poking out from Julie’s blouse. The woman wondered if
she could see more of this heavenly creature in front of her. She
was oblivious to everything else around her. She continued toward
them.

“Stop, leave,” Julie said, almost
shouting at the woman. “I’m a police officer arresting armed
robbers.” It did no good. Julie’s cleavage, meant to distract the
gunmen was distracting this woman instead.

When she got close, Jimmy grabbed her,
pulling out his shot gun and holding it to her head. The woman
screamed. Some of the others had popped their heads up when there
was no more shooting. Now they were screaming also. The first
patrol unit pulled up.

There were no windows in the restaurant for
privacy while people were eating. It wasn’t a private club, so no
sexual acts were allowed in the restaurant. But the lack of windows
also made it more difficult for the police to know what was going
on inside. They didn’t want to go busting into the place and cause
someone to get killed. So they waited for back up.

 


When Jimmy pulled the woman to him, Julie was
close enough to pull the other actor to her, shielding her. She put
her gun to his head. “Let the woman go,” Julie said, “drop your gun
and get on the floor. If you do no one else gets hurt, then you’re
be leaving in handcuffs. It’s that or a body bag, your choice.”

“And if I shot Pete?” he asked.

“Don’t shoot, Jimmy, this crazy fucking bitch
has a gun to my head.”

“Shot him, I don’t care,” Julie replied. “
You’ve got a shot gun. It’s a nasty weapon, and at this range it
will surely kill your partner, but it won’t penetrate his body.
That means I’ll shoot you. This gun is filled with, hollow point
shells. If I pull the trigger, the bullet will enter your head,
exploding inside. The bullet is designed to remain in your skull
they tell me. so no one else gets hurt. I don’t really care if it
does or not since there’s no one behind you. This way the manager
won’t even have to comp some breakfasts because some of the patrons
got your blood and brains in their food. As for you, you will be
dead and on the ground before your then useless and dead brain can
figure out what the noise of the gun meant. So go ahead, shoot your
partner, I don’t care. That’s means two less prisoners the State
has to spend money on to keep your sorry asses incarcerated.”

“Personally, bitch, I think your bluffing. I
don’t think you’ve got the stones. Now this is what is going to
happen. You drop your gun and come with us to Blue or I fill this
bitch’s head with buck shot. You think you’re faster than
that?”

“Maybe not,” Julie said, “but if you do, you
die. Half a second after you pull that trigger, I’ll shoot you in
the fucking center of your forehead. If you think I can’t, look at
your friend. I did that from a table. Maybe that was a lucky shot,
maybe not. Either way, at this range, I can’t miss.”

“Fuck you, bitch,” he said.

Julie realized she was losing control of the
situation and the woman was about to die. She had to do something.
“Alright, you win,” she said. “I’m going to place my gun on the
ground. Just don’t shoot that woman.”

“That’s more like it, bitch,” Jimmy said, as
Julie began to lower herself and her gun to the ground.

Julie was watching Jimmy’s eyes, calculating
what he would do. As she got about half down Pete’s back, she
reached up with her left hand, grabbed his balls and squeezed with
all his might.

Pete screamed out in pain and dropped to the
ground, clutching at his balls. Jimmy watched not realizing what
had just happened. As Julie promised, he was still trying to
understand what was happening as the bullet entered his
forehead.

It was one shot, in the center of his
forehead. As she told him he was dead and on the ground before he
actually knew what was happening. There was no exit wound.

The two officers from the patrol car rushed
into the restaurant with guns drawn. They saw Julie with her knee
on the other guy’s back and her gun in his head and him howling in
pain, and still grabbing his balls. “Someone handcuff him, please,”
she said.

One of the officers knelt down and handcuffed
him. As he did he looked at Julie and said, “nice outfit,
Lieutenant.”

“Sorry,” she said, and buttoned up her
blouse.

“Don’t be sorry on my account,” he said. “I
rather enjoyed the view.”

