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    I dedicate this book to my late son, Almo. May you forever rest in peace in our hearts.  I also dedicate this to my daughter Carla who has through adversity been made a brave, proud and strong woman.
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Chapter 1
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"Do you have a name for your fish?" Nicky sat in the comfortable overstuffed recliner in the Physiatrist office, watching the fish swim in the large tank.

"Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. Now, let me ask you a question." Doctor Beverly Shane walked from behind her large Oak desk. She sat in a chair facing Nicky. Doctor Shane was one of those women who, even no longer in her youth, saw no need to surrender to the standard views on sex and aging. She wore a sleek business suit that conformed to her figure. She sat and crossed her long, thin legs as she began writing on a notepad in her lap. "When was the last time you killed someone?"

Nicholas Braden, or Nicky as he had become know is a private investigator for the law firm of Woodbridge Foster and Klein. Their client list includes trust fund babies, movie stars and gangsters.  Nicky and his twin Nichole or Cole as she preferred to be called often worked together. It was not uncommon for the toughest of cases, and cases that might require the law to be broken to be assigned to the Braden twins.

Nicky kept watching the fish. "I am not sure."

"Nicky, I am a doctor, so doctor-patient privilege applies. You are a private investigator for a law firm, so anything not covered under one set of privileges certainly is covered by the other." She sat back in her chair, content to let Nicky weigh her comments. Covertly she hoped he noticed her legs. Dr Shane was assigned to annually evaluate any agent in the field who carried a gun. She took her job seriously. She knew that Nicky suffered from some form of mental issues that may be psychopathological or socio-psychological, but he functioned. She felt that research on him could help many people if he would allow it. Her questions were drawn out of a concern that he sometimes lost control in dangerous rages to solve violent issues. Then later returned to normal or as close to the norm as to fit in with everyday people.

Nicky stopped looking at the fish and took at the green eyes of Dr Shane. "I assure you I am not evading your question. And I was not in some form of blackout."

Dr. Shane adjusts herself in her chair, leaning forward to take advantage of Nicky's desire to help her understand.

"The guy I shot last. Well, I am not sure I killed him."

"How many times did you shoot him?"

"Seven or eight."

A mix of shock and horror overtook the Doctor's face, but she quickly recovered. "What makes you think you might not have killed him?"

"The woman with me shot him just as many times, and it is hard to know which bullet did the deed."

Dr Shane wrote for a moment, not looking up at Nicky.

"I shot a guy in the neck the day before. The guy was trying to crush the car I was in with a bulldozer. If that helps for an answer. Sure, I killed him. Thank God."

"Do you ever feel remorse?" She asked.

"Probably less than the fish would for doing what it had to do survive."

The Doctor held her pad down and stared at Nicky. "Please do make fun. I know you believe in the process and have made great progress."

Nicky began watching the fish again.

"When you were a child, were you and your twin sister close?"

"Yes."

"How close?"

"Very close we still are. We help each other."

"When you were young children, did the two of you ever have any accidental or exploratory sexual contact? Before you answer, I want you to know it is not shameful or vulgar. "Nicky stood up and walked to the fish tank, picked up the fish food, and sprinkled a little into the tank, watching the fish surround the falling food.

"No. Never."

"Did you break up with Vivian?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"She was taking control, and it was choking the life out of any chance for a long-term relationship."

Doctor Shane was now writing feverishly. "So, the fact that she is older that you didn't matter?"

"No. My current girlfriend, Connie, is the same age as her."

"Why do you think you gravitate toward older women?" Dr. Shane asked, resting her pen on her lips. A pose that did not tell if it was for clinical research or her personal interest.

"I don't know, but I look for a particular emotional security, and if it is not there or is violated, then all is lost.