“I’m sure you did,” she replied.

“That bitch squeezed me in the balls,” Pete
said in obvious pain. “That’s police brutality. I’m suing.”

The officers looked at her. “Yeah, I did,”
she said. “If I didn’t, there would be two dead bodies, because his
partner was going either going to shot the hostage or me. So I
grabbed his balls when they thought I was dropping my gun to the
floor.”

The officer shook his head. “Both guys are
idiots. Should have just shot them both, Lieutenant, idiots like
this don’t deserve to live.”

“I know, but it’s just too much paperwork,”
she said.

“Ain’t that the truth,” the officer said and
picked him up to led him to the car.

 



Chapter Two

Police
Chief David Kirkpatrick was the last to arrive. He was still in his
golf attire when he showed up. The only changes were he had regular
shoes on and he had a gun on his hip. As he walked into the
restaurant, he saw Julie and Dana together. Julie had her normal
low cut blouse, short skirt and high heels on. So did Dana, only
here heels were even higher.

Also present were Homicide Chief Adrian
LaDuke, Chief of Detectives Tom Lefcovich, Northeast Precincts
Chief Joseph Kern, Internal Affairs Chief Jodie Wright and Julie’s
new boss, Captain Robert McMillian. David ignored everyone else and
went to Julie. “You okay, Lieutenant?” he asked. Everyone knew that
he and Julie were lovers, just like Julie and Dana were lovers.
They also all knew that David was living at Dana’s mansion, but
David could see no reason to remind them of that. He’s main concern
was for his girlfriend, but there was no reason to remind everyone
of their relationship.

“Yes, Chief,” she answered in kind. “I’m
fine. You didn’t need to miss your golf outings for me.”

“Yes I did, Lieutenant. You are more
important than a few holes of golf. Besides we both know I’ll never
be good enough to make the Senior tour.”

“Especially when you have to quit playing
golf to come here for nothing,” Julie told him. “It was just an
asshole that thought his shot gun would shot through his partner
and hit me.”

David raised his eyebrows. Then he looked at
Chief Wright. “It’s a good shoot, Chief. I’ve questioned the
Lieutenant and the witnesses. She tried to get the actor to drop
his gun and give himself up. Problem was the actor was an idiot. So
now there is one less idiot in the world. I’m sure his mother will
weep for him, I won’t.”

“Well, I’m here and my golf clubs aren’t, so
you might as well fill me in, Julie.”

She told David everything. What she had seen
and heard. Dana told David what she knew, which wasn’t much.

“I wanted to use Julie’s taser on one of the
fucker,” Dana said, “but I realized that it’s a safe weapon and it
wouldn’t work if I tried to use it.”

“No it won’t, Dana,” David said. “And you
might have gotten yourself hurt or even killed.” Then turning to
Chief Kern, he said, “where did they take the live one?”

“Aspinwall,” he replied. “They are going to
question him there, but they are waiting for the Lieutenant.”

“Fine, I’ll go also,” David said.

“David,” Julie replied, using his first name,
“this isn’t something that involves the Chief of Police.”

“No it doesn’t,” he said, “but it involves
you. Besides, I get tired of doing nothing but paperwork, and of
course golf.”

“I going also,” Adrian replied.”

“Me too,” Dana said.

“Dana, you aren’t not in the police
department,” Julie reminded her.

“I don’t care, I’m going.”

Julie looked at Kern and said, “Chief?”

“Hey, I don’t have a problem with her. She’s
your worry, not mine.”

Then Julie said, “David?”

“Oh no, Julie, I’m not going to be the bad
guy. You decide.”

“Fine!” she said. “Dana, you can come, but
you will not interfere in any manner.”

“Of course,” she answered.

“And I’ll be there also,” McMillian informed
her.”

“Of course, Captain,” she said.

 


In the Detective Bullpen of the Aspinwall
Precinct, the actor was handcuffed to a table in an interrogation
room. “Do we have a name for him other than Pete?” Julie asked.

“Peter Briese,” a detective told her. Since
it was a Sunday the detective with the worst seniority or on the
shit list was working. “Here’s his file, Lieutenant.”

Julie took the file folder. The guy had a
list of petty crimes. There was one arrest for armed robbery, a
year ago, but that was knocked down to assault. He served four
months in the County jail. “Well, Mister Briese, you hit the big
time now, felony murder,” she said to no one in particular. She
walked in by herself. The others stayed outside.

“Hello, Mister Briese. I’m Lieutenant Julie
Markos. How are the balls?”

“They fucking hurt, you fucking bitch. I’m
suing.”

“That’s your right, of course,” she reminded.
“But you hadn’t surrendered and your accomplices had killed an
innocent woman, so sue away. Maybe if you win the suit before your
murder trial, you can afford a good attorney. Now I see from your
jacket that you are used to making deals. Right now you are looking
at three counts of felony murder. That’s one for the innocent
victim your accomplice killed and one count for each of your
accomplices I killed. That is a long time in jail. So, I’m guessing
the DA will make you a deal if you have anything to deal with. Why
did you want to rob that restaurant and why did you just shoot the
cashier?”

“Fuck you, bitch,” he said. “I want a lawyer.
I know my rights.”

“Fine, I’ll get you a lawyer. But you realize
that once you lawyer up, we can’t talk. That means you will rot in
jail. Three counts of felony murder could mean life in solitary
confinement. That means no human contact for the rest of your life,
none. That means your choices are you can lawyer up and spend forty
years eating the same bland food, naked, in a padded cell with no
bed, no darkness. The light is on twenty-four hours a day each and
every day and you can’t reach it. The temperature never varies. You
will never see sunlight or night time again. You will never hear
another human voice again, ever and your guard that you interact
with will be a robot that will not look like a human being or speak
to you. That is what you are looking forward to if you lawyer up.
Your other option is to talk to me, and maybe I can speak to the DA
and get you a cell in with the prison population. There at least
you’ll have human contact. So, what is it?”

“Fuck you, bitch, I want a fucking lawyer. I
want my fucking phone call. Blue will never let it get to
that.”

“Fine with me,” she said and left the
room.

Someone brought him a phone. “Who the hell is
this Blue?” she asked everyone. “In the restaurant, the one I shot,
the one called Jimmy said they could trade me to Blue for ten pops
each. Now he says Blue will never let him go to solitary.”

“I never heard of any Blue before,” Adrian
said, and the others agreed.

“I’d like to look into this, Captain,” Julie
said.

“It isn’t really a major case that involves
our office, Lieutenant. I’m sure Aspinwall can handle it.”

“I know that, Captain, but I was the one that
kind of caught it.”

“Fine,” he said, “you can look into it unless
something more important comes up. I don’t need you wasting your or
the department’s time on something like this”

“Thank you, Captain.”

 


An hour later, a man walked into the
detective cage. He had a suit on, an expensive suit. It was dark,
with a white silk French cuff shirt, a red tie and black cuff links
to match his suit. He had highly polished Italian loafers, dark
hair, dark eyes, and wire rim glasses. He also had a neatly trimmed
dark beard. He smelled of lawyer.

After her time with Teddy and his friends,
Julie had gotten to know expensive men’s clothing. Dana taught her
about expensive women’s clothing, and she owned a closet full now,
but still Julie didn’t know much about men’s clothes until her case
with Teddy. Based on Teddy’s wardrobe, she figured that mister
lawyer had money, probably less than a hundred million but no more.
He had money to buy nice clothes to impress everyone, but not real
money to burn. If he had money to burn, he would have had blood red
ruby cufflinks or diamond cufflinks. Also, his suit, while nice
could have been more expensive. Looking at him, Julie also realized
that his suit wasn’t the very top of the line, twenty-five thousand
dollar suit that Teddy sometimes wore. Still, this lawyer was
beyond what a street puke like Peter Briese could afford. Julie
realized this Blue person had to have money.