Nicky and Dr Shane talked a little more, but he knew she would clear his gun permit for the future. He wanted to help with whatever she was researching if it did not involve physical testing. It is a common belief in the psychological profession that the difference between a psychopath and a sociopath is that the psychopath is born, but the social path is made. Nicky felt that whatever the mental issue he and his sister shared, it ran through both, and the shared love between them kept the monsters of their mental disarray at bay.
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Nicole stepped out of the fire engine red convertible Corvette wearing stiletto high heels and a red mini skirt with a gold zipper up the front. She wore a black see-through blouse that displayed her pink laced bra. Nicole, a brunette, wore a big, curly blonde wig and large gold earrings matching the bracelets and bangles on her wrists. She switched across the parking lot of the Redstone Bar in Clovis, California. There was a country cover band poorly playing some popular country tunes and mangling them as best they could. A large policeman stood resting against his car near the entrance. "Well, do you have a big gun officer?" Nicole commented, looking at the policeman's belt buckle. "Your first target is in the back wearing a red baseball cap. Good hunting." He commented in a cold, impersonal tone. Inside was some Californian's wet dream of what a down-home bar should look like, complete the straw on the floors.

"Hey, sweetheart, I know I haven't seen you here before. It must be my lucky night." A big barrel-chested guy with a poorly groomed beard and plaid shirt approached Nicole.

"Well, it might be only I got a date tonight. But I might be meeting a girlfriend here later. Are you going to be around for a while? She is wild, and a big guy like yourself might be just a ticket to get her to the top of the mountain. If you know what I mean." Nicole winked.

"I'll be in the back at the pool tables if you need me; my name is Buck."

Nicole squeezed her way through the crowd of drunken revelers doing their impersonations of dancing. She located the guy in the red cap. Nicole sat down on the stool next to him. The bartender and an older man with a grey beard and a sixties bicker look appeared. "What can I get you, honey?"

"Beer anything cold and in a bottle and a refill for him." Nicole began fishing in her oversized arm bag.

"Look, I can buy my own drink. And don't waste your time. I can't afford your price." The guy is the cap, informed Cole.

"Oh my god, a girl tries to buy a guy a drink, and he calls her a whore." Nicole screamed, then turned to the bartender. "What kind of place is this? If my brother were here, he would ask you to step outside for that comment.  I work in the insurance office. I try to buy a guy a drink, and he insults me."

"Calm down, lady." Red Cap tried to touch Nichol's arm, and she pulled it away.

"Look honey, my name is Pete, and I don't know what gets into these young, pretty boys sometimes. In my day, if a girl wanted to start a conversation with me, I wouldn't fag out on them." the bartender explained. 

"There is a guy named Buck in the pool room. Could you send him a drink on me." Nicole asked Pete.

"Okay, hold on, I apologize." Red cap stated. Nicole smiled. "Pete, give them both a drink on me." And handed Pete a fifty-dollar bill. 

"Behave yourself, Chance. This girl is only trying to make friends. 

Can't you see she isn't from around here?" Pete offered, and he returned with the drinks. "They call me Chance. How do you know Buck?" 

"I don't. He asked me to leave with him if things didn't work out with you." She smiled and sipped her beer.
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"AFTER YOU." CHANCE offered, opening the door to his double-wide trailer home for Nicole.

"No, the lights are off, and if I trip over these heels, no orgasm for either of us tonight."

Cole had driven Chance to his trailer following a brief conversation riddled with lies on her part.

Chance walked into the room and immediately felt a huge electric shock. All his nerves fired at once, and he convulsed violently on the floor. Nicole stood over him, smiling. "You know this is a new stun gun, and I keep forgetting to turn it down." She rolled him over, handcuffed him, and duct-taped his legs. Nicole pulled him further into the room and pulled a syringe out of her purse. "This is to keep you from wandering off. You will notice I am not sterilizing the needle." She pulled down the back of his jeans and jabbed an injection into his hip. She duct-taped his mouth. "We will have so much fun when I get back."

The police car was parked outside with the same policeman Nicole had seen before sitting in the car. "Second target is just about to get off work. Go do your thing."

"Hey Lowell," Nicole called out as the tall, thin man in overalls walked from the service station, cleaning his hands on a shop towel.

"Do we know each other, pretty lady?"

Nicole switched closer to Lowell and leaned against him. "We are supposed to be getting together at Chance's trailer. A friend is waiting with him, but I want to ask you something." Nicole stepped back and eyed Lowell, looking him up and down. "Anything, pretty lady."