“May I help you” one of the detectives
said.

“My name is Walter Lucas. My client is Peter
Briese. I believe you have him here.”

“Yes,” the detective said and lead him over
to everyone.

“Where is he?” Lucas asked.

Julie just said, “in there. He is alone, and
no one has talked to him since he lawyered up.”

“I want to listen to the tape,” he said. “I
need to be sure that what you say is true.”

“No problem,” Julie told him and rewound the
tape.

Lucas listened to it. He heard what Julie
said to him, and what he said to Julie. Then he heard the sound of
the door closing. “And there has been no other contact with him
after that?”

“That is correct,” Julie told him.

“Fine, I’ll talk to him,” Lucas replied. “But
I still want a complete transcript of that tape made by Troutman’s.
Just to be sure, I’m sure you understand.”

They did. “No problem, Mister Lucas,” David
told him.

“And you are who?”

“Chief of Police David Kirkpatrick,” David
said and shook Lucas’s hand.

“The Chief of Police is taking an interest in
this case?” Lucas said. “I didn’t think it was that big of a
deal.”

“And I didn’t think someone like Mister
Briese would merit a lawyer of your obvious abilities. Mister
Briese must have quite a bit of pull with this Blue person.”

“Blue?” he asked in confusion. “I don’t know
anyone by that name. No, Mister Briese and I have a mutual friend
and that friend asked me to represent Mister Briese.”

“May I ask who that mutual friend is, Mister
Lucas?” David asked.

“Of course you can, Chief,” and that was all
he said on the subject. Then he went in and talked to Briese. He
was in there about ten minutes and then he returned.

“I told my client that you will be arraigning
him on three counts of felony murder. I told him there is little
chance of bail, but we will try anyway. I also told him he will
have to spend the night in jail. Now, let me remind you that you
are not to talk to him without me present. Is that understood?”

They all said it was.

“Fine, I’ll be at the arraignment hearing in
the morning.” And with that, he left.

 


The arraignment went smooth. Mister Lucas was
there in another expensive suit. When the court asked how Briese
pleaded, he said not guilty. Then his lawyer asked for bail.

“Your honor, this is three counts of felony
murder. We believe there should be no bail,’ the DA countered.

“Your honor, my client is not the pillar of
the community, I admit, but he did not pull the trigger. He was in
the process of surrendering himself when one of his associates took
a woman hostage. He told the associate to let her go and that they
should surrender, but the associate said no. Then the Police
Lieutenant used my client as a shield and purposely squeezed his
testicles in a most painful manner,” Lucas himself countered.

“My client does not have a history of
violence,” he continued. “Yes, he has committed a few crimes, but
nothing violent. I think we can come to some kind of agreement
about bail.”

The judge smiled and said, “nice try,
counselor, but this is three counts of felony murder. If you want a
formal bail hearing where you and the DA both present witnesses as
to whether or not your client was surrendering and trying to talk
his partner out of the crime, that can be arranged, but for now I
have no choice. Your client will be held without bail.”

Then the judge banged down his gavel. He told
the sheriff’s deputies to take Briese into custody and then said,
“next case.”

Outside of court, the DA said, “Jim Trenton,
I don’t think we’ve ever met.”

“No, we haven’t, Walter Lucas.”

“That was a good show, Mister Lucas. But I
could have told you the judge won’t have gone for it, not even in
this liberal climate. No judge, no matter how liberal he is would
allow someone accused of three counts of murder to have bail.”

“Yeah,” Lucas said. “I know, but it was worth
a shot.”

“Are you going to ask for a formal
hearing?”

“No, we both know what would happen there.
It’s one thing to try and bull shit the arraignment judge, but I’m
not going to lie under oath or allow my client to do that either.
No, he’ll just have to sweat it out in jail. But if you want to
talk plea bargain, I’d listen.”

“I don’t think so,” Trenton said, “not unless
your client has something to offer.”

“I’ll let him know,” Lucas replied, and the
two men shook hands and went their separate ways.


Chapter Three

Julie
honey,” Dana said Monday evening, “I’d like to do something I’ve
never wanted to do before. I’d like to us to drive through Hartwood
Acres and see the Christmas light display, and I’d like you to join
me.”

“I’d like that,” Julie said. “Can we bring
David?”

“I’d rather not,” Dana said.

“I know, but I’ve seen so little of him. You
dominate so much of my time. It isn’t fair to him.”

She pouted and looked hurt, but in the end,
she relented. “Alright,” Dana said.

“Good,” Julie kissed her, “were take David’s
limo, it’s bigger.”

“It’s as big as mine,” Dana reminded her.

“Yes, but David’s has blue lights and a
siren.”

“Cops!” Dana exclaimed.

“I’ll see if David wants to go.”

Julie knocked on David’s door. When he
answered it, he was all smiles. “Hi, sweetie,” he said.

“Hi, David. Dana and I are going to look at
the lights at Hardwood Acres. Do you want to come along?”

Now he frowned. “I don’t want to be a fifth
wheel in your plans. The two of you go.”

“David, I told her I wanted you to come
because I’ve been spending so much time with Dana and not enough
with you,” she informed him.

“So…...” and then he bit his tongue when he
saw Julie about to give him a dirty look. “I’d love to come,” he
told her.

“We’re taking your limo, it’s bigger than
mine and it has blue lights and a siren.”

David grabbed his coat and shook his head.
“You can take the girl out of the cops but you can’t take the cop
out of the girl.”

“Damn straight,” she agreed.

Dana paid the admission to Hartwood Acres. It
was quite a sight. “I wished I’d have done this sooner in my life,
I really enjoy this,” she lamented.

“My too,” Julie replied and then her official
phone rang. She looked at it, it said dispatch on it. “Shit!
Lieutenant Markos.”

“Lieutenant, I’m sorry to bother you, but
patrol just found a body dumped on Carson in front of the
Pittsburgh Casino. It is a woman, nude and it appears as though she
was tortured to death. Therefore according to Chief Kirkpatrick’s
protocol, we called you in Special Victim Homicide.”

Julie listened and began to formulate plans.
“That’s correct, dispatch. Chief Kirkpatrick is with me, so I’ll
let him know about this. Inform Chief LaDuke, Headquarters’
Forensic people, Captain McMillan and the Coroner. I’ll be there in
about fifteen or twenty minutes. Have the scene roped off. I don’t
want anyone contaminating it.”

“Right, Lieutenant, Forensics and the Coroner
are already on the way.”

“Good,” she said and hung up. Then she told
David’s driver, “Pittsburgh Casino on Carson, lights and siren.”
Next she turned to David and told him what was happening. When she
finished, she said, “I want Rosemary again.”

David sighed. “I guess it would be a waste of
my time to argue or point out how expensive that is. I lost the
argument last time, I’m guessing I’ll lose this time. Alright, call
her and have her meet you there.”

“Thank you, David,” she said and kissed
him.

“And I’ll make the same arrangements I made
last time,” Dana said. “I’ll have eight teams watching you round
the clock, Julie. In fact I have even prepared for this. I’ve hired
an army of officers, women of course, and with David’s consent,
I’ve put Jill Fullerton in charge of it. I even bought them new
radios with a few extra tac channels. Those channels are also on
the radio in your limo and this limo and your new radio.” Then she
reached into a door inside the limo and pulled out a portable like
the one Julie had. “It’s on this radio also, it’s Tach Twenty-one,
that’s what David called it.”

Julie looked at her. “It might not be that
kind of a killing,” she told her. “Also, when did you do all this,
and why Captain Fullerton?”

“I hired Jill first and her and I hired the
rest right after David decided to make you the Lieutenant in
Special Victims Homicide. As for Jill, I ah...... know her.”