"Well, I know I am supposed to do the thing with Chance and you with her, but how do you feel about a little four-way switch up at some point?"

"Would you like for me to drive?" Were the next coherent words out of Lowell's mouth?
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LOWELL DROPPED ON THE floor after his stun, even harder than Chance. "Damn thing, that must have been up, not down." After securing Lowell, Nicole slid the two men together and ripped off the tape from Chance's mouth. She removed a small torch from her bag and lit it. Both men's eyes bulged. Nicole straddled Chance's legs as he sat on the floor with his bound hands behind his back. "First, we talk." Chance and Lowell looked too terrified to speak. "A brother is supposed to protect his sister. To love her and to be there for her even if the relationship between them and their parents fails." There was a slight tear in the corner of Nicole's eye. Cole slowly ran the fingers from her free hand through the oily mess that Chance considered his hair. "You failed to do this now, Libby is a thing more like me than she should be."

"Libby, that dike sister of mine put you up to this." Chance spat out at her.

"No, you put me up to it. See, you wanted her to be like me. Now, here is the real me." And she placed the flame of the torch on his chest. There was the smell of burning hair and flesh, followed by the smell of burning bone. He screamed and cried, then broke wind and began choking on his own saliva. Chance passed out from shock and pain. Nicole got off Chance and began pulling down Leo's pants. "Let's see what we have here."

"Please, lady, don't do this. I am sorry." Lowell cried out just before she put the torch to his testicles. Both men seem to have passed out from the massive pain or the siren song of death as Nicole undressed, put her clothes in a plastic bag, and slipped on a jumpsuit. As a departing gift, Nicole pulled the pin on an A7 incendiary grenade, and the trailer was in full blaze in seconds.

"How long should I let it burn before I call it in." The policeman had pulled up beside Nicole, watching the trailer burn.

"I think they are about done."

"Tell Marlstone it's over. My debt is now paid." The patrolman informed Cole with guilt, lacing his comment. Marlstone was the local controlling gangster, and the officer owed him a favor. Cole was obligated to check in with the local crime family if she would be operating on their turf. This would prevent any conflicts of interest that might occur.

"Marlstone knows that." She reached into the car, pulled an envelope filled with cash from beneath the seat of the Corvette, and threw it into the police car."

"What the hell is that for."

"A gift from me personally. This meant a lot to me. I hate rapists. Especially the ones that would rape a child."

The sports car made its howl as it vanished into the night. The deed was done.
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"WHY ARE YOU STILL IN California, young lady?" Inez was the coordinator for much of the law firm that Cole worked for.

"Finishing up some personal business." Nicole had answered the phone in the car as she sped to the private airfield.

"Don't get smart with me, young lady. You aren't too grown for me to put you over my lap."

"Sorry, Inez."

"I want all of your rosy cheeks on that plane and in Shane's office first thing in the morning."

"Yes, ma'am."

"And keep it under 80. I show you nearing 100 miles an hour on the satellite."
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Chapter 3
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"You must be Miss Holley." The small girl in a business suit guessed. She wore her hair in a resemblance to the way Nicole and Nicky wore their hair; only her hair was blonde, not brown like the Braden's. She had a double ear piercing and dark eye shadow. She stood in the doorway of the Braden home facing the Woman in her sixties with eyes that matched Nicholas and Nicole's deep double brown eyes.

"You must be Libby; the twins have told me so much about you. Turn around." Unclear as to why Libby did a turn. 

"Nicky said you had a great tight butt." Libby blushed and looked at a total loss for a remark.

"Where is Cole? She said she needed me here?"

"Libby, there must be a mistake. Cole is in New York. Up for an annual psychological review."

Libby looked confused. "Well, I guess I can wait at the hotel until I contact her."

"No way. There is no way you are in town, and you are leaving me alone in this house by myself while you are alone in a room across town. Bring yourself in here, and you can help me pack up this old place. Nicky has built a new house, and they want my old bones to tag along for some reason."

"That sounds great, Miss Holley."

"Wrong, it's Aunt Holley to you, little lady. Now let me get you something to eat, and I will show you around."
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