“I see.” Julie just shook her head. “So now
you have your own private army, Dana.”

“Yes.” She smiled at the idea. “And if I
agree with you that it isn’t that kind of crime and tell you I
won’t do it?” Dana asked.

“Then I’ll be looking over my shoulder the
whole time to see if I can find my tails.”

“Exactly,” she said. “I can always cancel or
reduce it, but for now, eight teams of two round the clock.”

“And if it isn’t that kind of crime,” David
reminded her, “you won’t need Rosemary.”

“I hate it when you two gang up on me,” Julie
informed them.

“Sometimes you like it,” David reminded her,
with a wicked smile.

“True,” she replied with an equally wicked
smile.

 


It took about fifteen minutes to get to the
scene. The driver drove fast, but not recklessly. The women was
dead and would be just as dead when they arrived, so there was no
reason to drive ninety minutes an hour. When they arrived on
Carson, it was a mess. The street was narrow to begin with. When
Pittsburgh transformed itself to Sin City East, the casinos tore
down existing buildings, but even though they widen the street it
still wasn’t wide enough. Now Carson was almost gridlocked from
five pm to five am. The rest of the time, it was just busy. All
this police activity only added to the problem.

Julie still managed to arrive before Adrian
and Captain McMillian. She got out of the limo and so did David and
Dana. “Dana, this is a crime scene, so you stay behind the yellow
tape. Like the last time, if we need a place to go because it is
too gruesome, we’ll go to the limo. That can be your job, helping
over there,” Julie told her.

She didn’t try and argue. Deep down, Dana
didn’t want to see the woman.

Julie walked over to the body. A blanket was
over the woman. Bill Ames, the Deputy Coroner was there already.
“Hi Bill, is it bad?”

“Yeah,” he said, “it’s bad.”

“Did you throw up?”

“No, Julie, it wasn’t that bad.”

“Good,” Julie said, and lifted up the
blanket. It was bad. The victim had burns all over her body. Her
breasts had obvious whip marks. Her nipples and clitoris were
missing. She had several missing teeth. The bottom of her feet were
burnt, as was the area around her vagina. This woman had died a
very painful death. It again became personal with Lieutenant
Markos. She wanted the monster that did this to the woman lying
there naked. All Julie could do was shook her head and got up. She
headed for the limo to could get some water. When she did, she saw
David go over to look at the body.

“Bad?” Dana asked.

“Yes,” Julie answered. “It’s not something
you want to see.”

“Actually, I realized that right away.”

As Dana was saying that, Rosemary arrived.
She forced her way through the crowd and then past the police
officers. They didn’t try to stop her.

“Well, partner?” she said.

“Bad, Rosemary, go have a look for
yourself.”

“Am I going to throw up?” she asked.

“Probably not, I didn’t neither did Bill
Ames,” Julie answered. “Maybe we are both too jaded.”

“It comes with the job, Lieutenant,” ex
Police Chief Finn stated. Then Julie watched the grandmotherly
figure of Rosemary walk toward the victim.

Someone’s grandmother, Julie
thought, if your grandmother is a hard-core sadist and the
leader of what used to be a secret organization of sadists and
masochist. But after the Richard Farrell case, I have to reconsider
what I think of as a hard-core sadist. At least Rosemary believes
in safe words and pleasure for the submissive, unlike Teddy and his
friends.

Rosemary was rather attractive for a woman in
her fifties. She had rather nice breasts, but then so did everyone.
Now she was wearing pants, flat, sensible shoes and a low-cut
blouse. Rosemary’s hair was cut short and a dark brown. Yes, she
looks very attractive for someone in her fifties, but then everyone
does now a days, Julie thought.

While Rosemary was looking at the body,
Adrian arrived. She went to Dana’s car. David was there now.
“Hello, Chief, Lieutenant, Dana,” Adrian said.

“Hello, Chief,” they all answered but Dana,
who referred to her as Adrian.

“What do we have?” Adrian asked.

“Tortured female, that was just dumped on
Carson,” Julie told her. “I convinced David to partner me up with
Rosemary again. Unless you want to be my partner, Adrian. Rosemary
could supervisor all the County Homicides and we could be
partners.”

She sighed. “I’d like that, but I don’t think
that is a good idea.”

“No, I don’t either,” David agreed.

“Do I want to look at the body?” Adrian
asked.

“It’s bad, but no one has thrown up.”

“Then I’ll have a look,” she said and headed
over to where Rosemary was.

While Rosemary and Adrian were viewing the
body, Captain McMillian arrived. He quickly saw that Chief
Kirkpatrick was there with Lieutenant Markos and another woman,
probably Dana Cross. Also Chief LaDuke was viewing the body with
another woman. The other woman appeared to be retired Police Chief
Finn.

“Hello, Chief,” he said and David greeted
him. “Hello, Lieutenant, fill me in.”

She told him what she knew, which wasn’t
much. “Who is that with Chief LaDuke?”

“My partner, Rosemary Finn,” Julie told
him.

He was a little pissed and it showed. “And
who authorized that? She is retired.”

“I did,” David said. “The Lieutenant asked
for her and they have worked together before, and it was also Chief
LaDuke’s suggestion to bring her in last time. So she will be
Lieutenant Markos’s partner this time also.”

“Why wasn’t I consulted about this?” Captain
McMillian asked. McMillian was about average height, with a dark
full head of rather nondescript hair. He had brown eyes. He was
neither handsome or ugly. It was a rather pleasant face.

“Because, Captain,” David said, now pissed
himself, “I don’t feel the need to ask for a Captain’s permission
when I make a Command decision.”

“I realize that, sir,” he said, “but I run
this unit, I should decide who will be Lieutenant Markos’s
partner.”

“Very well, Captain, you have a woman killed
in a very sadistic manner. The Lieutenant requires a partner and
that partner needs to be someone she trusts and is intimately aware
of the BDSM scene. Her partner cannot outrank her, since she is the
lead on the case, so who in your unit should be her partner?”

“I’m sure that there is someone that is more
versed in the sadomasochistic life style in my unit than former
Chief Finn?”

“Fine, Captain, who?”

“I can’t give you any names right now, but
I’m sure there is?”

“You can’t give me any names right now? Are
you saying you don’t know the capabilities of your people well
enough to tell me who knows the BDSM lifestyle better then
Rosemary?”

“No, Chief, that isn’t what I’m saying.”

“Than what are you saying, Captain?”

“Alright, Chief, I admit that I’ve only been
in charge of the unit for a few weeks. I haven’t had the time to go
over everyone’s file yet to learn all their strengths and
weaknesses.”

“Fine, Captain, I can accept that. Do you
think your second in command has been there long enough for
that?”

“I would hope so,” he said, looking right at
Julie.

“Then, Captain,” David said, with his arms
crossed in a rather pissed off posture, “why are you questioning
your second in command when she asks for Rosemary for her partner
since she knows that no one else is more qualified?”

“I…..., aha…..., well, Chief…..., I…..., aha
guess I…..., aha never looked at it that way.”

“So, Captain, now that you’ve told me that
you don’t trust your second in command to make these decisions,
your superior to make these decisions or me to make these
decisions, what should I make of that?”

“I think you misunderstood me, Chief,” he
said, back pedaling, humiliated but still pissed.

“Now that I see things from that light, I see
that the former Chief is a logical choice.”

“I’m so glad you approve, Captain,” David
said, not trying to hide his sarcasm.

“May I ask who that woman is over there
inside the police lines?”

“Yes, you may,” David answered. “That is Dana
Cross. The three of us were in my official limo when the Lieutenant
got the call, so we brought her with us. Do you have a problem with
that also?”

“No,” he said in a rather dejected voice.

“I’m glad,” David answered, again with
sarcasm dripping from his voice.

Adrian and Rosemary returned from looking
over the body. Adrian looked at McMillian. It was evident she
didn’t like the man. “Good evening, Captain,” she said rather
stiffly. Then to Julie she said, “Lieutenant, she isn’t as bad as
some of the others we’ve seen. This seems to have become your
specialty, it is your case.”

Then she again turned to McMillian. “Captain,
this is a case for the High-Profile Homicide Unit. That makes it
your baby, but like I said, it is Lieutenant Markos’s case. She
will report to you and you will report to me. I want daily reports,
are we clear about that?”

“Yes, Chief,” he said, feeling like the odd
man out. He was pissed, this was his Unit, his case and he wasn’t
making any decisions concerning the case. He didn’t put Lieutenant
Markos on the case, he didn’t want the retired police chief to be
her partner, he didn’t call in the Chief of Homicide. All of these
decisions had been made by his subordinate, Lieutenant Markos, and
she made them because she was sleeping with the Police Chief and a
billionaire woman, so Lieutenant Markos felt she didn’t need to
follow the chain of command!

When that was finished, Julie went back to
Doctor Ames. “Can you tell me anything, Bill?” she asked.

“It was painful, and someone enjoyed their
work. I’ll try to get the autopsy done for you, but we need an
identity first. So it may not be ready until tomorrow or even the
next day.”

“I understand,” Julie said. “You can take the
body away if all the others are finished.”

“We’re finished with the body,” Ames said,
and signaled for this assistant to help him

Then Julie went back to where David was,
“Captain,” she said to McMillian. “I’d like to have officers
canvass the casino and the whole area to see if anyone heard or saw
anything.”

“The casino might object,” he told her.

When he said that, Julie signaled Dana to
come over. When she did she introduced Dana to McMillian. Both
women could see that McMillian objected to this behavior. Julie
ignored it and said, “Dana, do you own a third of this casino?”

“Yes, Julie, you have to ask?”

“I don’t know everything you have an interest
in. I want officers to question those inside to see if they heard
or saw anything.”

“No problem, I’ll go talk to the General
Manager, I think he working. He knows me, so it won’t be a
problem.”

“Thank you, Dana,” Julie said.

“I don’t have the authority to have the
patrol officers do that, Lieutenant,” McMillian told her.

“The Chief of Police does, and if you okay
it, he’ll okay it.”

“Than do it,” he said, not knowing if this
was to put the blame on him for anything that went wrong, or if she
was using the chain of command.

“Good,” Julie said, and then went to the
patrol sergeant and told him what she needed.

“Now, Lieutenant,” McMillian said. “You don’t
seem to need me, so I’ll leave this scene in your capable hands.
I’ll want a report in the morning.”

“Of course, Captain,” Julie said as he turned
to leave.


Chapter Four

The Gent’s Club in Shadyside
on Ellsworth was a higher class of strip club than a lot of the
clubs in Pittsburgh. It wasn’t the most elite, but it was in the
top. Tonight, on a weeknight, business was good. As Tony Woodward
sat in his little booth collecting money, he realized that the
money was pouring in hand over foot.

This was his club. He started it ten years
ago, and he picked the women personally. Unlike most clubs, he did
not require the women to “audition” for him by having sex with him.
He told the women that this was a high-class club. He didn’t
tolerate anything illegal. That mean no sexual acts during lap
dances or on stage. This was a club, but not a private club, so any
sex acts had to be in the Champagne Rooms.

Champagne Rooms were what they were called
before Pittsburgh because the Eastern capital for sex, gambling and
smokers. In those days, a man could pay a lot of money and go to
the Champagne Room, where he could get some Champagne for the
outrageous amount of money he paid to the stripper. There she would
give him a private show and lap dance, but sex was still illegal.
Some stripper turned tricks in the Champagne Rooms and some didn’t.
Now it was legal to turn tricks in there, as long as all the
parties involved agreed. There was no longer any Champagne served,
but the
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